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A DEFENCE OF POETRY.

classes of mentaraction, which are called reason
and imagination, the former may be considered
as mind contemplating the relations borne by one
thought to another, however produced; and the latter,
as mind acting upon those thoughts so as to colour them
with its own light, and composing from them, as from
elements, other thoughts, each containing within itself
the principle of its own integrity._ The one is the
or the principle of synthess, and has for its
object mose forms which are common to universal
nature and existence itself; the other is the
principle, of analysis and itsaction regards roe
relations of things smply as relations; considering
thoughts, not in their integral unity, but as the alge-
braical representations which conduct to certain general
results.  Reason is the enumeration of quantities.already
known ; imagination is the perception of the-alueof
those quantitieg both separately and asa whole. Reason
respect the differences, and imagination the smilitudes
of things. Reason is to imagination as the instrument
to the agent, as the body to the spirit, as the shadow to
thesubstance,
Poetry in a general sense, may be defin to be' the
expresson of the imagination;” and poetry is connate
1. A

MACCORDING to mode of regarding those two
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with the origin of matt. Man is an instrument ovet
which a series of external and internal impressions are
driven, like the aternations of an ever-changing wind
over an “Eolian lyre, which move it by their motion to
ever-changing melody. But there is a principle within
the human being, and perhaps within all sentient beings,
which acts otherwise than in alyre, and produces not
melody aone, but harmony, by an internal adjustment
of the sounds and motions thus excited to the impressions
which excite them. It is as if the lyre could accom-
modate its chords to the motions of that which strikes
them, in a determined proportion of sound; even as the
musician can accommodate his voice to the sound of the
lyre. A child at play by itself will expressits delight by
its voice and motions; and every inflexion of tone and
gesture will bear exact relation to a corresponding anti-
type in the pleasurable impressions which awakened
it; it will be the reflected image of that impression;
and as the lyre trembles and sounds after the wind has
died away, sothe child seeks, by prolonging in its voice
and motions the duration of the effect, to prolong dso a
consciousness of the cause.  In relation to the objects
which delight a child, these expressons are what poetry
is to higher objects. The savage (for the savage is to
ages what the child is to years) expresses the emotions
produced in him by surrounding objects in a similar
manner; and language and gesture, together with plastic
or pictorial imitation, become the image of the com-
bined effect of those objects and his apprehension of
them. Man in society, with all his passons and his
pleasures, next becomes the object of the passons and
pleasures of man; an additional class of emotions
produces an augmented treasure of expression; and
language, gesture, and the imitative arts become at
once the representation and the medium, the pencil and
the picture, the chisel and the statue, the chord and
the harmony. The socia sympathies, or those laws
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from which as from its dements society reaults, begin
to devdop themsdves from the moment that two human
bangs coexist; the future is contained within the
presant as the plant within the seed; and equality,
diversty, unity, contrast, mutual dependence, become
the principles alone capable of affording the motives
according to which thewill of a social being isdetermined
to action, inasmuch as he is social; and conditute
pleasure in sensation, virtue in sentiment, beauty in art,
truth in reasoning, and love in the intercourse of kind.
Hence men, even in the infancy of sodety, observe a
certain order in their words and actions, diginct from
that of the objects and the impressons represented by
them, all expresson being subject to the laws of that
from which it procesds But let us digmiss those more
general condderations which might involve an inquiry
into the principles of sodety itsdf, and restrict our view
to the manne in which the imagination is expressd
upon itsform in theyouth of theworld, men danceand sing and
imitate natural objects observing in these actions, as in
all others a certain rhythm or order. And, athough
all men obsxve a amilar, they obsrve not the same
order, in the mations of the dance, in the meody of the
ong, in the combinations of language, in the series of
their imitations of natural objects For there isa oa-
tain order or rhythm belonging to each of these dasses
of mimetic representation, from which the hearer and
the goectator recdve an intensr and pure pleasure
than from any other: the ssnse of an approximation to
this order has been called tage by modern writers.
Every man in the infancy of art,

approximates more or less dssdy to that from which
this highes Rdight results: but the divergty is not
aufficdently marked, as that its gradations should be
sengble, except in those indances where the predomi-
nance of this faculty of approximation to the beautiful



4 A DEFENCE OP POETRY.

(for so we may be permitted to name the relation
between this highest pleasure and its cause) is very
great Those in whom it existS t0 excess are poets, in
the most universal sense of the word; and the pleasure
resulting from the manner in which they express the
influence of society or nature upon their own minds,
communicates itself to others, and gathers a sort of
reduplication from the community. Their language is
vitally metaphorical; that is, it marks the before un-
apftfebended relations of things and perpetuates their
apprehension, until words, which represent them, become,
through time, signs for portions or dasses of thought,
instead of pictures of integral thoughts;, and then, if
no new pbe dead to at the nobler purposes of Human inter-
course. Thesoets should arise to create afresh the associa
tions which have been thus disorganised, language will

e similitudes or relations are finely said by
Bacon to be "the same footsteps of nature impressed
upon the various subjects of the world;" *—and he con-
liders the faculty which percelves them as the store-
house of axioms common to all knowledge. On the
infancy of society every author is necessarily a poet,
because language itself is poetry; and to be a poet is to

the copiousness of lexicography and the distinctions of
grammar are the works of a later age, and are merely
the catalogue and the form of the creations of poetry*
But"poets, or those who imagine and express this
indestructible order, are not only the authors of language
and of music, of the dance, and architecture, and statu-
ary, and painting; they are the tnstitutors of laws and
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the founders of civil society, and the inventors of the
arts of life, and the teachers, who draw into a certain
propinquity with the beautiful and the true, that partial
apprehension of the agencies of the invisible world which
Is called religion, Hence all origina religions are
allegorical or susceptible of allegory, and, like Janus,
have a double face of fase and truePoets, according
to the circumstances of the age and nation in which
they appeared, wergjcailed, in the earlier epochs of the
world legidators or prophets :(a poet essentially com-
prises and unites both these characters) For he not
only beholds intensely the present as it is, and discovers
those laws according to which present things ought to be
ordered, but he beholds the future in the present, and
his thoughts are the germs of the flower and the fruit of
latest timey Not that | assert poets to be prophets in
the gross sense of the word, or that they can foretell the
form as surely as they foreknow the spirit of events:
such is the pretence of superstition, which would make
poetry an attribute of prophecy, rather than prophecy an
attribute of poetry. A poet participates in the eternal,,
the infinite, and the one; as far as relates to his con
ceptions, time and place and number are not The
grammatical forms which express the moods of time,
and the difference of persons, and the distinction of
place, are convertible with respect to the highest poetry
without injuring it as poetry; and the choruses of
Aeschylus, and the book of Job, and Dante's Parodiso,
would afford, more than any other writings, examples of
thisfact, if thelimits of thisessay did not forbid citation.
The creations of sculpture, painting, and music, areillus-
trations still more decisive,

Language, colour, form, and religious and civil habits
of action, am all the instruments and materials of poetry |
they may he called poetry by that figure of speech
which condders the effect as a synonym of the cause.
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arrangements of language, and especially metrical lan-
guage, which are created by that imperial faculty, whose
throneis curtained within the invisble nature of man.
And this rings from the nature itsaf of language,
which is a moredirect representation of the actions and
passons of aur internal beng, and is susceptible of more
various and delicate combinations, than colour, form, or
motion, and is more plastic and obedient to the control
of that faculty of which it is the creation. For language
Is arbitrarily produced by the imagination, and has
relation to thoughts alone; but all other materials,
ingruments, and conditions of art, have relations among
each other, which limit and interpose between con-
ception and expresson. The former is as a mirror
which reflects the latter as a doud which enfegbles,
the light of which both are mediums of communication.
Hence the fame of stulptors painters, and musdans,
although the intringc powers of the great magsers of
thee arts may yield in no degree to that of those who
have employed language as the hieroglyphic of their
thoughts has never equalled that of pods in the
redricted sne of the term; as two peformers of
equal skill will produce unequal efects from a guitar
and a harp. The fame of legidators and founders of
religion, so long as ther ingitutions last, alone seams
to exceed that of poets in the redtricted sense; but it
can scarcdy be a quedion, whether, if we deduct the
celebrity which ther flattery of the gross opinions of
the vulgar usually conciliates, together with that which
bdonged to them in ther higher character of poets any
excess will remain,

We have thus drcumscribed the word poetry within
the limits of that art which is the moat familiar and
the mogt pefet expresson of the faculty itselt It is
necessary, however, to make the circle still narrower
and to determine the didinction between measured
and unmeasured language ;for the popular divisson
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into prose and verse is inadmissble in accurate philo-

Sophy.

Sounds as well as thoughts have reation both be
tween each other and towards that which they repre-
snt, and a perception of the order of those rdations
has always been found connected with a perception of
the order of the rdations of thought Hence the
language of poes has ever affected a sort of uniform
and harmonious recurrence of sound, without which it
were not poetry, and which is scarcdy less indigpensable
to the communication of its influence, than the words
themsdves, without reference to that peculiar order.
Hence the vanity of trandation ; it were as wise to cast
a viole into a crucble that you might discover the
formal principle of its colour and odour, as sk to
tranduse from one language into ancther the creations
of a poet The plant mug spring again from its sed,
or it will bear no flower—and this is the burthen of the
aurse of Babd.

An observation of the regular mode of the recurrence
of harmony in the language of poetical minds, together
with its relation to mudc, produced metre, or a certain
gysem of traditional forms of harmony and language.
Yet it is by no means essntial that a poet should
accommodate his language to this traditional form, so
that the harmony, which isits spirit, be observed. The
practice is indeed convenient and popular, and to be
preferred, egpedally in such compostion as indudes
much action: but every great post mug inevitably
innovate upon the example of his predecessors in the
exact gructure of his peculiar verdfication. The dis
tinction between poets and prosewriters it a vulgar
error. The diginction bet ween philosophers and poets
has been anticipated Plato was essentially a poat—
tilt truth and splendour of his imagery, and the mdody
Of his language, arethe mod intense that it is possble
to,reaceive He reected the harmony of the epic,
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dramatic, and lyrical forms because he sought tokindle
a harmony in thoughts divesed of shape and action,
and he forbore to invent any regular plan of rhythm
which would include, under determinate forms, the
wried pauss of his syle Cicero sougnt to imitate
the cadence of his periods but with little success
Bacon was a poet* His language has a svest and
majegtic rhythm, which satidies the ssnse no less
than the almog superhuman wisdom of his philosophy
stidfies the intellect; it is a grain which digends, and
then burds the drcumference of the reader's mind, and
pours itsdf forth together with it into the universal
dement with which it has perpetual sympathy. All the
authors of revolutions in opinion are not only necessarily
poets as they are inventors, nor even as their words
unvel the permanent analogy of things by images which
participate in thelife of truth; but astherr periodsare
harmonious and rhythmical, and contain in themsdves
the dements of verse; being the echo of the eternal
musc. Nor are those supreme poets, who have em-
ployed traditional forms of rhythm on account of the
form and action of their subjects, less capable of per-
calving and teaching the truth of things, than those who
have omitted that form. Shakespeare, Dante, and
Milton (to confine oursdves to modern writers) are
philosophers of the very lofties power.

Eternl truth. There fethis difference between a sory
and a poem, that a gory is a catalogue of detached
facts, which have no other connexion than time, place,
drcumgance, cause, and effect: the other isthe creation
of actions according to the unchangeable forms of human
nature, as exiging in the mind of the Creator, which it
itsdlf the image of all other minds. Theoneis partial!
ami applies only to a definite period of time, and a cer-
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tain combination of events which can never again recur ;
the other is universal, and contains within itself the
germ of a relation to whatever motives or actions have
place in the possble varieties of human nature. Time,
which destroys the beauty and the use of the story of
particular facts, stripped of the poetry which should
invest them, augments that of poetry, and for ever
develops new and wonderful applications of the eterna
truth which it contains. Hence epitomes have been
called the moths of just history ; they eat out the poetry
of it A story of particular facts is as a mirror which
obscures and distorts that which should be beautiful:
poetry isa mirror which makes beautiful that which is
distorted.

The parts of a composition may be poetical, without
the composition as a whole being a poem. A single
sentence may be considered as a whole, though it may
be found in the midst of a series of unassmilated
portions; a single word even may be a spark of inex-
tinguishable thought And thus all the great historians!
Herodotus, Plutarch, Livy, were poets, and although
the plan of these writers, especidly that of Livy, re-
strained them from developing this faculty in its highest
degree, they made copious and ample amends for their
subjection, by fillingall the interstices of their subjects
with living images. ¢

Having determined what is poetry, and who are poets,
let us proceed to estimate its effects upon society.

Poetry is ever accompanied with pleasure; all spirits
upon which it foils open themseves to receive the
wisdom which is mingled with its delight; In the
infancy of the world, neither poets themsaves nor their
auditors are fully aware of the excellence of poetry fot
itactsin ' divine and unapprehended manner, beyond
and above consciousness; and it is reserved for future
generations to contemplate me measure the mighty
caue and effect to all the strength aad splendour of
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their union) Even in modern times, no living poet ever

arrived at the fulness of his fame; the jury which dts
in judgment upon a pod, bedonging as he does to all

time, mug be composed of his peers. it mug be
empanneled by time from the sHectes of the wise of

many generations. _A poet is a nightingale who dts
in darkness and dngs to cheer its own solitude with.
swvedt sounds, his auditors are as men entranced by
the mdody of an upseen musdan who fed that they
are moved and oftened, yet know not whence or why.

The poams of Homer and his contemporarieswere the
ddight of infant Greece ;they were the dements
that social sygem which is the cdumn upon which all
ucceading avilisation has reposed, Homer embodied

theideal perfection of hisagein human character;

can we doubt that those*lyho”

awakened, to an ambition of becoming like to *Achilles
mper onations, until from admiring they imitated, and
from imitation they identified themsaves with the objects
of their admiration) Nor let it be objected, that these
characters are remote from moral perfection, and that
they are by no means to be conddered as edifying
patterns for general imitation. Every epoch, under

names more or less soedous has defied its peculiar

errors, Revenge is the naked idol of the worship of a
samibarbarous age; and Sdf deceit is the velled image
of unknown evil, before which luxury and satiety lie
prodrate. (But a poet congde's the vicss of his con-
temporaries as the temporary dress in which his
cfmtigus iftus be arrayed, and which cover without
concealing the eternal proportions of their beauty. An
cpic or dramatic personage is undersood to wear
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them around his soul, as he may the ancient armour or
modern uniform around his body;Whilst it is essy to
concelve a dress more graceful than either.  The beauty
of the internal nature cannot be so far conceded by its
accidental vesture, but that the spirit of its form shall
communicate itself to the very disguise, and indicate
the shape it hides from the manner in which it is worn.
A mgedtic form and graceful motions will express
themselves through the most barbarous and tasteless
costume. Few poets of the highest class have chosen
to exhibit the beauty of their conceptions in its naked
truth and splendour; and it is doubtful whether the

alloy of costume, habit, & ¢, be not necessary to temper
this planetary music for mortal ears,

(The whole objection, however, of the immorality of
poetry rests upon a misconception of the manner in
which poetry acts to produce the moral improvement of
man. Ethical science arranges the elements which
poetry has created, and propounds schem”an”™*prch

and censure, and deceive! and subjugate one another.
But poetry acts in another and diviner manner. It
awakens and enlarges the mind itself by rendering it
the receptacle of a thousand unapprehended combibma
tions of thought Poetry lifts the veil from the hidden
beauty of the world, and makes familiar objects be as
if they were not familiar; it reproduces all that it re
presents, and the impersonations clothed in its Elysian
light stand thenceforward in the minds of those who
have once contemplated them, as memorials of that
gentle and exalted content which extends itself over all
thoughts and actions with which it coexists. The great
secret of moralssecret of moralsislove; or agoing out of our own
nature, and an identification of ourseves with the
beautiful which existsinthought, action, or person,
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intensely and comprehensively; he must put himself in
the place of another and of many others; the pains and
pleasures of his species must become his own? The
prcat.instrument of moral good is the imagination;

and poetry administers to the eftect by acting upon
the cause | Poetry with thoughts of ever new
delight, wnicn havel he power of attracting and assimila-
ting to their own nature all other thoughts, and which
form new intervals and interstices whose void for ever
draves fresh food Poetry strengthens the faculty wfeich
Is the organ of the moral nature of man, in the same
manner as exercise strengthensalimb A poet therefore®
would do i1l to embody his own conceptions of right and
wrong, which are usually those of his place and time, in
his poetical creations, which participate in neither By
this assumption of the inferior office of interpreting
the effect, in which perhaps after all he might acquit
himself but imperfectly, he would resign a glory in the
participation of the cause There was little danger
that Homer, or any of the eternal poets, should have
s0 far misunderstood themsdlves as to have abdicated
this throne of their widest dominion. Those in whom
the poetical faculty, though great, is less intense, as
Euripides, Lucan, Tasso, Spensar, have frequently
affected a moral aim, and the effect of their poetry is
diminished in exact proportion to the degree in which
they compel us to advert to this purpose.

Homer and the cyclic poets were followed at a certain
interval by the dramatic and lyrical poets of Athens,
who flourished contemporaneously with all that is most
perfect in the kindred expressions of the poetical faculty;
architecture, painting, music, the dance, sculpture, philo-
sophy, and we may add, the forms of civil life. For
athough the scheme of Athenian society was deformed
by many imperfections which the poetry existing in
chivalry and Christianity has erased from the habits
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and inditutions of modern Europe; yet never at any
other period has s much energy, beauty and virtue,
been developed; never was blind srength and subborn
form so disciplined and rendered subject to the will of
man, or that will less repugnant to the dictates of the
beautiful and the true, as during the century which
preceded the death of Socrates  Of no other epoch in
the higory of our pedes have we records and frag-
ments samped so visbly with the image of the divinity
in man. But it is poetry alone, in form, in action, and
in language, which has rendered this gpoch memorable
above all others, and the forehouse of examples to
everlaging time. For written poery exiged at that
epoch smultaneoudy with the other arts, and it is an
idle inquiry to demand which gave and which received
the light, which all, as from a common focus have
scattered over the darkest periods of succeeding time.
We know no more of cause and efect than a congant
conjunction of events. poetry is ever found to coexist
with whatever other artscontribute to the happiness and
perfection of man. | appeal to what has already been
edablished to diginguish beween the cause and the
effect

It was at the period here adverted to, that the drama
had its birth; and however a succesding writer may
have equalled or surpasssd those few great gpecimens of
the Athenian drama which have been preserved to us it
Is indigputable that the art itsdf never was understood
or practised according to the true philosophy of it, as at
Athens. For the Athenians employed language, action,
musc, painting, the dance, and rdigious ingitutions, to
produce a common efect in the representation of the
highest idealiams of passon and of power; each divison
in the art was made perfect in its kind by artigts of
the mog consummate skill, and was disciplined into
a beautiful proportion and unity one towardsthe cther.
Oil the modern sagea few only of the dements capable
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of expressng the image of the poet's conception are en*
ployed at onocg* We have tragedy without musc and
dancing; and mudc and dancing without the highest
Impersonations of which they are the fit accompaniment,
and both without religion and solemnity. Rédigious
ingtitution has indead been usually banished from the
dage Our sydem of divesting the actor's face of a
mask, on which the many expressons appropriated to
his dramatic character might be moulded into one
permanent and unchanging expresson, is favourable
only to a partial and inharmonious effect; it is fit for
nothing but a monologue, where all the attention may
be directed to some great made of ideal mimicry.
The modern practice of blending comedy with tragedy,
though liable to great abuse in point of practice is
undoubtedly an extenson of the dramatic circle; but
the comedy should be as in King Lear, universal, ideal,
and sublime It is perhaps the intervention of this
principle which determines the balance in favour of
King Lear againg the CEdipus Tyrannus or the
Agamemnon, or, if you will, the trilogies with which
they are connected; unless the intense powe of the
choral poery, expedally that of the latter, should be
conddered as resoring the equilibrium. King Lear, if
it can sudtain this comparison, may be judged to be the
mos perfect goecimen of the dramatic art exiging in
the world; in site of the narrow conditions to which
the poet was subjected by the ignorance of the philosophy
of the drama which has prevailed in modern Europe.
Calderon, in his rdigious Autos, has attempted to fulfil
ome of the high conditions of dramatic representation
neglected by Shakespeare such as the edtablishing a
relation between the drama and rdigion, and the acoom-
modating them to mudc and dancing; but he omits the
observation of conditions till more important, and more
Is log than gained by the subgitution of the rigidly-
defined and ever-repeated idealiams of a digorted
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upergition for the living impersonations of the truth of
human passons

But | digress—The connexion of scenic exhibitions
with the improvement or corruption of the manners
of men, has been universally recognised:(in other
words, the pressnce or absence of poetry, in its mod
perfect and universal form, has been found to be con-
nected with good and evil in conduct or habit.1 The
corruption which has been imputed to the drama as
an efect, begins when the poery employed in its
conditution ends. | appeal to the higory of manners
whether the periods of the growth of the one and the
decline of the other have not corregponded with an
exactness egual to any example of moral cause and
effect.

The drama at Athens, or whereoever d<e it may
have approached to its perfection, ever co-exiged with
the moral and intelectual grestness of the age The
tragedies of the Athenian poes are as mirrors in which
the spectator beholds himsdf, unde a thin diguise
of drcumdance, sript of all but that ideal perfection
and enegy which evary one feds to be the internal
type of all that he loves admires and would become
Theimagination is enlarged by a sympathy with pains
and passons s0 mighty, that they digend in ther con-
ception the capacity of that by which they are concelved,
the good affections are srengthened by pity, indignation,
terror and sorrow; and an exalted cam is prolonged
from the satiety of this high exerdse of them into the
tumult of familiar life: even crimeis disarmed of half
its horror and all its contagion by being represented as
the fatal conssquence of the unfathomable agendes of
nature; error is thus divesed of its wilfulness, men
can no longer cherish it as the creation of their choice
In the drama of the highest order thereislittlefood tot
cenaure or hatred; it teaches rather sdf-knowledge and
sdf-repect. Neither the eye nor the mind tan see itsdf,
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unless reflected upon that which it resambles The
drama, 0 long as it continues to express poeury, is a
prismatic and many-sded mirror, which colects the
brightest rays of human nature and divides and repro-
duces them from the smplicity of these dementary
forms and touches them with majesty and beauty, and
multiplies all that it reflects and endows it with /the
power of propagating itslike wherever it may fall, NA
But in periods of the decay of socia life, the drama
sympathises with that decay. Tragedy becomes a cold
imitation of the form of the great maderpieces of anti-
quity, divesed of all harmonious accompaniment of the
kindred arts, and often the very form misunderstood,
or a weak attempt to teach certain doctrines which the
writer congde's as moral truths; and which are usually
no more than gedous flatteries of some gross vice or
weskness with which the author, in common with his
auditors, are infected. Hence what has been called
the dasscal and domegic drama. Addison's " Cato"
IS a ypedmen of the one; and would it were not super-
fluous to cite examples of the other! To such purposss
poetry cannot be made subservient._ Podry is a sword
of lightning, ever unsheathed, which consumes the
scabbard that would contain it.—And thus we obsrve
t h a tall dramaticwritingsefiiiisnatureareunimagina-
rive in a gngular degree; they affet sentiment and
passon, which, divesed of imagination, are other names
for caprice and appetite. The period in our own higory
of the gross=t degradation of the drama is the reign of
Charles| | ., when all foromsin which poetry had been
accusomed to be expresssd became hymns to the
triumph of kingly power over liberty and virtue. Milton
good alone illuminating an age unworthy of him At
such periods the calculating principle pervades all the
forms of dramatic exhibition, and poetry ceasss to be
expresssd upon them.  Comedy loves its ideal univer-
sality: wit sucoeeds to humour; we laugh from sdf
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complacency and triumph, instead of pleasurej malignity,
sarcasm, and contempt succeed to sympathetic merrj*
ment; we hardly laugh, but wesmile. Obscenity, which
is ever blasphemy against the divine beauty in life,
becomes, from the very veil which it assumes, more
active if less disgusting; it is a monster for which the
corruption of society for ever brings forth new food,
which it devours in secret

The drama being « that form under which a greater
number of modes of expression of poetry are susceptible
of being combined than any other, the connexion of
poetry and social good is more observable in the drama
than in whatever other form. And it is indisputable
that the highest perfection of human society has ever
corresponded with the highest dramatic excellence; and
that the corruption or the extinction of the drama in
a nation where it has once flourished, is a mark of a
corruption of manners, and an extinction of the ener-
gies which sustain the soul of social life. But, as
Macchiavelli says of political institutions, that life may
be preserved and renewed, if men should arise capable
0?bringing back the dramato its principles. And this
IS true with respect to poetry in its most extended
sense : all language, institution and form require not
<£lyloHbe produced but to be sustained : the office and
character of a poet participates in the divine nature as
regards providence, no less than as regards creation,

Civil war, the spoils of Asia, and the fatal predomi-
nance first of the Macedonian, and then of the Roman
arms, were so many symbols of the extinction or sus
pension of the creative faculty in Greece. The bucolic
writers, who found patronage under the lettered tyrants
of Sicily and Egypt, were the latest representatives
of its most glorious reign. Their poetry is intensely
melodiousj. like the odour of the tuberose, it overcomes
and sickens the spirit with, excess of sweetness; whilst
the poetry of the preceding age was as a meadow-gale
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of June, which mingles the fragrance of all the flowers
of the field, and adds a quickening and harmonising
spirit of its own which endows the sense with a power
of sustaining its extreme delight. The bucolic and
erotic delicacy in written poetry is correlative with that
softness in statuary, music, and the kindred arts, and
even in manners and institutions, which distinguished
the epoch to which | now refer. Nor is it the poetical
faculty itself, or any misapplication of it, to which this
want of harmony is to be impute*! Anequal sensibility
to the influence of the senses and the affections is to be
found in the writings of Homer and Sophocles: the
former, especially, has clothed sensua and pathetic
images with irresistible attractions. The superiority in
these to succeeding writers consists in the presence of
those thoughts which belong to the inner faculties of our
nature, not in the absence of those which are connected
With the external: their incomparable perfection consists
in a harmony of the union of all. It is not what the
erotic poets have, but what they have not, in whicfi
their imperfection consists. It is not inasmuch as they
were poets, but inasmuch as they were not poets, that
they can be considered with any plausibility as con-
nected with the corruption of their age. Had that
corruption availed so as to extinguish in them the
sensibility to pleasure, passion, and natural scenery,
which isimputed to them as an imperfection, the last
triumph of evil would have been achieved. For the
end of social corruption is to destroy all sensibility to
pleasure; and, therefore, it is corruption. It begins at
the imagination and the intellect as at the core, and
distributes itself thence as a paralysing venom, through
the affections into the very appetites, until alt become
a torpid mass in which hardly sense survives. At the
approach of such a period, poetry ever addresses itself
to those faculties which are thelast to be dAtroyed,
and its voice is heard, like the footsteps of Astrfea,
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departing from the world. Poetry ever communicates
all the pleasurewhich men are capable of receiving:

is ever still the light of life ; the source oi*whatever of
beautiful or generousor true can have placein an timel
BmreA It will icaxffly~lte confessed that thdte among
the luxurious citizens of Syracuse and Alexandria, who
were delighted with the poems of Theocritus, were less
cold, cruel, and sensud than the remnant of their tribe.
But corruption must utterly have destroyed the fabric
of human society before poetry can ever ceas2. The
sacred links of that chain have never been entirely
digoined, which descending through the minds of many
men is attached to those great minds, whence as from
a magnet theinvisible effluence is sent forth, which at
once connects, animates, and sustains the life of all
It is thefaculty which containsj®® itself the sodfls
at once of itj To” andfofsocial reliovation,And let us
not orcumscriBe the effects of the bucolic and erotic
poetry within the limits of the sensibility of those to
whom it was addressed.  They may have perceived the
beauty of those immortal compositions, simply asfrag
ments and isolated portions: those who are more finely
organised, or born in a happier age, may recognise
them as episodes to that great poem, which all poets,
like the co-operating thoughts of one great mind, have
built up since the beginning of the world.

The same revolutions within anarrower sphere had
place in ancient Rome; but the actions and forms of its
social life never seem to have been perfectly saturated
with the poetical element The Romans appear to have
considered the Greeks as the sdlectest treasuries of the
selectest forms of manners and of nature, and to have
Abstained from creating in measured language, sculp-
tore, music, or architecture, any thing which might bear
a particular relation to their own condition, whilst it
stould bear a general one to the universal constitution
of the world. But we jadge from partial evidence and
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we judge perhaps partially. Ennius, Varro, Pacuvius
and Accius, all great poets have ben log. Lucreius
IS in the highest, and Virgil in a very high ssnss a
creator. The chosn ddicacy of expressons of the
latter are as a mig of light which conceal from us the
intense and exceeding truth of his conceptions of nature.
Livy is inginct with poetry. Yet Horace, Catullus,
Ovid, and generally the other great writers of the
Virgilian age, sw man and nature in the mirror of
Greece.  The ingitutions also, "and the rdigion of
Rome, were less poetical than those of Greece as the
shadow is less vivid than the subgance  Hence poetry
in Rome ssamed to follow, rather than accompany, the
perfection of political and domedic society. The true
poetry of Rome lived in its ingtitutions, for whatever of
beautiful, true, and majegtic, they contained, could have
gorung only from the faculty which creates the order in
which they congd. The life of Camillus, the death
of Regulus, the expectation of the senators, in ther
godlike gate, of the victorious Gauls ; the refusal of the
republic to make peace with Hannibal, after the battle
of Cannag, were nat the conssquences of a refined calcu-
lation of the probable personal advantage to result from
auch arhythm and order in the shows of life, to those
who were at once the poets and the actors of these
immortal dramas. The imagination beholding the
beauty of this order, created it out of itsdf-according
to its own idea; the conssquence was empire, and the
reward everlaging fame  These things are not the less
poetry, quia carent vate sacra. They are the episodes
of that cyclic poem written by Time upon the memories
of men. The Pad, like an ingpired rhapsodig, fills
the theatre of everlaging generations with their har-
mony.

At length the ancient sysem of religion and manners
had fulfilled the circle of its evolutions. And the world
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that there were found poets among the authors of the
Christian and chivalric sysems of manners and religion)
who created forms of opinion and action never before
conceived; which, copied into the imaginations of men,
became as generds to the bewildered armies of their
thoughts. It is foreign to the present purpose to touch
upon the evil produced by these systems. except that
we protest, on the ground of the principles already
established, that no portion of it can be attributed to
the poetry they contain.

It is probable that the poetry of Moses, Job, David,
Solomon, and Isaiah, had produced a great effect upon
the mind of Jesus and his disciples. The scattered
fragments preserved to us by the biographers of this
extraordinary person are all instinct with the most
vivid poetry. But his doctrines seem to have been
quickly distorted. At a certain period after the pre-
vadence of a system of opinions founded upon those
promulgated by him, the three forms into which Plato
had distributed the faculties of mind underwent a sort
of apotheos's, and became the object of the worship of
the civilised world. Here it is to be confessed that
“Light seems to thicken," and

" The crow mekes wing to the rooky wood,
Good things of day begin to droop and drowse,
And night's black agents to their preys do rouse,' *

But mark how beautiful an order has sprung from the
dust and blood of this fierce chaos! how the world, as
from a resurrection, balancing itself on the golden wings
of knowledge and of hope, has reassumed its yet un-
wearied flight into the heaven of time. Listen to the
music, unheard by outward ears, which is as a ceasdes

wind, nourishing its everlaging course
with grength and swiftness

[' Machethact 111 scene?2]
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The podry in the doctrines of Jesus And the mytho-
logy and inditutions of the Cdtic conquerors of the
Roman empire, outlived the darkness and the convul-
gons connected with their growth and victory, and
blended themsdves in a new fabric of manners and
opinion. It isan error to impute the ignorance of the
dark agesto the Chrigian doctrinesor the predominance
of the Cdtic nations Whatever of evil ther agendes
may have contained sprang from {he extinction of the
poetical principle, connected with the progress of degpo-
tism and superdition. Men, from causes too intricate
to be here discussad, had becoméeinsengble and sdfidh :
ther owvn will had become feeble, and yet they were its
daves, and thence the daves of the will of others: but
fear, avarice, crudty, and fraud, characterised a race
amongd whom no one was to be found capable of
creating in form, language, or ingitution. The moral
anomalies of auch a date of sodety are not justly to be
charged upon any dass of eventsimmediately connect™!
with them, and those events are mod entitled to our
approbation which could dissolve it mog expeditioudy.
It is unfortunate for those who cannot digtinguish words
from thoughts, that many of these anomalies have been
incorporated into our popular reigion.

It was nat until the deventh century that the dfects
of the poery of the Chrigian and chivalric sydems
begin to manifes themsdves.  The principle of equality
had been discovered and applied by Platoin his Republic,
as the theoretical rule of the mode in which the materials
of pleasure and of power, produced by the common skill
and labour of human beings ought to be digributed
among them.  The limitations of this rule were assted
by him to be determined only by the senshility of each,
or the utility to rexult to ait Plato, following the
doctrines of Tinueus and Pythagoras, taught aso a
moral and intelectual sygem of doctrine, comprehend-
ing at once the pad, the present, and the future con-
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dition of man. Jews divulged' the sacred and eternal
truths contained in thexe views to mankind, and
Chrigtianity, in its abgtract purity, became the exoteric
expresson of the esoteric doctrines of the poetry and
wisdom of antiquity. The incorporation of the Cdtic
nations with the exhauged population of the south,
impressed upon it the figure of the poetry exiging in
their mythology and ingitutions. The result was a sum
of the action and reaction of all the causes incduded in
It; for it may be assumed as a maxim that no nation
or religion can Upesde any other without incor por at-
ing into itsdf a portion of that which it supersedes
The abolition of personal and domesic davery, and the
emancipation of women from a great part of the de-
grading restraints of antiquity, were among the conse
quences of thexe e/ats"*

The abalition of personal davery is the bass of the
highest polittcat hope that it can enter into the mind of
man to concave  The freedom of women produced, the
poetry of sexua' love. Love became a rdigion, the
idols of whose worship were ever present. It was as if
the datues of Apollo and the Muses had been endowed
with lifeand motion, and had walled forth among ther
worshippers, o that earth became peopled by the
inhabitants of a diviner world. The familiar appear-
ance and proceedings of life became wonderful and
heavenly, and a paradise was created as out ofahe
wrecks of Eden. And as this creation itsdf is poery,
0 its creators were poets, and language was the
ingrument of their art: " Galeotto fu il libro, e chi lo
rise”  The, Provencal Trouveurs or inventors, pre-
ceded Petrarch, whoe vess are as sdls which
unseal the inmog enchanted fountains of the ddight
which is in the grief of love. It is impossble to fed
them without becoming a portion of that beauty which
we contemplate: it were superfluous to explain bow (be
gentleness and eevation of mind connected with those
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sacred emotions can render men more amiable, more
generous and wise, and lift them out of the dull vapours
of the little world of self. Dante-understood the secret
things of love even more than Petrarch. His Vita
Nuova is an inexhaustible fountain of purity of senti-
ment and language : it is the ideaFsed history of that
period, and those intervals of his life which were dedi-
cated to love. His apotheosis to Beatrice in Paradise,
and the gradations of his own love and her loveliness,
by which as by steps he feigns himself to have ascended
to the throne of the Supreme Cause, is the most glorious
imagination of modern poetry. The acutest critics have
justly reversed the judgment of the vulgar, and the order
of the great acts of the " Divina Commedia," in the
measure of the admiration which they accord to the
Hell, Purgatory, and Paradise. The latter is a per-
petual hymn of everlasting love. Love, which found
a worthy poet in Plato alone of all the ancients, has
been celebrated by a chorus of the greatest writers of
the renovated world; and the music has penetrated
the caverns of society, and its echoes still drown the
dissonance of arms and superstition. At successive
intervals, Ariosto, Tasso, Shakespeare, Spenser, Cal-
deron, Rousseau, and the great writers of our own
age, have celebrated the dominion of love, planting as
it were trophies in the human mind of that sublimest
victory over sensuality and force. The true relation
borne to each other by the sexes into which human
kind is distributed, has become less misunderstood;
and if the error which confounded diversity with
inequality of the powers of the two sexes has been
partially recognised in the opinions and institutions of
modern Europe, we owe this great benefit to the
worship of which chivalry was the law, and poets the
prophets.

The poetry of Dantemay tieconsidered asthebridge
thrown over the unites the modem
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and ancient world. The distorted notions of invisible
Things which Dante and hisrival Milton have idealised,
are merely the mask and the mantle in which -these
great poets walk through eternity enveloped and dis
guised It is a difficult question to determine how far
they were conscious of the distinction which must have
subsisted in their minds between their own creeds and
that of the people, Dante at least appears to wish to
mark the full extent of it by placing Riphseus, whom
Virgil callsjustisssmus unus, in Paradise, and observ-
ing amost poetical caprice in his distribution of rewards
and punishments. And Milton's poem contains within
itself a philosophical refutation of that system of which,
by a strange and natural antithesis, it has been a chief
popular support. Nothing can exceed the energy and
magnificence of the character of Satan as expressed
in " Paradise Lost." It is a mistake to suppose that
he could ever have been intended for the popular per-
sonification of evil Implacable hate, patient cunning,
and a deepless refinement of device to inflict the
extremest anguish on an enemy, these things are evil;
and, although venial in a dave, are not to be forgiven
in atyrant; although redeemed by much that ennobles
his defeat in one subdued, are marked by all that
dishonours his conquest in the victor. Milton's Devil
asamoral being is as far superior to his God, as one
who perseveres in some purpose which he has conceived
to be excellent in spite of adversity and torture, is
to onewho in the cold security of undoubted triumph
inflicts the most horrible revenge upon his enemy, not
from any mistaken notion of inducing him to repent of
a persaverance in enmity, but with the alleged design
of exasperating him to deserve new torments. Milton
has so far violated the popular creed (if this shall be
judged to be aviolation) asto have alleged no superiority
of; moral virtue to his god over his devil. And this
bold neglect of a direct moral purpose is the most
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decisive proof of the supremacy of Milton's genius.
He mingled as it were the dements of human nature
as colours upon a single palette, and arranged them
in the composition of his great picture according to
the laws of epic truth, that is, according to the laws
of that principle by which a series of actions of the
external universe and of intelligent and ethical beings
Is calculated to excite the sympathy of succeeding gene-
rations of mankind. The Divina Commedia and Para-
dise Lost have conferred upon modern mythology a
systematic form; and when change and time shall have
added one more superstition to the mass of those which
have arisen and decayed upon the earth, commentators
will be learnedly employed in elucidating the religion
of ancestral Europe, only not utterly forgotten because
it will have been stamped with the eternity of genius,

Homer was the first and Dante the second epic poet:
that is, the second poet, the series of whose creations
bore a defined and intelligible relation to the knowledge
and sentiment and religion of the age in which he lived,
and of the ages which followed it: developing itself in
correspondence with their development For Lucretius
had limed the wings of his swift spirit in the dregs of
the sensble world ; and Virgil, with a modesty that ill
became his genius, had affected the fame of an imitator,
even whilst he created anew all that he copied; and
none among the flock of mock-birds, though their
notes are sweet, Apollonius Rhodius, Quintus Calaber,
Smyrnseus, Nonnus, Lucan, Statius, or Claudian, have
sought even to fulfil a single condition of epic truth.
Milton was the third epic poet. For if the title oi
epic in its highest sense be refused to the Aneid, still
less can it be conceded to the Orlando Furioso, the
Gerusdemme Liberata, the Lusiad, or the Fairy
Queen.

Danteand Milton were both deeply penetrated with
the ancient religion of the civilised worlds and its spirit
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exists in their poetry probably in the same proportion as
its forms survived in the unreformed worship of modem
Europe. The one preceded and the other followed the
Reformation at almost equa intervals. Dante was the
first religious reformer, and Luther surpassed him
rather in the rudeness and acrimony, than in the bold-
ness of his censures, of papal usurpation. Dante was
the first awakener of entranced Europe; he created a
language, in itself music and pel suasion, out of a chaos
of inharmonious barbarisms. He was the congregator
of those great spirits who presided over the resurrection
of learnjng-; the Lucifer of that starry flock which in
the thirteenth century shone forth from republican Italy,
as from a heaven, into the darkness of the benighted
world. His very words are instinct with spirit; each is
as a spark, a burning atom of inextinguishable thought;
and many yet lie covered in the ashes of their birth, and
pregnant with a lightning which has yet found no con-
ductor.All high poetry is infinite ; it is as the first
acorn, which contained all oaks potentially. Veil after
veil may be undrawn, and the inmost naked beauty of
the meaning never exposed. (A great poam is a fountain
for ever overflowing with thfe waters of wisdom and
delight; and after one person and one age has exhausted
al of its divine efluence which their peculiar relations
enable them to share, another and yet another succeeds]
and new relations are ever developed, the source of aq
unforeseen and an unconceived delight J

The age immediately succeeding to that of Dante,
Petrarch, and Boccaccio, was characterised by a revival
of painting, sculpture, and architecture. Chaucer caught
the sacred inspiration, and the superstructure of English
literature is based upon the materials of Italian in-
vention.

But let us not be betrayed from a defence into a
critical higory of poetry and its influence on socety.
Be it enough to ham pointed out the efects of poets, in
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the large and true sense of the word, upon their own
and all succeeding times.
But poets have been challenged to resign the civil

It is admitted that the exercise of the imagination is
ISost delightful, but it is aleged that that of reason is
more usful.  Let us examine, as the grounds of this
distinction, what is here meant by utility. Pleasure or
good, in agenera sensg is that which the consciousness
of a sengtive and intelligent being seeks, and in which,
when found, it acquiesces. There are two. kinds of
pleasure one durable, universal,” and permanent; the
other transitory and particular.  Utility may either
express the means of producing the former or the latter.
In the former sense whatever strengthens and purifies
the affections, enlarges the imagination, and adds spirit
to sense, is useful.  But a narrower meaning may be
assigned to the word utility, confining it to express that
which banishes the importunity of the wants of our
animal nature, the surrounding men with security of
life, the dispersing the grosser delusions of superstition,
and the conciliating such a degree of mutual forbearance
among men as may consst with the motives of personal
advantaged

Undoubtedly the promoters of utility, in this limited
s$nse, have their appointed office in society.  They
follow the footsteps of poets, and copy the sketches
of their creations into the book of common life. They
make space, and give time. Their exertions are of the
highest value, so long as they confine their administra-
tion of the concerns of the inferior powers of our nature
within the limits due to the superior ones. But while
the sceptic destroys gross superstitions, let him spareto
deface, as some of the French. writers have defaced)
the eternal truths charactered upon the imaginations of
men.  Whilst the mechanig abridges and the poalitical
economis combines, labour, let them beware that ther
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goeculations, for want of correpondence with those firg
principles which beong to the imagination, do not tend,
as they have in modern England, to exagperate at once
the extremes of luxury and want They have exempli-
fied the saying, " To him that hath, more shall be
given ; and from him that hath nat, the little that he
hath shall be taken away."* The rich have become
richer, and the poor have become poorer; and the
vesd of the date is driven between the Scylla and
Charybdis of anarchy and despotism. Such are the
efets which mug ever flow from an unmitigated
exerdse of the calculating faculty.

This difficult to define pleasure in its highes sense
the definition involving a number of apparent paradoxes
For, from an inexplicable defect of harmony in the con-
ditution of human nature, the pain of the inferior is
frequently connected with the pleasures of the superior
portions of our beng. Sorrow, terror, anguish, despair
itsdf, are often the chosen expressons of an approxima-
tion to the highest good. Our sympathy in tragic fiction
depends on this principle ; tragedy delights by affording
a shadow of that pleasure which exids in pain. Thisis
the source also of the meancholy which is insgparable
from the svedex meody. The pleasure that is in
orrow is swveder than the pleasure of pleasure itsdE
And hence the saying, " It is better to go to the hau&g
of mourning than to the house of mirth." f Not that this
highes spedes of pleasure is necessarily linked with
pain. The ddight of love and friendship, the ectasy
of the admiration of nature, the joy of the perception
and still more of the creation of poetry, is often wjfaty
unalloyed.

u*he production and assurance of pleasure ifi this
highes snse is true utility. Those who produce and
presrve this pleasure are poes or poetical philosophers.

* A nisquotattott of Mark h. as—En,
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The exertions of Locke, Hume, Gibbon, Voltaire,
Rousseau, and their distples, in favour of oppresssd
and~—3duded humanity, are entitled to the gratitude of
mankind. Yet it is easy to calculate the degree of moral
and intelectual improvement which the world would
have exhibited, had they never lived. A little more
nonsnse would have been talked for a century or two;
and perhaps a fev more men, women, and children,
burnt as heretics  We might not at this moment have
been congratulating each other on the abolition of the
Inquigtion in Spain. But it exosads all imagination to
concave what would have been the moral condition
of the world if nether Dante, Petrarch, Boccacdo,
Chaucer, Shakespeare, Calderon, Bacon, nor Milton,
had ever existed; if Raphad and Michad Angeo
had never bemn born; if the Hebrew poetry, had
never bemn trandated; if a revival of the dudy of
Greek literature had never taken place; if no monu*
ments of ancent sculpture had been handed down to
us, and if the poary of the rdigion of the ancent
world had been extinguished together with its bdidf.
The human mind could never, except by the inter-
vention of thee exatements have been awakened to
the invention of the grossr sdences and that appli-
cation of analytical reasoning to the aberrations of
odety, which it is now attempted to exalt over the
direct expresson of the inventive and cregtive faculty
itsdlf.

We have more moral, palitical, and higorical wisdom
than we know how to reduce into practice; we have
more stentific and economical knowledge than can be
accommodated to the just digribution of the produce
which it multiplies. The poetry, in thee sygems of
thought, is concealed by the accumulation of facts and

" Although Raussal has bean thus dassed, hevvaswmdly a
poet The ahas e/ Vdtare were mere reveoaa [Author's
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calculating processes.  There is no want of knowledge
respecting what is wisest and best in moras, govern-
ment, and political economy, or a least what is wiser
and better than what men now practise and endure.
But we let " | dare not wait upon | would, like the poor
cat in the adage” We want the creative faculty to
Imagine that which we know; we want the generous
impulse to act that which we imagine; we want the
poetry of life: our calculations have outrun conception ;
we have eaten more than we can digest.  The cultivation
of those stiences which have enlarged the limits of the
empire of man over the externa world, has, for want of
the poetical faculty, proportionally circumscribed those
of the internal world ; and man, having endaved the
elements, remains himself a dave. To what but a
cultivation of the mechanical arts in a degree dispro-
portioned to the presence of the creative faculty, which
Is the basis of all knowledge, is to be attributed the
abuse of all invention for abridging and combining
labour, to the exasperation of the inequality of mankind ?
From what other cause has it arisen that the discoveries
which should have lightened, have added a weight to
the curse imposed on Adam ?  Poetry, and the principle
of Sdf, of which money is the visible incarnation, are
the, God and Mammon of theworld.

(The fuctions of the poetical faculty are twofold; by
one it creats new materials of knowledge, and powers
andpleasure; by the other it engenders in the mind a
desiree to be desred than at periods when, from
an excess of the sdfish and calculating principle, the
accumulation of the materials of external life exceed the
quantity of the power of assimilating them to the internal
laws af human nature. The body has then become m
imwieUiy far that which animate* it.
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Poetry is indeed something divine. It is a once the
centre and circumference Of Knowledge ; it is that Which
ComprehendTall science, and that to which all science
most bo referred;—ItTiTit the same time the root and
blossom of all other sysems of thought; it is that from
which all spring, and that which adorns all; and that
which, if blighted, denies the fruit and the seed, and
withholds from the barren world the nourishment and
the succession of the s§£ns of the tree of life. It is the
perfect and consummate surface and bloom of all things]
it is as the odour and the colour of the rose to tfyi
texture of the el ements which composeit, asthe form and
splendour of unfaded beauty to the secrets of anatomy
and corruption. What were virtue, love, patriotism,
friendship,—what were the scenery of this beautiful
universe which we inhabit; what were our consolations
on this side of the grave—and what were our aspirations
beyond it, if poetry did not ascend to bring light and
fire from those eterna regions where the owl-winged
faculty of calculation dare not ever soar?, Poetry is
not like reasoning, a power to be exerted according to
the determination of the will.\ A man cannot say, " |
will compose poetry.” influence, like an inconstant wind,
awakens to transitory brightness; this .power arises
‘from within, like the colour of a flower which fades and
changes as it is developed, and the conscious.portions
of our nature are unprophetic either of its approach or
its departure*  Could this influence be durable in its
original purity and force, it is impossible to predict the
gregtness of the results; but when composition begins,
inspiration is aready on the decline, and the most
glorious poetry that has ever been communicated to the
world is probably a feeble shadow of the original con-
ceptions of the poet | apped to the greatest poets of
the present day, whether it is not an error to assert that
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the finest passages of poetry are produced by labour and
study. The toil and the delay recommended by critics
can be justly interpreted to mean no more than a
careful observation of the inspired moments, and an
artificial connexion of the spaces between their sugges
tions, by the intertexture of conventional expressons| a
necessity only imposed by the limitedness of the poetical
faculty itself: for Milton conceived the Paradise Lost
as a whole before he executed it in portions. We have
his own authority adso for the muse having " dictated"
to him the "unpremeditated song." And let this be an
answver to those who would dlege the fifty-six various
readings of the first line of the Orlando Furioso. Com-
positions so produced are to poetry what mosac is to
painting. The instinct and intuition of the poetical
faculty is still more observable in the plastic and
pictorial arts: a great statue or picture grows under the
power of the artist as a child in the mother's womb;
and the very mind which directs the hands in formation,
Is incapable of accounting to itself for the origin, the
gradations, or the media of the process.

[Poetry is the record of the best and happiest moments
our own mind aone, and always arising unforeseen and
departing unbidden, but elevating and delightful beyond
all expression® so that evenin the desire and the regret
they leave, there cannot but be pleasure, participating
as it does in the nature of its object. It is as it were
the interpenetration of a diviner nature through our
own; but its footsteps are like those of a wind over the
seq, which the morning calm erases, and whose traces
remain only, as on the wrinkled sand which paves it
These and corresponding conditions of being are ex-
perfcnced principally by those of the most ddicate
sensibility and the most enlarged imagination; and the
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gate of mind produced by them is at war with every
base desre.  Theenthusasm of virtue, love, patriotism,
and friendship, is esseentially linked with such emations,
and whilg they lagt, sdlf appears as what it is, an atom
to a universe. Pods are not only subjet to these
experiences as sirits of the mog refined organisation,
but they can colour all that they combine with the
evanecent hues of this ethereal world; aword, a trait
in the representation of a scene or a passon, will touch
the enchanted chord, and reanimate, in those who have
ever experiencad those emations, the desping, the cold,
theburied image of the past.Poetrythus makes

immortal all that isbest and mog beautiful in the

world; it arreds the vanishing apparitions which haunt
the interlunations of life, and velling them, or in lan-
guage or in form, snds them forth among mankind,
bearing swvet news of kindred joy to those with
whom their dders abide—abide, because there is no
portal of expresson from the caverns of the spirit
which they inhabit into the universe of things. “Podry
redeams from decay the vigtations of the divinity in

exultation and horror, grief and pleasure, eternity and
change; it subdues to union, under its light yoke, all
irreconcilable things It transmutes all that it touches
and every form moving within the radiance of its
presence is changed by wondrous sympathy to an incar-
nation of the irit which it breathes: its secret alchemy
turns to potable gold the pasonous waters which flow
from death through life; it dripsthe veil of familiarity
from the world, and lays bare the naked and deeping
beauty, which is the spirit of itsforms.

All things exig as they are perceived; at least in
relation to the percipient
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" . Themindisitsown place, and in itself
Can make aheaven of hell, ahell of heaven." *

But poetry defeats the aurse which binds us to be
subject to the accident of surrounding impressons
And whether it soreads its own figured curtain, or with-
draws lifés dark vel from before the stene of things,
it equally creates for us a being within our being. It
makes us the inhabitant of aworld to which the familiar
world is a chaos It reproduces the common universe
of which we are portions and percipients, and it purges
from our inward dght the film of familiarity which
obsaures from us the wonder of our being. It compds
usto fed that which we percave, and to imagine that
which we know. It creates anew the universe after it
hasbeen annihilated in our minds by the recurrence of
impressons blunted by reiteration. It judtifies the bold
and true word of Tasso: Non merita nome di cregtore,
senon Iddioedil Poeta.

{A, pod, as he is the author to others of the highest
wisdom, pleasure, virtueand glory, so heoiighr perionillv

illugrious of men. Asto hisglory, let time be challenged
to dedare the fame of any other inditutor of
human life be comparable to that of a poet. ( That he
Is the wisest, the happies, and the bedt, inasnuch as
he is a pod, is equally incontrovertible: the greatest
poets have been men of the mog atless virtue, of the
mod consummate prudencg and, if we would look into

and the exceptions, as they regard those who possessd
the podtic faculty in a high yet inferior degree, will be
found on condderation to confirm rather than destroy
therule. Let usfor a moment goop to the arbitration
of popular breath, and usurping and uniting in our own
persons the incompatible characters of accus, witness

[ Paade Lod, Bok 2455
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judge and executioner, let us decide without trial,
tegtimony, or form, that certain motives of those who
are" there dtting where we darenot soar," are repre
hengble Let usasuume that Homer was a drunkard,
that Virgil was aflatterer, that Horace was a coward,
that Tasso was a madman, that Bacon was a oecu-
lator, that Raphad was a libertine, that Spenser was
a poet laureate. It is inconggent with this divison
of our subject to cte living poets, but pogerity has
done ample judtice to the great names now referred
to. Their erors have been weighed and found to have
been dug in the balance; if their ans " were as scarl€,
they are now white as snow:" they have been washed
in the blood of the mediator and redesmer, time.
Observe in what a ludicrous chaos the imputations of
real or fictitious crime have been confusd in the con-
temporary calumnies againg poetry and poets ; condder
how little is, as it appears—or appears, as it is, look
tp your own motives, and judge not, les ye be judged.
Poetry, as has been_said, differs in this regpect from
logic, that it is not subject on the control of the active

necessary connexion with the consdousness or
will. It is presumptuous to determine that thexe are
the necessary conditions of all mental causation, when
mental efedts are experienced insusceptible of beng
referred to thera The frequent recurrence of the
poetical power, it is obvious to uppose may produce
in the mind a habit of order and harmony corrdative
with itsown nature and with its éfects upon other minds.
But in the intervals of ingpiration, and they may be fre-
quent without being durable, a poet becomes a man, and
Is abandoned to the sudden reflux of the .influences under
which others habitually live. But as he is more
delicatdy organised than other men, and sensble to
pain and pleasure, both his own and that of others in a
degree unknown to them, he will avoid the one and
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pursue the other with an ardour proportioned to this
difference. And he renders himself obnoxious to calumny,
when he neglects to observe the circumstances under
which these objects of universal pursuit and flight have
disguised themsdves in one another's garments.

But there is nothing necessarily evil in this error, and
thus cruelty, envy, revenge, avarice, and the passons
purely evil, have never formed any portion of the popu-
lar imputations on the lives of poets.

| have thought it most favourable to the cause of
truffi to st down these remarks according to the order
in which they were suggested to my mind, by a con-
sideration of the subject itsdlf, instead of observing the
formality of a polemical reply; but if the view which
they contain be just, they will be found to involve a
refutation of the arguers againgt poetry, so far at least
as regards the first division of the subject. | can
readily conjecture what should have moved the gall of
some learned and intelligent writers who quarrel with
certain versifiers; |, like them, confess myself unwilling
to be stunned by the Thesaids of the hoarse Codri of
the day. Bavius and Maevius undoubtedly are, as they
ever were, insufferable persons.  But it belongs to a
philosophical critic to distinguish rather than confound.

The first part of these remarks has related to poetry
in its dements and principles: and it has been shown,
as well as the narrow limits assgned them would
permit, that what is called poetry in a restricted sense,
has a common source with all other forms of order and
of beauty, according to which the materias, of human
life are susceptible of being arranged, and which is
poetry in an universal sense,

The second part will have for its object an applica
tion of these principles to the present state of the culti-
vation of poetry, and a defence of the attempt to idealise
the modern forms of manners and opinions, and compe
them into a subordination to the imaginative and creative
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faculty. For the literature of England, an energetic
development of which has ever preceded or accompanied
agreat and free devdopment of the national will, has
ariseen as it were from a new birth. In spite of the
low*houghted envy which would undgtyalue contem-
porary ""meit, our own will be a memorable age in
intellectual achievements, and we live among such
philosophers and pods as surpass beyond comparison
any who have appeared snce the lag national sruggle
for civil and rdigious liberty. {The mog unfailing
herald, companion, and follower of the awakening of a
great people to work a benefical change in opinion
or_ingitution, is poery. At such periods there is an
accumulation of the power of communicating and
recaving intense and impassoned conceptions regpect-
Ing man and nature. The persons in whom this power
resdes may often, as far as regards many portions of
their nature, have little apparent correpondence with
that spirit of good of which they are the minigers
But even whilg they deny and abjure, they are yet
compdled to serve the power which is seated on the
throne of their own soul. It is impossble to read the
compogtions of the mos ceebrated writers of the
present day without being startled with the dectric life
which burns within ther words They measure the
cdrcumference and sound the depths of human nature
with a comprehensve and all-penetrating spirit, and they
are themsdves perhaps the mog dancerdy asonished at
its manifegtations; for it is less their girit than the
soirit of the age poets are the hierophagts of an un-
apprehended inspiration; the mirrors of the gigantic
tehadnyfl which futuntv cags upon the present: the
Words which express what they undergand not; the

ffoets are the unacknowledged legidators of the worid?f
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ESSAY

ON THE LITERATURE, THE ARTS, AND
THEMANNERSOFTHEATHENIANS.fI’agmen'[

HE period which intervened between the birth
of Perides and the death of Arigtotle, is un-
doubtedly, whether congdered in itsdf, or with

reference to the efedts which it has produced upon
the subsequent degtinies of civilised man, the mog
memorable in the higory of the world. What was the
combination of moral and palitical drcumgances which
produced so unparallded a progress during that period
in literature and the arts ;—why that progress so rapid
and 0 sugdained, 0 soon recelved a check, and became
retrograde—are problems left to the wonder and con-
jecture of posterity. Thewrecks and fragments of those
subtle and profound minds, like theruins of a fine satue,
obscurdy suggest to us the grandeur and perfection of
the whole. Thelr very language—a type of the under-
gandings of which it was the creation and the image-
In variety, in amplicity, in flexibility, and in copiousness
excds every other language of the western world* Their
sculpturesaresuch aswe, in our presumption, assumeto
be the modds of ideal troth and beauty, and to which
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no artist of modern times can produce forms in any
degree comparable.  Their paintings, according to Pliny
and Pausanias, were full of ddicacy and harmony; and
ome even were powerfully pathetic, o as to awaken,
like tender musc or tragic poetry, the most overwheming
emotions We are accusomed to concave the painters
of the sxteenth century, as those who have brought
ther art to the highest perfection, probably because
none of the andent paintings have been preserved.
For all the inventive arts maintain, as it were a
sympathetic connexion between each other, being no
more than various expressons of one internal power,
modified by different arcumdances ether of an indi-
vidual, or of society; and the paintings of that period
would probably bear the same relation as is confessedly
borne by the sculptures to all succesding ones  Of their
musc we know little; but the efedts which it is said to
have produced, whether they be attributed to the sKill
of the composer, or the sengbility of his audience, are
far more powerful than any which we experience from
the mugc of our own times; and if, indeed, the mdody
of their compostions were more tender and delicate,
and inspiring, than the meodies of some modern
European nations, ther superiority in this art mus
have been something wonderful, and wholly beyond
conception.

Their poetry ssams to maintain a very High, though
not so disproportionate a rank, in the comparison.
Perhaps Shakespeare, from the variety and compre
hendon of his genius is to be conddered, on the
whole, as the greates individual mind, of which we
have gpedmens remaining. Perhaps Dante created
Imaginations of greater loveiness and energy than
any that are to be found in the ancient literature of
Greece. Perhaps nothing has been discovered in the
fragments of the Greek lyric pods equivalent to the
sublime and chivalric sensbility of Petrarch.—Bat, as
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a poet, Homer must be acknowledged to excel Shake
peare in the truth, the harmony, the sustained
grandeur, the satisfying completeness of his images,
their exact fitness to the illustration, and to that to
which they belong. Nor could Dante, deficient in
conduct, plan, nature, variety, and temperance, have
been brought into comparison with these men, but for
those fortunate ides, laden with golden fruit, which
aone could tempt any one to embark in the misty
ocean of his dark and extravagant fiction.

But, omitting the comparison of individual minds,
which can afford no general inference, how superior weas
the spirit and system of their poetry to that of any other
period 1 So that, had any other genius equal in other
respects to the greatest that ever enlightened the world,
arisen in that age, he would have been superior to all,
from this circumstance aone—that his conceptions
would have assumed a more harmonious and perfect
form. For it is worthy of observation, that whatever
the poets of that age produced is as harmonious and
perfect as possible. If a drama, for instance, were the
composition of a person of inferior talent, it was still
homogeneous and free from inequalities; it was awhole,
consistent with itself. The compositions of great minds
bore throughout the sustained stamp of their greatness.
In the poetry of succeeding ages the expectations are
often exalted on Icarian wings, and fall, too much dis-
appointed to give a memory and aname to the oblivious
pool in which they fell.

In physical knowledge Aristotle and Theophrastus
had already—no doubt assisted by the labours of those
of their predecessors whom they criticise—made advances
worthy of the maturity of science. The astonishing
invention of geometry, that series of discoveries which
have enabled man to command the elements and foresee
future events, before the subjects of his ignorant wonder,
and which have opened as it were the doors of the
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mysteries of nature, had already been brought to great
perfection. Metaphysics, the science of man's intimate
nature, and logic, or the grammar and elementary
principles of that science, received from the latter
philosophers of the Periclean age a firm basis. All om
more exact philosophy is built upon the labours of these
great men, and many of the words which we employ in
metaphysical distinctions were invented by them to give
accuracy and system to their reasonings. The science
of morals, or the voluntary conduct of men in relation
to themselves or others, dates from this epoch. How
inexpressibly bolder and more pure were the doctrines
of those great men, in comparison with the timid maxims
which prevail in the writings of the most esteemed
modern moralists! They were such as Phocion, and
Epaminondas, and Timoleon, who formed themselves
on their influence, were to the wretched heroes of our
own age.

Their political and religious institutions are more
difficult to bring into comparison with those of other
times. A summary idea may be formed of the worth
of any political and religious system, by observing'the
comparative degree of happiness and of intellect pro-
duced under its influence. And whilst many institutions
and opinions, which in ancient Greece were obstacles to
the improvement of the human race, have been abolished
among modern nations, how many pernicious supersti-
tions and new contrivances of misrule, and unheard-of
complications of public mischief, have not been invented
among them by the ever-watchful spirit of avarice and
tyranny |

The modern nations of the civilised world owe the
progress which they have made—as well in those
physical sciences in which they have already excelled
their masters, as in the moral and intellectual inquiries,
in which, with all the advantage of the experience of
the latter, it can scarcdy be said thai they have yet
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equalled them,—to what is called the revival of learning;
that is, the study of the writers of the age which
preceded and immediately followed the government of
Pericles, or of subsequent writers, who were, so to speak,
the rivers flowing from those immortal fountains. And
though there seems to be a principle in the modern
world, which, should circumstances analogous to those
which modelled the intellectual resources of the age to
which we refer, into so harmonious a proportion, again
arise, would arrest and perpetuate them, and consign
their results to a more equal, extensive, and lasting
improvement of the condition of man—though justice
and the true meaning of human society are, if not more
accurately, more generally understood; though perhaps
men know more, and therefore are more, as a mass, yet
this principle has never been called into action, and
requires indeed a universal and an almost appalling
change in the system of existing things. The study of
modern history is the study of kings, financiers, states-
men, and priests. The history of ancient Greece is the
study of legislators, philosophers, and poets; it is the
history of men, compared with the history of titles.
What the Greeks were, was a reality, not a promise.
And what we are and hope to be, is derived, as it were,
from the influence and inspiration of these glorious
generations.

Whatever tends to afford a further illustration of the
manners and opinions of those to whom we owe so
much, and who were perhaps, on the whole, the most
perfect specimens of humanity of whom we have
authentic record, were infinitely valuable. Let us see
their errors, their weaknesses, their daily actions, their
familiar conversation, and catch the tone of their society.
When we discover how far the most admirable com*
munity ever framed was removed from that perfection
to which human society is impelled by some active
power within each bosom to aspire, how great ought to
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be our hopes, how resolute our struggles! For the
Greeks of the Periclean age were widely different from
us. It is to be lamented that no modem writer has
hitherto dared to show them precisely as they were.
Barthelemi cannot be denied the praise of industry and
system; but he never forgets that he is a Christian and
a Frenchman. Wieland, in his delightful novels, makes
indeed a very tolerable Pagan, but cherishes too many
political pregudices, and refrains from diminishing the
interest of his romances by painting sentimentsin which
no European of modern times can possibly sympathise.
There is no book which shows the Greeks precisely as
they were; they seem all written for children, with the
caution that no practice or sentiment, highly incon-
sistent with our present manners, should be mentioned,
lest those manners should receive outrage and violation.
But there are many to whom the Greek language is
inaccessible, who ought not to be excluded by this
prudery from possessing an exact and comprehensive
conception of the history of man ; for there is no know*
ledge concerning what man has been and may be, from
partaking of which a person can depart, without be-
coming in some degree more philosophical, tolerant,
and just.

One of the chief distinctions between the manners
of ancient Greece and modern Europe, consisted in
the regulations and the sentiments respecting sexud
intercourse.  Whether this difference arises from some
imperfect influence of the doctrines of Jesus, who
dleges the absolute and unconditional equality of all
human beings, or from the institutions of chivalry, or
from a certain fundamental difference of physical nature
existing in the Cdlts, or from a combination of all or
any of these causes acting on each other, is a question
worthy of voluminous investigation. The fact is, that
the modern Europeans have in this circumstance, and
in the abolition of davery, made an improvement the
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mos decisve in the regulation of human society; and
all the virtue and the wisdom of the Periclean age aroe
under other inditutions, in ite of the diminution
which personal davery and the inferiority of women,
recognised by law and opinion, mug have produced in
the ddicacy, the drength, the comprehensveness and
the accuracy of their conceptions in moral, political,
and metaphyscal stdence and perhaps in every other
art and soence

The women, thus degraded, became such as it was
expected they would become  They posessed, exoept
with extraordinary exceptions, the habits and the
qualities of daves They were probably not extremey
beautiful; at least there was no such digproportion in
the attractions of the external form between the female
and male s among the Gresks, as exits among the
modern Europeans. They were certainly devoid of
that moral and intdlectual lovdiness with which the
acquigtion of knowledge and the cultivation of senti-
ment animates, as with another life of overpowering
grace, the lineaments and the gestures of every form
which they inhabit. Their eyes could not have ben
degp and intricate from the workings of the mind,
and oould have entangled no heart in soul-enwoven
labyrinths.

Let it not be imagined that because the Gresks were
deprived of its legitimate object, they were incapable of
sentimental love; and that this passon is the mere
child of chivalry and the literature of modern times.
This object or its archetype forever exigs in the mind,
which sdects among those who resamble it that which
mod resembles it; and inginctively fills up the inter-
dices of the imperfect image, in the same manner as
the imagination moulds and completes the shapes in
douds or in the fire into the ressemblances of whatever
form, animal, building, & c, happens to be presnt to it
Man is in his wildet date a sodal being: a certain
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degree of civilisation and refinement ever produces
the want of sympathies still more intimate and com-
plete ; and the gratification of the snses is no longer
all that is sought in sexual connexion. It soon becomes
a very small part of that profound and complicated
sentiment, which we call love, which is rather the
universal thirst for a communion not only of the
senses, but of our whole nature, intellectual, imagina-
tive and senstive, and which, when individualised,
becomes, an imperious necessty, only to be satisfied
by the complete or partial, actual or supposed fulfil-
ment of its claims. This want grows more powerful
in proportion to the development which our nature
receves from civilisation, for man never ceasss to
be a social being. The sexual impulse, which is only
one, and often a small part of those claims, serves,
from its obvious and external nature, as a kind of type
or expression of the rest, a common bads, an acknow-
ledged and visible link.  Still it is a claim which even
derives a strength not its own from the accessory cir-
cumstances which surround it, and one which our nature
thirsts to satisfy. To estimate this, observe the degree
of intensity and durability of the love of the male to-
wards the female in animals and savages, and acknow-
ledge all the duration and intensity observable in the
love Of civilised beings beyond that of savages to be
produced from other causes. In the susceptibility of
the external senses there is probably no important
difference.

Among the ancient Greeks the male s, one half
of the human race, received the highest cultivation and
refinement: whilst the other, so far as intellect is con
cerned, were educated as daves, and were raised but
few degrees in all that related to moral or intellectual
excellence above the condition of savages. The grada-
tions in the society of man present us with dow improve
ment in thisrespect The Roman women held a higher
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condderation in sodety, and were eteemed almog as
the equal partners with their husands in the regulation
of domegtic economy and the education of ther children.
The practices and cugoms of modern Europe ar e essn-
tially different from and incomparably less pernicous
than dther, however remote from what an enlightened
mind cannot fail to dedre as the future dediny of
human beangs



ON THE SYMPOSIUM,
OR PREFACE TO THE BANQUET OF PLATQO
A fragment

HE dialogue entitled " The Banquet,” was sdected
E | by the trandator as the most beautiful and
perfect among all the works of Plato.* He
despairs of having communicated to the English lan-
guage any portion of the surpassng graces of the
composition, or having done more than present an
imperfect shadow of the language and the sentiment
of this astonishing production.

Plato is eminently the greatet among the Greek
philosophers, and from, or, rather, perhaps through
him, from his master Socrates, have proceeded those
emanations of moral and metaphysical knowledge, on
which a long series and an incalculable variety of
popular superdtitions have sheltered their absurdities

* The Republic, though replete with consderable errars of oeu-
lation, is, indexd, the greet r?aatory of important truths of all
the warks of Plato. This, pehaps is becaus it is the longest
He fird, and perhaps lag, maintained that a date ought to be
governed, nat by the wedlthies, or the mog ambitious or the
mod cunning, but by the wisst; the mehod of sdedting such
rulers and the laws by which such a Hedtion is made, mud corre-

id with and arise out of the mora fresdom and refinement of

pecple
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from the dow contempt of mankind Plato exhibits
the rare union of close and subtle logic with the
Pythian enthusiasm of poetry, melted by the splendour
and harmony of his periods into one irresistible stream
of musical impressons, which hurry the persuasions
onward, as in a breathless career. His language
is that of an immortal spirit, rather than a man.
Bacon is, perhaps, the only writer who, in these par-
ticulars, can be compared with him: his imitator,
Cicero, sinks in the comparison into an ape mocking
the gestures of a man.  His views into the nature of
mind and exisence are often obscure, only because
they are profound; and though his theories respecting
the government of the world, and the elementary laws
of moral action, are not always correct, yet there is
scarcely any of his treatises which do not, however
stained by puerile sophisms, contain the most remark-
able intuitions into all that can be the subject of the
human mind. His excelence conssts especidly in
intuition, and it is this faculty which raises him far
above Aristotle, whose genius, though vivid and various,
IS obscure in comparison with that of Plato.

The diadlogue entitled the " Banquet," is caled
E/wr/xo;, or a Discussion upon Love, and is supposed
to have taken place at the house of Agathon, at one of
a series of festivals given by that poet, on the occasion
of his gaining the prize of tragedy at the Dionysiaca.
The account of the debate on this occasion is supposed
to have been given by Apollodorus, a pupil of Socrates,
many years after it had taken place, to a companion
who was curious to hear it. This Apollodorus appears,
both from the style in which heis represented in this
piece, as well as from a passage in the Phaedon, to have
been a person of an impassioned and enthusiastic dis-
position ; to borrow an image from the Italian painters,
he seems to have been the St. John of the Socratic
group. The drama (for so the lively distinction of

D
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character and the various and wdl-wrought circum-
dances of the dory amos entitle it to be called)
begins by Socrates persuading Arigodemus to up at
Agathon's, uninvited. The whale of this introduction
affords the mog lively conception of refined Athenian
manners
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THE BANQUET.

{Trandated from plato.

APOLLODORUS.

THINK that the subject of your inquiries is still
fresh in my memory ; for yesterday, as | chanced
to be returning home from Phaleros, one of my

acquaintance, seeing me before him, called out to me
from a distance, jokingly, " Apollodorus, you Phalerian,
will you not wait aminute?" — | waited for him, and as
soon as he overtook me, " | have just been looking for
you, Apollodorus,” he said, "for | wished to hear what
those discussions were on Love, which took place at the
party, when Agathon, Socrates, Alcibiades, and some
others, met at supper. Some one who heard it from
Phoenix, the son of Philip, told me that you could give
a full account, but he could relate nothing distinctly
himself. Relate to me, then, | entreat you, all the
circumstances. | know you are a faithful reporter
of the discussions of your friends; but, first tell me,
were you present at the party or not ?"

"Your informant,” | replied, "seems to have given
you no very clear idea of what you wish to hear, if he
thinks that these discussions took place so lately as that
| could have been of the party.""—" Indeed, 1 thought
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so," replied he,—" For how," said I, " O Glauco! could
| have been present ? Do you not know that Agathon
has been absent from the city many years? But, since
| began to converse with Socrates, and to observe each
day all his words and actions, three years are scarcely
past Before this time | wandered about wherever it
might chance, thinking that | did something, but being
in truth, a most miserable wretch, not less than you are
now, who believe that you ought to do anything rather
than practise the love of wisdom."—" Do not cavil,"
interrupted Glauco, "but tell me, when did this party
take place ?"

"Whilst we were yet children,” | replied, "when
Agathon first gained the prize of tragedy, and the day
after that on which he and the chorus made sacrifices in
celebration of their success."—"A long time ago, it
seems.  But who told you all the circumstances of the
discussion ? Did you hear them from Socrates himself?"
"No, by Jupiter! But the same person from whom
Phoenix had his information, one Aristodemus, a Cyda-
thenean,—a little man who always went about without
sandals. He was present at this feast, being, | believe,
more than any of his contemporaries, a lover and
admirer of Socrates. | have questioned Socrates con«
cerning some of the circumstances of his narration, who
confirms all that | have heard from Aristodemus."—
"Why, then," said Glauco, "why not relate them, as we
walk, tome? The road to the city is every way con-
venient, both for those who listen and those who speak."

Thus as we walked | gave him some account of those
discussions concerning Love; since, as | said before,
| remember them with sufficient accuracy. If | am
required to relate them also to you, that shall willingly
be done; for, whensoever either | myself talk of philo-
sophy, or listen to others talking of it, in addition to!
the improvement which | conceive there arises from-
such conversation, | am delighted beyond measure;
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but whenever | hear your

men and great proprietors,

grief, and pity you, who, doh

are doing something. Perhaps you think that | am a
miserable wretch; and, indeed, | believe that you
think truly. 1 do not think, but well know, that you
ate miserable.

COMPANION.

You are dways the same, Apollodorus — aways
saying some ill of yourself and others. Indeed, you
seem to meto think every one miserable except Socrates,
beginning with yoursdlf. | do not know what could
have entitled you to the surname of the " Madman,"
for, | am sure, you are consistent enough, for ever
inveighing with bitterness against yourself and all others,
except Socrates.

APOLLODORUS.

My dear friend, it is manifest that | am out of my
wits from this alone—that | have such opinion as you
describe concerning myself and you.

COMPANION.

It is not worth while, Apollodorus, to dispute now
about these things; but do what | entreat you, and
relate to us what were these discussions.

APOLLODORUS.

They were such as | will proceed to tell you. But
let me attempt to relate them in the order which Aristo-
demus observed in relating them to me. Hesaid that
he met Socrates washed, and, contrary to his usual
cusom, sandalled, and having inquired whither he went
0 gaily dressed, Socrates replied, " | am going to up
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at Agathon's; yesterday | avoided it, disliking the
crowd, which would attend at the prize sacrifices then
celebrated ; to-day | promised to be there, and | made
myself so gay, because one ought to be beautiful to
approach one who is beautiful. But you, Aristodemus,
what think you of coming uninvited to supper ?"—" |
will do,” he replied, "as you command."—" Follow,
then, that we may, by changing its application, disarm
that proverb which says, To the feasts of the good, the
good come uninvited. Homer, indeed, seems not only
to destroy, but to outrage the proverb; for, describing
Agamemnon as excellent in battle, and Menelaus but
a faint-hearted warrior, he represents Menelaus as
coming uninvited to the feast of one better and braver
than himself."—Aristodemus hearing this, said, " | also
am in some danger, Socrates, not as you say, but
according to Homer, of approaching like an unworthy
inferior, the banquet of one more wise and excellent
than myself. Will you not, then, make some excuse
for me ? for | shall not confess that | came uninvited,
but shall say that | was invited by you."—"As we walk
together," said Socrates, "we will consider together
what excuse to make—but let us go."

Thus discoursing, they proceeded. But, as they
walked, Socrates, engaged in some deep contemplation,
slackened his pace, and, observing Aristodemus waiting
for him, he desired him to go on before. When Aris-
todemus arrived at Agathon's house he found the
door open, and it occurred somewhat comically, that
a slave met him at the vestibule, and conducted him
where he found the guests already reclined As soon
as Agathon saw him, " You arrive just in time to sup
with us, Aristodemus,” he said; " if you have any other
purpose in your visit, defer it to a better opportunity.
| was looking for you yesterday, to invite you to be of
our partyj | could not find you anywhere. But how is
it that you do not bring Socrates with you ? "'
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but he turning round, and not seeing Socrates behind
him, sad to Agathon, "1 just came hither in his
company, being invited by him to sup with you."—
"You did well," replied Agathon, " to come; but where
Is Socrates ?'—" He just now came hither behind me;
| myself wonder where he can be."—" Go and look,
boy," said Agathon, " and bring Socratesin ; meanwhile,
you, Aristodemus, recline there near Eryximachus."
And he bade a dave wash his feet that he might recline.
Another dave, meanwhile, brought word that Socrates
had retired into a neighbouring vestibule, where he
stood, and, in spite of his message, refused to come
in.—"What absurdity you talk," cried Agathon, "call
him, and do not leave him till he comes"—" Leave
him aone, by all means" said Aristodemus, "it is
customary with him sometimes to retire in this way and
stand wherever it may chance.  He will come presently,
| do not doubt; do not disturb him."—" Well, be it as
you will," said Agathon; "as it is, you boys, bring
supper for the rest; put before us what you will, for |
resolved that there should be no master of the feed.
Consder me, and these, my friends, as guests, whom
you have invited to supper, and serve them so that we
may commend you."

After this they began supper, but Socrates did not
come in. Agathon ordered him to be called, but
Aristodemus perpetualy forbade it. At last he came
in, much about the middle of supper, not having delayed
s0 long aswas his custom. Agathon (who happened to
be reclining at the end of the table, and aone)) said, as
he entered, " Come hither, Socrates, and sit down by
me; so that by the mere touch of one so wise as you
are, | may enjoy the fruit of your meditations in the
vestibule; for, | well know, you would not have departed
till you had discovered and secured it”

Socrates having sat down as he was desred, replied,
" It would be well, Agathon, if wisdom were of such a
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nature, as that when we touched each other, it would
overflow of its own accord, from him who possesses
much to him who possesses little; like the water in two
chalices, which will flow through a flock of wool from
the fuller into the emptier, until both are equal If
wisdom had this property, | should esteem myself most
fortunate in reclining near to you. | should thus soon
be filled, 1 think, with the most beautiful and various
wisdom. Mine, indeed, is something obscure, and
doubtful, and dreamlike. But yours is radiant, and has
been crowned with amplest reward; for, though you are
yet so young, it shone forth from you, and became so
manifest yesterday, that more than thirty thousand
Greeks can bear testimony to its excellence and love-
liness."—" You are laughing at me, Socrates," said
Agathon, " but you and | will decide this controversy
about wisdom by and bye, taking Bacchus for our
judge. At present turn to your supper.”

After Socrates and the rest had finished supper, and
had reclined back on their couches, and the libations
had been poured forth, and they had sung hymns to the
god, and all other rites which are customary had been
performed, they turned to drinking. Then Pausanias
made this kind of proposal " Come, my friends," said
he, "in what manner will it be pleasantest for us to
drink ? | must confess to you that, in reality, | am not
very well from the wine we drank last night, and | have
need of some intermission. | suspect that most of you
are in the same condition, for you were here yesterday.
Now, consider how we shall drink most easily and
comfortably."

" 'Tis agood proposal, Pausanias," said Aristophanes,
" to contrive, in some way or other, to place moderation

in our cups. | was one of those who were drenched
last night."—Eryximachus, the son of Acumenius,
hearing this, said; "1 am of your opinionj | only wish

to know one thing—whether Agathon isin the burnout
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for hard drinking?"—"Not at all," replied Agathon,
"I confess that | am not able to drink much this
evening."—" It is an excellent thing for us," replied
Eryximachus, " | mean myself, Aristodemus, Phaedrus,
and these others, if you who are such invincible drinkers,
now refuse to drink. | ought to except Socrates, for he
is capable of drinking everything, or nothing ; and what-
ever we shall determine will equally suit him.  Since,
then, no one present has any desire to drink much wine,
| shall perhaps give less offence if | declare the nature
of drunkenness. The science of medicine teaches us that
drunkenness is very pernicious : nor would | choose to
drink immoderately myself, or counsel another to do so,
especially if he had been drunk the night before."—
" Yes," said Phaedrus, the Myrinusian, interrupting him,
" | have been accustomed to confide in you, especialy
in your directions concerning medicine ; and | would
now willingly do so, if the rest will do the same." All
then agreed that they would drink at this present
banquet not for drunkenness, but for pleasure.

" Since, then," said Eryximachus, " it is decided that
no one shall be compelled to drink more than he pleases,
| think that we may as well send away the flute-player
to play to herself; or, if she likes, to the women within.
Let us devote the present occasion to conversation
between ourselves, and if you wish, | will propose to
you what shall be the subject of our discussion." All
present desired and entreated that he would explain.—
" The exordium of my speech," said Eryximachus, " will
be in the style of the Menalippe of Euripides, for the
story which | am about to tell belongs not to me, but to
Phaedrus.  Phaedrus has often indignantly complained
to me, saying—'Is it not strange, Eryximachus, that
there are innumerable hymns and paeans comp/sed for
the other gods, but that not one of the many poets who
spring up in the world have ever composed a verse in
honour of Love, who is such antl so great a god ? Nor
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any one of those accomplished sophists, who, like the
famous Prodicus, have celebrated the praise of Hercules
and others, have ever celebrated that of Love ; but what
is more astonishing, | have lately met with the book of
some philosopher, in which salt is extolled on account
of its utility, and many other things of the same nature
are in like manner celebrated with elaborate praise.
That so much serious thought is expended on such
trifles, and that no man has dared to this day to frame
a hymn in honour of Love, who being so great a deity,
is thus neglected, may well be sufficient to excite my
indignation.’

“There seemed to me some justice in these com-
plaints of Phsedrus; | propose, therefore, at the same
time for the sake of giving pleasure to Phsedrus, and
that we may on the present occasion do something well
and befitting us, that this God should receive from those
who are now present the honour which is most due to
him. If you agree to my proposal, an excellent dis-
cussion might arise on the subject. Every one ought,
according to my plan, to praise Love with as much
eloguence as he can. Let Phaedrus begin first, both
because he reclines the first in order, and because he is
the father of the discussion."

"'No one will vote against you, Eryximachus," said
Socrates, " for how can | oppose your proposal, who am
ready to confess that | know nothing on any subject
but love? Or how can Agathon, or Pausanias, or even
Aristophanes, whose life is one perpetual ministration to
Venus and Bacchus? Or how can any other whom |
see here? Though we who sit last are scarcely on an
equality with you; for if those who speak before us
shall hive exhausted the subject with their eloguence
and reafcpnings, our discourses will be superfluous. But
in the name of Good Fortune, let Phaedrus begin and
praise Love." The whole party agreedto what Socrates
taid, and entreated Phaedrus to begin.
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What each then said on this subject, Aristodemus
did not entirely recollect, nor do | recollect all that he
related to me; but only the speeches of those who said
what was most worthy of remembrance. First, then,
Phaedrus began thus.—

" Loveisamighty deity, and the object of admiration,
both to Gods and men, for many and for various claims;
but especially on account of his origin. For that he is
to be honoured as one of the most ancient of the gods,
this may serve as a testimony, that Love has no parents,
nor is there any poet or other person who has ever
affirmed that there are such. Hesiod says, that first
' Chaos was produced; then the broad-bosomed Earth,
to be a secure foundation for all things; then Love!
He says that after Chaos these two were produced, the
Earth and Love. Parmenides, speaking of generation,
says .—' But he created Love before any of the gods.
Acusileus agrees with Hesiod. Love, therefore, is
universally acknowledged to be among the oldest of
things. And in addition to this, Love is the author of
our greatest advantages ; for | cannot imagine a greater
happiness and advantage to one who is in the flower
of youth than an amiable lover, or to a lover, than
an amiable object of his love. For neither birth, nor
wealth, nor honours, can awaken in the minds of men
the principles which should guide those who from their
youth aspire to an honourable and excellent life, as
Love awakens them. | spesk of the fear of shame,
which deters them from that which is disgraceful; and
the love of glory, which incites to honourable deeds
For it is not possble that a state or private person
should accomplish, without these incitements, anything
beautiful or great | assart, then, that should one who
loves be discovered in any dishonourable action, or
tamely enduring insult through cowardice, he would fed
more anguish and shame if observed by the object af
Us passion, than if he were observed by his father' m



62 THE BANQUET OF PLATO.

his companions, or any other person. In like manner,
among warmly attached friends, a man is especially
grieved to be discovered by his friend in any dishonour-
able act. If, then, by any contrivance, a state or army
could be composed of friends bound by strong attach-
ment, it is beyond calculation how excellently they
would administer their affairs, refraining from anything
base, contending with each other for the acquirement
of fame, and exhibiting such valour in battle as that,
though few in numbers, they might subdue all mankind.
For should one friend desert the ranks or cast away his
arms in the presence of the other, he would suffer far
acuter shame from that one person's regard, than from
theregard of all other men. A thousand times would
he prefer to die, rather than desart the object of his
attachment, and not succour him in danger.

" There is none so worthless whom Love cannot
impel, as it were by a divine ingpiration, towards
virtue, even so that he may through this inspiration
become equal to one who might naturally be more
excellent; and, in truth, as Homer says. The God
breathes vigour into certain heroes—so Love breathes
into those who love, the spirit which is produced from
himsdf. Not only men, but even women who love,
are those alone who willingly expose themsdves to
die for others. Alcestis, the daughter of Pdlias, affords
to the Greeks a remarkable example of this opinion;
she alone being willing to die for her husband, and
S0 surpassing his parents in the affection with which
love inspired her towards him, as to make them appear,
in the comparison with her, strangers to their own
child, and related to him merely in name; and so
lovely and admirable did this action appear, not only
to men, but even to the Gods, that, although they
conceded the prerogative of bringing back the spirit
from death to lew among the many who then performed
excellent and honourable deeds, yet, delighted with this
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action, they redeemed her soul from the infernal regions:
so highly do the Gods honour zeal and devotion in love.
They sent back indeed Orpheus, the son of CEagrus,
from Hell, with his purpose unfulfilled, and, showing
him only the spectre of her for whom he came, refysed
to render up herself. For Orpheus seemed to them,
not as Alcestis, to have dared die for the sake of her
whom he loved, and thus to secure to himself a per-
petual intercourse with her in the regions to which she
had preceded him, but like a cowardly musician, to
have contrived to descend alive into Hell; and, indeed,
they appointed as a punishment for his cowardice, that
he should be put to death by women.

" Far otherwise did they reward Achilles, the son of
Thetis, whom they sent to inhabit the islands of the
blessed. For Achilles® though informed by his mother
that his own death would ensue upon his killing Hector,
but that if he refrained from it he might return home
and die in old age, yet preferred revenging and honour-
ing his beloved Patroclus; not to die for him merely,
but to disdain and reject that life which he had ceased
to share. Therefore the Greeks honoured Achilles
beyond all other men, because he thus preferred his
friend to all things else.

" On this account have the Gods rewarded Achilles
more amply than Alcestis; permitting his spirit to
inhabit the islands of the blessed. Hence do | assert
that Love is the most ancient and venerable of deities,
and most powerful to endow mortalswith the possession
of happiness and virtue, both whilst they live and after
they die."

Thus Aristodemus reported the discourse of Phasdrus ;
and after Phaedrus, he said that some others spoke, whosq
discourses he did not well remember. When they have
ceased Pausanias began thus — ied

" Simply to praise Love, O Phaedrus sems todius
Unbounded a scope for our discourse |If Lovelsh|p
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one, it would be well.  But since Love is not one, | will
endeavour to distinguish which is the Love whom it
becomes us to praise, and having thus discriminated
one from the other, will attempt to render him who is
the subject of our discourse the honour due to his
divinity. We all know that Venus is never without
Love ; and if Venus were one, Love would be one; but
gnce there are two Venuses, of necessty aso must
there be two Loves. For assuredly are there two
Venuses, one, the eldest, the daughter of Uranus,
born without a mother, whom we call the Uranian;
the other younger, the daughter of Jupiter and Dione,
whom we call the Pandemian;—of necessity must there
aso be two Loves, the Uranian and Pandemian com*
panions of these goddesses. It is becoming to praise
all the Gods, but the attributes which fall to the lot of
each may be distinguished and sdlected. For any par-
ticular action whatever in itself is neither good nor
evil; what we are now doing—drinking, singing, talk-
ing, none of these things are good in themselves, but
the mode in which they are done stamps them with
its own nature; and that which is done well, is good,
and that which is done ill, isevil Thus, not all love,
nor every mode of love is beautiful, or worthy of com-
mendation, but that aone which excites us to love
worthily. The Love, therefore, which attends upon
Venus Pandemos is, in truth, common to the vulgar,
and presides over transient and fortuitous connexions,
and is worshipped by the least excelent of mankind.
The votaries of this deity seek the body rather than the
soul, and the ignorant rather than the wise, disdaining
all that is honourable and lovely, and considering how
they shall best satisfy their sensua necessties. This
Loveis derived from the younger goddess, who partakes
her nature both of male and female. But the atten-

t on the other, the Uranian, whose nature is entirely
uline is the Lave who inspires as with affection,
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and exempts us from all wantonness and libertinism.
Those who are inspired by this divinity seek the affec-
tions of those who are endowed by nature with greater
excdlence and vigour both of body and mind. And it
is easy to distinguish those who especially exist under
the influence of this power, by their choosing in early
youth as the objects of their love those in whom the
intellectual faculties have begun to develop. For those
who begin to love in this manner seem to me to be
preparing to pass their whole life together in a com-
munity of good and evil, and not ever lightly deceiving
those who love them, to be faithless to their vows.
There ought to be a law that none should love the very
young ; S0 much serious affection as this deity enkindles
should not be doubtfully bestowed; for the body and
mind of those so young are yet unformed, and it is
difficult to foretell what will be their future tendencies
and power. The good voluntarily impose this law upon
themsdves, and those vulgar lovers ought to be com-
pelled to the same observance, as we deter them with
all the power of the law s from the love of free matrons.
For these are the persons whose shameful actions
embolden those who observe their importunity and
intemperance to assert, that it is dishonourable to serve
and gratify the objects of our love. But no one who
does this gracefully and according to law, ckn justly be
liable to the imputation of blame.

" Not only friendship, but philosophy and the practice
of the gymnastic exercises, are represented as dishonour -
able by the tyrannical governments under which the
barbarianslive. For | imagine it would little conduce
to the benefit of the governors, that the governed should
be disciplined to lofty thoughts and to the unity and
communion of seadfagt friendship, of which admirable
effects the tyrants of our own country have also learned
that Love is the author. For the love of Harmodiut
and Aristogiton, strengthened into a firm friendship,

. K
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dissolved the tyranny. Wherever, therefore, it is
declared dishonourable in any case to serve and benefit
friends, that law is a mark of the depravity of the legis
lator, the avarice and tyranny of the rulers, and the
cowardice of those who areruled. Wherever it issmply
declared to be honourable without distinction of cases,
such a declaration denotes dulness and want of subtlety
of mind in the authors of the regulation. Here the
degrees of praise or blame to be attributed by law are
far better regulated ; but it is yet difficult to determine
the cases to which they should refer.

" It is evident, however, for one in whom passon is
enkindled, it is more honourable to love openly than
secretly; and most honourable to love the most excellent
and virtuous, even if they should be less beautiful than
others. It is honourable for the lover to exhort and
sustain the object of his love in virtuous conduct. It is
considered honourable to attain the love of those whom
we seek, and the contrary shameful; and to facilitate
this attainment, opinion has given to the lover the per-
mission of acquiring favour by the most extraordinary
devices, which if a person should practise for any pur-
pose besdes this, he would incur the severest reproof of
philosophy. For if any one desrous of accumulating
money, or ambitious of procuring power, or seeking any
other advantage, should, like a lover seeking to acquire
the favour of his beloved, employ prayers and entreaties
in his necessty, and swear such oaths as lovers swear,
and deep before the threshold, and offer to subject
himself to such davery as no dave even would endure ;
he would be frustrated of the attainment of what he
sought, both by his enemies and friends, these reviling
him for his flattery, those sharply admonishing him,
(aid taking to themsdves the shame of his servility.
But there is a certain grace in a lover who does all these
things, so that he alone may do them without dishonour.
It is commonly said that the Gods accord pardon to the



THE BANQUET OF PLATO. 6?

lover alone if he should break his oath, and that there
IS no oath by Venus. Thus, as our law declares, both
gods and men have given to lovers all possible indul-
gence.

" The affair, however, | imagine, stands thus: As |
have before said, love cannot be considered in itself as
either honourable or dishonourable : if it is honourably
pursued, it is honourable; if dishonourably, dishonour-
able: it is dishonourable basely to serve and gratify a
worthless person; it is honourable honourably to serve
a person of virtue. That Pandemic lover who loves
rather the body than the soul is worthless, nor can be
constant and consistent, since he has placed his
affections on that which has no stability. For as soon
as the flower of the form, which was the sole object
of his desire, has faded, then he departs and is seen no
more; bound by no faith nor shame of his many pro-
mises and persuasions. But he who is the lover of
virtuous manners is constant during life, since he has
placed himself in harmony and desire with that which
is consistent with itself.

" These two classes of persons we ought to distinguish
with careful examination, so that we may serve and
converse with the one and avoid the other; determining,
by that inquiry, by what a man is attracted, and for
what the object of his love is dear to him. On the
same account it is considered as dishonourable to be
inspired with love at once, lest time should be wanting
to know and approve the character of the object. It is
considered dishonourable to be captivated by the allure-
ments of wealth and power, or terrified through injuries
to yield up the affections, or not to despise in the com-
parison with an unconstrained choice all political in-
fluence and personal advantage. For no circumstance
Is there in wealth or power so invariable and consistent,
as that no generous friendship can ever spring up from
amongst them. We have an opinion with respect to
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lovers which declares that it shall not be consdered
servile or disgraceful, though the lover should submit
himself to any species of davery for the sake of his
beloved. The same opinion holds with respect to those
who undergo any degradation for the sake of virtue.
And also it is eteemed among us, that if any one
choosss to serve and obey another for the purpose of
becoming more wise or more virtuous through the inter-
course that might thence arise, such willing davery
is not the davery of a dishonest flatterer. Through
this we should consder in the same light a servitude
undertaken for the sake of love as one undertaken for
the acquirement of wisdom or any other excedlence, if
indeed the devotion of a lover to his beloved is to be
consdered a beautiful thing. For when the lover and
the beloved have once arrived at the same point, the
province of each being distinguished; the one able
to assg in the cultivation of the mind and in the
acquirement of every other excellence; the other yet
requiring education, and seeking the possesson of
wisdom; then alone, by the union of these conditions,
and in no other case, is it honourable for the beloved
to yield up the affections to the lover. In this servitude
alone thereis no disgrace in being deceived and defeated
of the object for which it was undertaken, whereas
every other is disgraceful, whether we are deceived
or no.

" On the same principle, if any one seks the friend
ship of another, believing him to be virtuous, for the
sake of becoming better through such intercourse and
affection, and is decelved, his friend turning out to be
worthless, and far from the possesson of virtue; yet
it is honourable to have been so deceived. For such
a one sems to have submitted to a kind of servitude,
because he would endure anything for the sake of be-
coming more virtuous and wise; a digposition of mind
eminently beautiful.
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" Thisis that Love who attends on the Uranian deity,
and is Uranian; the author of innumerable benefits
both to the state and to individuals, and by the necessity
of whose influence those who love are disciplined into
the zeal of virtue. All other loves are the attendants on
Venus Pandemos. So much, although unpremeditated,
iIs what | have to deliver on the subject of love, O
Phaedrus.”

Pausanias having ceased (for so the learned teach
me to denote the changes of the discouise), Aristodemus
said that it came to the turn of Aristophanes to speak;
but it happened that, from repletion or some other cause,
he had an hiccough which prevented him; so he turned
to Eryximachus, the physician, who was reclining close
besde him, and said—" Eryximachus, it is but fair that
you should cure my hiccough, or speak instead of me
until it isover."—" | will do both," said Eryximachus;
"1 will speak in your turn, and you, when your hiccough
has ceased, shall speak in mine. Meanwhile, if you
hold your breath some time, it will subsde If not,
gargle your throat with water; and if it still continue,
take something to stimulate your nostrils, and sneeze;
do this once or twice, and even though it should be very
violent it will cease” —"Whilst you speak,” said
Aristophanes, "1 will follow your directions." —Eryxi-
machus then began:—

" Since Pausanias, beginning his discourse excellently,
placed no fit completion and development to it, | think
it necessary to attempt to fill up what he has left un-
finished. He has reasoned well in defining love as of a
double nature. The science of medicine, to which |
have addicted mysdf, seems to teach me that the love
which impels towards those who are beautiful, does not
subsg only in the souls of men, but in the bodies also
of those of all other living beings which are produced
upon earth, and, in aword, in all thingswhich are. So
wonderful and mighty is this divinity, and so widely it
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his influence extended over all divine and human things|
For the honour of my professon, | will begin by ad-
ducing a proof from medicine. The nature of the body
contains within itself this double love. For that which
is healthy and that which is diseased in a body differ
and are unlike: that which is unlike loves and dedres
that which is unlike. Love, therefore, is different in a
sane and in a diseased body. Pausanias has asserted
rightly that it is honourable to gratify those things in
the body which are good and healthy, and in this con-
ggs the skill of the physician; whilst those which are
bad and diseased ought to be treated with no indulgence.
The stience of medicine, in a word, is a knowledge of
the love affairs of the body, as they bear relation to
repletion and evacuation; and he is the mogt skilful
physician who can trace those operations of the good
and evil love, can make the one change places with the
other, and attract love into those parts from which heis
absent, or expel him from those which he ought not to
occupy. He ought to make those things which are
mogt inimical, friendly, and excite them to mutual love.
But those things are most inimical which are most
opposite to each other; cold to heat, bitterness to sweet-
ness, dryness to moisture.  Our progenitor, Asculapius,
as the poes inform us, (and indeed | believe them,)
through the skill which he possessd to inspire love and
concord in these contending principles, established the
science of medicine.

" The gymnastic arts and agriculture, no less than
medicine, are exercised under the dominion of this God.
Music, as any one may percelve who yields a very
dight attention to the subject, originates from the same
source; which Heraclitus probably meant, though he
could not express his meaning very clearly in words,
when he says, ' One though apparently differing, yet so
agrees with itsdf, as the harmony of a lyre and a bow.'
It is great absurdity to say that a harmony differs, and
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can exist between things whilst they are dissimilar; but
probably he meant that from sounds which first differed,
like the grave and the acute, and which afterwards
agreed, harmony was produced according to musical
art.  For no harmony can arise from the grave and the
acute whilst yet they differ. But harmony is symphony:
symphony is, as it were, concord. But it is impossible
that concord should subsist between things that differ,
so long as they differ. Between things which are dis-
cordant and dissimilar there is then no harmony. A
rhythm is produced from that which is quick, and that
which is slow, first being distinguished and opposed to
each other, and then made accordant; so does medicine,
no less than music, establish a concord between the
objects of its art, producing love and agreement between
adverse things.

" Music is then the knowledge of that which relates
to love in harmony and system. In the very system of
harmony and rhythm, it is easy to distinguish love.
The double love is not distinguishable in music itself;
but it is required to apply it to the service of mankind
by system and harmony, which is called poetry, or the
composition of melody; or by the correct use of songs
and measures already composed, which is called disci-
pline; then one can be distinguished from the other, by
the aid of an extremely skilful artist. And the better
love ought to be honoured and preserved for the sake of
those who are virtuous, and that the nature of the
vicious may be changed through the inspiration of its
spirit Thisisthat beautiful Uranian love, the attendant
on the Uranian muse : the Pandemian is the attendant
of Polyhymnia; to whose influence we should only so
far subject ourselves, as to derive pleasure from it with-
out indulging to excess; in the same manner as, accord-
ing to our art, we are instructed to seek the pleasures
of the table, only so far as we can enjoy them without
the consequences of disease. In music, therefore, and
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in medicine, and in all other things, human and divine,
this double love ought to be traced and discriminated ;
for it isin all things.

" Even the conditution of the ssasons of the year is
penetrated with these contending principles. For <0
often as heat and cold, dryness and moisture, of which
| sooke before, are influenced by the more benignant
love, and are harmonioudy and temperatdy inter-
mingled with the ssasons they bring maturity and
health to men, and to all the other animals and plants.
But when the evil and injurious love assumes the
dominion of the sasons of the year, dedruction is
goread widdy abroad Then pedilence is accugomed
to arise, and many other blights and dissasss fall upon
animals and plants. and hoar frods and hails, and
mildew on the corn, are produced from that excessve
and disorderly love, with which each ssason of the year
Is impelled towards the other; the mations of which
and the knowledge of the dars is called asronomy.
All sacrifices and all those things in which divination
Is concerned (for these things are the links by which
Is maintained an intercourse and communion between
the Gods and men), are nothing dse than the stence
of presarvation and right government of Love, For
Impiety is accugomed to Sring up, SO VoON as any one
oeasss to serve the more honourable Love, and worship
him by the sacrifice of good actions; but submits him-
sdf to the influences of the other, in relation to his duties
towards his parents and the Gods, and the living, and
thedead It is the object of divination to diginguish
and remedy the efedts of these opposte loves;, and
divination is therefore the author of the friendship
of Gods and men, because it affords the knowledge of
what in matters of love is lawful or unlawful to men.

. "Thus every goedes of love possessss collectively
a various and vad, or rather universal power, But
love which incites to the acquirement of its objects
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according to virtue and wisdom, posssssss the modt
excdugve dominion, and prepares for his worshippers
the highes happiness through the mutual intercourse
of social kindness which it promotes among them, and
through the benevolence which he attracts to them from
the Gods, our superiors

" Probably in thus praisng Love, | have unwil-
lingly omitted many things but it is your busness,
O Arigophanes, to fill up all that | have l&ft incom-
plete; or, if you have imagined any other mode of
honouring the divinity: for | observe your hiccough
IS over."

" Yes'' said Arigaophanes, " but not before | applied
the neezing. | wonder why the harmonious condruc-
tion of our body should require such noisy operations
as sneezing; for it ceasad the moment | eed' —
" Do you not obsarve what you do, my good Arido-
phanes ?" said Eryximachus; " you are going to spesk,
and you predispose us to laughter, and compd me to
watch for the firg ridiculous idea which you may dart
in your discour se, when you might have spoken in peace'-

"Let me unsay what | have said, then," replied
Arigophanes, laughing. " Do not watch me, | entreat
you; though | am not afraid of saying what is laugh-
able (snce that would be all gain, and quite in the
accugomed spirit of my muse)! but let | should sy
what is ridiculous'—"Do you think to throw your
dart, and excape with impunity, Arigophanes? Attend,
and what you say be careful you maintain; then, per-
haps, if it pleasss me, | may digmiss you without
quedtion.

" Indeed, Eryximachus procesded Aristophanes, "I
have desgned that my discourse should be very different
from yours end that of Pausanias. It ssams to me that
mankind are by no means penetrated with a conogption
of the power of Love, or they would have built sumptuous
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rites of sacrifice in his honour; he desrves worship
and homage more than all the other Gods and he has
yet recaved none.  For Love is of all the Gods the
mos friendly to mortals, and the physcian of those
wounds whose cure would be the greates happiness
which could be conferred upon the human race. | will
endeavour to unfold to you his true power, and you can
relate what | dedare to others

" You ought firg to know the nature of man, and the
adventures he has gone through; for his nature was
anciently far different from that which it is at present.
First, then, human bengs were formerly not divided
into two sexes male and female; there was also athird,
common to both the others, the name of which remains,
though the sx itsdf has disappeared. The androgynous
%X, both in appearance and in name, was common both
to male and female; its name alone remains, which
labours under a reproach.

" At the period to which | refer, the form of every
human being was round, the back and the sdes being
Circularly joined, and each had four arms ami as rftany
legg two faces fixed upon a round neck, exactly like
each other; one head beween the two faceg four ears
and everything dse as from such proportionsit is easy
to conjecture. Man walked upright as now, in whatever
direction he pleased] but when he wished to go fagt he
made use of all his eght limbs, and procesded in' a
rapid motion by rolling circularly round,—liketumblers
who, with their legsin the air, tumbleround and round.
We account' for the production of three sxes by up-
posng that, at the beginning, the male was produced
from the sun, the female from the earth; and that sx
which participated in both sxes from the moon, by
reason of the androgynous nature of the moon. They
were round, and their mode of proceeding was round,
from the smilarity which mus neads subsg between
them and their parent
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"They were drong aso, and had aspiring thoughts,
They it was who levied war againg the Gods, and
what Homer writes concerning Ephialtus and Otus, that
they sought to ascend heaven and dethrone the Gods, in
reality reates to this primitive people  Jupiter and the
other Gods debated what was to be done in this emer-
gency. For nether could they prevail on themsdves to
desroy them, as they had the giants with thunder, s0
that the race should be abolished; for in that case they
would be deprived of the honours of the sacrifices which
they were in the cusom of recaving from them; nor
could they permit a continuance of their insolence and
impiety. Jupiter, with some difficulty having desred
glence, at length poke ' | think,' sad he ' | have
contrived a method by which we may, by rendering the
human race more fesble, quell the insolence which they
exerdse, without proceeding to their utter destruction,
| will cut each of them in half; and so they will at once
be weaker and more useful on account of their numbers
They shall walk Upright on two legs  If they show any
more insolence, and will not kegp quiet, | will cut them
up in half again, so they shall go about hopping on one
leg.’

" S0 saying, he cut human bengs in half, as people
cut eggs beforethey salt them, or as | have ssen eggs
cut with hars He ordered Apoallo to take each ané'
as he cut him, and turn his face and half his neck
towards the operation, so that by contemplating it he
might become more cautious and humble; and then, to
cure him, Apollo turned the face round, and drawing
the skin upon what we now call the bdly, like a con-
tracted pouch, and leaving one opening, that which is
called the nave, tied it in the middle. He then
gnoothed many other wrinkles, and moulded the breast
with much such an ingrument as the leather-cutters use
torsmooth the skins upon the block. He left only a few
wrinkles in the belly, near the navel, to sarve as record
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of itsformer adventure. Immediately after thisdivision,
as each desired to possess the other half of himsdf, these
divided people threw their arms around and embraced
esch other, seeking to grow together; and from this
resolution to do nothing without the other half, they died
of hunger and weakness: when one half died and the
other was left alive, that which was thus left sought the
other and folded it to its bosom; whether that half were
an entirewoman (for we now call it awoman) or a man;
and thus they perished. But Jupiter, pitying them,
thought of another contrivance. In this manner is
generation now produced, by the union of mae and
female; so that from the embrace of a man and woman
the race is propagated.

" From this period, mutual love has naturally existed
between human beings; that reconciler and bond of
union of their original nature, which seeks to make two
one, and to hed the divided nature of man. Every one
of us is thus the half of what may be properly termed a
man, and like a pselta cut in two, is the imperfect portion
of an entire whole, perpetually necessitated to seek the
half belonging to him.

"Such as | have described is ever an affectionate
lover and a faithful friend, delighting in that which isin
conformity with his own nature. Whenever, therefore,
any such as | have described are impetuoudy struck,
through the sentiment of their former union, with love
and desire and the want of community, they are un-
willing to be divided even for a moment. These are
they who devote their whole lives to each other, with a
vain and inexpressible longing to obtain from each other
something they know not what; for it is not merely the
sensud delights of .their intercourse for the sake of which
they dedicate themsalves to each other with such serious
affection; but the soul of each manifestly thirsts for,
from the other, something which there are no words to
dextribe, and divines that which it seks and traces
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obscurdy the footgeps of its cbscure desre If Vulcan
should say to persons thus affected, ' My good people,
what is it that you want with one another? And if,
while they were hegtating what to answer, he should
proceed to ask, 'Do you not desre the dosest union
and gngleness to exig between you, s0 that you may
never be divided night or day ? If o, | will mdt you
together, and make you grow into one 0 that both in
life and death ye may be undivided. Congde, is this
what you desre? Will it content you if you become
that which | propose? Weall know that no one would
refuse uch an offer, but would at once fed that this was
what he had ever sought; and intimatey to mix and
melt and to be melted together with his beoved, so that
one should be made out of two.

" The cause of this desre is, that according to our
original nature, we were once entire.  The desre and
the pursuit of integrity and union is that which we all
love. First, as | said, we were entire, but nov we
have been dwindled through our own weakness, as the
Arcadians by the Lacedemonians There is reason to
fear, if we are guilty of any additional impiety towards
the Gods, that we may be cut in two again, and may go
about like those figures painted on the columns, divided
through the middle of our nogrils, as thin as lisptt.
On which account every man ought to be exhorted to
pay due reverence to the Gods that we may exape 0
Svae a punishment, and obtain those things which
Love, our general and commander, incites us to desire;
againg whom let none rebd by exciting the hatred of
the Gods  For if we continue on good termswith them,
we may discover and posssss those log and concealed
objects of our love | a good-fortune which now befallsto
few.

" | as=rt, then, that the happiness of all, both men
and women, condds sngly in the fulfilment of ther
love, and in that posseson of its objects by which we
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arein some degree resored to our ancient nature.  |If
this be the completion of fdicity, that mus necessarily
approach neares to it, in which we obtain the posses
son and sodety of those whose natures mog intimately
accord with our own. And if we would cdebrate any
God as the author of this bendfit, we should justly cde-
brate Love with hymns of joy; who, in our present condi-
tion, brings good assgance in our necessty, and affords
great hopes if we paavere in piety towards the Gods
that he will resore us to our original sate, and confer
on us the complete happiness alone suited to our nature*

" Such! Eryximachus, is my discourse on the subject
of Love,; different indeed from yours which | neverthe-
less entreat you not to turn into ridicule, that we may
not interrupt what each has separatdy to deliver on the
ubject.”

" twill refrain at present,” said Eryximachus, " for
your discourse delighted me. And if | did not know
that Socrates and Agathon were profoundly versed in
the suence of love affairs | should fear that they had
nothing new to say, after so many and such various
imaginations. As it is, | confide in the fertility of their
geniusss'—'Your part of the contes, at lees* was
drenuoudy fought, Eryximachus" said Socrates " but
if you had been in the Stuation in which | am, or rather
shall be, after the discourse of Agathon, like me, you
would then have reason to fear, and be reduced to your
wits end''—" Socrates" said Agathon, " wishesto con-
fuse me with the enchantments of his wit, suffidently
confused already with the expectation | see in the
assambly in favour of my discourse” —"1 must have
lo& my memory, Agathon," replied Socrates, "if |
imagine that you could be disurbed by a few private
persons after having witnesssd your firmness anil
courage in ascending the rogrum with the actors and
in calmly reciting your compagtions in the presence of
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prise of tragedy."- What then, Socrates/' retorted
Agathon, "do you think me so full of the theatre as to
be ignorant that the judgment of a few wise is more
awful than that of a multitude of others, to one who
rightly balances the value of their suffrages ?7'-" |
should judge il indeed, Agathon," answered Socrates,
"in thinking you capable of any rude and unrefined
conception, for 1 well know that if you meet with any
whom you consider wise, you esteem such aone of more
vaue than all others. But we are far from being
entitled to this distinction, for we were adso of that
assembly, and to be numbered among the rest But
should you meet with any who ae really wise, you
would be careful to say nothing in their presence which
you thought they would not approve—is it not so?'—
" Certainly," replied Agathon.—"Y ou would not then
exercise the same caution in the presence of the multitude
in which they were included ?'—" My dear Agathon,"
said Pheedrus, interrupting him, " if you answer all the
questions of Socrates, they will never have an end; he
will urge them without conscience so long as he can get
any person, especialy one who is so beautiful, to dis-
pute with him. | ownit delights me to hear Socrates
discuss; but at present, | must s that Love is not
defrauded of the praise, which it is my province to exact
from each of you. Pay the God his due, and then
reason between yoursalvesif youwilL"

"Y our admonitionisjust, Phaedrus," replied Agathon,
"nor need any reasoning | hold with Socrates impede
me: we shall find many future opportunities for dis-
cusson. | will begin my discourse then ; first having
defined what ought to be the subject of it All who
have already spoken ssem to me not so much to have
praised Love, as to have, felicitated mankind on the
many advantages of which that deity is the cauie; what
heis, the author of these great bendfit's, none have yet
declared. There isone madeaone of celebration which
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would comprehend the whole topic, namdy, firs to
declare what are those bendfits, and then what he is
who is the author of those bendfits, which are the subject
of our discourse Love ought firg to be praised, and
then his gifts declared. | assrt, then“that although
all the Gods are immortally happy, Love, if | dare
trust my voice to express 0 awful atruth, isthe happied,
and mog excelent, and the mog beautiful That heis
the mog beautiful is evident; first, O Phagdrus from
this drcumgance, that he is the younges of the Gods,
and, secondly, from his fleatness, and from his repug-
nanceto all that isold; for he exapes with the swiftness
of wings from old age; a thingin itsdf sufficently swift,
tince it overtakes us soone than there is need; and
which Love, who ddights in the intercourse of the
young, hates, and in no manner can be induced to enter
Into community with. The ancient proverb, which says
that like is attracted by like, applies to the attributes
of Love. | concede many things to you, O Phaedrus
but this | do not concede that Love is more ancient
than Saturn and Jupiter. | assrt that he is not only
the youngest of the Gods, but invesed with everlaging
youth. Those ancient desds among the Gaods recorded
by Hesod and Parmenides, if their relations are to be
conddered as true, were produced not by Love, but by
Necessty. For if Lovehad been then in Heaven, those
violent and sanguinary crimes never would have taken
placg but there would ever have subsged that affection
and peace, in which the Gods now live, under the
influence of Love.

" Heis young, therefore, and being youngis tender
and oft. There were need of some poet like Homer
to cdebrate the ddicacy and tendernessof Love  For
Homer says that the goddess Calamity is delicate, and
that her fet are tender. ' Her fedt are Toft, he says
" for shetreads not upon the ground, but makes her path
upon the heads of men,’ He gives as an evidence of
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her tenderness that she walks not upon that which is
hard, but that which is soft The same evidence is
ufficent to make manifes the tenderness of Love,  For
Love walks not upon the earth, nor over the heads of
men, which are not indeed very soft | but he dwdls
within, and treads on the softex of exiging things,
having esablished his habitation within the souls and
inmost nature of Gods and men; nat indeed in all souk
—for wherever he chances to find a hard and rugged
dispogtion, there he will not inhabit, but only where it
IS mog oft and tender. Of nexds mug he be the
mod delicate of all things, who touches lightly with his
fest only the softex parts of those things which are the
softes of all.

" Heis then the younget and the mod ddicate of
all divinities; and in addition to this, he is, asit were
the mot moig and liquid. For if he were otherwisg,
he could not, as he does fold himsdf around every-
thing, and secretly flow out and into every soul His
loveliness, that which Love posesses far beyond ail
other things, is a manifesation of the liquid and flowing
symmetry of his form; for between deformity and Love
thereiseternal contrast and repugnance.  Hislifeis spent
among flowers, and this accounts for the immortal fair-
nes of his skin; for the winged Love rets not in
his flight on any form, or within any soul the flower
of whose lovdiness is faded, but there remains mos
willingly where is the odour and radiance of blossoms
yet unwithered. Concerning the beauty of the God, let
this be sufficent, though many things mug remain un-
said. Let us next condgder the virtue and power of
Love,

"What is mog admirable in Love is, that he nather
inflicts nor endures injury in his reatione dither with
Gods or men. Nor if he suffers any thing does he suffer
it through violence, nor doing any thing does he act It
with violence, for Love is never even touched with
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violence. Every one willingly adminigers every thing to
Love;, and that which every one voluntarily conocedes
to anather, the laws, which are the kingsof the republic,
decree that isjust for him to posssss In addition to
judice, Love participates in the highet temperance;
for if temperance is defined to be the being superior to
and holding under dominion pleasures and dedres;
then Love, than whom no pleasure is more powerful,
and who is thus more powerful than all persuasons and
ddights, mug be excdlently temperate.  In power and
valour Mars cannot contend with Love: the love of
Venus posessss Mars; the possessor isalways superior
to the possessd, and he who subdues the most power ful
mug of necessty be the mogt powerful of all

" Thejugtice and temperance and valour of the God
have been thus declared;—there remains to exhibit his
wisdom. And firdt, that, like Eryximachus, | may
honour my own professon, the God is a wise poet;
0 wise that he can even make a pog one who was
not before: for every one even if before he were ever
0 undisciplined, becomes a poet as soon as he is
touched by Love—a auffident proof that Love is a
great poet, and wdl sKilled in that sdence according
to thediscipline of musc For what any one possessss
not, or knows not, that can he nether give nor teach
another. And who will deny that the divine poery,
by which all living things are produced upon the earth,
Is not harmonisad by the wisdom of Love ? Is it not
evident that Love was the author of all the arts of life
with which we are acquainted, and that he whose teacher
has been Love, becomes eminent and illudrious, whilst
he who knows not L ove, remains forever unregarded and
obscure?  Apollo invented medicing, and divination,
and archery, under the guidance of desre and Love;
BO that Apollowasthe disciple of Love. Through him
the Musss discovered the arts of literature, and Vulcan
that of naoulding brass and Minerva the loom, and
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Jupiter the mystery of the dominion which he now
exercises over gods and men.  So were the Gods taught
and disciplined by the love of that which is beautiful;
for there is no love towards deformity.

" At the origin of things, as | have before said, many
fearful deeds are reported to have been done among the
Gods, on account of the dominion of Necessity. But
S0 soon as this deity sprang forth from the desire which
forever tendsin the universe towards that whichislovely,
then all blessings descended upon all living things,
human and divine. Love ssams to me, O Phaedrus a
divinity the most beautiful and the best of all, and the
author to all others of the excellencies with which his
own nature is endowed. Nor can | restrain the poetic
enthusiasm which takes possesson of my discourse, and
bids me declare that Love is the divinity who crestes
peace among men, and calm upon the sea, the windless
slence of storms, repose and deep in sadness  Love
divests us of all alienation from each other, and fills our
vacant hearts with overflowing sympathy; he gathers us
together in such social meetings as we now delight to
celebrate, our guardian and our guide in dances, and
sacrifices, and feeds. .Yes, Love, who showers benig-
nity upon the world, and before whose presence all
harsh passons flee and perish; the author of all soft
affections; thedestroyer of all ungentle thoughts; mer-
ciful, mild; the object of the admiration of the wise, and
the delight of gods; possessed by the fortunate, and
desired by the unhappy, therefore unhappy because they
posess him not; the father of grace, and delicacy, and
gentleness, and delight, and persuasion, and desire; the
cherisher of all that is good, the abolisher of all evil;
our most excellent pilot, defence, saviour and guardian
in labour and in fear, in desire and in reason; the
ornament and governor of all things human and divine;
the bedt, the loveliest; in whose footsteps every one
ought to follow, celebrating hi m excellently in song, and
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bearing each his part in that divines harmony which
Love dngs to all things which live and are, soothing
the troubled minds of Gods and men. This, O Phaedrus,
iIswhat | have to offer in praise of the divinity | partly
composed, indeed, of thoughtless and playful fandes,
and partly of such srious ones as | could well com-
mand."

No sooner had Agathon ceassd, than a loud murmur
of applause arose from all present; s0 becomingly had
the fair youth spoken, both in praise of the God, and
in extenuation of himsdf. Then Socrates, addressang
Eryximachus, said, " Was not my fear reasonable, son
of Acumenus? Did | not divine what has in fact,
happened,—that Agathon's discourse would be so won-
derfuly beautiful, as to preoccupy all interest in what
| should say ? "—" You, indeed, divined wdl <o far,
O Sooates” sad Eryximachus, " that Agathon would
goeak doquently, but not that, therefore, you would be
reduced to any difficulty,"—"How, my good friend,
can | or any one d== be otherwise than reduced to
difficulty, who spesk after a discourse 0 various and
0 doquent, and which otherwise had been sufficently
wonderful, if, at the conduson, the splendour of the
sentences, and the choice sdection of the expressons,
had not sruck all the hearers with astonishment; so
that |, who wdl know that | can never say anything
nearly so beautiful asthis, would, if there had been any
exape have run away for shame The gory of Gor-
gias came into my mind, and | was afraid lest in
reality | should suffer what Homer desribes; and lest
Agathon, scanning my discourse with the head of the
doquent Gorgias, should turn me to gone for gesch-
lesmess | immediately percaved how ridiculoudy |
had engaged mysdf with you to assume a part in
rendering praise to love, and had boaged that | was
well skilled in amatory matters, being so ignorant of
the manner in which it is becoming to lender him
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honour, as | now perceve mysdf to be, I, in my
amplicity, imagined that the truth ought to be spoken
concerning each of the topics of our praise, and that it
would be sufficent, chooang those which are the mos
honourableto the God, to place them in as lumtnous*m
arrangement as we could. | had, therefore, great hopes
that | should eak satisfactorily, being well aware that
| was acquainted with the true foundations of the praise
which we have engaged to render. But snce as it
appears, our purpose has been, not to render Love his
due honour, but to accumulate the mogt beautiful and
the greatest attributes of his divinity, whether they in
truth bdong to it or not, and that the proposed question
Is not how L ove ought to be praised, but how we should
praise him mog doquently, my attempt mus of necessty
fail It ison thisaccount, | imagine, that in your dis
coursss you have attributed everything to Love, and
have described him to be the author of such and 0
great efedts as to those who are ignorant of his true
nature, may exhibit him as the mog beautiful and the
bet of all things. Not, indeed, to those who know the
truth. Such praise has a glendid and imposng effect,
but as | am unacguainted with the art of rendering
it, my mind! which could not foresse what would be
required of me, absolves me from that which, my tongue
promised Farewdl! then, for such praise | can never
render.

" But if you desre | will speak what | fed to be
true; and that 1 may not expose mysdf to ridicule,
| entreat you to congder that | speak without entering
intd competition with those who have preceded me.
Condder, then, Phsadrus whether you will exact from
me such a discourse, containing the mere truth with
respect to Love and compossd of such unpremeditated
expressons as may chance to offer themsdves to my
mind."—phedrus and the res bade him speak in the
manner which he judged mog befitting—" Permit me,
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then, O Phaedrus, to ask Agathon a few questions, so
that, confirmed by his agreement with me, | may pro-
ceed."--" Willingly," replied Phsedrus, "ask."~Then
Socrates thus began:—

"I applaud, dear Agathon, the beginning bf your
discourse, where you say we ought first to define and
declare what Love is, and then his works. Thisrule
| particularly approve. But, come, since you have
given us a discourse of such beauty and maesty con-
cerning Love, you are able, | doubt not, to explain this
guestion, whether Love is the love of something or
nothing? | do not ask you of what parents Loveis;
for the inquiry, of whether Love is the love of any
father or mother, would be sufficiently ridiculous. But
if | were asking you to describe that which a father
IS, | should ask, not whether a father was the love of
any one, but whether a father was the father of any one
or not; you would undoubtedly reply, that a father was
the father of a son or daughter; would you not ?"—
" Assuredly."—"You would define a mother in the
same manner ?" — " Without doubt." —" Yet bear
with me, and answer afew more questions, for | would
leant from you that which | wish to know. If | should
inquire, in addition, is not a brother, through the very
nature of his relation, the brother of some one?'—
" Certainly."—"Of a brother or dster, is he not?'-—
"Without question."—"Try to explain to me then the
nature of Love; Love is the love of something or
nothing ?"—" Of something, certainly."

-Observe and remember this concesson. Tell me
yet farther, whether Love desires that of which it is the

Loveor not ?"-—""It dedresit. assuredly,"—" Whether
possessing that which it desres and loves, or not
possessing it, doesit desireand love ?"—" N ot posess:

ing it, | should imagine"—"Observe now, whether it
does not appear, that, of necessty, desre dedres that
which it wants and does not possess and no kmgtt
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desires that which it no longer wants: this gopears to
me, Agathon, of necessity to be; how does it appear to
you ?'—" It appears so to me also."—" Would anyone
who was aready illustrious, desire to be illustrious;
would any one aready strong, desire to be strong?
From what has already been conceded, it follows that
he would not If any one already strong) should desire
to be strong; or any one already swift, should desire to
be swift; or any one aready healthy, should desire to
be healthy, it must be concluded that they still desired
the advantages of which they aready seemed possessed
To destroy the foundation of this error, observe, Agathon,
that each of these persons must possess the severa
advantages in question, at the moment present to our
thoughts, whether he will or no. And, now, is it
possible that those advantages should be at that time
the objects of his desire? For, if any one should say,
belngln health, '| desreto bein health;' being rich,
'] desire to be rich, and thus still desire those thlngs
which | aready possess' we might say to him, 'You,
my friend, possess health, and strength, and riches;
you do not desire to possess now, but to continueto
possess them in future; for, whether you will or no,
they now belong to you. Consider then, whether, when
you say that you dedire things present to you, and in
your own possession, you say anything ese than that
you desire the advantages to be for the future alsoin
your possesson,” What dse could he reply?'—
"Nothing, indeed."—"Is not Love, they, the love
of that which is not within its reach, and which cannot
hold in security, for the future, those things of which
it obtains a present and transitory possession?'—
" Evidently." Love, therefore, and everything dse
that desires anything, desires that which it absent awl
beyond his reach, that which if has not, that whichis
not itself, that which it wan to; such are the things of
which where are desire and love?'-" Assuredly”
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"Come," said Socrates, "let us review your con-
cessons. Is Love anything dse than the love first of
something; and, secondly, of those things of which it
hat need?'—"Nothing."—"Now, remember of those
things you said in your discourse, that Love was the
love—if you wish | will remind you. | think you said
something of this kind, that all the affairs of the gods
were admirably disposed through the love of the things
which are beautiful; for, there was no love of things
deformedj did you not say so ?'—" | confess that 1
did,"—" You said what was mogt likely to be true, my
friend; and if the matter be so, the love of beauty must
be one thing, and the love of deformity another. "—
" Certainly."—" It is conceded, then, that Love loves
that which he wants but posessss not?'—"Yes, cer.
tainly."—"But Love wants and does not possess
beauty?"—"Indeed it must necessarily follow."-—
" What, then ! call you that beautiful which has need
of beauty and possessesnot ?"'—" Assuredly no."—" Do
you still assert, then, that Love is beautiful, if all that
we have said be true?'—"Indeed, Socrates" said
Agathon, "I am in danger of being convicted of
ignorance, with respect to all that | then spoke"—
"Y ou spoke most eloquently, my dear Agathon; but
bear with my questions yet a moment Y ou admit that
things which are good are also-beautiful?'-—"No
doubt."—" If Love, then, bein want of beautiful things,
and things which are good are beautiful, he must be
in want of things which are good ?"—" | cannot refute
your arguments, Socrates."—" Y ou cannot refute truth,
my dear Agathon: to refute Socrates isnothing difficult;

"But | will dismiss these questionings. At present
let me endeavour, to the best of my power, to repeat to
you, on the basis of the points which Have been agreed
upon between me and Agathon, a discourse concerning
love which | formerly heard from the prophetess
Diotims, who was profoundly skilled in this and many
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other doctrines, and who, ten years before the pettilence,
procured to the Athenians, through ther sacrifices a
dday of the dissase ; for it was she who taught me the
sdence of things relating to Love.

" As you well remarked, Agathon, we ought todedare
who and what is Love, and then his works It is
eades to relate them in the same order as the foregn
prophetess observed when, quegtioning me, she related
them. For | said to hea much the same things that
Agathon has just said to me—that Love was a great
deity, and that he was beautiful; and she refuted me
with the same reasons as | have employed to refute
Agathon, compdling me to infer that he was ndther
beautiful nor good, as | said—' What then,' | objected,
‘0 Diotima, is Love ugly and evil ?—' Good words |
entreat you, said Diotima; 'do you think that every
thing which is not beautiful, mug of necessty be ugly?
— 'Certainly.’ — "And everything that is not wise
ignorant ? Do you not percave that there is something
between ignorance and wisdom ?—' What is that?'-'
' To havearight opinion or conjecture. Observe, that
thiskind of opinion, for which no reason can be rendered,
cannot be called knowledge; for how can that be called
knowledge, which is without evidence or reason ? Not
ignorance, on the other hand; for how can that be
called ignorance which arrives at the persuason of that
which it really is? A right opinion is something
between underganding and ignorance'—I| oconfesssd
that what she alleged was true—" Do not then say' she
continued, ' that what is not beautiful is of necessty
deformed, nor what is not good is of necessty evil;
nor, dnce you have confesed that Love is nether
beautiful nor good, infer, therefore, that he is deformed
or evil, but father something intermediate

'‘But ;' | said, 'loveisoonfessed by all tabea great

God'~'Do you means when you say all, all those who
know, or those who know not, what they say?°—'All
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coIIectiver.'—' And how can that be, Socrates ? said
she laughing; ' how can he be acknowledged to be a
great God, by those who assart that he is not even a
God at ail ?'—'And who are they?' | said—'You for
one, and | for another'—' How can you sy that,
Diotima?—'Easily," she replied, '‘and with truth; for
tell me, do you not own that all the Gods are beautiful
and happy ? or will you presume to maintain that any
God isotherwise? ' ' By Jupiter, not| ! ' — "Doyou not
call those aone happy who possess all things that are
beautiful and good?''Certainly.'You have con-
fessed that Love, through his desire for things beautiful
and good, poseses not those materials of happiness,
—' Indeed such was my concession/—But how can we
concelve a God to be without the possesson of what is
beautiful and good ?—'In no manner, | confess.’
' Observe, then, that you do not consider Love to be a
God.'What, then', sad, 'is Love a mortal?
'By nomeans.'—'But what, then?—'Like those
things which | have before instanced, he is neither
mortal nor immortal, but something intermediate.—'
'What is that, O Diotima? — 'A great daemon,
Socrates, and everything daemoniacal holds an inter-
mediate place between what is divine and what is
mortal’

" What is his power and nature?| inquired.—*He
Interprets and makes a communication between divine
and human things, conveying the prayers and sacrifices
of men to the Gods, and communicating the commands
and directions concerning the mode of worship most
pleasing to them, from Gods to men. He fills up that
intermediate space between these two dasses of beings,
S0 as to bind together, by his own power, the whole
universe of things. Through him subsist all divination,
tod the science of sacred things as it relates to sacrifices,
and gtptations, and disenchantment!, and prophecy,
and magic The divine nature cannot immediately
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communicate with what is human, but all that intercourse
and converse which is conceded by the Gods to men,
both whilst they desp and when they wake, subssts
through the intervention of Love; and he who is wise
In the science of this intercourse is supremelyjiappy,
and participates in the daemoniacd nature; whilst he
who is wise in any other science or art, remains a mere
ordinary dave. These deemons are, indeed, many and
various, and one of them is Love!

""Who are the parents of Love ? | inquired.—' The
history of what you ask,' replied Diotima, ' is some what
long; nevertheless | will explain it to you. On the
birth of Venus the Gods celebrated a great feast, and
among them came Plenty, the son of Metis. After
supper, Poverty, observing the profusion, came to beg,
and stood besde the door. Plenty being drunk with
nectar, for wine was not yet invented, went out into
Jupiter's garden, and fell into a degp deep. Poverty
wishing to have a child by Plenty, on account of her
low estate, lay -down by him, and from his embraces
concelved Love. Love s, therefore, the follower and
servant of Venus, because he was concelved at her birth,
and because by nature he is a lover of all that is
beautiful, and Venus was beautiful And since Loveis
the .child of Poverty and Plenty, his nature and fortune
participate in that of his parents. He s for ever poor,
and so far from being delicate and beautiful, as mankind
Imagine, he is squalid and withered; he flies low along
the ground! and is homeless and unsandalled; he deeps
without covering before the doors, and in the unsheltered
streets; possessing thus far his mother's nature, that he
Is ever the companion of want But, inasmuch as he
participates in that of his father, he is for ever scheming
to obtain things which are good and beautiful; heis
fearless, vehement, and strong; a dreadful hunter,
for ever weaving some new contrivance, exceadingly
cautious-and prudent, and full of resources; heis a0,
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during his whole exigence, a philosopher, a powerful
enchanter, a wizard, and a subtle sophig  And, as his
nature is nether mortal nor immortal, on the same day
when he is fortunate and successful, he will at one time
flourish, and then die away, and then, according to his
father's nature, again revive. All that he acguires
perpetually flows away from him, so that Love is never
éther rich or poor, and holding for ever an intermediate
date between ignorance and wisdom. The cae gands
thus ;—no God philosophises or desresto become wise,
for heis wise; nor, if there exig any other being who
IS wiss does he philosophisa. Nor do the ignorant
philosophise, for they desre not to become wise; for
this is the evil of ignorance, that he who has neither
intelligence, nor virtue, nor ddicacy of sentiment,
Imagines that he posessss all those things sufficently.
He sks not, therefore, that possesson, of whose want
heis not aware'—' Who, then, 0 Diotima,' | inquired,
" are philosophers, if they are nether the ignorant nor
the wise?—' It is evident, even to achild, that they are
those intermediate persons among whom is Love.  For
Wisdom is one of the mog beautiful of all things; Love
Is that which thirgs for the beautiful, so that Love is of
necessty a philosopher! philosophy being an intermediate
date baween ignorance and wisdom. His parentage
acoounts for his condition, being the child of a wise and
well provided father, and of a mother both ignorant and
pooar,

"* Such is the demoniacal nature, my dear Socrates,
nor do | wonder at your error concerning Love, for you
thought, as | conjecture from what you say, that Love
was not the lover but the bedoved, and thence, well con-
euded that he mus be supremdy beautiful; for that
which is the object of Love mug indeed be fair, and
delicate, and perfect, and mos happy ; but LQVE
inherits, as | have dedared, a totally oppogste nature!
—" Your words have persuason in them, O granger,
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| said; 'beit asyou say. But this Love, what advan-
tages does he afford to men?'—'l will proceed to
explain it to you, Socrates. Love being such and s0
produced as | have destribed, is, indeed, as you sy,
the love of things which are beautiful But if any one
should ak us saying: O Soorates and Diotima, why
Is Love the love of beautiful things? Or, in plainer
words, what does the lover of that which is beautiful,
love in the object of his love, and sk from it 7— He
seekd | said, interrupting her, ' the property and pes
e5on of it,'—'But that/ she replied, 'might still be
met with another quegtion, What has he, who possesses
that which is beautiful?—'Indeed, | cannot immedi-
ately reply/—' But, if changing the beautiful for good,
any one should inquire—I| ak, O Socrates what is
that which he who loves that which is good, loves in
the object of his love?—'To be in his posesson,
| replied'—' And what has he, who has the posseson
of good ?'—' This quegion is of easer solution, he is
happy/—' Those who are happy, then, are happy through
the possesson; and it is usdess to inquire what he
desres who dedres to be happyj the question ssams
to have a complete reply. But do you think that this
wigh and this love are common to all men, and that all
desre that that which is good should be for ever
present to them ?— Certainly, common to all'—' Why
do we not say then, Socrates, that every one loves? if,
indeed, all love perpetually the same thing? But we
sy that some love, and some do not'—' Indeed |
wonder why it is so.'—'Wonder not; said Diotima,
'for we sHect a particular sedes of love, and apply
to it digtinctively, the appdlation of that which is
universal.'-—

"' Give me an example of such a sdect application.
—'Poetry; which is a general name dgnifying every
cause whereby anything procesds from that which is
not, into that which in; so that the exercise of ever}



A TUB BANQUET OP PLATO.

inventive art is poetry, and all such artists poets. Yet
they are not called poets, but distinguished by other
names; and one portion or pecies of poetry, that which
has relation to music and rhythm, is divided from all
others, and known by the name belonging to all* For
this is done properly caled poetry, and those who
exercise the art of this species of poetry, poets. So
with respect to Love. Love is indeed universaly all
that earnest desire for the possesson of happiness and
that which is good ; the greatest and the subtlest love,
and which inhabits the heart of every living being ; but
those who seek this object through the acquirement of
wealth, or the exercise of the gymnastic arts, or philo-
sophy, are not said to love, nor are called lovers; one
species alone is called love, and those done are said to
be lovers, and to love, who seek the attainment of the
universal desire through one species of love, which is
peculiarly distinguished by the name belonging to the
whole. It is asserted by some, that they love, who are
seeking the lost half of their divided being. But |
assert, that Love is neither the love of half nor of the
whole, unless, my friend, it meets with that which is
good ; since men willingly cut off their own hands and
fedt, if they think that they are the cause of evil to them.
Nor do they cherish and embrace that which may belong
to themsdlves, merely because it is their own; unless,
indeed, any one should choose to say, that that which is
good is attached to his own natureand is his own, whilst
that which is evil is foreign and accidental; but love
nothing but that which is good. Does it not appear so
to you?—' Assuredly.'—'Can we then simply affirm
that men love that which is good?—'Without doubt’
—' What, then, must we not add, that, in addition to
loving that which is good, they love that it should be
present to themselves ?—' Indeed that must be added.’
—'" And not merdy that it should bo present, but that it
should ever be presnt ?—'This also mog be added'
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"' Love, then, is collectively the desire in men that
good should be for ever present to them,'—' Most true.’
—»* Since thisisthe genera definition of Love, can you
explain in what mode of attaining its object, and in what
gpecies of actions, does Love peculiarly consst 7—
" If | knew what you ask, O Diotima, | should not have
so much wondered at your wisdom, nor have sought you
out for the purpose of deriving improvement from your
instructions'—'l  will tell you," se replied: 'Love is
the desire of generation in the beautiful, both with re-
lation to the body and the soul/—'| must be a diviner
to comprehend what you say, for, being such as | am,
| confess that | do not understand it/—'But | will
explain it more clearly. The bodies and the souls of all
human beings are alike pregnant with their future pro-
geny, and when we arrive at a certain age, our nature
Impels us to bring forth and propagate. This nature is
unable to produce in that which is deformed, but it can
produce in that which is beautiful. The intercourse of
the mae and femde in generation, a divine work,
through pregnancy and production, is, as it were, Some*
thing immortal in mortality. These things cannot take
place in that which is incongruous; for that which is
deformed is incongruous, but that which is beautiful is
congruous with what is mortal and divine. Beauty is,
therefore, the fate, and the Juno Lucinato generation;
Wherefore, whenever that which is pregnant with the
generative principle, approaches that which is beautiful,
it becomes transported with delight, and is poured forth
in overflowing pleasure, and propagates. But when it
approaches that which is deformed it is contracted by
sadness, and being repelled and checked, it does not
produce, but retains unwillingly that with Which it is
pregnant. Wherefore, to one pregnant, and, as it were,
already bursting with the load of his desire, the impulse
towards that which is beautiful is intense, on account of
the great pafc of retaining that which liehas conceived.
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Love then, O Socrates is not as you imagine the love
of the beautiful. —" What, then ?—"of generation and
production in the beautiful—Why then of genera-
tion ?'—' Generation is something eternal and immortal
in mortality. It necessarily, from what has bean con-
fesed, follows, that we mugt desre immortality together
with what is good, ance Love is the degre that good be
for ever presnt tous  Of necessity Love mug also be
the dedre of immortality/

" Diotima taught me all this doctrine in the discourse
we had together concerning Love; and, in addition,
she inquired, 'What do you think, Socrates, is the
cause of thislove and desre ? Do you not perceive how
all animals, both those of the earth and of the air, are
affected when they desre the propagation of their species
affected even to weakness and dissase by the impulse of
thjpir love; firg, longing to be mixed with each other,
and then seking nourishment for ther offgring, o
that the feshles are ready to contend with the srongest
in obedience to this law, and to die for the sake of ther
young, or to wage away with hunger, and do or suffer
anything so that they may not want nourishment It
might* be sad that human bengs do thee things
through reason, but can you explain why other animals
are thus affected through love ?'—I oconfessd that | did
not know.—' Do you imagine yoursdf,’ said she, 'to be
skilful in the sdence of Love, if you are ignorant of
thexe things?— As | said before, O Diotima, | come
to you, well knowing how much | am in need of a
teacher. But explain to me, | entreat you, the cause of
these things, and of the other things relating to Love'
—'1f,' said Diotima, ' you beieve that Love is of the
same nature as we have mutually agreed upon, wonder
not that such are its efects For the mortal nature
leeks, so far as it is able, to become deathless arid
eternal But it can only accomplish this desre by
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of the old For, athough each human beng be
severally said to live, and be the same from youth to old
age, yet, that which is called the same, never contains
within itsdf the same things, but always is becoming
new by the loss and change of that which it possessd
before; both the hair and the flesh, and the bones and
theentirebody.

"* And not only does this change take place in the
body, but also with respect to the soul Manners,
morals, opinions, dedres, pleasures, sorrows fears;
none of thexe ever remain unchanged in the same
persons, but some die away, and others are produced
And, what is yet more drange is, that not only does
pame knowledge spring up, and another decay, and that
we are never the same with regect to our knowledge,
but that each several object of our thoughts suffersthe
same revolution. That which is called meditation, or
the exerdse of memory, is the sdence of the excape or
departure of memory; for, forgefulnes is the going
out of knowledge; and meditation, calling up a new
memory in the place of that which has departed, pre-
srves knowledge, w0 that, though for ever displaced
and restored, it ssamsto be the same.  In this manner
every thing mortal ispreserved: nat that it is congant
and eternal, like that which is divinej but that in the
place of what has grown old and is.departed, it leaves
another new like that which it wasitsdf. By this con-
trivance, O Socrates, does what is mortal, the body and
all other things, partake of immortality; that whichis
immortal, is immortal in another manner. Wonder
not, then, if every thing by nature cherishes that which
was produced from |tself for this earnet Love isa
tendency towardseternity.*

""Having heard this discourse, | was asonished, and
asked," Can these things be true, 0 wisest Diotima?'
And shelike, an accompliahed sophig, said, 'Know
wdl,0 Socrates, that you only regard that lore of

It O
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glory which inspires men, you will wonder at your own
unskilfulness in not having discovered all that | now
declare. Obsarve with how vehement a desre they
are affected to become illugtrious and to prolong ther
glory into immortal time, to attain which object, far
more ardently than for the sake of ther children, all
men are ready to engage in many dangers, and expend
their fortunes and submit to any labours and incur
any death. Do you bdieve that Alcestis would have
died in the place of Admetus, or Achillesfor the revenge
of Patroclus, or Codrus for the kingdom of hispogerity,
if they had not beieved that the immortal memory
of their actions which we now cherish, would have
remained after thar death ? Far otherwise all such
deads are done for the sake of ever-living virtue, and
this immortal glory which they have obtained; and
Inasmuch as any one is of an excelent nature, so much
the more is he impdled to attain this reward For
they love what isimmortal

" * Those whose bodies alone are pregnant with this
principle of immortality are attracted by women, seeking
through the production of children what they imagineto
be happiness and immortality and an enduring remem*
brance;, but they whose souls are far more pregnant
than ther bodies conceve and produce that which
IS more suitable to the sl What is suitable to the
soul? Inteligence, and every other power and ex-
cdlence of the mind; of which all poets and all other
artiss who are creative and inventive, are the authors.
The greates and mog admirable wisdom is that which
regulates the government of families and sates, And
which is called moderation and justicee. Whosoever,
therefore, from his youth feds his soul pregnant with
the conception of these excdlences, is divine ? and when
due timearrives, desresto bringforth; and wandering
about, he sks the beautiful in which he may propagate
what he bw concelved; for there is no generations
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that which is deformed; he embraces those bodies
which arebeautiful rather than thase which aredeformed,
in obedience to the principle which is within him, which
Is ever saeking to perpetuate itsdf.  And if he meds
in conjunction with lovdiness of form, a beautiful,
generous and gentle soul, he embraces both at once,
and immediatdy undertakes to educate this object of
his love, and is ingpired with an overflowing persuason
to dedare what is virtue, and what he ought to be who
would attain to its posesson, and what are the duties
which it exacts For, by the intercourse with, and as
it were, the very touch of that which is beautiful, he
brings forth and produces what he had formerly con*
ceived; and nourishes and educates that which is thus
produced together with the object of his love, whose
iImage, whether absent or present, is never divided from
his mind. So that those who are thus united arelinked
by a nobler community and a firmer love, as being the
common parents of a lovelier and more endearing pro*
geny than the parents of other children. And every one
who condders what poserity Homer and Hesiod, and
the other great poas have Ieft behind them, the sourcss
of their own immortal memory and renown, or what
children of his soul Lycurgus has appointed to be the
guardians, .pot only of Lacedaemon, but of all Greece ;
or what an illugtrious progeny of laws Solon has pro-
duced, and how many admirable achievements, both
among the Greeks and Barbarians, men have left as
the pledges of that love which subssed beween them
and the beautiful, would choose rather to be the parent
of such children than those in a human shape For
divine honours have often been rendered to them on
account of such children, but on account of those in
human shape, never.

"' Your own meditation, O Socrates might perhaps

have initiated you in all these things which | have
already taught you on the subject of Love, But those
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perfect and sublime ends to which thee are only the
means, | know not that you would have been competent
to discover. | will declare them, therefore, and will
render them as intdligible as possble do you mean’
while gtrain all your attention to trace the doscure depth
of the subject He who aspires to love rightly, ought
from his earliest youth to ssk an intercourse with
beautiful forms, and firg to make a sngle form the
object of his love and therein to generate intellectual
excdlences  He ought, then, to condder that beauty
in whatever form it reddesis the brother of that beauty
which subgds in another form; and if he ought to
pursue that which is beautiful in form, it would be
absurd to imagine that beauty is not one and the same
thing in all forms and would therefore remit much of
his ardent preference towards one through his peroep-
tion of the multitude of daims upon his love In
addition, he would consder the beauty which isin
ouls more excdlent than that which is in foom. S6
that one endowed with an admirable soul, even though
theflower of the form were withered, would auffice him
as the object of his love and care, and the companion
with whom he might sask and produce such condusons
as tend to the improvement of youth ; sothat it might
be led to obsrve the beauty and the conformity which
there is in the observation of its duties and the laws,
and to egeam little the mare beauty of the outward
form. He would then conduct his pupil to sdence
%0 that he might look upon the lovdiness of wisdom;
and that contemplating thus the universal beauty, no
longer would he unworthily and meanly endave himsdf
to the attractions of one form in love nor one subject
of discipline or sdence but would turn towards the
wide ocean of intellectual beauty, and from the sght
of the lovdy and maegic forms which it containd
would abundantly bring forth his conceptions in philo-
ophy ; until, grengthened and confirmed, he should at
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length steadily contemplate one sdence, which is the
sdence of this universal beauty.

"' Attempt, | entreat you, to mark what | say with
as keen an observation as you can.  He who has ben
disciplined to this point in Love by contemplating
beautiful objects gradually! and in ther order, now
arriving at the end of all that concarns Love, on a
sudden behalds a beauty wonderful in its nature.  This
Isit, O Socrates, for the sake of which all the former
labours were endured. It is eternal, unproduced, in-
degtructible; neither subject to increasenor decay @ not,
like other things, partly beautiful and partly deformed *
not at one time beautiful and at another time not; not
beautiful in relation to one thing and deformed in rda-
tion to another; not here beautiful and there deformed;
not beautiful in the etimation of one person and
deformed in that of another; nor can this supreme
beauty be figured to the imagination like a beautiful
face or beautiful hands or any portion of the body,
nor like any discourse nor any sdence® Nor does
it ubsg in any other that lives or is, either in earth,
or in heaven, or in any other place; but it is eternally
uniform and conggent, and monoadic with itsdf.  All
other things are beautiful through a participation of it,
with this Condition, that although they are subject to
production and decay, it never becomes more or less
or endures any change When any one ascending
from a correct sygem of Love, begins to contemplate
this supreme beauty, he already touches the consumma-
tion of his labour. For such as discipline themsdves
upon this sygem, or are conducted by another beginning
to ascend through these trandtory objects which ate
beautiful, towardsthat which is beauty itsdf, proocesding
as on geps from the love of one form to that of two,
aad from that of two, to that of all forms which are
beautiful; and from beautiful forms to beautiful habits
aiid ingitutions, and from ingtitutions to beautiful doe
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trines, until, from the meditation of many doctrines,
they arrive at that which is nothing ds than the
doctrine of the supreme beauty itsdf, in the knowledge
and contemplation of which at length they repose

"' Quch a life as this, my dear Socrates/ exclaimed
the dranger Propheess ' goent in the contemplation of
the beautiful, is the life for men to live; which if you
chance ever to experience, you will eteem far beyond
gold and rich garments, and even those lovey persons
whom you and many others now gaze on with agtonish-
ment, and are prepared nether to eat nor drink o that
you may behold and live for ever with thee objects
of your lovel What then shall we imagine to be the
agpet of the supreme beauty itsdf, ample, pure, uncon-
taminated with the intermixture of human flesh and
colours and all other idle and unreal shapes attendant
on mortality; the divine, the original, the supreme, the
monoddic beautiful itsef? What mug be the life of
him who dwedls with and gazes on that which it becomes
us all to :.k? Think you not that to him alone is
accorded the prerogative of bringing forth, not images
and shadows of virtue, for he is in contact not with a
shadow but with reality; with virtue itself in the pro-
duction and nourishment of which he becomes dear to
the Gods, and if such a privilege is conceded to any
human being, himsglf immortal®

" Such, 0 Phaedrus, and my other friends, was what
Diotima said. And being pesuaded by her words, |
have snce occupied mysdf in attempting to persuade
others that it is not easy to find a better assgant than
Love in seeking to communicate immortality to our
human natures Wherefore | exhort every one to honour
Love; 1 hold him in honour, and chiefly exerdse mysdf
In amatory matters, and exhort others to do so; and
now and: ever do | praise the powe ami excdlence
of Love, in the bex manner that | can, Let thisdis
course if it pleasss you, phedras, be consdered as an
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encomium of Love; or call it by what other name you
will,"

The whole asembly praised his discourse and
Arigophanes was on the point of making some remarks
on the alluson made by Socrates to him in a part of
his discourse, when suddenly they heard a loud knocking
at the door of the vestibule, and a damour as of revelers
attended by a flute-player —" Go, boys" said Agathon,
" and s who is there : if they are any of our friends,
call them in; if not, say that we have already done
drinking."—A minute afterwards, they heard the voice
of Alcibiades in the vedibule excessvdy drunk and
roaring out:—"Where is Agathon? Lead me to
Agathon !"—The flute-player, and some of his com-
panions then led him in, and placed him againg the
door-podt, crowned with athick crown of ivy and violets,
and having a quantity of fillets on his head—" My
friends" he cried out, " hail! | am excessvdy drunk
already, but Til drink with you, if you will. If not, we
will go away after having crowned Agathon, for which
purpoe | came | asure you that | could not come
yeserday, but | am now here with thesefillets round my
temples, that from my own head | may crown his who,
with your leave, is the mos beautiful and wisest of men.
Arelyou laughing at me because | am drunk? Ay, |
know what | say is true, whether you laugh or not
But tell me at once whether | shall come in, or no.
Will you drink with me?"

/, Agathon and the whole party desred him to come in,
and recline among them; so he came in, led by bit
companions  He then unbound hisfilletsthat he might
crowvn Agathon, and though Socrates wasjust before his
gyes, he did sot see him, but sat down by Agathon,
between Socrates and him, for Socrates moved out of
the way to make room for him, When he sat down, he
embraced Agathon and crowned him; and Agathon
detmd the daves to untie his sandals, that he might



104 THE BANQUET OF PLATO.

mikeathird, and recline on the same couch. " By all
means" said Alcibiades, " but what third companion
have we here ? " And at the same time turning round
and seding Socrates, he leaped up and cried out;—" O
Hercules ! what have we here ? You, Socrates, lying in
ambush for me wherever | go! and meeting mejust as
you alwaysdo, when | least expected toseyou 1 And,
now, what are you come here for? Why have you
choen to recline exactly in this place, and not near
Arigophanes, or any one dse who is, or wishesto be
ridiculous, but have contrived to take your place besde
the mog ddightful person of the whole party?'—
"Agathon," said Socrates, "see if you cannot defend
me. | dedare my friendship for this man is a bad
bugness: from the moment that | first began to know
him | have never been permitted to converse With, or
0 much as look upon any one ds=  If | do, he is 0
jealous and suspidous that he does the mogt extravagant
things, and hardly refrains from beating me. | entreat
you to prevent him from doing anything of that kind at
present  Procure a reconciliation : or, if he perseveres
in attempting any violence, | entreat you to defend me."
—" Indeed," said Alcibiades, " | will not be reconciled
toyouj | shall find ancther opportunity to punish you
for this. But now," said he, addressng Agathon,'end
me some of those fillets, that | may crown the wonder ful
bead of thisfdlow, lex | incur the blame, that hiving
crowned you, | neglected to crown him who conque's
all men with his discourses, not yesterday alone as you
did, but ever."

Saying this he took the fillets, and having bound the
hoid of Socrates and again having reclined, said:
"Come, my friends, you ssam to be sobe enough.
You mug nat flinch, but drink, for that was your agree-
ment with me before | camein. | choose as presdent,
until you havedrunk enough—mysdi  Come, Agathon,
if y ou have got a great goblet, fetch it out But no
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matter, that wine-cooler will do; bring it, boy! ""And
obsrving that it held more than eght cups he first
drank it off, and then ordered it to befilled for Socrates,
and said:—" Observe, my friends, | cannaot invent any
schame againg Socrates, for he will drink as much as
any one dedres him, and not be in the leag drunk,"
Socrates, after the boy had filled up, drank it off; and
Etyximachus said:—" Shall we then have no conversa-
tion or anging over our cups but drink down supidly,
jugt as if we were thirgy ?" And Alcibiades said:
" Ah, Eryximachus, | did not s= you before; hail, you
excdlent son of awise and excdlent father t" —" Hail
to you al0," replied Eryximachus, " but what shall we
do?"—" Whatever you command, for we ought to sub-
mit to your directions, a physdan isworth a hundred
common men. Command us as you please'—" Liden
then," said Eryximachus, " before you came in, each of
us bad agread to ddiver as doquent a discourse as he
could in praise of Love, beginning at the right hand;
all the res of us have fulfilled our engagement; you
have not poken? and yet have drunk with us: you
ought to bear your part in the discusson; and having
done 0, command what you please to Socrates who
shall have the privilege of doing so to his right-hand
neighbour, and so on to the others"—" Indeed, there
appears some jugtice in your proposal, Eryximachus,
though it is rather unfair to induce a drunken man to
st hisdiscourse in competition with that of those who
are sobe. And, beddes did Socrates really persuade
you that what he just said about me was true, or do
you not know that mattersarein fact exactly thereverse
of his representation? For | serioudy bdieve that,
should | praisein his presence be he god or man, any
other besde himsdf, he would not keep his hands oft
rae. But | asure you, Socrates | will praise no one
besde yoursdf in your presence”

"Do 0, then," said Eryximachus, " praise Socrates
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If you please."-What," said Alcibiades, "shall |
attack him, and punish him before you all?"—"What
have you got into your head now," said Socrates, "are
you going to expose me to ridicule, and to misrepresent
me? Or wha ae you going to do ?'—" | will only
tpeak thetruth; will you permit me on this condition ?"
-" | not only permit, but exhort you to say all thetruth
you know," replied Socrates. " | obey you willingly,"
said Alcibiades, " and if | advance anything untrue, do
you, if you please, interrupt me, and convict me of mis-
representation, for | would never willingly spesk falsely.
And bear with me if | do not relate thingsin their order,
but just as | remember them, for it is not easy for a
man in my present condition to enumerate Systemati-
cally all your singularities.

"1 will begin the praise of Socrates by comparing
him to a certain statue. Perhaps he will think that
this statue is introduced for the sake of ridicule, but |
assure you that it is necessary for the illustration of
truth. | assert, then, that Socrates is exactly like those
Slenuses that sit in the sculptors shops, and which are
carved holding flutes or pipes, but which, when divided
in two, are found to contain withinside the imagesqpf
the gods, |. assat that Socraes is like the saffi
Marsyas. That your form and gppearance are like
these satyrs, | think that even you will not venture to
deny; and how like you are to them in all other things,
now hear. Areyou not scornful and petulant ?'lIf you
deny this, | will bring witnesses.  Are you not a piper,
and fat more wonderful a one than he? For Marsyas,
and whoever now pipes the music that he taught, for
that music which is of heaven, and described as being
taught by Marsyas, enchants men through the power of
the mouth, For if any musician, be he skilful or not,
awakens this music, it alone enables him to retain the
minds of men, and front the divinity of its nature makes
evident those who arein want of thegods and initiation.
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Youdiffer only from Marsyas in this circumstance, that
you effect without instruments, by mere words, all that
he can do. For when we hear Pericles, or any other
accomplished orator, deliver a discourse, no one, as it
were, cares any thing about it. But when any one hears
you, or even your words related, by another, though ever
so rude and unskilful a speaker, be that person awoman,
man or child, we are struck and retained, as it were, by
the discourse clinging to our mind.

“If I was not afraid that | am a great deal too
drunk, | would confirm to you by an oath the strange
effects which | assure you | have suffered from his
words, and suffer still; for when | hear him speak, my
heart leaps up far more than the hearts of those who
celebrate the Corybantic mysteries; my tears are poured
out as he talks, a thing | have seen happen to many
others beside myself. | have heard Pericles and other
excellent orators, and have been pleased with their
discourses, but | suffered nothing of this kind; nor
was my soul ever on those occasions disturbed and filled
with self-reproach, as if it were slavishly laid prostrate.
But this Marsyas here has often affected me in the way
| describe, until the life which | lead seemed hardly
worth living. Do not deny it, Socrates, for | well know
that if even now | chose to listen to you, | could not
resist, but should again suffer the same effects. For,
my friends* he forces me to confess that while | myself
am still in want of many things, | neglect my own neces-
sities, and attend to those of the Athenians. | stop my
ears, therefore, as from the Syrens, and flee away as
fast as possible, that | may not sit down beside him
and grow old in listening to his talk. For this man
hat reduced me to feel the sentiment of sharte, which
| imagine no one would readily believe was in me; he
alone inspires me with remorse and awe. For | fee
in his presence my incapacity of refitting what he says,
or of refitting to do that which hedirects; but when |
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depart from him, the glory which the multitude confers
ovaewhdms me | exape therefore, and hide mysdf
from him, and when | ss2=him | am overwhdmed with
humiliation, because | have neglected to do what | have
confessad to him ought to be done; and often and often
have | wished that he were no longer to be ssen among
men. But if that were to happen, | wel know that |
should auffer far greater pain ; sothat where | can turn,
or what | can do with this man, | know not. All this
have | and many cothers suffered from the pipings of
this satyr.

" And obsrve how like he is to what | said, and
what a wonderful power he possess=s  Know that there
IS not one of you who is aware of the real nature of
Socrates; but ance |.have begun, | will make him plain
toyou. You obsrve how passonatdy Socrates affedts
theintimacy of those who ar e beautiful, and how ignorant
he professes himsdlf to be; appearances in themsdves
excesvdy Slenic.  This, my friends, is the external
form with which, like one of the sculptured Silent, he
has dothed himsdf; for if you open him, you will find
within admirable temperance and wisdom. For he caret
not for mere beauty, but despisss more than any ane?
can imagne all external posesons whehe it be
beauty or wealth, or glory, or any other thing for which
the multitude fdidtates the posessr. He eteams
these things and us who honour them, as nothing, and
lives among men, making all the objects of ther admira-
tion the playthings of hisirony. But | know nat if any
one of you have ever ssm the divine images which are
within, when he has been opened and is sxious |
have ssn them, and they are 0 supremdy beautiful, so
golden, so divine, and wonderful, that everything which
Socrates commands surely ought to be obeyed, even like
thavoiceof a God.,

" At one time we were felow-soldiers and had our
mess together in the camp before Potktea. Socratea
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there overcame not only me, but every one besde, in
endurance of toils : when, as often happens in a cam-
paign, we were reduced to few provisons, there wdm
none who could sugtain hunger like Socrates, and when
we had plenty, he alone ssamed to enjoy our military
farer  He never drank much willingly, but when he was
compedled he conquered all even in that to which he
was lead accusomed; and what is mogt asonishing,
no pason ever saw Socrates drunk ather then or at
any other time. In the depth of winter (and the
winters there are excessvey rigid,) he susained calmly
incredible hardships ; and amongd other things, whilst
the frog was intolerably severe, and no one went out of
therr tents, or if they went out, wrapt themsdves up
carefully, and put fleeces under ther fet, and bound
their legs with hairy skins, Socrates went out only with
the same cdoak on that he usually wore, and walked
barefoot upon theice; more easly, indeed, than those
who had sandalled themsdves so ddlicately : so that the
soldiers thought that he did it to modk ther want of
fortitude. It would indeed be worth while to com*
memorate all that this brave man did and endured in
that expedition. In one ingance he was ssm early in
the morning, ganding in one place wrapt in meditation;
and as he seemed nat to be able to unrave the subject
of his thoughts, he still continued to ¢and as inquiring
and discussng within himsdf, and when noon came, the
soldiersobserved him, and said to oneanother—"' Socrates
has been standing therethinking, ever snce the morning,
At last some lonians came to the spat, and having
upped, as it was summer, bringing ther blankets, they
lay down to desp in the cool; they obsarved that
Socrates continued to stand there the whale night until
mor ning, and that, when the sun rose, he saluted it with
aprayer and departed.

"'l ought; not to omit what Socrates is in battle. For
in that battle after which the generals decreed to me
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the prize of courage, Socrates alone of all men was the
saviour of my life, ganding by me when | had fallen
and was wounded, and preserving both mysdf and my
arms from the hands of the enemy. On that occason
| entreated the generals to decree the prize, as it was
mog due, to him. And this, O Socrates, you cannct
deny, that the generals wishing to conciliate a person of
my rank, desred to give methe prize, you werefar more
earnestly desrousthan the generalsthat thisglory should
be attributed not to yoursdf, but me,

“But to sse Socrates when our army was defeated
and scattered in flight at Ddlius, was a spectade worthy
to behold. On that occason | was among the cavalry,
and heon foat, heavily armed. After thetotal rout of
our troops heand Lachesretreated together; | came
up by chance, and ssaing them, bade them be of good
cheer, for that | would not leave them. As | wason
hor seback, and thereforeless occupied by aregard of my
own gtuation, | could better observe Chan at Potidaea
the beautiful sectade exhibited by Socrates on this
emergency. How superior was he to Laches in presence
of mind and couraget Your representation of him on
the sage, O Arigophanes, was not wholly unlike his
real sdf on this occason, for hewalked and darted his
regards around with a majesic composure, looking
tranquilly both on his friends and enemies, so that it
was evident to every one, even from afar, that whoever
should ventureto attack him would encounter a desperate
ressance. He and his companion thus departed in
safety; for those who are scattered in flight are pursued
and killed! whilg men hegtate to touch thoss who
exhibit such a countenance as that of Socrates even
in defeat

" Many other and mogt wonderful qualities might well
be praisad in Socrates; but such as these might singly
beattributed to others But that which isunparallded
in Socrates, is, that heisunlike, and above comparison,
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with all otiier men, whether those who have Uved in
ancient times, or those who exbt now. For it may be
conjectured, that Brasdas and many others are such as
was Achilles.  Pericles deserves comparison with Nestor
and Afttenor; and other excdlent pesons of Various
times may, with probability, be drawn into comparison
with each other. But to such a sngular man as this,
both himsdf and his discourses are s uncommon, no
one, should he sk, would find a paralld among the
presnt or the past generations of mankind; unlessthey
should say that he resambled those with whom | lately
compared him, for, assuredly, he and his discourses are
like nothing but the Slen and the Satyrs. At first |
forgot to make you obsrve how like his disooursess are
to those Satyrs when they are opened, for, if any one
will ligten to the talk of Socrates it will appear to him
at firs extremely ridiculoug the phrasssand expressons
which he employs, fold around his exterior the skin, as
it were, of a rude and wanton Satyr. He is always
talking about great marke-ases and brassfounders
and leather-cutters, and skin-dressers, and this is his
perpetual cusom, s0 that any dull and unobservant
person might eadly laugh at his discourse  But if any
one should s= it opened, as it were, and get within the
sense of hiswords, he would then find that they alone
of all that entersinto the mind of man to utter, had a
profound and persuasve meaning, and that they were
mos divine, and that they presnted to the mind
innumerable images of every excdlence, and that they
tended towards objects of the highes moment, or rather
towards all that he who seks the possesson of what is
supremdy beautiful and good need regard as essential
to the accomplishment of his ambition.

" These are the things, my friends, for which | praise
Socr ates,"

AhaWades Having sata tins, the whole party bartt
into a laugh at hisfrankness, and Socrates aaid, " Y ou
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seem to be sober enough, Aicibiades, €se you would
not have made such a circuit of words, only to hide the
main design for which you made this long speech, and
which, as it were cardlessly, you just throw \n at the
last; now, as if you had not said all this for the mere
purpose of dividing me and Agathon ? You think that
| ought to be your friend, and to care for no one dse
| have found you out; it is evident enough for what
design you invented all this Satyrical and Silenic drama.
But, my dear Agathon, do not let his device succeed.
| entreat you to permit no one to throw discord between
us."—"No doubt,"” said Agathon, "he sa down be-
tween us only that he might divide usj but this shall
not assist his scheme, for | will come and sit near you."
—-"Do s0," said Socrates, "come, there is roomr for
you by me."—" Oh, Jupiter !" exclamed Aicibiades,
"what | endure from that man 1 He thinks to subdue
every way ; but, at least, | pray you, let Agathon remain
between us."—" Impossible," said Socrates, "you have
just praised me; | ought to praise him sitting at my
right hand. |f Agathon is placed beside you, will he
not praise me before | praise him? Now, my dear
friend, allow the young man to recelve what praise |
can give him. | have a great desire to pronounce his
encomium."—" Quick, quick, Aicibiades," said Agathon,
"l cannot stay here, | must change my place, or
Socrates will not praise me."—Agathon then arose to
lake* his place near Socrates.

He had no sooner reclined than there came in a
number of revellers—for some one who had gone out
had left the door open—and took their places on the
vacant couches, and everything became full of confusion;
and no order being observed, every one was obliged to
drink a great quantity of wine. Eryarimachus, and
Phsedrus, and some others, said Aristodemus, went
home to bed; that, for his part, he went to degp on
fall couch, and dept long and soundly-—the nights
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were then long—until the cock crew in the morning.
When he awoke he found that some were gilt fast
adesp! and others had gone home and that Aris
tophanes, Agathon, and Socrates had alone sood it
out, and were still drinking out of a great goblet which
they pased round and round. Socrates was disputing
between them:  The beginning of ther discusson
Arigodemus said that he did not recollect, because he
was adeep; but it was terminated by Socrates forcing
them to oonfess that the same person is able to compose
both tragedy and comedy, and that the foundations of
the tragic and comic arts were essentialy the same
They, rather convicted than convinced, went to demp.
Arigophanes firs awoke, and then, it beng broad day*
light, Agathon. Socrates having put them to demp,
went away, Arisodemus following him, and coming to
the Lyceum he washed himsdf, as he would have done
anywhere ds, and after having sent the day there ift
his accusomed manner, went home in the evening.




|ON;
OR, OF THE ILIAD.
{Trandated from Plata

SOCRATES and ION.

Socrates, AIL  to thee O lon! from whence
returnes thou amongs us now?—
from thine own native Ephesus ?

lon. No, Socrates, | come from Epidaurus and the
feads in honour of i£sculapius.

Socrates. Had the Epidauriansingituted a contes of
rhapsody in honour of the God ?

lon. And not in rhapsodies alone; there were con-
testsin every spedes of musc.

Socrates. And in which did you contend ? And what
was the sucoess of your efforts?

lon. | bore away the first prize at the games O
Socr ates.

Socrates. Well donel You have now only to con-
sder how you shall win the Panathenaea.

lon. That may also happen, God willing.

Socrates. Your professon. O |on, has often appeared
to me an enviable one. For, together with the nicest
care of your person, and the most studied degance of
dress, it imposes 196a 700 the necessity of a familiar
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acquaintance with many and 'excellent poets, and
especially with Homer, the most admirable of them al |
Nor is it merely because you can repeat the verses
of this great poet, that | envy you, but because you
fathom his inmost thoughts. For he is no rhapsodist
who does not understand the whole scope and intention
of the poet, and is not capable of interpreting it to his
audience. This he cannot do without a full compre-
hension of the meaning of the author he undertakes to
illustratej and worthy, indeed, of envy are those who
can fulfil these conditions.

lon. Thou speskest truth, O Socrates. And, indeed,
| have expended my study particularly on this part
of my profession. | flatter myself that no man living
excds me in the interpretation of Homer; neither
Metrodorus of Lampsacus, nor Stesmbrotus the Thasian,
nor Glauco, nor any other rhapsodist of the present
times can express sO many various and beautiful
thoughts upon Homer as | can.

Socrates. | am "persuaded of your eminent skill,
O lon. You will not, I hope, refuse me a specimen
of it?

Ton. And, indeed, it would be worth your whileto
hear me declam upon Homer. | deserve a golden
crown from his admirers.

Socrates. And | will find leisure some day or other
to request you to favour me o far. At present, | will
only trouble you with one question. Do you excd in
explaining Homer done, or are you conscious of a
similar power with regard to Hesiod and Archilochus?

lon. | posssss this high degree of skill with regard
to Homer aone, and | consider that sufficient

SocraUs. Are there any subjects upon which Homer
and ilesiod say the same things ?

ton. Many, as it seems to me.

SocTatss. Whether do you demonstrate these things
better m Hotoer or Hcsiod?
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lon. In the same manner, doubtless, inasmuch as
they say the same words with regard to the same
things.

Socrates. But with regard to those things in which
they differ;—Homer and Hesiod both treat of divinar
tion, do they not ?

loth Certainly.

Socrates. Do you think that you or adiviner would
make the best exposition, respecting all that these poets
say of divination, both as they agree and as they differ?

lon. A diviner probably.

Socrates. Suppose you were a diviner, do you not
think that you could explain the discrepancies of those
poets on the subject of your profession, if you under-
stand their agreement ?

lon. Clearly so.

Socrates. How does it happen then that you are
possessed of skill to illustrate Homer, and not Hesiod,
or any other poet in an equa degree? Is the subject-
matter of the poetry of Homer different from all other
poets?  Does he not principally treat of war and social
Intercourse, and of the distinct functions and characters
of the brave man and the coward, the professona and
private person, the mutual relations which subsist
between the Gods and men; together with the modes
of their intercourse, the phenomena of Heaven, the
secrets of Hades, and the origin of Gods and heroes?
Are not these the materials from which Homer wrought
his poem?

lon. Assuredly, O Socrates.

Socrates. And the other poets, do they not treat of
the same matter?

lon. Certainly; but not like Homer.

Socrates. How! Worse?

lon. Ohi far worse.

Socrnfrz Then Homer, treats of them better than
they?

m
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lon. Oh! Jupiter '—how much better |

Socrates. Amongst a number of persons employed in
solving a problem of arithmetic, might not a person
know, my dear 1on, which had given the right answer?

lon. Certainly.

Socrates. The same person who had been aware of
the false one, or some other ?

lon. The same, clearly,

Socrates. That is, some one who understood arith
metic?

lon. Certainly.

Socrates. Among a number of persons giving their
opinions on the wholesomeness of different foods
whether would one person be capable to pronounce
upon the rectitude of the opinions of those who judged
rightly, and another on the erroneousness of those which
were incorrect, or would the same person be competent
to decide respecting them both ?

lon. The same, evidently,

Socrates. What would you call that person ?

lon. A physician.

Socrates. We may assert then, universally, that the
same person who is competent to determine the truth,
IS competent also to determine the falsehood of whatever
assrtion is advanced on the same subject; and, it is
manifest, that he who cannot judge respecting the false-
hood! or unfitness of what is said upon a given subject,
is equally incompetent to determine upon its truth or
beauty?

lon. Assuredly.

Socrates. The same person would then be competent
or incompetent for both ?

lon. Yes.

Socrates. Do yon not say that Homer and the ojber
poets, and among them Hesiod and ArchUochus, speak
of thesame things, but unequally ; one better end the
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lan. And | spesk truth.

Socrates. But if you can judge of what is well said
by the one, you must aso be able to judge of what isill
said by another, inasmuch as it expresses less correctly,

lan. It should seem so.

Socrates. Then, my dear friend, we should not err if
we asserted that on possessed alike power of illustra-
tion respecting Homer and all other poets ; especially
since he confesses that the same person must be esteemed
a competent judge of all those who spesk on the same
subjects; inasmuch as those subjects are understood by
him when spoken of by one, and the subject-matter of
amost ail the poets is the same.

lan. What can be the reason then, O Socrates, that
when any other poet is the subject of conversation |
cannot compel my attention, and | fed utterly unable
to declaim anything worth talking of, and positively go
to deep ? But when any one makes mention of Homer,
my mind applies itself without effort to the subject;
| awaken as if it were from a trance, and a profusion of
eloquent expressions suggest themsdves involuntarily ?

Socrates. It is not difficult to suggest the cause of
this, my dear friend. You are evidently unable to de-
claim on Homer according to art and knowledge; for
did your art endow you with this faculty, you would be
equally capable of exerting it with regard to any other
of the poets. Is not poetry, as an art or a faculty, a
thing entire and one ?

lon. Assuredly,

Socrates. The same mode of consideration must be
admitted with respect to all arts which are severaly one
and entire. Do you desire to hear what | understand
by this, O lon?

lon. Yes, by Jupiter, Socrates, | am delighted with
listening to you wise mittL

Soaites, it it you who are wife, my dear |oa; you
rhapsodisty actors, and the authors of the poams you
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recite. |, like an unprofessional and private man, can
only spesk the truth. Observe how common, vulgar,
and level to the comprehension of any one, isthequestion
which | now ask relative to the same consideration be-
longing to one entire art  Is not painting an art whole
and entire?

fom Certainly,

Socrates, Did you ever know a person competent to
judge of the paintings of Polygnotus, the son of Aglao-
phon, and incompetent to judge of the production of
any other painter; who, on the supposition of the works
of other painters being exhibited to him, was wholly at
aloss, and very much inclined to go to deep, and lost
all faculty of reasoning on the subject; but when his
opinion was required of Polygnotus, or any one single
painter you please, awoke, paid attention to the subject,
and discoursed on it with great eoguence and sagacity ?

lon. Never, by Jupiter 1

Socrates. Did you ever know any one very skilful in
determining the merits of Daeddus, the son of Metion,
Epius, the son of Panopus, Theodoras the Samian, or
any other great sculptor, who was immediately at aloss,
and felt deegpy the moment any other sculptor was
mentioned ?

lon. | never met with such a person certainly.

SocraUs. Nor, do | think, that you ever met with a
man professing himself ajudge of poetry and rhapsody,
and competent to criticise either Olympus, Thamyris,
Orpheus, or Phemius of Ithaca, the rhapsodist, who,
the moment he came to lon the Ephesian, felt himself
quite at a loss, and utterly incompetent to judge whether
herhapsodised well or il

lon. | cannot refute you, Socrates, but of this 1 ant
conscious to myself; that | excel all men in the copi-
ousness and beauty of my illustrations of Homer, as all
who have heard me will confess and with respect to
other podas | am deserted of this power, It it far
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you to condgder what may be the cause of this dis
tinction,

Socrates. | will tell you, O lon, what appearsto me
to be the cause of this inequality of power. It is that
vou are not mage of any art for the illustration of
Homer, but it is a divine influence which moves you,
like that which resdes in the gone called magnet by
Euripides, and Heraclea by the people For not only
does this done poses the power of attracting iron
rings, but it can communicate to them the powe of
attracting other rings s that you may sse sometimes
a long chain of rings, and other iron subgances attached
and sugpended one to the other by this influence  And
as the power of the gone drculates through all the links
of this sries and attaches each to each, s0 the Muse,
communicating through those whom dhe hat firg in-
spired, to all others capable of sharing in the inspiration,
the influence of that firg enthusasm, creates a chain
and a successon.  For the authors of those great poams
which we admire, do not attain to excdlence through
the rules of any art, but they utter their beautiful
melodies of verse in a date of ingpiration, and, as it
Wee possessed by a spirit not their own. Thus the
composa's of lyrical poery create those admired songs
of thers in a date of divine insanity, like the Cory
bantes, who lose all control over ther reason in the
enthusasn of the saored dance; and, during this
supernatural posesson, are excted to the rhythm
and harmony which they communicate to men, Like
the Bacchantes, who, when possessd by the God, draw
honey and milk from the rivers in which, when they
come to their senses they find nothing but smplewater .
For the souls of the pods as poes tell us have this
peculiar minigration in the world. They tell us that
these souls, flying like bees from flower to flower, and
wandering over the gardens and the meadows, and the
honey-flowing fountains of the Muses returntouslite
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with the swvegtness of melody; and arrayed as they are
in the plumes of rapid imagination, they speak truth.
For a Pod is indead a thing etheredlly light, winged,
and sacred, nor can he compose anything worth calling
poetry until he becomes ingpired, and, as it were, mad,
or whilgt any reason remainsin him. For whil¢ a man
retains any portion of the thing called reason, he is
utterly incompetent to produce poery or to vaticinate.
Thus, those who declaim various and beautiful poetry
upon any subject, as for ingance upon Homer, are not
enabled to do 0 by art or study; but every rhapsodist
or pod, whether dithyrambic, encomiagic, choral, epic,
or iambic, is excdlent in proportion to the extent of his
participation in the divine influence, and the degree in
which the Muse itsdf has descended on him.  In other
repects, poes may be auffidently ignorant and incap-
able For they do not compose according to any art
which they have acquired, but from the impulse of the
divinity within them; for did they know any rules of
criticism according to which they could compose beau-
tiful verses upon one subject, they would be able to exert
the same faculty with regpect to all or any athe* The
God seams purposdy to have deprived all poets, prophets,
and soothsayers of every particle of reason and unde*
ganding, the better to adapt them to thar employment
as his minigers and interpreters, and that we, ther
auditors, may acknowledge that those who write 0
beautifully, are posessd, and address us, inspired by
the God. Tynnicus the Chalcidean, is a manifes
proof of this, for he never before compossd any poam
worthy to be rememberedj and yet, was the author of
that Pesan which everybody dngs and which excds
amog every other hymn, and which he himsdf acknow-
ledges to have been inspired by the Muse.  And, thus,
it appears to me that the God proves beyond a doubt,
that tifgft transcendent poems are not human as the
wirfc of meivbut divine as coming from the God Poets
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then are the interpreters of the divinities—each being
possssed by some one deity; and to make this apparent,
the God desgnedly ingpires the wors poes with the
aublimes veesgr Does it seem to you that | am in the
right,0lon?

lon. Yes, by Jupiter 1 My mind is enlightened by
your words O Socrates, and it appears to me that great
pods interpret to us through some divine dection of
the God.

Socrates. And do not you rhapsodigsinter pret pogs?

lon. We do.

Socrates* Thusyou interpret theinterpreters?

lon. Evidently.

Socrates. Remember this, and tell me; and do not
concedl that which | ak. When you declaim wdll, and
srike your audience with admiration; whether you sng
of Ulysses rushing upon the threshold of his palace
discovering himsdf to the suitors, and pouring his shafts
out at hisfeet; or of Achillesassailing Hector; or those
affecting passages concerning Andromache, or Hecuba,
or Priam, are you then sdfposessd ? or, rather, are
you not rapt and filled with such enthusasm by the
desds you recite, that you fancy yoursdf in Ithaca or
Troy, or wherever dse the poam transports you?

lotk You speak most truly, Socrates nor will | deny
it; for, when | recite of sorrow my eyes fill with tears;
and> when of fearful or terrible desds my hair gands on
end, and my heart beets fast

Socrates. Tell me, Ion, can we call him in hissensss
who wegps while dresssd in splendid garmentd and
crowned with a golden coronal, not losng any of these
things? and isfilled with fear when surrounded by ten
thousand friendly persons not one among whom desres
to despail or injure him?

I«tt» To say the truth, we could not

Soermfa Do you often percave your audience moved
whao?
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lon Many among them, and frequently, |, standing
on the rostrum, s them weeping, with eyes fixed
earnestly on me, and overcome by my declamation* |
have need so to agitate themj for if they weep, | laugh,
taking their money; if they should laugh, | must wtep,
going without it.

Socrates. Do you not perceive that your auditor isthe
last link of that chain which | have described as held
together through the power of the magnet? You
rhapsodists and actors are the middle links, of which
the poet is the first—and through all these the God
influences whichever mind he sdects, as they conduct
this power one to the other; and thus, as rings from
the stone, so hangs a long series of chorus-dancers,
teachers, and disciples from the Muse, Some poets are
influenced by one Muse, some by another; we call them

, and this word really expresses the truth, for
they areheld. Others, who are interpreters, are inspired
by the first links, the poets, and are filled with enthusi-
asm, some by one, some by another; some by Orpheus,
some by Musseus, but the greater number are possessed
and inspired by Homer. You, O lon, are influenced by
Homer. If you recite the works of any other poet, you
get drowsy, and are at a loss what to say; but when
you hear any of the compositions of that poet you are
roused, your thoughts are excited, and you grow
eloguent;—for what you say of Homer is not derived
from any art or knowledge, but from divine inspiration
and possession.  As the Corybantes fed acutely the
melodies of him by whom they are inspired, and abound
with verse and gesture for his songs alone, and care for
no other; thus, you, O lon, are eogquent when yon
expound Homer, and are barren of words with regard
to every other poet  And this explains the question you
asked, wherefore Homer, and no other poet, ingpires you
with doquence Itisthat you are thus excdlent in your
praise, not through science but from divine inspiration
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lon. You say thetruth, Socrates Yet, | am surprisd
that you should be able to persuade me that | am
posesd and insane when | praise Homer. | think 1
shall not appear uch to you when you hear me.

Socrates. | desre to hear you, but not before you
have ansvered me this one quegion. What subject
does Homer treat best? for, surdy, he does not treat all
equally.

lon. You are aware that he treats of every thing.

Socrates. Does Homer mention subjects on which you
areignorant ?

lon. What can those be?

Socrates, Does not Homer frequently dilate on various
arts—on chariot-driving, for ingance? if | remember
the versss | will repeat them.

lon, | will repeat them, for | remember them.

Socrates. Repeat what Nestor says to his son Antilo-
chus counsdling him to be cautious in turning, during
the chariot-race at the funeral games of Patroclus.

| on (repeats)ioteer bethebetter judgeasto Homer's sagacity
on this subject ?

lon. Of course a charioteer.

Socrates. Because he undergands the art—or from
what other reason ?

lon' From his knowledge of the art.

Socrates. For one sdence isnot gifted with the power
of judging of another—a steeraman, for insance, does
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lon. Without doubt

Socrates. Nor a physdan, architecture?

lon. Of course nat.

Socrates. Isit not thus with every art? If we are
adepts in one, we are ignorant of another. But firg,
tell me do nat all arts differ one from the other ?

lon. They do.

Socrates. For you, aswdl as |, can tegtify that when
we sy an art is the knowledge of one thing, we do not
mean that it is the knowledge of ancther.

lon. Certainly.

Socrates. For, if each art contained the knowledge
of all things, why should we call them by different
names? we do 0 that we may diginguish them one
from the other. Thus, you as wdl as |, know that
these are five fingers ; and if | aked you whether we
both meant the same thing or another, when we gesk
of arithmetic—would you naot say the same ?

Jon. Yes

Socrates. And tell me, when we learn one art we
mug both learn the same things with regard toit; and
other thingsif we learn ancther ?

lon. Certainly.

Socrates. And hewho isnot versed inan art, is not
agood judge of what is said or done with regpect to it ?

lon. Certainly not

Socrates. To return to the verses which you just
recited, do you think that you or a charioteer would be
better capable of deciding whether Homer had ooken
rightly or not ?

lon, Doubtless a charioteer.

Socrates. For you are a rhapsodise and not a
chariotesr ?

lon. Yes

Socrates. And the art of reciting versss is different
fromthat of driving chariots ?

ita» Certahtff.
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Socrates. And if it is different, it supposes a knowledge
of different things ?

lon, Certainly.

Socrates. And when Homer introduces Hecamede,
the concubine of Nestor, giving Machaon a posa to
drink, and he eaks thus.—

W 639.

does it bdong to the medical or rhapsodical art, to
determine whether Homer geaks rightly on this saub*
ject?

lon. The medical

Socrates* And when he says—

*H & ptkvBfahp /xiXft h fiuetli hamy
"H r$xar ayjauXolof&thez[*ei/Mfttpavfa

Il & 80.

does it bdong to the rhapsodical or the piscatorial art,
to determine whether he gesks rightly or not ?

lon, Manifestly to the piscatorial art

Socrates. Congder whether you are not inspired to
make some wuch demand as this to me—Comel
Socrates, gnce you have found in Homer an accurate
description of thee arts, a33 me a0 in the inquiry
at to his compeence on the subject of soothsayers and
divination; and how far he geaks well or ill on such
subjecty for he often treats of them in the Odyssy,
and especially when he introduces Theodymentts the
Soothsayer  of the Medampians, prophesying to the
Suitors.—

AaffMt, r/*«xfcriU ca* £tr>; tt* r | jftfc Cpfc*
SIXfara* **+* Xmi ft epmtrd «i pig* c#y*k”
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Often too in the lliad! as at the battle at the walls; for
he there says—

Opt{ yap <r<f>H briiMt cri*j(fi*im/ IMpoi SnH*,
Aliri; uvinrinf, i** £fitfrij<i Xa> ff'yw,
Ouhirlﬁ»ra tydxoira <f>iw hvosot(fti rixXttfw,

Z*fr, if* Atwatyotra- %al d&rtt Xog&ro X tMi*
Ktyl y&t abrfo f’\otrct xaroi nitfcf «ra{d £,
"Tdw& if ¥+ o dt<Id W T ijxi va/t"*
'AXyacldi>fp<n, fiiffy V iyxdfipaX® ofifXy*
Abrbc di kkdyfcac hiro xwjj; &tifi*H

I %\

| assert, it bdongsto a soothsayer both to observe and
to judge respecting such appearances as thee

lon. And you asst the truth, O Socrates.

Socrates. And you also, my dear lon. For we have
in our turn rected from the Odyssy and the lliad,
passages relating to vaticination, to medicine and the
piscatorial art; and as you are more skilled in Homer
than | can be, do you now make mention of whatever
reates to the rhapsodig and his art; for a rhapsodis
|s competent above all other men to congder and pro*
nounce 00 whatever has relation to his art*

lon. Or with respect to everything dse mentioned
by Homer.

SocraUs. Do not be so forgetful as to say every-
thing. A good memory is particularly necessary for a
rhapsodist «

lon. And what do | forget?

JSaiaAEf. Dot V I M nut nmemlier tiIMt MM S ninbimA
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the art of reciting varsss was different from that of
driving chariots?

lon. | remember,

Socrates. And did you not admit that being different,
the aubjects of its knowledge mus also be different ?

lon. Certainly.

Socrates. You will not asert that the art of rhap-
dy is that of universal knowledge, a rhapsodig may
be ignorant of some things.

lon. Except, perhaps, such things as we now discuss,
O Soorates.

Socrates. What do you mean by such subjects be
ddes those which relate to other arts?  And with which
among them do you profess a competent acquaintance,
gance not with all ?

lon. | imagine that the rhapsodis has a perfect
knowledge of what it is becoming for a man to
geak—what for a woman; what for a dave what
for afreeman; what for the ruler, what for him who is
governed.

Socrates. Howt do you think that a rhapsodigt
knows better than a pilot what the captain of a ship in
a tempes ougnt to say ?

lon. In such a drcumgance 1 allow that the pilot
would know best

Socrates. Has the rhapsodig or the physcdan the
clearest knowledge of what ought to be said to a gok
man?

lon. In that case the physcdan,

Socrates. But you assert that he knows what a dave
ought to say ?

lon. Certainly.

Socrates. To take tot example in the driving of
cattle; a rhapsodig would know much better than the
herdsman what ought to be said to a dave engaged in
bringing bade a hard of oxen run wild ?
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Socrates. But what a woman should say concerning
spinningwooal ?

Ton* Of course not

Socrates. He would know, however, what a man,
who isa general, should say when exhorting his troops ?

lon, Yes; arhapsodig would know that

Socrates. Howl is rhapsody and drategy die same
art?

lon. | know what it is fitting for a general to say.

Socrates. Probably because you are learned in war,
O lon. For if you are equally expert in horsemanship
and playing on the harp, you would know whether a
man rodewell or ill But if | should ask you which
undergands riding best, a horsaman or a harper, what
would you answer ?

lon. A horseman, of course

Socrates. And if you knew a good player on the harp,
you would in the same way say that he undersood har p-
playing and not riding ?

lon. Certainly.

Socrates. Snce you undersgand drategy, you can
tell me which is the mog excdlent, the art of war or
rhapsody ?

lon* One does not appear to me to excd the ather.

Socrates. Oneisnat better than the other, say you ?
Do you say that tactics and rhapsody are two arts or
one?

lon. They appear to me to be the same,

Socrates* Then a good rhapsodig is also a good
general

lon. Of course

Socrates. And a good general is a good rhapsodid t

lon* | donot say that

Socrates. You said that a good rhapsodig was also
a good general

[¥*,1didL

Socrates. Artjou not the bes rhapsodis in Greece?

I L I
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lon. By far, O Socrates

Socrates. And you are also themog excellent general
among the Greeks ?

lon. | am. | learned theart from Homer.

Socrates. How isit then, by Jupiter, that being both
the bet general and the best rhapsodis among us
you continually go about Greece rhapsodisng, and never
lead our armies? Does it ssem to you that the Gresks
greatly need golden-crowned rhapsodiss and have no
want of generals?

lon. My native town, O Socrates, isruled by yours
and requires no general for her wars ;—and nether will
your city nor the Lacedemonians dect me to lead ther
armies—you think your own generals sufficient

Socrates. My good lon, are you acquainted with
Apoallodorus the Cyzicenian ?

lon. Who do you mean ?

Socrates. He whom, though a granger, the Athenians
often dected general; and Phanosthenes the Anririan,
and Heradidesthe Clazomenian, all foreigners, but whom
this city has chosen, as beng great men, to lead its
armies, and to fill other high offices  Would nat, there-
fore lon the Ephesan be dected and honoured if he
weae eteemed capable? Were nat the Ephedans
originally from Athens, and is Epheus the least of
citiess? But if you oke true, lon, and praise Homer
according to art and knowledge, you have decelved me
—snceyou declared that you werelearned on the subject
of Homer, and would communicate your knowledge to
me—but you have disappointed me, and are far from
kesping your word. For you will not explain in what
you are to excessvdy dever, though 1 greatly desre to
learn; but, as various as Proteus, you change from one
thing to ancther, and to excape at last, yon disappear in
theform of a general, without disdlosng your Homeric
wisdom. |f, therefored you posssss the learning which
you promised to expound on the subject of Homer, you
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deceveme and are false. But if you are doquent on
the subject of this Poet, not through knowledge, but by
inspiration, being posessad by him, ignorant the while
of the wisdom and beauty you display, wen | allow that
you are no decaver. Choose then whether you will be
conddered false or ingired ?

fan. It is far better, O Socrates to ht thought
inspired.

Socrates. It is better both for you and for us O lon,
to say that you are the ingpired, and not the learned,
eulogig of Homer.




MENEXENUS,

OR

THE FUNERAL ORATION.
B f rafiment

SOCRATBS and MKNEXXNUS.

Socrates. WW HENCE comest thou, O Menexenus?
RI B from the forum ?
so¥ e Menexenus. Even so; and from
the senate-house

Socratts. What was thy busness with the senae?
Art thou pesuaded that thou hast atained to that
perfection of discipline and philosophy, from which thou
mayes aspire to undertake grester matters ?  Wouldst
thou, at thine age, my wonderful friend, essume to thy-
sf the government of us who are thine dders, lest thy
family should at any time fail in afording us a pro-
tector ?

Memxenus. Thou, 0 Socraes shouldst permit and
counsdl me to enter into public life. 1 would earnestly
endeavour to fit mysdf for the attempt  If otherwisg, |
would abstain.  On the presant occason, | went to die
ende-house, merdy from having heard that the sende
was about to eect one to ek concerning those who
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aredead. Thou knowes that the cdebration of thar
funeral approaches?

Socrates. Assuredly. But whom have they chosen ?

Metuxenus. Thedection isdeferred until to-morrow;
| imagine that ether Dion or Archinus will be chosen.

Socrates. In truth, Menexcnus, the condition of him
who dies in battle is in evary repedt, fortunateand
glorious.  If he is poor, he is conducted to his tomb
with a magnificent and honourable funeral, amids the
praisss of all; if even he were a coward, his name is
included in a panegyric pronounced by the mog learned
men; from which all the vulgar expressons which
unpremeditated compogtion might admit, have been
exduded by the careful labour of leisure; who praise
0 admirably, enlarging upon every topic remotey or
immediately connected with the subject, and blending
0 doguent a variety of expressons, that, praisng in
every manne the gate of which we are dtizens, and
those who have perished in battle, and the ancesors
who preceded our generation, and oursdves who yet
live, they seal away our spirits as with enchantment
Whilst | ligen to their praisss O Menexenus | am
penetrated with a very lofty conception of mysdf, and
overcome by ther flatteries. | appear to mysdf Im-
measurably more honourable and generous than before,
and many of the drangers who are accusomed to
accompany me* regard me with additional veneration®
after having heard these reations\ they teem to con-
gder the whole date, incuding me, much more
worthy of admiration, after they have been toothed
into pesuason by the orator. The opinion thus
ingpired of my own majesty wffl hut me more than
three days someimes and the penetrating meody of
the words descends through the ears into the mind, and
dings to it; to that k isoften threeor four days be-
fecel cometo my snsss aufficently to perceaivein what
nttt ofihtt voekl 1 am. or succeed i nermadinff mvstlf
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that | do not inhabit one of the islands of the blessed
So skilful are these orators of ours.

Menexenus. Thou aways laughest at the orators, O
Socrates.  On the present occasion, however, the un-
foreseen election will preclude the person chosen from the
advantages of a preconcerted speech: the spesker will
probably be reduced to the necessity of extemporising.

Socrates. How so, my good friend ? Every one of
the candidates has, without doubt, his oration prepared;
and if not, there were little difficulty, on this occasion, of
inventing an unpremeditated speech. If, indeed, the
question were of Athenians, who should spesk in the
Peloponnesus ; or of Peloponnesians, who should spesk
a Athens, an orator who would persuade and be
applauded, must employ all the resources of his skillL
But to the orator who contends for the approbation of
those whom he praises, success will be little difficult

Menexenus. Isthat thy opinion, O Socrates ?

Socrates. Intruthitis.

Menexcnus. Shouldst thou consider thyself competent
to pronounce this oration, if thou shouldst be chosen by
the senate ?

Socrates. There would be nothing astonishing if |
should consider myself equal to such an undertaking.
My mistress in oratory was perfect in the science which
she taught, and had formed many other excellent orators,
and one of the most eminent among the Greeks, Pericles,
the son of Xantippus.

Menexenus. Who is she? Assuredly thou meanest
Aspasia.

Socrates. Aspasia, and Connus the son of Metrobius,
the two instructors; From theformer of these | learned
rhetoric, and from the latter music There would be
nothing wonderful if aman so educated should be capable
of great energy of speech. A person who should have
been instructed in a manner totally different from, me;
who should have learned rhetoric from Antiphon the
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son of Rhamnusius, and music from Lampses, would
be competent to succeed in such an attempt as praising
the Athenians to the Athenians.

Menexenus. And what shouldst thou have to say, if
thou wert chosen to pronounce the oration ?

Socrates. Of my own, probably nothing. But yester-
day | heard Aspasia declaim a funeral oration over
these same persons. She had heard, as thou sayed,
that the Athenians were about to choose an orator, and
ghe took the occason of suggesting a series of topics
proper for such an orator to select; in part extem-
poraneoudy, and in part such as she had already pre-
pared, | think it probable that she composed the
oration by interweaving such fragments of oratory as
Pericles might have left.

Menexenus. Rememberest thou what Aspasia said ?

1. Mes. Unless | am greatly mistaken. | learned

thewi her; and she is so good a school-midress, that
ouid have been beaten if | had not been perfect in
lesson.

Menexenus. Why not repeat it to me?

Socrates* | fear let my mistress be angry, should |
publish her discourse.

Mencxenus. O, fear not. At least deliver a discour s
you will do what is exceedingly delightful to me, whether
it be of Aspasia or any other. | entreat you to do me
this pleasure.

Socrates. But you will laugh at me, who, being old,
attempt to repeat a-pleasant discourse.

Mencxenus. O no, Socrates; | entreat you to speak,
however it may be.

Socrates. | see that | must do what you require. In
a little while! if you should ask meto strip naked and
dance, | shall be unable to refuse you, at least) if we
mm alone. Now, listen. She spoke thus, if | recollect,
beginning with the dead, in whose honour the oration is



FRAGMENTS
FROM THE REPUBLIC OF PLATO.

BYUT it would be aimost impossible to build your
Iq) city in such a dtuation that it would need no
impogs >—I mpossble— Other per sonult
then be required, who might undertake to conduc
another city those things of which they sood in neo
Certainly.—But the merchant who should return to he
own city, without any of those articles which it needed,
would return empty-handed. It will be necessary, there-
fore, not only to produce a suffident supply, but such
articles, both in quantity and in kind, as may be
required to remunerate those who conduct the imports,
Therewill be neaded then more hushandmen, and other
artificers, in our city. There will be needed also other
personswho will undertake the conveyance of theimports
and the exports, and these personsar e called merchants,
If the commerce which these necessties produce is
carried on by sea, other persons will be required who
are accusomed to nautical affairs And, in the city
itsdf, how shall the products of each man's labour be
trangoorted from one to another; those products for
the take of the enjoyment and the ready digtribution
of which, they were first induced to ingitute a civil
ociey?—By sling and  buying, surdy—A market
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and money, as a symbol of exchange, arises out of this
necessty ?—Evidently.—When the husbandman, or any
other artificer, brings the produce of his labours to the
public place, and those who desre to barter their pro-
duce for it do not happen to arrive exactly at the same
time, would he not lose his time, and the profit of it!
if he were to gt in the market waiting for them?—
Asuredly.-r-But, there are persons who, perceving
this, will take upon themsdves the arrangement between
the buyer and the sdler.  In congituted civil soaeties
those who are employed on this service, ought to be the
infirm, and unableto perform any other; but, exchanging
on one hand for money, what any person comes to s,
and giving thearticlesthusbought for asimilar equivalent
to those who might wish to buy.

| I . Description of afrugal enjoyment of the goods of
the world.

in. But with this sygem of life some are not con-
tented. They mug have beds and tables and othec
furniture. They mug have scarce ointments and per-
fumes women, and a thousand superfluities of the
same character. The things which we mentioned as
aufficdent, houses and dothes, and food, are not enough.
Painting and mosaic-work mug be cultivated, and works
in gold and ivory. The sodey mug be enlarged in
consequence. This city, which is of a healthy propor-
tion, will not suffice but it must be replenished with
k multitude of persons whose occupations are by no
means indigpensable. Huntsmen and mimics, pasons
whose occupation it is to arrange forms and colourd
persons whose trade is the cultivation of the more
ddicate aits, pods and ther minigers, rhaptodigs
actors, dancers, manufacturers of all kinds of ingru-
ments and schemes of female dress and an immense
crowd of other minigers to pleasure and necessty. 00
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you not think we should want schoolmaders tutors,
nurses, hair-dressers barbers, manufacturers and cooks ?
Should we not want pig-drivers, which were not wanted
in our more modegt city, in this one, and a multitude of
others to adminiger to other animals, which would then
become necessary articles of food,—or should we not ?-~
Certainly we should—Should we not want physdans
much more, living in this manne than before? The
same tract of country would no longer provide sugen*
ance for the date Mug we then not usurp from the
territory of our neghbours and then we should make
aggressons, and 0 we have discovered the origin of
war; which is the principal cause of the greatest public
and private calamities—C. xi.

V. And firs, we mus improve upon the composers
of fabulous higories in verse, to compose them accord-
ing to the rules of moral beauty; and those not com-
possd according to the rules mug be rgected; and we
mug persuade maothers and nurses to teach those which
we approve to ther children, and to form ther minds
by moral fables far more than ther bodies by ther
hands—L.ib. it

V. ON THE DANGER OF THE STUDY OF ALLEGORICAL
COMPOSTION (IN A LARGE SENSE) FOR YOUNG
PEOPLE.

For a young person is not compeent to judge what
portions of a fabulous compogtion are allegorical and
what literal; but the opinions produced by a literal
acceptation of that which has no meaning, or a bad
one, except in an allegorical sensg are often irradicable,
-ALib it

VL—God then, snce he is good, cannot be, as is
vulgarly supposed, the cause of all things;, he is the
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cause, indeed, of very few things. Among the great
variety of events which happen in the course of human
affairs, evil prodigiously overbalances good in every-
thing which regards men.  Of ail that is good there can
be no other cause than God; but some other cause
ought to be discovered for evil, which should never be
imputed as an efect to God,—L, ii.

VIl.—Plato's doctrine of punishment, as laid down
[here], is refuted by his previous reasonings.

VIIT.—THE UNCHANGEABLE NATURE OF GOD.

Do you think that God is like a vulgar conjuror, and
that he is capable for the sske of effect, of assuming,
a one time, one form, and at another time, another ?
Now, in his own character, converting his proper form
into a multitude of shapes now decelving us, and
offering vain images of himself to our imagination?
Or do you think that God is single and one, and lesst
of all things capable of departing from his permanent
nature and gppearance ?

«.—THE PERMANENCY OF WHAT IS EXCELLENT.

But everything, in proportion as it is excellent, either
In art or nature, or in both, is least susceptible of
receiving change from any external influence*

X—AGAINST SUPERSTITIOUS TALES.

Nor should mothers terrify their children by theft
fables, that Gods go about in the night-time, resembling
drangers, in all sortsof forms; a once blagpheming
the Gods anil rendering their children cowardly.
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Xl4—THE TRUE ESSENCE OF FALSEHOOD AND ITS
ORIGIN,

Know you not that, that which is truly fdse if it
may be permitted me so to spesk, all, both gods and
men detest —How do you mean ?—Thus : No person
Is willing to falsfy in matters of the highest concern to
himself concerning those matters, but fears, above all
things, lest he should accept falsehood—Yet, | under-
stand you not—You think that | mean something
profound. | say that no person is willing in his own
mind to recelve or to assart a fasehood, to be ignorant,
to be in error, to posess that which is not true. This
Is truly to be called fasehood, this ignorance and error
in the mind itsaf. ' What is usualy called fasehood, or
deceit in words, is but a voluntary imitation of what the
mind itself suffers in the involuntary possesson of that
fasehood, an image of later birth, and scarcely, in a
strict and complete sense, deserving the name of fase
hood,—Lib. ii.

XII.—AGAINST A BELIEF IN HELU

If they are to posess courage, are not those doctrines
alone to be taught, which render death least terrible?
Or do you concelve that any man can be brave who is
subjected to a fear of death ? that he who beieves the
things that are related of hell, and thinks that they axe
truth, will prefer in battle, death to davery, or defest ?
—Lib. ill—Then follows a criticism on the poetical
accounts of hell.

XI11.—ON GRIEF.

We must then abolish the custom of lamenting and
commiserating the deaths of illustrious men. Do we
ast that an excdlent man will congder it anythimg
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dreadful that his intimate friend, who is aso an e¢
cellent man, should die 2—By no means (an excessive
refinement). Hewill abgtain then from lamenting over
his loss, as if he had suffered some great evil 2—Surdy,
—M ay we nat assert in addition, that such a person as
we have dexribed auffices to himsdf for all purposss
of living well and happily, and in no manner nexds the
assgance or sodety of another? that he would endure
with redgnation the dedtitution of a son, or a brother,
or posessons or whatever external adjuncts of life
might have been attached to him ? and that, on the
occurrence of such contingencies, he would  support
them with moderation and mildness, by no means
burging into lamentations, or resgning himsdf to
despondence?—L.ib. iii.

Then he proceedsto allege passages of the poetsin
which opposite exampleswereheld up to approbation
and imitation.

XIV.—THE INFLUENCE OF EARLY CONSTANT
IMITATION.

Do you not apprehend that imitations, if they shall
have been practised and persevered in from early youth,
become esablished in the habits and nature in the
gestures of the body, and the tones of the voice, and
lastly, in theintdlect itself?—C. iii.

XV.—ON THE EFFECT OF BAD TASTE IN A**.

Nor mug we redtrict the poets alone to an exhibition
of the example of virtuous manner's in ther compog*
tions but all other artigs mug be forbidden, ether in
sculpture, or painting, or architecture! to employ their
skill upon forms of an immor al, unchasened, mongrous,
or illiberal type, ether in theformsof living beings, or
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in architectural arrangements. And the artist capable
of this employment of his art, mug not be suffered in
our community, les those degtined to be guardians of
the society, nourished upon images of deformity and
vice, like cattle upon bad grass gradually gathering and
depagsturing every day a little, may ignorantly esablish
one great evil composd of these many evil things in
their minds—C Hi.

The monstrous figures called Arabesques, however in
some of them is to be found a mixture of a truer and
simpler taste, which are found in the ruined palaces of
the Roman Emperors, bear, nevertheless, the same rela-
tion to the brutal profligacy and killing luxury which
required them, as the majestic figures of Castor and
Pollux, and the ssimple beauty of the sculpture of the
frieze of the Parthenon, bear to the more beautiful and
simple manners of the Greeks of that period. With a
liberal interpretation, a similar analogy might be ex-
tended into literary composition.

XVI.—AGAINST THE LEARNED PROFESSIONS

What better evidence can you reguire of a corrupt
and pernidous sysem of discipline in a date, than that
not merdy parsons of base habits and plebaan employ-
ments, but men who pretend to have recaved a liberal
educationg require the asssance of lawyers and phys-
cdans, and those too who have attained to a sngular
degree (30 deperate are these dissases of body and
mind) of skill Do you not condde it an abject neces
gty, a proof of the degpes degradation, to need to be
indructed in what is just or what is nedful, as by a
mager and a judge, with regard to your personal know-
ledgeand suiTering ?

What would Plato have said to a priest, such as his
ofkeis** modern times/— C iML
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XVII.—ON MEDICINfc

Do you not think it an abject thing to require the
assdance of the medicinal art, not for the cure of
wounds or such external dissasss as rexult from the
acddents of the seasons (i<¥jjfij)}>), but on account of
doth and the superfluous indulgences which we have
already condemned; this being filled with wind and
water, like holes in earth, and compéling the degant
uccesrs of iEsculapius to invent new names flatu-
lences and catarrhs, &c!' for the new diseases which are
the progeny of your luxury and doth 2—L. iii.

XVIII.—THE EFFECT OF THE DIETETIC SYSTEM.

Herodicus beng paedatribe (*aidorpff}fi;s Magister
palastra), and his health becoming weak, united the
gymnagtic with the medical art, and having condemned
himsdf to a life of weariness afterwards extended the
same pernicdous sydem to othes He made his life a
long death. For humouring the dissass mortal in its
own nature, to which he was subject, without being able
to cure it, he pogtponed all other purposss to the care
of medicating himsdf, and through his whole life was
ubject to an access of his malady, if he departed in
any degreefrom his accusomed diet, and by the employ-
ment of this skill, dying by degress he arrived at an
old age—L.iii

IEsculapius never pursued these sygsems nor Machaon
or Podalirius. They oarer undertook the treatment
of those whose frames were inwardly and thoroughly
dissased, 0 to prolong a worthless exigence and
betow on a man a long and wretched being, during
which they ought generate children in every respect the
inheritors of ther infirmity.—I.iii.
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XIX.—AGAINST WHAT IS FALSELY CALLED "KNOW-
LEDGE OF THE WORLD.*

A man ought not to be a good judge until he be old;
because he ought not have acquired a knowledge of
what injudice is, until his underganding has arrived
at maturity: not apprehending its nature from a con-
gderation of its exigence in himsdf; but having con-
templated it diginct from his own nature in that of
others, for a long time, until he shall percave what an
evil it is, not from his own experience and its dfeds
within himsdaf but from his observations of them as
resulting in others. Such a one were indeed an honour-
ablejudge, and a good ; for he who has a good mind,
Is good. But that judge who is conddered 0 wise,
who having himsdf committed great injustice, is up-
posed to be qualified for the detection of it in others
and who is quick to sugpedt, appears keen, indeed, as
long as he asodates with those who ressmble him;
because, deriving experience from the example afforded
by a condderation of his own conduct and character,
he acts with caution ; but when he assodates with men
of universal experience and real virtue, he exposes the
defects resulting from such experience as he possesses
by digruging men unreasonably and migtaking true
virtue, having no example of it within himsdf with which
to compare the appearances manifeted in others. yet,
auch a one finding more assodates who are virtuous
than such as are wise, necessarily appears, both to him-
sf and others, rather to be wise than foolish—But we
ought rather to search for a wise and good judge] one
who has examples within himsdf of that upon which he
it to pronounce—C iil

XX—Those who use gymnagics unmingled with
music become too savage, whilst thosewho use musc
unmingled with gymnagtics become more delicate than
IS befitting.
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[Prefatory note by Mrs. Shelley.]

It 's well known that when Socrates was condemned to death,
his friends made arrangements for his excape from prison and his
after security; of which herefused to avail himsdf, from the reason,
that a good citizen ought to obey the lawsof his country. On this
Sbelev makesthefollowing remarks—

HE reply is smple,
Indeed, your city cannot subsg, because the
laws are no longer of avail For how can the

laws be said to exist, when those who desrve to be
nourished in the Prytanea at the public expense are
condemned to wuffer the penalties only due to the mos
atrodous criminals;, whilst those againg, and to protect
from whose injudtice, the laws were framed, live in
honour and security ? | neither overthrow your date,
nor infringe your laws. Although you have inflicted an
injustice on me, which is suffident, according to the
opinions of the multitude, to authorise me to consder
you and me as in a date of warfare; yet, had | the
power, so far from indicting any revenge | would
endeavour to overcome you by benefits  All that | do
at present is, that which the peaceful traveler would do,
who, caught by robbers in a forest, excapes from them
whilst they are engaged in the divison of the spail.
And' this| do, when it would nat only be indifferent,
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but ddightful to me to diet surrounded by my friends,
scure of the inheritance of glory, and escaping, after
auch a life as mine, from the decay of mind and body
which mus soon begin to be my portion should | live.
But f prefer the good, which | have it in my power yet
toperform.

Such are the arguments which overturn the sophiam
placed in the mouth of Socrates by Plato. But there
are others which prove that he did well to die.



THE ASSASSINS.

M fragment of a 'Romance

CHAPTERII.

WFAJERUSALEM, goaded on to resstance by the
;‘*]G incessant usurpations and insolence of Rome,
leagued together its discordant factions to rebel
against the common enemy and tyrant. Inferior to
their foe in all but the unconquerable hope of liberty,
they surrounded their city with fortifications of uncom-
mon strength, and placed in array before the temple a
band rendered desperate by patriotism and religion.
Even the women preferred to die, rather than survive
the ruin of their country. When the Roman army
approached the walls of the sacred city, its preparations,
its discipline, and its numbers,, evinced the conviction of
its leader, that he bad no common barbarians to subdue.
At the approach of the Roman army, the strangers
withdrew from the city.

Among the multitudes which from every nation of the
East had assembled at Jerusalem, was a little congrega
tion of Christians. They were remarkable neither for
their numbers nor their importance. They contained
among them neither philosophers nor poets.  Acknow-
ledging no laws but thoae of God, they moddled their
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conduct towards their fdlow-men by the condusons of
their individual judgment on the practical application of
these lans® And it was apparent from the amplicity and
sverity of their manners, that this contempt for human
inditutions had produced among them a character
uperior in dngleness and dncere sdf-apprehenson to
the davery of pagan cugoms and the gross ddusons of
antiquated supergition. Many of their opinions con*
Sderably ressmbled those of the sect afterwards known
by the name of Gnodicss They eteamed the human
underganding to be the paramount rule of human
conduct; they maintained that the dbscures reigious
truth required for its complete ducidation no more than
the drenuous application of the energies of mind. It
appeared impossble to them that any doctrine could be
subvergve of soda happiness which is not capable ot
being confuted by arguments derived from the nature of
exiging things  With the devoutes submisson to the
law of Chrig, they united an intrepid spirit of inquiry as
to the correctest mode of acting in particular ingances
of conduct that occur among men. Assuming the
doctrines of the Messah concerning benevolence and
judtice for the regulation of their actions, they could not
be persuaded to acknowledge that there was apparent
in the divine code any prexribed rule whereby, for
its own sake, one action rather than ancther, as ful-
filling the will of ther great Mager, should be pre
ferred.

The contempt with which the magisracy and pries-
hood regarded this cbscure community of speculators,
had hitherto protected them from persscution. But
they had arrived at that precise degree of eminence and
progperity which is peculiarly obnoxious to the hogtility
of therich and powerful The moment of their departure
from Jerusalem was the crigs of thar future degtiny.
Had they continued to sssk a precariousrefuge in a city
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delayed to impress a new character on their opinions
and their conduct; narrow views, and theilliberality of
sectarian patriotism, would not have failed speedily to
obliterate the magnificence and beauty of their wild and
wonderful condition.

Attached from principle to peace, despisng and
hating the pleasures and the customs of the degenerate
mass of mankind, this unostentatious community of good
and happy men fled to the solitudes of Lebanon, To
Arabians and enthusiasts the solemnity and grandeur
of these desolate recesses possessed peculiar attractions.
It well accorded with the justice of their conceptions on
the relative duties of man towards his fellow in society,
that they should labour in unconstrained equality to
dispossess the wolf and the tiger of their empire, and
establish on its ruins the dominion of intelligence and
virtue. No longer would the worshippers of the God of
Nature be indebted to a hundred hands for the accom-
modation of their smple wants. No longer would the
poison of a diseased civilization embrue their very
nutriment with pestilence. They would no longer owe
their very existence to the vices, the fears, and the follies
of mankind. Love, friendship, and philanthropy, would
now be the characteristic disposers of their industry. It
Is for his mistress or his friend that the labourer con-
secrates his toil; others are mindful, but he it forgetful,
of himself " God feeds the hungry ravens, and clothes
the lilies of the fields, and yet Solomon in all his glory
Is not like to one of these."

Rome was now the shadow of her former self The
light of her grandeur and loveliness had passed away'
The latest and the noblest of her poets and historians
had foretold in agony her approaching davery and
degradation. The rains of the human mind, mora
awful and portentous than the desolation of the mog
solemn temples, threw a shade of gloom upon her golden
palaces which the brutal vulgar could not see bat which
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the mighty felt with inward trepidation and despair.
The ruins of Jerusalem lay defenceless and uninhabited
upon the burning sands; none visited, but in the depth
of solemn awe, this accursed and solitary spot. Tra-
dition says that there was seen to linger among the
scorched and shattered fragments of the temple, one
being, whom he that saw dared not to call man, with
clasped hands, immoveable eyes, and a visage horribly
sarene. Not on the will of the capricious multitude,
nor the constant fluctuations of the many and the wesk,
depends the change of empires and religions. These
are the mere insensible eements from which a subtler
intelligence moulds its enduring statuary. They that
direct the changes of this mortal scene breathe the de-
cress of their dominion from a throne of darkness and
of tempest The power of man is gredt.

After many days of wandering, the Assassins pitched
their tents in the valley of Bethzatanai. For ages had
this fertile valley lain conceded from the adventurous
search of man, among mountains of everlasting snow.
The men of elder days had inhabited this spot. Piles
of monumental marble and fragments of columns that in
their integrity almost seemed the work of some intelli-
gence more sportive and fantastic than the gross con-
ceptions of mortality, lay in hegps besde the lake, and
were visible beneath its transparent waves. The flower-
Ing orange-tree, the balsam, and innumerable odoriferous
shrubs, grew wild in the desolated portals. The
fountain tanks had overflowed, and amid the luxuriant
vegetation of their margin, the yellow snake held its
unmolested dwelling. Hither came the tiger and the
bear to contend for those once domestic animals who
had forgotten the secure servitude of their ancestors.
Mo sound, when the famished beast of prey had retreated
ife despair from the awful desolation of this {dace, at
wibose completion he had isssted, but the shrill cry of
the sork, and the flapping of his heavy wings from the
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capital of die solitary column, and the scream of the
hungry vulture baffled of its only victim. The lore of
ancient wisdom was sculptured in mydic characters ca
therocks The human spirit and the human hand had
been busy here to accomplish its profoundest miracles.
It was a temple dedicated to the god of knowledge and
of truth. The palaces of the Caliphs and the Caesrs
might easly surpass these ruins in magnitude and
umptuousess @ but they were the desgn of tyrants and
the work of daves Piercing genius and consummate
prudence had planned and executed Bethzatanal. There
was degp and important meaning in every lineament of
its fantagtic sculpture. The unintdligible legend, once
0 beautiful and perfect, so full of poetry and higory,
ooke, even in destruction, volumes of mygerious import,
and aobscure Sgnificance

But in the ssason of its utmos prosperity and magni-
ficence, art might not aspire to vie with nature in the
valley of Bethzatanal. All that was wonderful and lovely
was collected in this degp seduson.  The fluctuating
dements ssamed to have been rendered everlagtingly
permanent in forms of wonder and delight  The moun-
tains of Lebanon had been divided to their base to form
this happy valley; on every Sde their icy summitsdarted
ther white pinnades into the cear blue sy, imaging,
in their grotesque outline, minarets, and ruined domes,
and coumns worn with time. Far bdow, the slver
douds rolled their bright voumes in many beautiful
shapes, and fed the eternal springs, that, spanning the
dark chasms like a thousand radiant rainbows, leaped
into the quiet vale, then, lingeringin many a dark glade
among thegroves of cypressand of palm, lost themsdves
in thelake. The immengty of these predpitous rnoua*
tains with their sarry pyramids of show, exduded the
sun, which overtopped not, even in its meridian, ther
overhanging rocks, fiat a more heavenly and aereofr
tii&ht was reflected from ther inr mirfont which,
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piercing through the many-tinted douds, produced
lights and colours of inexhaudtible variety. The herb*
age was perpetually verdant, and clothed the darkest
recesss of the caverns and the woods

Nature, undisurbed, had become an enchantress in
thee solitudes, dhe had collected here all that was
wonderful and divine from the armoury of her omnipo-
tence The very winds breathed health and renovation,
and the joyousness of youthful courage  Fountains of
crysalline water played perpetually among the aromatic
flowers, and mingled a freshness with their odour. The
pine boughs became ingruments of exquigte contrivance,
among which every varying bresze waked musc of new
and more delightful medody. Meteoric shapes, more
effulgent than the moonlight, hung on the wandering
douds, and mixed in discordant dance around the spiral
fountains  Blue vapours assumed drange lineaments
under the rocks and among the ruins, lingering like
ghods with dow and solemn sep. Through a dark
chasm to the ead, in the long perspective of a portal
glittering with the unnumbered riches of the subterranean
world, shone the broad moon, pouringin one ydlow and
unbroken sream her horizontal beams Nearer theicy
region, autumn and spring held an alternate reign. The
sre leaves fdl and choked the duggish brookg the
chilling fogs hung diamonds on every spray; and in the
dark cold evening the howling winds made meancholy
mudc in the trees  Far above, shone the bright throne
of winter, clear, cold, and dazzing. Sometimes there
was seen the snow-flakes to fall before the sinking orb
df the beamless sun, lite a shower of fiery sulphur. The
cataracts, arrested in ther coursg ssamed! with ther
trangparent columns, to support the dark-browed rocks.
Sometimes the icy whirlwind scooped the powdery show
aloft, to mingle with the hissng meteors, and scatter
gpangles through Hie rare and rayless atmosphere.

Snch drange scenesof chaotic confuson and harrow



TUB ASGASSINS 153

ing sublimity, surrounding and shutting in the rale,
added to the delights of its secure and voluptuous tran-
quillity. No spectator could have refused to believe
that some spirit of great intelligence and power had
hallowed these wild and beautiful solitudes to a deep
and solemn mystery.

The immediate effect of such a scene, suddenly pre-
sented to the contemplation of mortal eyes is seldom
the subject of authentic record. The coldest dave of
custom cannot fail to recollect some fev moments in
which the breath of spring or the crowding clouds of
sunset, with the pale moon shining through their fleecy
skirts, or the song of some lonely bird perched on the
only tree of an unfrequented heath, has awakened the
touch of nature. And they were Arabians who entered
the valley of Bethzatanai; men who idolized nature and
the God of nature; to whom love and lofty thoughts,
and the apprehensions of an uncorrupted spirit, were
sustenance and life. Thus securely excluded from an
abhorred world, all thought of itsjudgment was cancelled
by the rapidity of their fervid imaginations. They
ceased to acknowledge, or deigned not to advert to, the
distinctions with which the majority of base and vulgar
minds control the longings and struggles of the soul
towards its place of rest. A new and sacred fire wes
kindled in their hearts and sparkled in their eyes
Every gesture, every feature, the minutest action, was
modelled to beneficence and beauty by the holy inspira-
tion that had descended on their searching spirits. The
epidemic transport communicated itself through every
heart with the rapidity of ablast from heaven. They
were aready disembodied spirits; they were already
the inhabitants of paradise To live, to breathe, to
move, was itself a sensation of immeasurable transport
Every new contemplation of the condition of his nature
brought to "the happy enthusiast an added measure of
delight, and impelled to every oigan, where mind in
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united with external things, a keener and more exquidte
perception of all that they contain of lovely and divine.
To love, to be beloved, suddenly became an insatiable
famine of his nature, which the wide circle of the
universe, comprehending beings of such inexhaudible
variety and supendous magnitude of excdlence appear ed
too narrow and confined to satiate.

Alas, that these vigtings of the spirit of life should
fluctuate and pass away | That the moments when the
human mind is commensurate with all that it can con-
cave of excdlent and powerful, should not endure with
its exigence and survive its mos momentous change!
But the beauty of a vernal sunsgt, with its overhanging
curtains of empurpled doud, is rapidly disolved, to
return at some unexpected period, and read an allevia.
ting melancholy over the dark vigils of despair.

It istrue the enthusasm of overwheming transport
which had ingpired every breast among the Assasins is
no more. The necessty of daily occupation and the
ordinariness of that human life, the burthen of which it is
the degtiny of every human being to bear, had smothered,
not extinguished, that divine and eternal fire. Not the
less inddlible and permanent were the impressons
communicated to all; not the more unalterably were
the features of their social character moddled and
determined by its influence

CHAPTER II.

ROME had fallen. Her snate-house had become a
polluted den of thieves and liars: her solemn temples,
the arena of theological disputants, who madefireand
sword the missonaries of ther inconcavable bdiefs
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weakness of his sucoessors, feebly imaged with declining
powe the subgtantial eminence of the Roman name*
Pilgrims of a new and mightier faith crowded to vist
the londy ruins of Jerusalem, and wegp and pray before
the sepulchre of the Eternal God. The earth was filled
with discord, tumult, and ruin. The spirit of dignterested
virtue had armed one-half of the civilised world against
the other. Mondrous and detestable creeds poisoned
and blighted the domedic charities. There was no
appeal to natural love, or ancient faith, from pride,
uper gition, and revenge.

Four centuries had passd thus terribly characterised
by the mos calamitous revolutions The Assasans
meanwhile, undisurbed by the surrounding tumult,
pos=ssd and cultivated their fertile valley.  The
gradual operation of their peculiar condition had matured
and perfected the sngularity and excdlence of ther
character. That cause which had ceassd to act as
an immediate and overpowering excitement, became
the unpercaved law of ther lives, and sudenance of
their natures. Their rdigious tenets had also under*
gone a change, corresponding with the exalted condition
of their moral being. The gratitude which they owed
to the benignant Spirit by which their limited intdli-
gences had not only been created but redeemed, was
less frequently adverted to, became less the topic of
comment or contemplation ; not, therefore, did it cease
to betheir presding guardian, the guide of their inmost
thoughts, the tribunal of appeal for the minutest parti-
culars of their conduct They learned to identify this
myserious bengfactor with the ddight that is bred
among the solitary rocks, and has its dweling alike
in the changing colours of the douds and the inmost
Dexeesss of the caverns.  Their future alio no longer
exiged, but in the blissful tranquillity of the present
Time was measured and created tar ilia vices end
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nation of the Assasins there was no analogy nor com-
parison. Already had their eternal peace commenced.
The darkness had passed away from the open gates of
degth*

The practical results produced by their faith and
condition upon their external conduct were sngular
and memorable. Excluded from the great and various
community of mankind, these solitudes became to them
a sacred hermitage, in which all formed, as it were,
one being, divided againg itself by no contending will
or factious passons Every impulse conspired to one
end, and tended to a gngle object. Each devoted his
power's to the happiness of the other. Their republic
was the scene of the perpetual contentions of bene
volence; not the heartles and assumed kindness of
commercial man, but the genuine virtue that has a
legible superscription in every feature of the counten-
ance, and every motion of the frame The pervars-
ness and calamities of those who dwet beyond the
mountains that encircled ther undisurbed posessons
were unknown and unimagined. Little embarrassed
by the complexities of civilised sodety, they knew not
to concave any happiness that can be satiated without
participation, or that thirsts not to reproduce and per-
petually generate itself  The path of virtue and fdicity
was plain and unimpeded. They clearly acknowledged,
in every case that conduct to be entitled to preference
which would obvioudy produce the greatest pleasure
They could not concave an ingance in which it would
bethetr duty to hestate, in causng, at whatever expenss,
the greatest and most unmixed delight

Hence arose a peculiarity which only failed to ger-
minate in uncommon and momentous CoNSsqUENCES
because the Assassns had retired from the intercourse
of mankind, over whom other matives and principles of
conduct than justice and benevolenceprevail. It would
be a difficult matter lor men € inch a sncere and
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simple faith, to estimate the final results of their inten-
tions, among the corrupt and slavish multitude. They
would be perplexed also in their choice of the means
whereby their intentions might be fulfilled. To produce
Immediate pain or disorder for the sake of future benefit,
Is consonant, indeed, with the purest religion and philo-
sophy, but never fails to excite invincible repugnance in
the fedings of the many. Against their predilections
and distastes an Assassin, accidentally the inhabitant of
acivilised community, would wage unremitting hostility
from principle.  He would find himself compelled to
adopt means which they would abhor, for the sake of
an object which they could not conceive that he should
propose to himsdf. Secure and sdf-enshrined in the
magnificence and pre-eminence of his conceptions, spot-
less as the light of heaven, he would be the victim
among men of calumny and persecution. Incapable
of distinguishing his motives, they would rank him
among the vilest and most atrocious criminals.  Gredt,
beyond all comparison with them, they would despise
him in the presumption of their ignorance. Because
his spirit burned with an unguenchable passion for their
welfare, they would lead him, like his illustrious master,
amidst scoffs, and mockery, and insult, to the remunera-
tion of an ignominious death.

Who hedtates to destroy a venomous serpent that
has crept near his deeping friend, except the man who
selfishly dreads lest the malignant reptile should turn
its fury on himself? And if the poisoner has assumed
a human shape, if the bane be distinguished only from
the viper's venom by the excess and extent of its
devastation, will the saviour and avenger here retract
and pause, entrenched behind the superstition of the
indefeasible divinity of man? Is the human form,

mere badge of a prerogative for unlicensed
wickedness and mischief? Can the power derived
theweeknes  of the gpovestdL or the
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of the decaved! confer the right in security to tyrannise
and defraud ?

The subject of regular governments, and the disciple
of established super ition, dares not to ask this question.
For the sake of the eventual bendfit, he endures what
he eseams a trandtory evil, and the moral degradation
of man disquiets not his patience. But the religion
of an Assassn imposss other virtues than endurance,
when his fdlow-men groan under tyranny, or have
become 0 begtial and abject that they cannot fed
their chains. An Assasin bdieves that man is emi-
nently man, and only then enjoys the prerogatives of
his privileged condition, when his affections and his
judgment fpay tribute to the God of Nature. The
peverse, and vile, and vicdous—what were they?
Shapes of some unholy vison, moulded by the spirit
of Evil, which the svord of the merciful destroyer
should swegp from this beautiful world Dreamy
nothings, phantaams of misery and mischief, that
hold their death-like state on glittering thrones, and
in the loathsome dens of poverty. No Assassn would
submissvey temporise with vice, and in cold charity
become a pander to fasshood and desolation. His
path through the wilderness of civilized sodety would
be marked with the blood of the oppressor and the
miner. The wretch, whom nations tremblingly adore,
would expiatein histhrottling grasp a thousand licensd
and venerable crimes.

How many haly liars and paragtes, in solemn guise,
would hissaviour arm drag from their luxurious couches,
and plunge in the cold charnd, that the green and
many-legged mongers of the dimy grave might eat off
at their lesure the lineaments of rooted malignity and
detested conning. The respectable man—the smooath!
smiling, polished villain, whom all the city honours,
whose very trade is lies and murder; who buys his
daily bread with the blood and tears of men, would



THE ASSASSINS.

feed the ravens with his limbs. The Assassn would
cater natyly for the eydess worms of earth, and the
carrion fowls of heaven.

Yet; here rdigion and human love had imbued the
maifners of thoe solitary people with inexpressble
gentleness and benignity. Courage and active virtue,
and the indignation againg vice which becomes a
hurrying and irresgible passon, dept like the im-
prisoned earthquake, or the lightning dhafts that hang
in the golden douds of evening. They were innocent,
but they were capable of more than innocence ; for the
great principles of their faith were perpetually acknow-
ledged and adverted to; nor had they forgotten, in this
uninterrupted quiet, the author of thar fdicity.

Four centuries had thus worn away without pro-
ducing an event Men bad died, and natural tears had
bean dhed upon ther graves in sorrow that improves
the heart. Those who had been united by love had
gone to death together, leaving to ther friends the
beques of a mos sacred grief, and of a sadness that
is allied to pleasure Babes that hung upon ther
mothers' breass had become men; men had died:;
and many awild luxuriant weed that overtopped the
habitations of the vale, had twined its roots around
thelr digregarded bones  Ther tranquil gate was like
a umme s\, whose gentle undulations disurb not the
reflected gars, and break not the long ill tine of the
rainbow hues of sunrise,

CHAPTER Hi.

WHERE all is thuscalm, the dightest drcumgance is
recorded and remembered, Before the sixth century
had expired one incident occurred, remarkable and
Mrangtr A yittk man* named Albidtri. wandertac
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in the woods, was startled by the screaming of a bird
of prey, and, looking up, saw blood fall, drop by drop,
from among the intertwined boughs of acedar. Having
climbed the tree, he beheld a terrible and dismaying
gpectacle. A naked human body was impaled on the
broken branch. It was maimed and mangled horribly;
every limb bent and bruised into frightful distortion,
and exhibiting a breathing image of the most sickening
mockery of life. A monstrous snake had scented its
prey from among the mountains—and above hovered a
hungry vulture From amidst this mass of desolated
humanity, two eyes, black and inexpressibly brilliant,
shone with an unearthly lustre. Beneath the blood*
stained eye-brows their steady rays manifested the
serenity of an immortal power, the collected energy
of a deathless mind, spell-secured from dissolution. A
bitter smile of mingled abhorrence and scorn distorted
his wounded lip—he appeared camly to observe and
measure all around—sdlf-possesson had not deserted
the shattered mass of life.

The youth approached the bough on which the
breathing corpse was hung. As he approached, the
serpent reluctantly unwreathed his glittering coils, and
crept towards his dark and loathsome cave. The
vulture, impatient of his meal, fled to the mountain,
that re-echoed with his hoarse screams.  The cedar
branches creaked with their agitating weight, faintly, as
the dismal wind arose. All dse was deadly silent

At length a voice issued from the mangled man. It
rattled in hoarse murmurs from his throat and lungs—
his words were the conclusion of some strange mysteri-
ous soliloquy. They were broken, and without apparent
connexion, completing wide intervals of inexpressible
conceptions.

"The great tyrant is baffled, even in success, Joy !
joy 1 tohistorturedfoel Triumph tothe worm whom



THE ASSASSINS. 161

might dare as well abolish the mighty frame of things!
Delight and exultation St before the dosed gates of
death 1— | fear not to dwell beneath their black and
ghasly shadow. Here thy power may not avail 1
Thou Greates—'tis mine to ruin and destroy.—| was
thy dave—l am thy equal, and thy foe—Thousands
tremble before thy throne, who, at my voice, shall dare
to pluck the golden crown from thine unholy head t"
He ceased. The slence of noon swallowed up his
words  Albedir dung tighter to the tree—he dared
naot for dismay remove his eyes.  He remained mute in
the perturbation of degp and creegping horror.

" Albedir 1" said the same voicg, " Albedir 1 in the
name of God, approach. He that suffered me to fel,
watches thee ;—the gentle and merciful spirits of sweat
human love ddight not in agony and horror. For
pity's sake approach, in the name of thy good God,
approach, Albedir I"  The tones were mild and clear
as the reponsss of J/Eolian mudc. They floated to
Albedir's ear like the warm breath Of June that lingers
in the lawny groves subduing all to softness  Tears of
tender affection started into his eyes It was as the
voice of a beloved friend. The partner of his childhood,
the brother of his soul, seemed to call for aid, and
pathetically to remondrate with dday. He ressed
not the magic impulse, but advanced towards the spat,
and tenderly attempted to remove the wounded man-
He cautioudy descended the tree with his wretched
burthen, and deposted it on the ground.

A period of drange glence intervened.  Awe and
cold horror were dowly succeeding to the softer sensa
tions of tumultuous pity, when again he heard the slver
modulations of die same enchanting voice " Weep not
for me, Albedir I What wretch so utterly logt, but might
ioluilefM Baoe»ad smittinMtikMftfrontthljowratdisst  |am
wounded, and in pain j but having found arefagein thi*
seduson, a«d a friend in you, | am wort hier of eny

I1* h
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than compasson. Bear me to your cottage secretly:
1 would not disturb your gentle partner by my appear-
ance. Shemust love me more dearly than a brother.
| must be the playmate of your children; aready |
regard them with afather'slove. My arrival must not
be regarded as a thing of mystery and wonder. What,
indeed, but that men are proneto error and exaggeration,
Is less inexplicable, than that a stranger, wandering on
Lebanon, fell from the rocks into the vale? Albedir,"
he continued, and his deepening voice assumed awful
solemnity, "in return for the affection with which |
cherish thee and thine, thou owest this submission.”

Albedir implicitly submitted; not even athought had
power to refuse its deference.  He reassumed his burthen,
and proceeded towards the cottage. He watched until
Khaled should be absent, and conveyed the stranger
into an apartment appropriated for the reception of those
who occasionally visited their habitation. He desired
that the door should be securely fastened, and that he
might not be visited until the morning of the following
day,

Albedir waited with impatience for the return of
Khaled. The unaccustomed weight of even so transit
tory a secret hung on his ingenuous and unpractised
nature, like a blighting, clinging curse. The stranger's
accents had lulled him to a trance of wild and delightful
Imagination. Hopes, so visionary and aerial, that they
had assumed no denomination, had spread themselves
over his intellectual frame, and, phantoms as they were,
had modelled his being to their shape Still his mind
was not exempt from the visitings of disquietude tod

was a troubled stream of thought, over
whose fluctuating waves unsearchable fate ssemed to
presde, guiding its unforeseen alternations with an in-
exorable hand. Albedir paced earnestly the garden of
his cottage, revolving every crcumgance attendant en
the incident of the day. He reimaged with intense
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thought the minutest recollections of the scene.  In
van—he was the dave of suggestions not to be con-
trolled Astonishment, horror, and awe—tumultuous
sympathy, and a mysterious elevation of soul, hurried
away all activity of judgment, and overwhelmed,
with .stunning force, every attempt at deliberation
inquiry.

His reveries were interrupted at length by the return
of Khaled She entered the cottage, that scene of un-
disturbed repose, in the confidence that change might
as soon overwhelm the eternal world, as disturb this
inviolable sanctuary. She started to behold Albedir.
Without preface or remark, he recounted with eager
haste the occurrences of the day. Khaled's tranquil
spirit could hardly keep pace with the breathless rapidity
of hisnarration. She was bewildered with staggering
wonder even to hear his confused tones, and behold his
agitated countenance.

CHAPTERIV.

ON thefollowing morning Albedir arose at sunrise, and
visited the stranger. He found him aready risen, and
employed in adorning the lattice of his chamber with
flowers from the garden. There was something in his
attitude and occupation singularly expressive of hisentire
familiarity with the scene. Albedir's habit; tion seemed
to have been his accustomed home. He addressed his
host in atone of gay and affectionate welcome, such as
never fails to communicate by sympathy the fedings
from which it flows.

"My friend," said he, "the balm of the dew of our
valelssweet; or is this garden the favoured spot where
the winds conspire to scatter the best odours they can
find? Come, lend me your arm awhile, |1 fed very
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weak." He mationed to walk forth, but, as if unable to
proceed, rested on the seat besde the door.  For a few
moments they were dlent, if the interchange of cheerful
and happy looks is to be called slence At lag he
obsxrved a gpade that rested againg thewall " You
have only one spade brother," said he; " you Jiave
only one, | suppose of any of the ingruments of tillage.
Your garden ground, too, occupies a certain ace which
it will be necessary to enlarge. This mug be quickly
remedied. | cannot earn my supper of to-night, nor of
tomorrow; but thenceforward, | do not mean to eat
the bread of idleness | know that you would willingly
perform the additional labour which my nourishment
would require; | know, aso, that you would fed a
degree of pleasurein the fatigue arigng from this en*
ployment, but | shall contes with you such pleasures
asthese, and such pleasures asthee alone' Hiseyes
were somewhat wan, and the tone of his voice languid
as he spoke

As they were thus engaged, Khaled came towards
them. The dranger beckoned to her to gt besde him,
and taking her hands within his own, looked attentively
on her mild countenance Khaled inquired if he had
been refreshed by degp. He replied by a laugh of
cardess and inoffengve glee; and placing one of her
hands within Albedir's, said, " If this be desp, herein
this odorous vale, where these swest amiles encompass
us and the voices of those who love are hear d—if these
be the visons of deep, 9ger, those who lie down in
misery shall arise lighter than the butterflies. | came
from amid the tumult of a world, how different from
thisl | am unexpectedly among you, in the mids of a
oene such as my imagination never dared to promise
| mug remain here—l mug not depart." Khaled,
rfepvering from theadmiration and astonishment caused
by the dranger's words and manner, assured him of the
happiness which she should fed in such an addition to
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her society. Albedir, too, who had been more desply
impressad than Khaled by the event of his arrival,
earnesly reassured him of the ardour of the affection
with which he had inspired them.  The dranger amiled
gently to hear the unaccusomed fervour of sncerity
which animated ther address, and wasrising to retire,
when Khaled said, " You have not yet ssn our children,
Maimuna and Abdallah. They are by the water-3de,
playing with ther favourite snake We have only to
aross yonder little wood, and wind down a path cut in
therock that overhangs the lake, and we shall find them
besde a recess which the shore makes there, and which
a chaam, as it were, among the rocks and woods en-
dox=s Do you think you could walk there?" " To
se your children, Khaled ? | think | could, with the
assgance of Albedir's arm, and yours"—So they went
through the wood of ancient cypress, intermingled with
the brightness of many-tinted blooms, which gleamed
like gars through its romantic glens  They cossed the
green meadow, and entered among the broken chaans
beautiful as they were in their investiture of odoriferous
hrubs. They came at lag, after pursuing a path which
wound through the intricacies of a little wilderness, to
the borders of the lake. They sood on the rock which
overhung it, from which there was a progpect of all the
miracles of nature and of art which encrded and
adorned its shares  The dranger gazed upon it vrtth a
Countenance unchanged by any emation, but, as it were,
thoughtfully and contemplatingly. As he gazed, Khaled
ardently pressed his hand, and said, in a low yet eager
voice, " L ook, look, lo there!" Heturned towards her,
bat her eyes were not on him.  She looked beow—her
tips were parted by the fedings which posesad her
sod—her breath came and went regularly but inaudiWy.
She leaned over the precipice, and her dark hair bang
fag betide her face gaverdifeto -'to fine lineament*,
animated by such love aa exceds utterance. The
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dgranger followed her eyes and saw that her children
werein the glen below; then raisng his eyes exchanged
with her affectionate looks of congratulation and delight
The boy was apparently eight years old, the girl about
two years younger. The beauty of ther form and
countenance was something so divine and drange, as
overwhemed the sensss of the beholder like a ddight-
ful dream, with insupportable ravishment They were
arrayed in a loose raobe of linen, through which the
exquidte proportions of their form appeared. Uncon-
sdous that they were observed, they did not rdinquish
the occupation in which they were engaged They had
congructed a little boat of the bark of trees, and had
given it sails of interwoven feathers, and launched it on
the water. They sat besde a white flat sone on
which a small shake lay coiled, and when ther work
was finished, they arose and called to the shake in
meodious tones, 0 that it undersood their language.
For it unwreathed its shining drdes and crept to the
boat, into which no sooneg had it entered than the girl
loosned the band which held it to the shore and it
sailed away. Then they ran round and round thelittle
creek, clapping their hands, and meodioudy pouring out
wild sounds, which the snake ssamed to answer by the
resless glancing of his neck At last a breath of wind
came from the shore and the boat changed its course,
and was about to leave the cregk, which the snake per-
caved and leaped into the water, and cameto thelittle
children's feet Thegirl sang to it and it leaped into
her bosom, and she arossed her fair hands over it asif
to cherish it there. Then the boy answered with a song,
and it glided from beneath her hands and crept towards
him. While they were thus employed, Maimuna looked
up, and seaing her parentson the difl* ran tomeet them
up the gegp path that wound around it; and Abdullah,
teaving his snake, followed joyfully.



ON THE PUNISHMENT OF
DEATH.

a fragment

pose and support, at the approach of a period
of great political change, is the abalition of the
punishment of death.

It is sufficently clear that revenge retaliation, atone
ment, expiation, are rules and motives 0 far from
deserving a place in any enlightened sygem of poalitical
life, that they are the chief sources of a prodigious dass
of miseriesin the domegtic drdes of society. It isclear
that however the spirit of legidation may appear to frame
ingtitutions upon more philosophical maxims, it has
hitherto, in those cases which are termed criminal, done
little more than palliate the spirit, by gratifying a portion
of it; and afforded a compromise between that which is
beat;—the inflicting of no evil upon a sendtive beng,
without a decisvely beneficial result in which he should
at least participatej—and that which isworst; that he
should be put to torture for the amusement of those
whom he may have injured, or may sem to have
injured.

Omitting thess, remoter condderations, let us inquire
what Death is;' that which is applied as a measure of

E | HE first law which it becomes a Reformer to pro-
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soon its they shall have passad that degree and colour of
enor mity, with which it is supposad no inferior infliction
ift commensurate.

And first, whether death is good or evil, a punishment
or areward, or whether it be wholly indifferent, no man
can take upon himsdf to assrt  That that within us
which thinks and feds continues to think and fed after
the dissolution of the body, has been the aimost universal
opinion of mankind, and the accurate philosophy of what
| may be permitted to term the modern Academy, by
showing the prodigious depth and extent of our ignor-
ance respecting the causss and nature of sensation,
renders probable the affirmative of a proposgtion, the
negative of which it is so difficult to conceve, and the
popular arguments againg which, derived from what is
called the atomic sysem, are proved to be applicable
only to the relation which one object bears to ancther,
as apprehended by the mind, and not to exigence itsdf,
or the nature of that essnce which is the medium and
receptacle of objedts

The popular sygem of religion uggeds the idea that
the mind, after death, will be painfully or pleasuraby
affected according to its determinations during life
However ridiculous and pernicdous we mug admit the
vulgar accessries of this creed to be, there is a certain
analogy, not whally absurd, between the consaquences
resulting to an individual during life from the virtuous
or vicious, prudent or imprudent, conduct of hisexternal
actions, to those consquences which are conjectured to
enue from the discipline and order of his internal
thoughts, as affecting his condition in a future sate.
They omit, indeed, to calculate upon the acddents of
dissae, and temperament, and organisation, and cir-
cumgance, together with the multitude of independent
agendes which affect the opinions, the conduct, and the
happiness of individuals, and produce determinations Of
the will, and modify the judgment, so as to produce
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effects the mog opposte in natures condderably smilar.
These are those operations in the order of the whale of
naturt, tending, we ar e proneto believe, to some definite
mighty end, to which the agendes of our peculiar nature
are subordinate; nor is there any reason to suppos
that in a future gate they should become suddenly
exempt from that subordination. The philosopher is
unable to determine whether our exigence in a previous
date has affected our present condition, and abgains
from deciding whether our present condition would affect
usin that which may be future. That, if we continue to
exig, the manner of our exigence will be such asnoinfer-
ences nor conjectures, afforded by a congderation of our
earthly experience, can ducidate, is suffidently obvious
The opinion that the vital principle within us in what-
ever mode it may continue to exist, mus lose that con-
stousness of definite and individual being which now
characterises it, and become a unit in the vag sum
of action and of thought which digposes and animates
the universe, and is called God, ssams to bdong to
that dass of opinion which has been desgnated as
indifferent

To compd a person to know all that can beknown by
the dead, concerning that which theliving fear, hope, or
forget; to plunge him into the pleasure or pain which
there awaits him ; to punish or reward him in a manner
and in a degree incalculable and incomprehengble by us,
to digrobe him at once from all that intertexture of good
and evil with which Nature ssans to haveclothed every
form of individual exigence, istoinflict on him thedoom
of death.

A certain degree of pain and terror usually accompany
theinfliction of death. This degreeisinfinitdy varied
by the infinite variety in the temperament and opinions
of the ufferers As a measure of punishment, srictly
30 conddered, and at an exhibition, which, by its known
eSacts on the fctosibiUty of the sufferer, is intended tO
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intimidate the spectators from incurring a similar liability!
it is singularly inadequate.

Firstly,—Persons of energetic character, in whom, as
in men who suffer for political crimes, there is a large
mixture of enterprise, and fortitude, and disinterestedness,
and the elements, though misguided and disarranged, by
which the strength and happiness of a nation might have
been cemented, die in such a manner, as to make death
appear not evil, but good. The death of what is called
a traitor, that is, a person who, from whatever motive,
would abolish the government of the day, is as often a
triumphant exhibition of suffering virtue, as the warning
of aculprit The multitude, instead of departing with a
panic-stricken approbation of the laws which exhibited
such a spectacle, are inspired with pity, admiration and
sympathy; and the most generous among them fed an
emulation to be the authors of such flattering emotions,
as they experience stirring in their bosoms.  Impressed
by what they sse and feel, they make no distinction
between the motives which incited the criminals to the
actions for which they suffer, or the heroic courage with
which they turned into good that which their judges
awarded to them as evil, or the purpose itself of those
actions, though that purpose may happen to be eminently
pernicious. The laws in this case lose that sympathy,
which it ought to be their chief object to secure, and in
a participation of which, conssts their chief strength in
maintaining those sanctions by which the parts of the
social union are bound together, so as to produce, as
nearly as possible, the ends for which it isinstituted.

Secondly—persons of energetic character, in com-
munities not modelled with philosophical skill to turn
all the energies which they contain to the purposes of
common good, are prone also to fell into the temptation
of undertaking, md are peculiarly fitted for despising the
perils attendant upon consummating, the most enormous
Crimeg* Mtisden MIMUL extendve schemes of ohinder*
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are the actions of persons belonging to this class, and
death is the penalty of conviction. But the coarsmnes
of organisation, peculiar to men capable of committing
acts wholly sdfigh, is usually found to be associated with
a proportionate insengbility to fear or pain. Ther
ufferings communicate to those of the gpectators who
may beliableto the commisson of Smilar crimes, asnse
of the lightness of that event, when dosdy examined,
which at a digance, as uneducated pesons are accus
tomed to do, probably they regarded with horror. But
a great majority of the spectators are so bound op in the
interests and the habits of social union that no tempta-
tion would be suffidently srong to induce them to a
commisson of the enormities to which this penalty is
assgned. The more powerful, the richer among them,
—and a numerous dass of little tradesmen are richer
and mor e power ful than those who ave employed by them,
and the employer, in general, bears thisréation to the
employed,—regard their own wrongs as, in some degree,
avenged, and their own rights sscured by this punish-
ment, inflicted as the penalty of whatever crime. In
caes of murder or mutilation, this feding is almog
Universal  In thosg therefore, whom this exhibition
does not awaken to the sympathy which extenuates
crime and discredits the law which redrains it, it
produces fedings more directly at war with the genuine
purposss of political society. It exates those emaotions
which it is the chief object of civilisation to extinguish
for ever, and in the extinction of which alone there can
be any hope of better ingitutions than those under which
men now misgovern one ancther. Men fed that ther
revenge is gratified, and that their security is established!
by the extinction and the sufferings of beings in mos
regpects resembling themsdlves, and their daily occu-
pations congraining them to a precise form in all their
thoughts, they come to connect inseparably the idea of
their aim advantitec with that of the death aftd tortuft
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of others. It is manifest that the object of sane polity
it directly the reverse; and that laws founded upon
reason, should accustom the gross vulgar to associate
their ideas of security and of interest with thereformation,
and the strict restraint, for that purpose alone, of those
who might invade it.

The passon of revenge is originally nothing more
than an habitual perception of the ideas of the sufferings
of the person who inflicts an injury, as connected, as
they are in a savage state, or in such portions of society
asare yet undisciplined to civilisation, with security that
that injury will not be repeated in future. This fedling,
engrafted upon superstition and confirmed by habit, at
last loses sight of the only object for which it may be
supposed to have been implanted, and becomes a passon
and a duty to be pursued and fulfilled, even to the
destruction of those ends to which it originally tended.
The other passons, both good and evil, Avarice, Re-
morse, Love, Patriotism, present a similar appearance;
and to thisprinciple of the mind over-shooting the mark
at which it aims, we owe all that is eminently base or
excellent in human nature; in providing for the nutri-
ment or the extinction of which consgs the true art of
the legislator.*

* The savage and thellllterate are but falntly aware of thedis:
tinction bewemn the future and the padt; t e%/ma/vsailmsbelm ng
to periods 0 disting, the ubjects of amiilar Tedings they live only
in the prest, or In the pad asit Is presnt It 1Sin thlsthat die

hilosopher excdls one of the many; it is this which didinguishes
he dodtrine of philosophic necessty from fatalism; and that deter-
mination of thewill, by which it |stheact|ve311roeof future events
from that liberty o indifference to which theabdract liability of
wremenhable adions is attached, acocording to the nations of " the

wu
'I%rs is the surce of the eroneous exassses of Ramarse and
enge the one extending itdf over the future and the other
wer the pad; rovmoesm which ther suggeions can only be the
tonrocsofevli_ Thepttiposeof aresolution toact momwisdyand
ertuoasly In future, and ttesenseofane<«gtyofcanticminr epless®
arethe maxm from which thé eaonaooss™ )ar utk»s
ralpnecm mewarascran nave ansm
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Nothing is more clear than that the infliction of
punishment in general, in a degree which the reformation
atvi the redtraint of those who transgress the laws does
not render indispensable, and none more than death,
confirms all the inhuman and unsocial impulses of men.
It isalmost a proverbial remark, that those nations in
which the penal code has beea particularly mild, have
been diginguished from all others by the rarity of crime,
But the example is to be admitted to be equivocal A
more decisve argument is afforded by a congderation of
the universal connexion of feroaty of manners and a
contempt of social ties, with the contempt of human Ufa
Governments which derive ther ingitutions from the
exigence of drcumdances of barbarism and vidence
with some rare exceptions perhaps, are bloody in pro*
portion as they are despatic, and form the manne's of
ther subjects to a sympathy with their own spirit.

The gectators who fed no abhorrence at a public
execution, but rather a sdf-applauding superiority, and
a snxe of gratified indignation, are urdy exdted to the
mos inauspicious emations.  The firg reflection of such
a one is the snse of his own internal and actual worth,
as preferable to that of the victim, whom drcumsgtances
nave led to dedruction. The meanest wretch is im-
pressed with a snse of his own comparative merit.  He
Is one of those on whom the tower of Sloam fel not—
he is auch a one as Jeus found nat in all Samaria, who,
in his own soul, throws the firsg done at the woman
taken in adultery. The popular rdigion of the country
takes its desgnation from that illugrious person whose
beautiful sentiment | have quoted. Any one who has
gript from the doctrines of this person the veil of
familiarity, will percave how adverse ther spirit is to
fedings of this nature.
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M| | FE and theworld, or whatever we call that which

we are and fed, is an agonishing thing. The
migt of familiarity obscures from us the wonder
of our beng® We are druck with admiration at some
of its trandent modifications, but it is itsdf the great
miracle. What are changes of empires the wreck of
dynagties, 'with the opinions which supported them:;
what is the birth and the extinction of rdigious and of
political sygems to life? What are the revolutions of
the globe which we inhabit, and the operations of the
dements of which it is composed, compared with life ?
What is the universe of gars and suns of which this
inhabited earth is one, and their mations, and ther
degtiny, compared with life? Life, the great miracle,
we admire not, because it is so miraculous. It is well
that we are thus shidded by the familiarity of what is at
once 0 certain and 0 unfathomable, from an agonish-
ment which would otherwise absorb and overawe the
functions of that which is its object.

If any artist, 1 do not say had executed, but had
merely concaved in his mind the sysem of the sun, and
thedars and planets, they not existing, and had painted
tousin words, or upon canvas, the gpectacle now affor ded
by the nightly cope of heaven, and illustrated it by the
wisdom of agronomy, great would be our admiration.
Or had lie imagined the scenery of this earth, the
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mountains, the seas, and the rivers ; the grass, and the
flowers, and the variety of the forms and massss of the
leaves of the woods, and the colours which attend the
setting and the rising sun, and the hues of the amo-
sphere, turbid or serene, these things not before existing,
truly we should have been astonished, and it would not
have been a vain boast to have said of such a man,
" Non xnerita nome di creatore, se non lddio ed il
Pocta." * But now these things are looked on with little
wonder, and to be conscious of them with intense delight
Is esteemed to be the distinguishing mark of arefined and
extraordinary person. Themultitude of men carenot for
them. It isthus with Life—that which includes al |

What is life? Thoughts and fedings arise, with or
without our will, and we employ words to express them.
We are bom, and our birth is unremembered, and our
infancy remembered but in fragments ; we live on, and
in living we lose the apprehension of life. How vain is
it to think that words can penetrate the mystery of our
beingt Rightly used they may make evident our ignor-
ance to ourselves; and this is much. For what are we ?
Whence do we come? and whither do we go? Is birth
the commencement, is death the conclusion of our being ?
What is birth and death ?

The most refined abstractions of logic conduct to a
view of life, which, though startling to the apprehension,
IS, in fact, that which the habitual sense of its repeated
combinations has extinguished in us It strips, as it
were, the painted curtain from this scene of things. |
confess that | am one of those who am unable to refuse
my assent to the conclusions of those philosophers who
assert that nothing exists but as it is perceived.

It is a decison against which all our persuasons
straggle, and we must be long convicted before we can
be convinced that the solid universe of external things
Is " such staff as dreams are made of." The shocking



176 ON Llfe

absurditiesof the popular philosophy of mind and matter,
its fatal conssquences in morals, and ther violent dogma-
tism concerning the source of all things, had early con-
ducted me to materialism. This materialism is a ssduang
gydem to young and superficdal minds It allows its
disciples to talk, and digpenses them from thinking.
But | was discontented with such a view of things as it
afforded; man is a being of high aspirations, " looking
both before and after,” whoe" thoughts wander through
eternity, disclaiming alliancewith transence and decay;
incapable of imagining to himsdlf annihilation ; existing
but in the future and the past; being, not what heis,
but what he has been and shall be.  Whatever may be
his trueand final degtination, thereisa spirit within him
at enmity with nothingness and disolution. This is the
character of all life and beng. Each is at once the
centre and the circumference; the point to which all
things are referred, and the linein which all things are
contained. Such contemplations as these, materialism
and the popular philosophy of mind and matter alike for
bid; they are only consagent with theintelectual sygem.

It is absurd to enter into a long recapitulation of
arguments suffidently familiar to those inquiring minds,
whom aloneawriter on abstruse subjects can be concaved
to address ' Perhaps the mog clear and vigorous date-
ment of the intellectual sygem is to be found in Sir
William Drummond's Academical Quesions  After
such an expodgtion, it would be idle to trandate into
other words what could only lose its energy and fitness
by the change. Examined point by point, and word by
word, the mog discriminating intellects have been able
to discern no train of thoughts in the process of reason-
ing, which does not conduct inevitably to the conduson
which has bean dated.

What fdlows from the admisson ? It edablishes
no new truth, it gives us no additional insght into our
bidden nature® neither its action nor itsdlf. Philosophy,
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hnpatient as it may be to build, has much work yet
remaining as pioneer for the overgrowth of ages It
makes one step towards this object; it destroys error,
and the roots of error. It leaves, what it is too often
the duty of the reformer in political and ethical questions
toleave, avacancy. It reducesthe mind tothat freedom
in which it would have acted, but for the misuse of words
and signs, the instruments of its own creation. By signs,
| would be understood in a wide sense, including what
Is properly meant by that term, and what | peculiarly
mean. In this latter sense, dmost all familiar objects
are signs, standing, not for themselves, but for others, in
their capacity of suggesting one thought which shall lead
to a train of thoughts. Our whole life is thus an educa
tion of error.

Let us recollect our sensations as children.  What a
distinct and intense apprehenson had we of the world
and of oursdlves !  Many of the circumstances of social
life were then important to us which are now no longer
so0. But that is not the point of comparison on which
| mean to insist We less habitually distinguished all
that we saw and felt, from ourselves. They seemed, as it
were, to congtitute one mass. There are some persons
who, in this respect, are aways children. Those who
are subject to the state called reverie, fed as if their
nature were dissolved into the surrounding universe, or
as if the surrounding universe were absorbed into their
being. They are conscious of no distinction. And
these are states which precede, or accompany, or follow
an unusualy intense and vivid apprehension of life. As
men grow up this power commonly decays, and they
become mechanical and habitual agents. Thus fedings
and then reasonings are the combined result of a multi-
tude of entangled thoughts, and of a series of what are
called impressions, planted by reiteration.

The view of life presented by the most refined

*
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unity. Nothing exids but as it is perceived The
difference is merdy nominal between those two dases
of thought, which are vulgarly diginguished by the
names of ideas and of external objects Pursuing the
same thread of reasoning, the exigence of disinct
individual minds, smilar to that which is employed
In now quegtioning its own nature, is likewise found
to be adduson. Thewords I,you, they, are not 9gns
of any actual difference subsging between the assam-
blage of thoughts thus indicated, but are merdy marks
employed to denote the different modifications of the
one mind.

Let it not be supposad that this doctrine conducts to
the mondrous presumption that I, the person who now
write and think, am that one mind. | am but a portion
of it. Thewords I, and you, and they are grammatical
devices invented amply for arrangement, and totally
devoid of the intense and exdusve snse usualy at-
tached to them. It is difficult to find terms adequate
to express 0 subtle a conoeption as that to which the
Intellectual Philosophy has conducted us. We are on
that verge where words abandon us and what wonder
If we grow diny to look down the dark abyss of how
littleweknow 1

Therdations of things remain unchanged, by what-
ever sydem. By the word things is to be undersood
any object of thought, that is, any thought upon which
any other thought is employed, with an apprehenson of
diginction. The rdations of these remain unchanged;
and such isthe material of our knowledge

What is the cause of life? that is, how was it pro-
duced, or what agendes digtinct from life have acted or
act upon life? All recorded generations of mankind
have wearily bused themsdves in inventing answvers to
thisquestion; and the result hasbeen,—Rdigion. Yet,
that the bass of all things cannat be, as the popular
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as far as we have any experience of its properties, and
beyond that experience how vain Is argument | cannct
create, it can only percave. It is said as to be the
caux But causisonly a word expressng a certain
date of the human mind with regard to the manner in
which two thoughts are apprehended to be related to
each other. If any one dedres to know how unsatis
factorily the popular philosophy employs itsdf upon this
great question, they need only impartially reflect upon
the manner in which thoughts devdop themsdves in
their minds. It is infinitely improbable that the cause
of mind, that is, of exigence, is Smilar to mind.
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has been the persuasion of an immense majority
of human beings in all ages and nations that

we continue to live after death,—that apparent
termination of all the functions of sensitive and intel-
lectual exigence. Nor has mankind been contented
with supposing that species of existence which some
philosophers have asserted; namely, the resolution of
the component parts of the mechanism of aliving being
into its eements, and the impossibility of the minutest
particle of these sustaining the smallest diminution.
They have clung to the ideathat sensibility and thought,
which they have distinguished from the objects of it,
under the several names of spirit and matter, is, in its
own nature, less susceptible of division and decay, and
that, when the body is resolved into its dements, the
principle which animated it will remain perpetua and
unchanged. Some philosophers—and those to whom
we are indebted for the most stupendous discoveries in
physical science, suppose, on the other hand, that in-
telligence is the mere result of certain combinations
among the particles of its objects; and those among
them who believe that we live after death, recur to the
interposition of a supernatural power, which shall over-
come thetendency inherentin all material combination’,
to dissipate and be absorbed into other forms

Let us trace the reasonings which in one and the
jfiffefty kwc conducted to these two gptniond. and en-
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deavour to discover what we ought to think on a question
of such momentous interest. Let us analyse the idess
and fedings which constitute the contending beliefs,
and watchfully establish a discrimination between words
and thoughts. Let us bring the question to the test of
experience and fact; and ask oursalves, considering our
nature in its entire extent, what light we derive from
a sustained and comprehensive view of its component
parts, which may enable us to assart, with certainty, that
we do or do not live after death.

The examination of this subject requires that it should
be stript of all those accessory topics which adhere to
it in the common opinion of men. The existence of a
God, and a future state of rewards and punishments, are
totally foreign to the subject. If it be proved that the
world is ruled by a Divine Power, no inference neces*
sarily can be drawn from that circumstance in favour
of afuture state. It has been asserted, indeed, that as
goodness and justice are to be numbered among the
attributes of the Deity, he will undoubtedly compensate
the virtuous who suffer during life, and that he will
make every senditive being, who does not desarve
punishment, happy for even But this view of the
subject, which it would be tedious as well as superfluous
to develop and expose, satisfies no person, and cuts
the knot which we now seek to untie.  Moreover,
should it be proved, on the other hand, that the mys-
terious principle which regulates the proceedings of the
universe, isneither intelligent nor sengitive, yetitisnot an
Inconsistency to suppose at the same time, that the ani-
mating power survives the body which it has animated,
by laws as independent of any supernatural agent as
those through which it first became united with it. Nor,
If a future state be clearly proved, does it follow that
Itwill be astate of punishment or reward.

By the went death, we express that condition in
which natures resembling ouridves apparently cease to
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be that which they were. We no longer hear them
speak, nor see them move If they have sensations
and apprehensions, we no longer participate in them.
We know no more than that those external organs, and
all that fine texture of material frame, without which
we have no experience that life or thought can subs,
are dissolved and scattered abroad. The body is placed
under the earth, and after a certain period there remains
no vestige even of its form. This is that contemplation
of inexhaustible melancholy, whose shadow eclipses the
brightness of the world The common observer is struck
with dgection of the spectacle. He contends in vain
against the persuasion of the grave, that the dead indeed
ceee to be. The corpse at his fet is prophetic of his
own destiny. Those who have preceded him, and
whose voice was delightful to his ear; whose touch met
his like sweet and subtle fire; whose aspect spread a
visionary light upon his path—these he cannot meet
again. The organs of sense are destroyed, and the in*
tellectual operations dependent on them have perished
with their sources. How can a corpse se or fed ? its
gyes are eaten out, and its heart is black and without
motion. What intercourse can two hegps of putrid clay
and crumbling bones hold together? When you can
discover where the fresh colours of the faded flower
abide, or the music of the broken lyre, seek life among
the dead. Such are the anxious and fearful contem-
plations of the common observer, though the popular
religion often prevents him from confessng them even
to himself
The natural philosopher, in addition to the sensations
common to all men inspired by the event of death, be-
lieves that he sees with more certainty that it is attended
with the annihilation of sentiment and thought He
obsarves the mental powers increase and fade with
even accommodate themselves
to the mos txaadtory changes of our physical attnta
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Seep suspends many of the faculties of the vital and
intellectual principle; drunkenness and disease will
either temporarily or permanently derange them* Mad
ness or idiot cy may utterly extinguish the most excellent
and delicate of those powers. In old age the mind
gradually withers; and as it grew and was strengthened
with the body, so does it together with the body sink
into decrepitude. Assuredly these are convincing evi-
dences that so soon as the organs of the body are
subjected to the laws of inanimate matter, sensation,
and perception, and apprehension, are at anend It is
probable that what we call thought is not an actual
being, but no more than the relation between certain
parts of that infinitely varied mass, of which the rest of
the universe is composed, and which ceasss to exist so
soon as those parts change their position with regard to
each other.  Thus colour, and sound,and taste, and odour
exist only relatively. But let thought be considered as
some peculiar substance, which permeates, and is the
caue of, the animation of living beings. Why should
that substance be assumed to be something essentialy
distinct from all others, and exempt from subjection to
those laws from which no other substance is exempt ?
It differs, indeed, from all other substances, as electri-
city, and light, and magnetism, and the constituent parts
of air and earth, severdly differ from all others. Each
of these is subject to change and to decay, and to con*
verson into other forms. Yet the difference between
light and earth is scarcely greater than that which exigts
between life, or thought, and fire. The difference be-
tween the two former was never dleged as an argument
for the eternal permanence of either, in that form under
which they first might offer themsdves to our notice.
Why should the difference between the two latter sub-
gances be an argument for the prolongation of the
exigence of one and not the other, when the existence
of both has airbed at their apparext teram To
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sy that fire exigs without manifesting any of the pro-
pertiesof fire such aslight, heat, & c., or that the principle
of life exigs without consdousness or memory, or dedre,
or motive, is to redgn, by an awkward digortion of
language, the affirmative of the dispute To say that
the principle of life may exig in digribution among
various forms, is to assert what cannot be proved to be
gther true or false, but which, were it true, annihilates
all hope of exigence after death, in any snse in which
that event can beong to the hopes and fears of men.
upposxe, however, that the intelectual and vital prin*
ciple differs in the mos marked and essential manner
from all other known substances, that they have all
tome resamblance beween themsdves which it in no
degree participates. In what manner can this concesson
be made an argument for its imperishability ? All that
we 2 or know peishes and is changed. Life and
thought differ indeed from everything dss  But that it
aurvivesthat period, beyond which we have no experience
of its exigence, such digtinction and dissmilarity affords
HO dhadow of proof, and nothing but our own desres
could have led us to conjecture or imagine.

Have we exiged beforebirth ? It is difficult to con-
cave the possbility of this. Thereis, in the generative
principle of each animal and plant, a powe which con-
verts the subgances by which it is surrounded into a
subgance homogeneous with itsdf. That is, theréation
between certain dementary particles of matter undergo
a change, and submit to new combinations. For when
weusethewordsprinciple, power, cause, & ¢, wemean
to express no real being, but only to dass under those
terms acertain sriesof coexisting phenomena; but let
it be supposad that this principle is a certain subgance
which excapes the observation of the chemigt and anatc*
mist It certainly may be; though it is sufficently
unpbilosophical to aHege the possbility of an opinion
asa proof of itstruth. Does it s hear, fed, befote
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it» combination with those organs on which sensation
depends ? Does it reason, imagine, apprehend, with-
out those ideas which sensation alone can communicate?
If we have not existed before birth; if, at the period
when the parts of our nature on which thought and life
depend, seem to be woven together, they are woven
together; if there are no reasons to suppose that we
have existed before that period a which our existence
apparently commences, then there are no grounds for
supposition that we shall continue to exist after our
existence has apparently ceased.  So far as thought and
life is concerned, the same will take place with regard
to us, individually considered, after death, as had place
before our birth.

It issaid that it is possible that we should continue
to exist in some mode totally inconceivable to us at
present. This is a most unreasonable presumption. It
casts on the adherents of annihilation the burthen of
proving the negative of a question, the affirmative of
which is not supported by a single argument, and which,
by itsvery nature, lies beyond the experience of the human
understanding. It is sufficiently easy, indeed, to form
any proposition, concerning which we are ignorant, just
not so absurd as not to be contradictory in itself, and
defy refutation. The possibility of whatever enters into
the wildest imagination to conceive is thus triumphantly
vindicated But it isenough that such assertions should
be either contradictory to the known laws of nature, or
exceed the limits of our experience, that their fallacy or
irrelevancy to our consideration should be demonstrated
They persuade, indeed, only those who desire to be per-
suaded.

This desire to be for ever as we are; the reluctance
to aviolent and unexperienced change, which is common
to all the animated and inanimate combinations of the
universe, is, indeed, the secret persuasion which tut
given birth to the opinions of a future Sate.
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|. THE MIND,

L1VHTisanaxiomin mental philosophy, that we
IflIHJ  °®" Aink of nothing which we have not per-
eeee caved. When | say that we can think of

nothing, I mean, we can imagine nothing, we can reason

of nothing, we can remember nothing, we can foresee
nothing. The most astonishing combinations of poetry,
the subtlest deductions of logic and mathematics, are no
other than combinations which the intellect makes of
sensations according to its own laws. A catalogue of
all the thoughts of the mind, and of all their possible
modifications, is a cyclopaedic history of the universe.
But, it will be objected, the inhabitants of the various
planets of this and other solar systems; and the exist-
ence of a Power bearing the same relation to all that we
perceive and are, as what we call a cause does to what
we call effect, were never subjects of sensation, and yet
the laws of mind almost universally suggest, according
to the various disposition of each, a conjecture, a permit
sito, or a conviction of their existence. The reply is
simple these thoughts are also to be included in the
catalogue of existence; they are modes in which thoughts
an combined; the objection only addsforceto the con-

iwfIMiBg can win*
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Thoughts, or ideas, or notions, call them what you
will, differ from each other, not in kind, but in force.
It has commonly been supposed that those distinct
thoughts which affect a number of perspns, at regular
intervals, during the passage of a multitude of other
thoughts, which are called nal; or extsrnafr<tbjectsy are
totally different in kind from those which affect only a
few persons, and which recur at irregular intervals, and
are usually more obscure and indistinct, such as halluci-
nations, dreams, and the ideas of madness. No essentid
distinction between any one of these ideas, or any class
of them, is founded on a correct observation of the
nature of things, but merely on a consideration of what
thoughts are most invariably subservient to the security
and happiness of life; and if nothing more were ex-
pressed by the distinction, the philosopher might safey
accommodate his language to that of the vulgar. But
they pretend to assert an essentia difference, which has
no foundation in truth, and which suggests a narrow and
fdse conception of universal nature, the parent of the
most fatal errors in speculation, A specific difference
between every thought of the mind is, indeed, a neces
sary consequence of that law by which it percaves
diversity and number; but a generic and essentid
difference is wholly arbitrary. The principle of the
agreement and similarity of all thoughts, is, that they
are all thoughts; the principle of their disagreement
consists in the variety and irregularity of the occasons
on which they arise in the mind That in which they
agree, to that in which they differ, is as everything to
nothing. Important distinctions, of various degrees of
force, indeed, are to be established between them, if
they were, as they may be, subjects of ethical and
economical discussion; but that is aquestion atogether
distinct.

By considering all knowledge as bounded by per*
ccpticm, whose open”
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we arrive at a concegption of Nature inexpressbly more
magnificent, single and true, than accords with the
ordinary sygems of complicated and partial consdera-
tion. Nor does a contemplation of the universe, in this
comprehengve and synthetical view, exdude the subtlest
analyss of its modifications and parts.

A scale might be formed, graduated according to the
decress of a combined ratio of intengty, duration, con-
nexion, periods of recurrence, and utility, which would
be the standard, according to which all ideas might be
measured, and an uninterrupted chain of nicdy shadowed
diginctions would be observed, from the faintest impres-
gon on the sngs to the mog diginct combination of
those impressions, from the amples of those combina-
tions, to that mass of knowledge which, including our
own nature, congitutes what we call the universe

We are intuitively consdous of our own exisgence
and of that connexion in the train of our luccessve
ideas, which we term our identity. We are consious
al of the exigence of other minds; but not intuitively.
Our evidence, with regpect to the exigence of other
minds, is founded upon a very complicated relation of
ideas, which it is foreign to the purpose of this treatise
to anatomisa  The bass of thisrdation is, undoubtedly,
a periodical recurrence of masses of ideas, which our
voluntary determinations have, in one peculiar direction,
no power to drcumscribe or to arredt, and againg the
recurrence of which they can only imperfectly provide.
Theirressible laws of thought congrain us to bdieve
that the precise limits of our actual ideas are not the
actual limits of possble ideas; die law, according to
which these deductions are drawn, is called analogy;
and thisisthefoundation cfali our inferences from one
lint to ancther* inasmuch a& they resemble each otbcb
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We see trees, housss, fields; living beings in our own
shape, and in shapes more or less analogous to our own.
These are perpetually changing the mode of their exis
tence relatively tous  To express the varieties of these
modes, we say, we move, they move; and as this motion
Is continual, though not uniform, we express our concep-
tion of the diverdsities of its course by—it has been, it vt>
it shall be. These diversties are events or objects, and
are essential, congdered relatively to human identity,
for the exisence of the human mind. For if the
inequalities, produced by what has been termed the
operations of the external universe, were levelled by
the perception of our being, uniting, and filling up their
inter stices, motion and mensur ation, and time, and space;
the eements of the human mind being thus abstracted,
sensation and imagination ceas2 Mind cannot be con*
stdered pure.

I.—WHAT METAPHYSICS ARE. ERRORS IN THE USUAL
METHODS OF CONSIDERING THEM.

WE do not attend sufficiently to what passes within
oursglves. We combine words, combined a thousand
times before.  In our minds we assume entire opinions;
and in the expresson of those opinions, entire phrases,
when we would philosophise.  Our whole style of expres-
sion and sentiment isinfected with thetritest plagiarisms.
Our wordsaredead, our thoughtsarecold and borrowed.

L et us contemplate facts; let us in the great sudy
of oursaves, resolutely compel the mind to a rigid con-
sideration of itsdf. Wearenot content with conjecture,
and inductions, and syllogisms, in sciences regarding
external objects. Asin these let us also, in consdering
the phenomena of mind, severdy collect those factswhich
cannot be disputed. Metaphysics will thus possats thia
#fliwiii™i™ adwttHBe mn t&eiy ether tftfff*ri* ttm
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etch gudent, by attentively referring to his own mind*
may ascertain the authorities, upon which any assertions
regarding it are supported. There can thus be no deoep-
tion, we oursdves being the depostaries of the evidence
of the subject which we congder.

Metaphyscs may be defined as an inquiry concerning
those things belonging to, or connected with, the internal
nature of man.

It is said that mind produces motion; and it might
as wel have been said, that motion produces mind.

II.—DIFFICULTY OF ANALYSNG THE HUMAN MIND.

|F it were possble that a person should give a faithful
higory of his beng, from the earliex epochs of his
recollection, a picture would be presented such as the
world has never contemplated before A mirror would
be held up to all men in which they might behold their
own recallections, and, in dim perective, their shadowy
hopes and fears—all that they dare not, or that daring
and dediring, they could not expose to the open eyes of
day. But thought can with difficulty vist the intricate
and winding cha&bers which it inhabits. It is like a
river whose rapid and perpetual sream flows outwards;
—Ilike one in dread who spesds through the recesss
of some haunted pile, and dares not look behind. The
caverns of the mind are obscure, and shadowy; or per*
vaded with a lugtre, beautifully bright indeed, but shining
not beyond their portals If it were possble to be where
we have been, vitally and indeed—if, at the moment of
our presence there, we could define the results of our
experience—if the passage from sensation to reflection
—from * date of passve perception to voluntary con-
templation, were not so diotying and so tumnttnous® this
[IOTMrt' would belest # %" ffr,
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I'11.—HOW THE ANALYSS SHOULD BE CARRIED ON.

MOST of the errors of philosophers have arisen from
considering the human being in a point of view too
detailed and circumscribed He is not a moral, and an
intellectual,—but also, and pre-eminently, an imaginative
being© Hisown mind is his law; hisown mind is all
things to him. If we would arrive at any knowledge
which should be serviceable from the practical con-
clusons to which it leads, we ought to consder the
mind of man and the universe as the great whole on
which to exercise our speculations. Here, dove all,
verbal disputes ought to be laid asde, though this
has long been their chosen field of battle. It imports
little to inquire whether thought be distinct from the
objects of thought The use of the words txttrnal
and internal® as applied to the establishment of this
distinction, has been the symbol and the source of
much dispute* This is merely an affar of words, and
as the dispute deserves, to say, that when spesking of
the objects of thought, we indeed only describe one
of the forms of thought—or that, speaking of thought,
we only apprehend one of the operations of the universal
system of beings.

IVy —CATALOGUE OF THE PHENOMENA OF DREAMS, AS
CONNECTING SLEEPING AND WAKING.

|. LET US reflect on our infancy, and give as faithfully
as possible a relation of the events of deep.

And first | am bound to present a faithful picture of
my own peculiar nature relatively to degp. 1 do not
doubt that were every individual to imitate me, it would
be found that among many circumstances peculiar to
their individoal natarena sufficiently genera resemblance
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would be found to prove the connexion existing between
those peculiarities and the mos universal phenomena
| shall employ caution, indeed, as to the facts which |
date, that they contain nothing false or exaggerated
But they contain no more than certain ducidations of my
own nature; concerning the degree in which it resembles
or differs from, that of others, | am by no means ac-
curatdy aware. It is sufficdent, however, to caution the
reader againg drawing general inferences from particular
Ingances.

| omit the general ingances of dduson in fever or
delirium, as well as mere dreams congdered in them-
sHves A ddineation of this subject, however inex-
haugtible and interegting, is to be pased over.

What is the connexion of degping and of waking ?

H. | diginctly remember dreaming three several
times, between intervals of two or more years, the same
precie dream. It was not 0 much what is ordinarily
tailed a dream ; the sngle image, unconnected with all
Other images, of a youth who was educated at the same
schod with mysdf, presented itsdlf in degp.  Even now,
after the lapse of many years, | can never hear the name
of this youth, without the three places where | dreamed
of him presenting themsdves diginctly to my mind,

I'1'l. In dreams, images acquire assodations peculiar
to dreaming; so that the idea of a particular hous
when it recurs a ssoond time in dreams, will have rda-
tion with the idea of the same house in the firg time,
of a nature entirely different from that which the house
exates, when ssmn or thought of in relation to waking
ideas

V. | have behdd soenes with the intimate and un-
accountable connexion of which with the obstttte parts
n wf own wtfnn®i | rave been inesmiuly ittififessecl
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| have benem a scene wmca nas proaucea no unusual
effect on my thoughts, After the lapse of many years
| have dreamed of this soene It has hung on my
memory, it has haunted my thoughts at intervals, with
the pertinacity of an object connected with human affec-
tions | have vidted this scene again. Nether the
dream could be dissociated from the landscape, nor the
landscape from the dream, nor fedings such as ndther
angly could have awakened, from both. But the most
remarkable event of this nature, which ever occurred to
me, happened five yearsago at Oxford. | was walking
with a friend, in the neghbourhood of that city, engaged
in earnest and interesting conversation. We suddenly
turned the corner of a lane, and the view, which its high
banks and hedges had concealed, presanted itsdf The
view condsed of a windmill, g¢anding in one among
many plashy meadows indossd with gone walls; the
irregular and broken ground, between the wall and the
road on which we stood; a long low hill behind the
windmill, and a grey covering of uniform doud Soread
over the evening ky. It was that ssason when the lagt
leaf had just fallen from the scant and gunted ash. The
soene surely was a common scene; the ssason and the
hour little calculated to kindle lanmess thought; it wes a
tame uninteresting assamblage of objects, such as would
drive the imagination for refuge in sxious and sober
talk, to the evening firesde, and the dessxt of winter
fruits and wine. The effect which it produced on me
was not such as could have been expected. | suddenly
remembered to have sen that exadt ene in ome
dream of long *——

* Hire | was obliged ioUoveof .evetrome by thrilling horror.-*
Thisremark dotes this fragment, which was written m 1815, |
remember wclU hiscoming to mefrom writingit, paleand agitated,
to sk refuge in (fonversatlon from the fearful emations it excited
AN*F**yHN.Sk4lUy.\

*



FRAGMENTS.
SPECULATIONS ON MORALS.

| —PLAN OF A TREATISE ON MORALS

HAT great suence which regards nature and the
operations of the human mind, is popularly
divided into Morals and Metaphyscs The

latter relates to ajust dassfication, and the assgnment
otdistinct names to its ideas; the former regards smply
the determination of that arrangement of them which
produces the greates and mog solid happiness It is
admitted that a virtuous or moral action is that action
which, when conddered in all its acoessories and con-
ssguencss, is fitted to produce the highest pleasure to
the greates number of sengtive bengs. The laws ac-
cording to which all pleasure, ance it cannat be equally
fdt by all sngtive beings, ought to be digributed by a
voluntary agent, are reserved for a sgparate chapter.

The desgn of this little treatise is regtricted to the
devdopment of the dementary principles of morals. As
far asregards that purpose metaphyscal scence will be
treated merdy sofar asa source of negativetr uth; whils
mor ality will be congdered as a sience, repecting which
we can arrive at podtive condusons.

The misguided imaginations of men have rendered
the ascertaining of what is not true, the principal direct
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service which metaphysical science can bestow upon
moral stence* Moral science itself is the doctrine of the
voluntary actions of man, as a sentient and social being.
These actions depend on the thoughts in hismind But
there is a mass of popular opinion, from which the most
enlightened persons are seldom wholly free, into the truth
or fasehood of which it is incumbent on us to inquire,
before we can arrive a any firm conclusions as to the
conduct which we ought to pursue in the regulation of
our own minds, or towards our fellow-beings; or before
we can ascertain the eementary laws, according to which
these thoughts, from which these actions flow, are
originally combined.

The object of the forms according to which human
society isadministered, is the happiness of the individuals
composing the communities which they regard, and these
forms are perfect or imperfect in proportion to the degree
in which they promote this end.

This object is not merely the quantity of happiness
enjoyed by individuals as sensitive beings, but the mode
in which it should be distributed among them as socid
beings. It is not enough, if such a coincidence can be
concelved as possible, that one person or class of persons
should enjoy the highest happiness, whilst another is
suffering a disproportionate degree of misery. It is
necessary that the happiness produced by the common
efforts, and preserved by the common care, should be
distributed according to the just claims of eech individual;
if not, although the quantity produced should be the
same, the end of society would remain unfulfilled. The
object is in a compound proportion to the quantity of
happiness produced, and the correspondence of the mode
inwhich it is distributed, to the elementary fedlings of
man as a socia being.

Thedisposition inan individual to promote this object
Is called virtue ; and the two constituent parts of virtue,
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benevolence and judtice, are corrdative with these two
great portions of the only true object of all voluntary
actions of a human being. Benevolence is the dedre to
be the author of good, and justice the apprehenson of
the manner in which good ought to be done

Judice and benevdence rexult from the dementary
laws of the human mind

CHAPTER 1.
ON THE NATURE OF VIRTUE.

SECT, I, General View of the Nature and Objects of Virtue—a. The
Origin and Bass of Virtue, asfounded on the Elementary Prin-
dplesof Mind.—3. TheLawswhich flow from the natureof Mind
E%kjlatl_ng the application of those principles to human adions®

Virtue, a possble attribute of man.

WE exid in the midst of a multitude of bangs like
oursdves, upon whose happiness mogt of our actions
exert some obvious and decisve influence

The regulation of this influence is the object of moral
stence

We know that we are susceptible of receiving painful
or pleasurable impressons of greater or less intendty
and duration. That is called good which produces
pleasure; that is called evil which produces pain.
These are general names, applicable to every dass of
causss, from which an overbalance of pain or pleasure
may result But when a human beng is the active
ingrument of generating or diffusng happiness, the
principle through which it is mog effectually ingru-
mental to that purpose is called virtue. And bene
volence, or the desre to be the author of good, united
with justice, or an apprehenson of the manner in which
that good is to be done, conditutes virtue.
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But, wherefore should a man be benevolent and just ?
The immediate emations of his nature, especialy in its
mod inartificial gate, prompt him to inflict pain, and to
arrogate dominion. He dedres to heap superfluities to
his own gore although others perish with famine.  He
is propelled to guard againg the smallest invason of his
own liberty, though he reduces others to a condition of
themod pitilessservitude.  Heisrevengeful, proud, and
dfisn.  Wherefore should he curb these propengties ?

It isinquired for what reason a human being should
engage in procuring the happiness, or refrain from pro-
ducing the pain of another ? When a reason isrequired
to prove the necessty of adopting any sysem of conduct*
what is it that the objector demands? He requires
proof of that sysem of conduct being such as will mos
effectually promote the happiness of mankind. To
demondrate this, is to render a moral reason. Such is
the object of Virtue.

A common sophiam, which, like many others, depends
on the abuse of a metaphorical expresson to a literal
purpose, has produced much of the confuson which
has involved the theory of morals It is said that no
person is bound to be just or kind, if, on his neglect,
he should fail to incur some penalty. Duty is obliga-
tion. There can be no obligation without an obliger.
Virtueis alaw, to which it is the will of the lawgiver
that we should conform; which will we should in no
manner be bound to obey, unless some dreadful punish*
ment were attached to disobedience  This is the philo-
sophy of davery and super ition.

In fact, no person can be bound or obliged, without
tome power preceding to bind and oblige. 1T | obsrve
a man bound hand and foot, | know that some one
bound him. But if | obsarve him returning <df-
satisfied from the performance of some action, by which
he has been the wilting author of extensve benfit,
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or the hope of heavenly reward has constralned him
to such an act

It remains to be stated in what manner the snsa
tions which congitute the bags of virtue originate in
the human mind; what are the laws which it receves
there; how far the principles of mind allow it to be an
attribute of a human being; and, lastly, what is the
probability of persuading mankind to adopt it as a
universal and sysematic motive of condud.

BENEVOLENCE.

THERE IS a dass of emations which we inginctively
avoid A human beng, such as is man conddered
in his origin, a child a month old, has a very imperfect
contousness of the exigence of other ftatures resemb-
ling itsdf. All the energies of its being are directed to
the extinction of the pains with which it is perpetually
assalled. At length it discovers that it is surrounded
by natures susceptible of sensations smilar to its own.
It is very late before children attain to this knowledge.
If a child observes, without emation, its nurse or its
mother suffering acute pain, it is attributable rather to
ignorance than insengbility. So soon as the accents
and gedures, ggnificant of pain, are referred to the
fedings which they express, they awaken in the mind
of the beholder a dedre that they should cea=  Pain
Is thus apprehended to be evil for its own sake, without
any other necessary reference to the mind by which its
exigence is perceived, than such as is indispensable
to its perception. The tendencdes of our original
snsations, indeed, all have forllheir object the pre-
servation of our individual being, But thesearepassm

ki é\%rl g& EXoxm IrTQ' A N%Lpfh/?n@&ggjrai”g of
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and unconsdous  In proportion as the mind acquires
an active power, the empire of thee tendendes be
comes limited. Thus an infant, a savage and a «dli*
tary bead, is Hfish, because its mind is incapable of
recelving an accurate intimation of the nature of pain
as exiging in bengs resembling itsdf.  The inhabitant
of a highly civilised community will more acutdy
gympathise with the aufferings and enjoyments of
others, than the inhabitant of a sodety of a less degree
of civilisation. He who shall have cultivated his in*
telectual powers by familiarity with the highest sed-
mens of poetry and philosophy, will usualy sympathise
more than one engaged in the less refined functions
of manual labour. Every one has experience of the
fact, that to sympathise with the sufferings of another,
IS to enjoy a trangtory oblivion of his own.

The mind thus acquires by exerdse, a habit, as
it were, of percdving and abhorring evil, however
remote from the immediate sphere of sensations with
which that individual mind is conversant Imagination
or mind employed in prophetically imaging forth its
objects, is that faculty of human nature on which every
gradation of its progress nay, every, the minutes,
change, depends. Pain or pleasure, if subtly analysed,
will be found to congg entirely in prospect The only
diginction beween the odfish man and the virtuous
man is, that the imagination of the former is confined
within a narrow limit, whilst that of the latter embraces
a comprehensve drcumference. In this snse wisdom
and virtue may be said to be inseparable and criteria
of each other. Sdfidness is the offsoring of ignorance
and mistake; it is the portion of unreflecting infancy,
and savage solitude, or of those whom toil or evil
occupations have blunted or rendered torpid; dignter-
ested benevalence is the product of a cultivated imagi-
nation, and has an intimate connexion with all the am
which add ornament, or dignity, or power, or stability



200 SPECULATIONS ON MORALS.

to the social date of man. Virtue is thus entirely a
refinement of civilised life; a creation of the human
mind; or, rather, a combination which it has made,
according to dementary rules contained within itsdf,
of the fedings suggesed by the redations esablished
between man and man.

All the theories which have refined and exalted
humanity, or those which have been devised as allevia-
tions of its migakes and evils, have been based upon the
edementary emations of disnteresedness which we fed
to conditute the majesty of our nature. Patriotism, as
it exiged in the ancient republics, was never, as has
been wupposed, a calculation of personal advantages.
When Mutius Scaevda thrugt his hand into the burning
coals, and Regulus returned to Carthage, and Epicharis
sudained the rack slently, in the torments of which she
knew that she would speedily perish, rather than betray
the conspiratorsto thetyrant; thesillugtrious persons
certainly made a small estimate of ther private inter est
If it be sad that they sought poghumous fame;
ingances are not wanting in hisory which prove that
men have even ddied infamy for the sake of good.
But there isa great error in theworld with respect to
the dHfidiness of fame It is certainly possble that a
person should sk digtinction as a medium of personal
gratification. But the love of fame is frequently no
more than a dedre that the fedings of others should
confirm, illustrate, and sympathise with, our own. In
this respect it is allied with all that draws us out of
ourdvest |t is the "last infirmity of noble minds"
Chivalry was likewise founded on the theory of sdf-
sacrifice. Love possesss so extraordinary a power over
the human heart, only because disnteresedness is
united with the natural propengties Thesepropengties
themsdves are comparatively impotent in casss where
the imagination of pleasure to be given, as well asto be

.Tacitus.
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recaved, does not enter into the account Let it not be
objected that patriotism, and chivalry, and sentimental
love, have bean the fountains of enormous mischief.
They are cited only to edablish the propogtion that,
according to the dementary principles of mind, man is
capable of desring and pursuing good for its own sake.

JUSTICE.

T H E benevalent propengties are thus inherent in the
human mind. Weare impdled to ssk the happiness
of athers  We expeience a satidaction in beng the
authors of that happiness. Everything that lives is open
to impressons of pleasure and pain. We are led by
our benevolent propensties to regard every human beng
indifferently with whom we come in contact They
have preference only with respedt to those who offer
themsdves mos obvioudy to our notice Human
bengs are indiscriminating and blind; they will avoid
inflicting pain, though that pain should be attended with
eventual benefit; they will sk to confer pleasure
without calculating the mischief that may result  They
benefit one at the expense of many.

There is a santiment in the human mind that regu-
lates benevolence in its application as a principle of
action. This is the snse of judice. Judice, as wel as
benevolence, is an dementary law of human nature. It
is through this principle that men are impéelled to dis
tribute any means of pleasure which benevdence may
uggest the communication of to others, in equal portions
among an equal number of applications. If ten men
are shipwrecked on a desat idand, they didribute
whatever subdgence may remain to them into equal
portions among themsdves.  If 9x of them congpire to
deprive the remaining four of their share, their conduct
istermed ufiiust
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The existence of pain has been shown to be a
circumstance which the human mind regards with dis-
satisfaction, and of which it desres the cessation. It
Is equally according to its nature to desire that the
advantages to be enjoyed by a limited number of persons
should be enjoyed equally by all This proposition is
supported by the evidence of indisputable facts. Tell
some ungar bled tale of a number of persons being made
the victims of the enjoyments of one, and he who
would appeal in favour of any sysem which might
produce such an evil to the primary emotions of our
nature, would have nothing to reply. Let two persons,
equally strangers, make application for some benefit in
the possesson of a third to bestow, and to which he
feds that they have an equal claim. They are both
senditive beings; pleasure and pain affect them alike.

# + * * *

CHAPTERII.

IT isforeign to the general soope of this little treatise
to encumbe a ample argument by controverting any of
the trite objections of habit or fanaticism. But there
are two; thefirg, the bass of all political mistake, and
the second, the pralific cause and efet of religious
error, which it ssams usgful to refute

First, it is inquired, "Wherefore should a man be
benevolent and just?" The answer has been given in
the preceding chapter.

If a man perdds to inquire why he ought to promote
the happiness of mankind, he demands a mathematical
or metaphyscal reaon for a moral adion* The
abaurdity of this soeptidam is more apparent, but net
lest real, than the exacting a moral reason for a mathe-
matical or metaphyscal fact If any person should
refuse to admit that all the radii of a circle are of equal
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length, or that feuman actions are necessarily determined
by motives, until it could be proved that these radii and
these actions uniformly tended to the production of
the greatest general good, who would not wonder at the
unreasonable and capricious association of his ideas ?

The writer of aphilosophical treatise may, | imagine,
at this advanced era of human intellect, be held excused
from entering into a controversy with those reasoners,
If such there are, who would claim an exemptionfromits
decrees in favour of any one among those diversified
systems of obscure opinion respecting morals, which,
under the name of religions, have in various ages and
countries prevailed among mankind. Besdes that if,
as these reasoners have pretended, eterna torture or
happiness will ensue as the consequence of certain
actions, we should be no nearer the possesson of a
Standard to determine what actionswere right and wrong,
even if this pretended revelation, which is by no means
the case, had furnished us with a complete catalogue of
them. The character of actions as virtuous or vicious
would by no means be determined alone by the personal
advantage or disadvantage of each moral agent in*
dividually considered Indeed, an action is often
virtuous in proportion to the greatness of the personal
calamity which the author willingly draws upon him*
self by daring to perform it It is because an action
produces an overbalance of pleasure or pain to the
greatest number of sentient beings, and not merely
because its consequences are beneficial or injurious to
*ht author of that action, that it is good or evil Nay,
this latter consideration has a tendency to pollute the
purity of virtue, inasmuch as it congsts in the motive
rather than in the consequences of an action. A person
who should labour for the happiness of mankind lest
be should lit tormented eternally in Hell, would with
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reference to that motive poses as little claim to the
epithet of virtuous, as he who should torture, imprison,
and burn them alive, a more usual and natural con*
squence of such princples, for the sake of the enjoy-
ments of Heaven.

My neghbour, presuming on his srength, may direct
me to perform or to refrain from a particular action;
indicating a certain arbitrary penalty in the event of
disobedience within his power to inflict. My action, if
modified by his menaces can in no degree participate
in virtue. He has afforded me no criterion as to what
Isright or wrong. A King, or an assambly of men, may
publish a proclamation affixing any penalty to any
particular action, but that is not immoral because such
penalty is affixed. Nothing is more evident than that
the epithet of virtue isinapplicable to therefraining from
that action on account of the evil arbitrarily attached to
it If the action isin itsdf benefidal, virtue would rather
congg in not refraining from it, but in firmly defying
the personal consequences attached to its performance

Some usurpe of supernatural energy might sub-
due the whole globe to his power; he might poses
new and unheard-of resources for induing his punish-
ments with the mod terrible attributes of pain. The
torments of his victims might be intense in their degres,
and protracted to an infinite duration. Still the " will
of the lawgiver" would afford no surer criterion as to
what actions were right or wrong. It would only
increase the possble virtue of thoe who refuse tc
become the ingruments of his tyranny.

II,—MORAL SCIENCE CONSSTS IN CONSDERING THS
DIFFERENCE, NOT THE RESEMBLANCE, OF PERSONS

T H E internal influence, derived from the conditution
of the mind from which they flow, produces that peculiar
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modification of actions, which makes them intringcally
good or evil

To attain an apprehenson of the importance of this
diginction, let us vist, in imagination, the proceedings
of some metropaolis.  Condder the multitude of human
beings who inhabit it, and survey, in thought, the actions
of the several dasss into which they are divided*
Their obvious actions are apparently uniform: the
gability of human socey ssams to be maintained
auffidently by the uniformity of the conduct of its mem-
bers, both with regard to themsdves and with regard
to others  The labourer arises at a certain hour, and
applies himsdf to the task enjoined him.  The function
aries of government and law are regularly employed in
ther offices and courts The trader holds a train of
conduct from which henever deviates The minigers of
religion employ an accusomed language, and maintain a
decent and equable regard The army isdrawn forth, the
mations of every oldier are such as they were expected to
be; the general commands and hiswordsar e echoed from
troop totroop. The domedic actions of men are, for the
mod part, undiginguishable one from the other, at a
auperfidal glance  The actions which are dassed under
the general appdlation of marriage, education, friend-
ship, & ¢, are perpetually going on, and to a superficia
glance, are amilar one to the other.

But, if we would s the truth of things, they mug be
gripped of this fallacous appearance of uniformity. In
truth, no one action has when consdered in its whole
extent, any essntial resemblance with any other.  Each
individual, who composss the vas multitude which we
have been contemplating, has a peculiar frame of mind,
which, whilgt the features of the great mass of his actions
remain uniform, impresses the minuter lineaments with
its peculiar hues. Thus, whilg his life, as a whalg, is
like the lives of other men, in detail it is mogt unlike;
and the more subdivided the actions become, that is?
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the more they enter into that dass which have a vital
influence on the happiness of others and his own, 0
much the more are they diginct from those of other
men.

"Those little n{;\meless unremember'd acts
Of kindness and of love/~ *

aswell as those deadly outrages which are inflicted by
alook, a word—or less—the very refraining from some
faint and mod evanescent expresson of countenance;
thexe flow from a profounder source than the series of
our habitual conduct, which, it has been aready sad,
derives its origin from without. These are the actions,
and such as thess, which make human life what it is,
and are thefountains of all the good and evil with which
itsentire surfaceis o widdy and impartially over spread;
and though they are called minute, they are called 0 in
compliance with the blindness of those who cannot esti-
mate their importance. It isin the due appreciating the
general dfects of ther peculiarities, and in cultivating
the habit of acquiring decisve knowledge respecting the
tendendes arisng out of them in particular casss that
the mog important part of moral sdence condsts The
degpest abyss of thee vag and multitudinous caverns,
it is necessary that we should visit

This is the difference between social and individual
man. Not that this diginction is to be conddered
definite, or characterigic of one human being as con*
pared with another; it denotes rather two dassss of
agency, common in a degree to every human beng.
None is exempt, indeed, from that gedes of influence
which affects as it were, the surface of his beng, and
gives the gedfic outline to his conduct Almost all
that is osengble submits to that legidature created by
the general representation of the past fedings of man*
kind-*-imperfect as it is from a variety of causs, asit

* Wardsnvorth, T4*kr* AUV.Sn.
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exids in the government, the rdigion, and domegic
habits. Those who do not nominally, yet actually,
submit to the same power. The external features of
therr conduct, indeed, can no more excape it, than the
douds can excape from the sream of thewind ; and his
opinion, which he often hopes he has digpassonatey
soured from all contagion of prgudice and vulgarity,
would be found, on examination, to be the inevitable
exaexence of the very usages from which he vehe
mently dissnts  Internally all is conducted otherwise ;
the efidency, the esence the vitality of actions, derives
its colour from what is no ways contributed to from any
external source  Like the plant, which while it derives
the accident of its 9ze and shape from the soil in which
it sorings, and is cankered, or digorted, or inflated, yet
retains those qualities which essntially divide it from
all others; o that hemlock continues to be poison, and
the violet does not cease to emit its odour in whatever
soil it may grow.

We consder our own nature too superficially. We
look on all that in oursdves with which we can discover
a resemblance in others;, and consgder those resem-
blances as the materials of moral knowledge. It is in
the differences that it actually consgs
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Geneva, Sunday, t8th August 1816.

EE Apollo's Sexton,* who tells us many mysteries

of his trade. We talk of Ghosts. Neither Lord

Byron nor M. G. L. seem to believe in them |

*nd they both agree, in the very face of reason, that none

could believe in ghosts without believing in God. |

do not think that all the persons who profess to discredit

these vigitations, really discredit them; or, if they do in

the daylight, are not admonished by the approach of

loneliness and midnight, to think more respectfully of
the world of shadows.

Lewis recited a poem, which he had composed at
the request of the Princess of Wales. The Princess of
Wales, he premised, was not only a believer in ghods,
but in magic and witchcraft, and asserted, that prophecies
made in her youth had been accomplished snce. The
tale was of a lady in Germany.

This lady, Minna, had been exceedingly attached to

“! Matthew Gregory Lenis—=0 named in English Bards and
Scotch Reviewers. When Lewisfirst saw L ord Byron, he asked
him earnegly—" Why did you call me Apdlds sexton?' The
nable poa found it difficult tO reply to this categorical goedes of
reproof! The above daries have, ome of them, gppeared in print ;
but, as a ghad dory dgpends entirdly on the made in which it is
told, I think the reader’ will be pleesd to read thee written by
Shdley, fresh from their rdation by Lewis-~AMr fy Mrs. ShelieyA
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her husband, and they had made a vow that the one
who died first, should return after death to visit the
other as aghost She was sitting one day aone in her
chamber, when she heard an unusual sound of footsteps
on the stairs. The door opened, and her husband's
spectre, gashed with a degp wound across the forehead,
and in military habiliments, entered. She appeared
startled at the apparition ; and the ghost told her, that
when he should visit her in future, she would hear a
passing bell toll, and these words distinctly uttered close
to her ear, " Minna, | am here" On inquiry, it was
found that her husband had fallen in battle on the very day
she was visited by thevision. The intercourse between
the ghost and the woman continued for some time, until
the latter laid asde all terror, and indulged hersdlf in
the affection which she had fdt for him while living.
One evening she went to a ball, and permitted her
thoughts to be alienated by the attentions of a Floren-
tine gentleman, more witty, more graceful, and more
gentle, as it appeared to her, than any person she had
ever seen.  As he was conducting her through the dance,
a death bell tolled. Minna, lost in the fascination of
the Florentine's attentions, disregarded, or did not hear
the sound. A second peal, louder and more deep,
startled the whole company, when Minna heard the
ghost's accustomed whisper, and raising her eyes, saw
in an opposite mirror the reflection of the ghost, standing
over her. Sheis said to have died of terror.
Lewistold four other stories—all grim.

A YOUNG man who had taken orders, had just been
presented with aliving, on the death of the incumbent.
It was in the Catholic part of Germany. He arrived
at the parsonage on a Saturday night; it was summer,
aad waking aboqt three ddodk in the morning, and it

1 @)
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being broad day, he saw a venerablelooking man, but
with an aspect exceedingly meanchaly, ditting at a desk
in the window, reading, and two beautiful boys sanding
near him, whom heregarded with looks of the profoundest
grieC  Presently he rose from his seat, the boys followed
him, and they were no more to be ss;m. The young
man, much troubled, arose, hestating whether he should
regard what he had ssen as a dream, or a waking
phantasy. To divert his dgection, he walked towards
the church, which the saxton was already employed in
preparing for the morning service Thefirg gght that
gruck him was a portrait, the exact resamblance of the
man whom he had seen dtting in his chamber. It was
the cugom in this didrict to place the portrait of each
minister, after his death, in the church.

He made the minutest inquiries respecting his pre-
decessor, and learned that he was universally beloved,
as a man of unexampled integrity and benevolence
but that he was the prey of a ssoret and perpetual
sorrow.  His grief was suppossd to have arisen from
an attachment to a young lady, with whom his Stuation
did not permit him to unite himsdf. Others, however,
aserted, that a connexion did subgs between them,
and that even she occasonally brought to his house
two beautiful boys the offgoring of their connexion—
Nothing further occurred until the cold weather came,
and the new miniger desred a fire to be lighted in the
dove of the room where he dept. A hideous gench
aroe from the qove as soon as it was lighted, and, on
examining it, the bones of two male children were found
within.

LORD LYTTELTON and a number of his friends were
joined during the chae by a dranger. He was
excellently mounted and displayed sucH courage, or,
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lather so much desperate rashness, that no other person
in the hunt could follow him. The gentlemen, when
the chase was concluded, invited the stranger to dine
with them. His conversation was something of a
wonderful kind. He astonished, he interested, he
commanded the attention of the most inert As night
came on, the company, being weary, began to retire one
by one, much later than the usua hour: the most
intellectual among them were retained latest by the
stranger's fascination. As he perceived that they
began to depart, he redoubled his efforts to retain them.
At last, when few remained, he entreated them to stay
with him; but all pleaded the fatigue of a hard day's
chase, and all at last retired. They had been in bed
about an hour, when they were awakened by the most
horrible screams, which issued from the stranger's
room. Every one rushed towards it. The door wes
locked. After a moment's deliberation they burst it
open, and found the stranger stretched on the ground,
writhing with agony, and weltering in blood. On their
entrance he arose, and collecting himsalf, apparently
with a strong effort, entreated them to leave him—not
to disturb him, that he would give every possible expla-
nation in the morning. They complied. In the morn-
ing, his chamber was found vacant, and he was seen no
more.

in.

MILES ANDREWS, a friend of Lord Lyttelton, was
sitting one night alone when Lord Lyttelton came in,
and informed him that he was dead, and that this was
his ghost which he saw before him.  Andrews pettishly
told him not to play any ridiculous tricks upon him, for
he was not in a temper to bear them. The ghost then
departed. In the morning Andrews asked his servant
at what hour lord Lyttchcm had arrived. The several
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said he did not know that he had arrived, but that he
would inquire. On inquiry it was found that Lord
Lyttelton had not arrived, nor had the door been opened
to any one during the whole night Andrews sent to
Lord Lyttelton, and discovered, that he had died pre-
cisely at the hour of the apparition.

V.

A GENTLEMAN on avisit to afriend who lived on the
skirts of an extensive forest in the east of Germany, lost
his way. He wandered for some hours among the
trees, when he saw a light at adistance. On approach-
ing it, he was surprised to observe, that it proceeded
from the interior of a ruined monastery. Before he
knocked he thought it prudent to look through the
window. He saw a multitude of cats assembled round
a small grave, four of whom were letting down a coffin
with acrown upon it The gentleman, startled at this
unusua sight, and imagining that he had arrived among
the retreats of fiendsor witches, mounted his horse and
rode away with the utmost precipitation. He arrived
a his friend's house a a late hour, who had sat up for
him. On his arrival his friend questioned as to the
cause of the traces of trouble visible in his face. He
began to recount his adventure, after much difficulty,
knowing that it was scarcely possible that his friends
should give faith to his relation. No sooner had he
mentioned the coffin with a crown upon it, than his
friend's cat, who seemed to have been lying adeep
before the fire, leaped up, saying—"Then | am the
King of the Cats t" and scrambled up the chimney, and
Was seen no more.

Thursday, 29th August—We depart from Geneva,
at nine in the mornmg. The Swiss are ray alow
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drivers, besdes which we have Jura to mount; we,
therefore, go a very few pods to-day* The scenery is
very beautiful, and we sse many magnificent views,
We pass Les Roussss, which, when we crossed in the
spring, was deep in snow. We desp at Morrez.

Friday, 30th.—We leave .Morrez, and arrive in the
evening at Dole, after a various day.

Saturday, 31st.—From Dolewe go toRouvray, where
we deep.  We pass through Dijon; and, after Dijon,
take a different route than that which we followed on
the two other occasons. The scenery has some beauty
and singularity in the line of the mountains which sur-
round the Val de Suzon. Low, yet precipitous hills,
covered with vines or woods, and with streams, meadows,
and poplars, at the bottom.

Sunday, September 14. — Leave Rouvray, pass
Auxerre, where we dine; a pretty town, and arrive, at
two o'clock, at Villeneuve le Guiard.

Monday, 2d.—From Villeneuve le Guiard, we arrive
a Fontainebleau. The scenery around this paace is
wild and even savage. The soil is full of rocks,
apparently granite, which on every side bresk through
the ground The hills are low, but precipitous and
rough, The valleys, equally wild, are shaded by forests.
In the midst of this wilderness stands the palace. Some
of the apartments equal in magnificence anything that
| could conceive. The roofs are fretted with gold, and
the canopies of velvet From Fontainebleau we pro-
ceed to Versalles, in the route towards Rouen. We
arrive at Versailles at nine.

Tueday, 3d.—We saw the palace and gardens of
Varsaittes and le Grand & Petit Trianon. They sar-
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pass Fontainebleatt The gardens are full of statues,
vases, fountains, and colonnades.  Inall that essentialy
belongs to a garden they are extraordinarily deficient
The orangery is a stupid piece of expense. There was
one orange-tree, not apparently so old, sown in 1442,
We saw only the gardens and the theatre at the Petit
Trianon. The gardens are in the English taste, and
extremely pretty. The Grand Trianon was open. It
IS a summer palace, light, yet magnificent We were
unable to devote the time it deserved to the gallery of
paintings here. There was a portrait of Madame de la
Valli&re, the repentant mistress of Louis X1V. She
was melancholy, but exceedingly beautiful, and was
represented as holding a skull, and sitting before a
crucifix, pale, and with downcast eyes.

We then went to the great palace. The apartments
are unfurnished, but even with this disadvantage, are
more magnificent than those of Fontainebleau. They
arelined with marble of various colours, whose pedestals
and capitals are gilt, and the ceiling is richly gilt with
compartments of painting. The arrangement of these
materials has in them, it is true, something effeminate
and royal Could a Grecian architect have commanded
all the labour and money which was expended on
Versallles, he would have produced a fabric which die
whole world has never equalled. We saw the Hall of
Hercules, the balcony where the King and the Queen
exhibited themselves to the Parisan mob. The people
who showed us through the palace, obstinately refused
to say anything about the Revolution. We could not
even find out in which chamber theriotersof the 10th
August found the king. We saw the Salle d'Opera,
where are now preserved the portraits of die kings.
There was the race of the house of Orleans, with tbe
exception of Egalite, all extremely handsome. There
was Madame de Maintenon, and beside hera beautiful
ttttie giri, tbe daughter of La Véfifere  The pictures
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Library of Louis XV I. The librarian had held some
placein the ancient court near Marie Antoinette. He
returned with the Bourbons, and was waiting for some
better gtuation. He showed usa book which he had
presved during the Revolution. It was a book of
paintings, representing a Tournament at the Court of
Louis X1V .; and it ssamed that the present desolation
of France, the fary of the injured people and all the
horrors to which they abandoned themsdves sung by
ther long sufferings flowed naturally enough from ex-
penditures 0 immense, as mus have been demanded
by the magnificence of this tournament. The vacant
rooms of this palace imaged wel the holow show of
monarchy. After sedng thee things we departed to-
ward Havre, and dept at Auxerre,

Wednesday, 4th.—We passd through Rouen, and
sw the cathedral, an immense pedmen of the mogt
codly and magnificent gothic. The interior of the
church disappoints  We saw the burial-place of Richard
Codir de Lion and his brother. Thealtar of the church
is afine piece of marble. Seep at Yvetot.

Thursday, 5th.—Wearriveat Havre, and wait for the
packet—wind contrary.

FRAGVENT FROM JOURNAL.
Thurshy,
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country becomes covered again with verdure and culti-
vation, and white chateaux and scattered cottages
among woods of old oak and walnut trees The vines
are here peculiarly picturesque j they are trdlised upon
immense gakes and the trunks of them are moss
covered and hoary with age. Unlike the French
vines, which cregp lowly on the ground, they form
rows of interlaced bowers, which, when the leaves are
green and the red grapes are hanging among those
hoary branches will afford a delightful shadow to those
who gt upon the moss underneath. The vines are
ometimes planted in the open fidds, and someimes
among lofty orchards of apple and pear-trees, the twigs
of which were just becoming purple with the burging
blossoms

We dined at Les Eschdles, avillage at thefoot of the
mountain of the same name) the boundaries of France
and Savoy. Bdore this we had been sopped at Pont
Bonvoisn, where the legal limits of the French and
Sardinian territories are placed. We here heard that a
Milanese had been snt back all the way to Lyons, bef
caue his pasyport was unauthorised by the Sardinian
Conaul, a few days before, and that we should be sub-
jected to the same treatment We, in repect to the
character of our nation | suppose, were suffered to pass
Our books, however, were, after a long discusson, sent
to Chambery, to be submitted to the censor; a pried,
who admits nothing of Rousseau, Voltaire, & cq into the
dominions of the King of Sardinia.  All such books are
burned.

After dinne we ascended Les Eschdles, winding
along a road, cut through perpendicular rocks of im-
mense devation! by Charles Emanuel, Duke of Savoy,
in 1582 The rocks, which cannot be less than a
thousand feet in perpendicular height, sometimes over-
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of iEschylus. Vast rifts and caverns in the granite
precipices, wintry mountains with ice and snow above;
the loud sounds of unseen waters within the caverns, and
walls of toppling rocks, only to be scaled as he describes,
by the winged chariot of the ocean nymphs.

Under the dominion of this tyranny, the inhabitants
of the fertile valleys, bounded by these mountains, are
in a state of most frightful poverty and disease. At the
foot of this ascent, were cut into the rocks at severd
places, stories of the misery of the inhabitants, to move
the compasson of the traveller. One old man, lame
and blind, crawled out of a hole in the rock, wet with
the perpetual melting of the snows of above, and dripping
like a shower-bath.

The country, as we descended to Chambtfry, continued
as beautiful; though marked with somewhat of a softer
character than before; we arrived a little after night*
fall






LETTERS FROM ITALY.






LETTERS FROM ITALY.

TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK.

Milan, April, x8i&

My DEAR PEACOCK,

EH OLD us arrived at length at the end of our
journey—that is, within a few miles of it—be-
cause we dedgn to spend the summea on the

shore of the Lake of Como. Our journey was somewhat
painful from the cold—and in no other manner interesting
until we passd the Alps: of course | except the Alps
themsdves ; but no soone had we arrived at Italy, than
the lovdiness of the earth and the serenity of the Ky
made the greatest difference in my snsations | depend
on these things for life; for in the anoke of cities, and
the tumult of human kind, and the chilling fogs and
rain of our own country, | can hardly be said to live.
With what ddight did | hear the woman, who conducted
us to s the triumphal arch of Augudus at Susa, Jpeak
the clear and complete language of Italy, though half
uninteligible to me, after that nasal and abbreviated
cacophony of the French ! A ruined arch of magnificent
proportions in the Gresk taste, ganding in a kind of
road of green lawn, overgrown with violets and prim*
roses, and in the midst of supendous mountaing and a
blondswoman, of light and grace”i mannant" sooaething
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tit the style of Fusdi's Eve, were the first things we met
in ltaly.

This city is very agreeable. We went to the opera
last night—which is a mogt splendid exhibition. The
opera itself was not a favourite, and the sngers very
inferior to our own. But the ballet, or rather a kind of
melodrame or pantomimic drama, was the mog splendid
gectacle | ever saw.  We have no Miss Méelanie
here—in every other respect, Milan is unquestionably
superior.  The manner in which language is trandated
into gesture, the complete and full effect of the whole
as illustrating the history in question, the unaffected
sdf-possesson of each of the actors, even to the children,
made this choral drama more impressive than | could
have concelved possblee. The gory is Othelloy, and
srange to say, it left no disagreeable impression.

| write, but | am not in the humour to write, and
you must expect longer, if not more entertaining, letters
soon—that is, in a week or so—when | am a little
recovered from my journey. Pray tell us all the news
with regard to our own offspring, whom we left at nurse
in England; as well as those of our friends. Mention
Cobbett and politics too—and Hunt—to whom Mary is
now writing—*ftnd particularly your own plans and your-
sf. You shall hear more of me and my plans soon.
My health is improved already—and my spirits some*
thing—and | have many literary schemes, and one in
particular—which | thirst to be settled that I may
begin. .1 have ordered Oilier to send you some sheets
&c. for revison.

Adieu.—Always faithfully yours,
9. B. S
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TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK.

Milan, April ao, 18x8.
MY DEAR PEACOCK,

| HAD no conception that the disance between us
measured by time in respect of letters, was so great |
have but just recaved yours dated the 2d—and when
you will recaeive mine written from this city somewhat
later than the same date, | cannot know. | am sorry
to bear that you have been obliged toremain at Mario* ;
a certain degree of sodely being amos a necessty of
life, particularly as we are not to sse you this summer
in Italy. Butthis, | supposs mud be asit is | often
revigt Marlow in thought. The curse of this life is
that whatever is once known, can never be unknown.
You inhabit a at, which before you inhabit it, is as
indifferent to you as any other spot upon earth, and
when, persuaded by some necessty, you think to leave
it, you leave it not; it dings to you—and with memories
of things, which, in your experience of them, gave no
such promise, revenges your desertion.  Time flows on,
places are changed; friends who were with us, are no
longer with us; yet what has been ssans yet to be, but
barren and dripped of life See | have sent you a
sudy for Nightmare Abbey.

Snce | lag wrote to you we have been to Como,
looking for a house This lake exceads any thing |
ever behed in beauty, with the exception of the arbutus
idands of Killamey. It is long and narrow, and has
the appearance of a mighty river winding among the
mountains and the forexss We sailed from the town
of Como to a tract of country called the Tremezina, and
sw the various aspects presented by that part of the
lake. The mountains between Como and that village,
m rather duster of villages, are covered on high with
diMBBt farei (tih& eqii& ff chenutS. on which, tlu» i
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habitants of the country subsist in time of scarcity),
which sometimes descend to the very verge of the lake,
overhanging it with their hoary branches. But usudly
the immediate border of this shore is composed of laurel-
trees, and bay, and myrtle, and wild-fig trees, and olives,
which grow in the crevices of the rocks, and overhang
the caverns, and shadow the deep glens, which are
filled with the flashing light of the waterfalls.  Other
flowering shrubs, which | cannot name, grow there also.
On high, the towers of village churches are seen white
among the dark forests. Beyond, on the opposite shore,
which faces the south, the mountains descend less pre*
cipitously to the lake, and although they are much
higher, and some covered with perpetual snow, there
intervenes between them and the lake a range of lower
hills, which have glens and rifts opening to the other,
such as | should fancy the abysses of Ida or Parnassus
Here are plantations of olive, and orange, and lemon-
trees, which are now so loaded with fruit, that there is
more fruit than leaves—and vineyards. This shore
of the lake is one continued village, and the Milanese
nobility have their villas here. The union of culture
and the untameable profuson and loveliness of nature
Is here so dose, that the line where they are divided
can hardly be discovered. But the finest scenery is
that of the Villa Pliniana; so called from a fountain
which ebbs and flows every three hours, described by
the younger Pliny, which is in the court-yard. This
house, which was once a magnificent palace, and is now
half in ruins, we are endeavouring to procure. It is
built upon terraces raised from the bottom of the lake,
together with its garden, at the foot of a semi-circular
precipice, overshadowed by profound forests of chesnut
The scenefrom the colonnade is the most extraordinary,
at once, and the most lovely that eye ever beheld On
toe sde is the mountain, and immediately over you
.re dusers trf cypret*rees of an astonishing height.
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which ssam to pierce the ky. Above you, from among
the douds as it were, descends a waterfall of immense
9ze broken by thewoody rocks into a thousand channds
to the lake. On the other sde is ssan the blue extent
of the lake and the mountains, speckled with sails and
sires.  The apartments of the Pliniana are immensdy
large, but ill furnished and antique. The terraces
which overlook the lake, and conduct under the shade
of such immense laurd-trees as desrve the epithet of
Pythian, are mog delightful. We gayed at Como two
days, and have now returned to Milan, waiting the isue
of our negotiation about a house Como is only Sx
leagues from Milan, and its mountains are ssen from
the cathedral.

This cathedral is a mog agonishing work of art It
Is built of white marble, and cut into pinnades of
Immense height, and the utmog ddicacy of workman-
ship, and loaded with sculpture  The efedt of it,
piercing the solid blue with those groups of dazding
oires, relieved by the serene depth of this Italian
heaven, or by moonlight when the dars ssem gathered
among those dusered shapes is beyond any thing |
had imagined architecture capable of producing. The
interior, though very sublime, is of a more earthly
character, and with its gained glass and massy granite
columns overloaded with antique figures, and the Slver
lamps, that burn forever under the canopy of black cloth
besde the brazen altar and the marble fretwork of the
dome give it the appet of some gorgeous spuldre’.
There is one solitary oot among those aides, behind
the altar, where the light of day isdim and ydlow under
the soried window, which | have chosen to vist, and
read Dantethere.

| have devoted this summer, and indeed the next
year, to the compostion of a tragedy on the subject
of Taso's madness, which | find upon ingpection is,
If properly treated, admirably dramatic and poetical

P
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But, you will say, | have no dramatic talent; very true,
in a certain sense; but | have taken the resolution to
s what kind of a tragedy a peson without dramatic
talent could write. It shall be better morality than Fazio,
and better poery than Bertram, at leas. You tell me
nothing of Rhododaphne, a book from which, | confess
| expected extraordinary sucoess

Who livesin my houseat Marlow now, or what isto be
done with it ? | am serioudy persuaded that the stua-
tion was injurious to my health, or | should be tempted
to fed a very absurd interest in who is to be its next
posesr. The expense of our journey here has been
very condderable—but we are now living at the hote
here, in a kind of penson, which is very reasonable in
respect of price, and when we ge into a manage of
our own, we have every reason to expect that we shall
experience something of the boased chespness of Italy.
The finet bread, made of a gfted flour, the whitest and
the bet | ever taged, isonly one English penny a
pound. All the necessaries of life bear a proportional
relation to this. But then the luxuries tea, &c., are
very dear,—and the English, as usual, are cheated in a
way that is quite ridiculous, if they have not ther wits
about them. We do not know a sngle human beng,
and the opera, until lag night, has been aways the same
Lord Byron, we hear, has taken a house for three years
at Venice, whether we shall sse him or not, | do not
know. The number of English who pass through this
town is very great They ought to be in ther own
country in the present crigs.  Their conduct is whally
inexcusable  The people here though inoffensve enough,
sem both in body and soul a miserablerace. Themen
are hardly men; they look like a tribe of supid and
dhrivdled daves and | do not think that | have seen a
gleam of intdligence in the countenance of man snce
| pasd the Alps, The women in endaved countriesare
always better than the pien; but they have tight-laced
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figures, and figures and mien which express (0 how unlike
the French!) a mixture of the coquetteand prude, which
reminds me of the word characterigics of the English.
Everything but humanity is in much greater perfection
here than in France. The deanliness and comfort of
the inns is something quite English, The country is
beautifully cultivated ; and altogether, if you can, as one
ought always to do, find your happiness in yourddf, it is
a mog delightful and commodious place to live in.
Adieu—Your affectionate friend,
P.B. S

TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK.

Milan, April 30/A, 1818
MY DEAR PEACOCK,

| WRITE, amply to tell you, to direct your next letters,
Pose Regsante, Pisa. We have engaged a vetturino for
that city, and leave Milan tomorrow morning, Our
journey will occupy Sx or seven days

Pisa is not 9x miles from the Mediterranean, with
which it communicates by the river Arno. We shall
pass by Piacenza, Parma, Bologna, the Apennines, and
Florence, and | will endeavour to tell you something of
these cdebrated places in my next letter; but | cannot
promise much, for, though my health is much improved,
my Spirits are unequal, and ssam to desrt me when |
attempt towrite.

Pisa, they say, is uninhabitable in the mids of
summer—we shall do, therefore, what other people do,
retire to Florence, or to the mountains. But 1 will
write to you our plans from Pisa, when | shall under-
sand them better mysdf.

You may eadly conjecture the motives which led us
to forego the divint solitude of Como. To me, whoe
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chief pleasure in life is the contemplation of nature, you
may imagine how great is this loss
Let us hear from you once a fortnight. Do not
forget those who do naot forget you.
Adieu—Ever mog sncerdy yours,
P. B. SHELLEY.

TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK.

Livorno, Juneb, 1818.
MY DEAR PEACOCK,

WE have nat heard from you gnce the middle of
April—that is, we have recdved only one letter from
you dnce our departure from England. It necessarily
folows that some accdent has intercepted them.
Address, in future, to the care of Mr. Gishorne
Livorno—and | shall recdve them, though some
times somewhat circuitoudy, yet aways sscurdy.

Weleft Milan on thefirst of May, and traveled across
the Apennines to Pisa.  This part of the Apennine is
far less beautiful than the Alps; the mountains are wide
and wild, and the whole scenery broad and undeter mined
—the imagination cannat find a homein it. The/plain
of the Milanese, and that of Parma, is exquistey beau-
tiful—it islike one garden, or rather cultivated wilder-
ness; because the corn and the meadow-grass grow
under high and thick trees, fetooned to one ancther by
regular fetoons of vines  On the seventh day we arrived
at Pisa, whereweremained threeor four days. A large
disagreeable city, aimog without inhabitants. We then
procesded to this great trading town, where we have
remained a month, and which, in a few days, we leave
for the Bagni di Lucca, a kind of watering-place Stuated
in the depth of the Apennines ; the scenery surrounding
thisvillageis very fine.

We have made some acquaintance with a very amiable
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and accomplished lady, Mrs. Gisborne, who is the sole
attraction in this most unattractive of cities. We had
no idea of spending a month here, but she has made
it even agreegble.  We shall sse something of Italian
society at the Bagni di Lucca, where the most fashion-
able people resort.

When you send my parcel—which, by-the-bye, | should
request you to direct to Mr. Gisborne—I wish you could
contrive to enclose the two last partsof Clarke's Travels,
relating to Greece, and belonging to Hookham. You
know | subscribe there still—and | have determined to
take the Examiner here. Y ou would, therefore, oblige
me, by sending it weekly, after having read it yourself,
to. the same direction, and so clipped, as to make as
little weight as possible.

| write as if writing where perhaps my letter may
never arrive.

With every good wish from all of us,
Believe me most sincerely yours,
P.B. S

TO MR. AND MRS. GISBORNE
(LEGHORN).
Bagni di Lucca, July io/A, 1818.

Y ou cannot know, as some friends in England do,
to whom my silence is still more inexcusable, that this
slence is no proof of forgetfulness or neglect

| have, in truth, nothing to say, but that | shall be
happy to see you again, and renew our delightful walks,
until the desire or the duty of seeing new things hurries
us avay. We have spent a month here in our accus-
tomed solitude, with the exception of one night at the
Casino; and the choice society of all ages, which | took
care to pack up in alarge trunk beforewe left England
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haverevisited us here. 1 am employed just now, having
Little better to do, in translating into my fainting and
inefficient periods, the divine eoquence of Plato's Sym-
posium; only as an exercise, or, perhaps, to give Mary
some idea of the manners and fedlings of the Athenians
—0 different on many subjects from that of any other
community that ever existed.

We have amost finished Ariosto—who is entertain-
ing and graceful, and sometimes a poet. Forgive me,
worshippers of a more equa and tolerant divinity in
poetry, if Ariosto pleases me less than you. Where
Is the gentle seriousness, the delicate sensibility, the
calm and sustained energy, without which true greatness
cannot be? He is so crud, too, in his descriptions;
his most prized virtues are vices almost without disguise.
He constantly vindicates and embellishes revenge in its
grosest form; the most deadly superstition that ever
infested the world. How different from the tender and
solemn enthusasm of Petrarch—or even the delicate
moral sensibility of Tasso, though somewhat obscured
by an assumed and artificial style.

We read a good dead here—and we read little in
Livorno. We have ridden, Mary and I, once only, to
aplace called Prato Fiorito, on the top of the moun-
tains: the road, winding through forests, and over
torrents, and on the verge of green ravines, dafords
scenery magnificently fine. | cannot describe it to you,
but bid you, thoughvainly, come and sse. | take great
delight in watching the changes of the atmosphere here,
and the growth of the thunder showers with which the
noon is often overshadowed, and which break and fade
away towards evening into flocks of delicate clouds.
Our fire-flies are fading away fast; but there is the
planet JXipiter, who rises maesticaly over the rift m
the forest-covered mountains to the south, and the pale
summer lightning which is spread out every night, at
krtetvals, over the Ay. No doubt Providence has con-
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trived these things, that, when thefirfcflies go out, the
low-flying owl may s her way home.
Remember me kindly to the Machinigta.
With the sentiment of impatience until we se you
again in the autumn,
| am, yours mog Sncerdy,
P. B. SHELLEY.

TO WILLIAM GODWIN.

Bagni di Lucca, July 25/*, 1818.
My DEAR GODWIN,

WE have, as yet, ssn nothing of Italy which marks
it to us as the habitation of departed greatness. The
srene Ky, the lhagnificent scenery, the ddightful pro-
ductions of the climate, are known to us indeed, as the
same with those which the ancdentsenjoyed. But Rome
and Naples—even Florence, are yet to see; and if we
were to writeyou at presant a higory of our impressons,
it would give you no idea that welived in Italy.

| am exceedingly ddighted with the plan you propose
of a book, illugtrating the character of our calumniated
republicans. It is precisdy the subject for Mary, and
| imagine, that, but for the fear of being excted to
refer to books not within her reach, she would attempt
to begin it here, and order the works you notice. | am
unfortunately little skilled in English higory, and the
interest which it exdtesin me is s0 feeble, that | find
it a duty to attain merdy to that general knbwiedge of
it which is indispensable.

Mary hasjus finished Ariogo with me, and, indeed,
has attained a very compeent knowledge of Italian.
She is now reading Livy. | have ben condantly
occupied in literature, but have written little—except
ome trandations from Plato, in which | exerdsed
mysdf, in the degpair of producing anything orfginal
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intrinsic merit of the composition, or the light which it
throws on the inmost state of manners and opinions
among the ancient Greeks. | have occupied myself in
translating this, and it has excited me to attempt an
Essay upon the cause of some differences in sentiment
between the Ancients and Moderns, with respect to the
subject of the dialogue.

Two things give us pleasure in your last letters,—the
resumption of Malthus, and the favourable turn of the
genera election. If Ministers do not find some means,
totally inconceivable to me, of plunging the nation in
war, do you imagine that they can subsst? Peace is
all that a country, in the present state of England,
seams to require, to afford it tranquillity and leisure for
attempting some remedy not to the universal evils of
all constituted society, but to the peculiar sysem of
misrule, under which those evils have been exasperated
now. | wish that | had headth or spirits that would
enable me to enter into public affairs, or that | could
find words to express all that | fed and know.

The modern Italians seem a miserable people, with*
out sensibility, or imagination, or understanding* Their
outside is polished, and an intercourse with them seems
to proceed with much facility, though it endsin nothing,
and produces nothing. The women are particularly
empty, and though possessed of the same kind of super
flidd grace, are devoid of every cultivation and refine-
ment They have a ball a the Casno here every
Sunday, which we attend—but neither Mary nor C***
dance, | do not know whether they refrain from philo-
sophy Or protestantism.

| hear that poor Mary'sbook is attacked most violently
in the Quarterly Review, We have heard some praise
of it, and, among others, an article of Walter Scott's in
Blackwood's Magazine.
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If you should have anything to send us—and, | asure
you, anything relating to England is interesting to us—
commit it to the care of Oilier the booksdler, or P***—
they ssnd me a parcd every quarter.

My health is | think, better, and, | imagine, con-
tinues to improve; but | still have busy thoughts and
dispiriting cares which | would shake off—and it is
now summe,——A thousand good wishes to yoursdf
and your undertakings.

Ever mog affectionatey yours,
P.B. S

TO MRS. SHELLEY
(BAGNI DI LUCCA).

Florence, Thursday, 11 o'clock.
(ao/A August, 1818)

DEAREST MARY,

WE have bean ddayed in this city four hours, for the
Audrian minider's pasport, but are now on the point
of setting out with a vetturino, who engages to take
us on the third day to Padua; that is we shall only
dep three nights on the road. * * * * * * Yeder-
day'sjourney, performed in a onehorse cabriolet, amost
without sorings over a rough road, was excessvdy
fatiguing. *** auffered mod from it j for, as to mysf,
there are occadons in which fatigue ssams a usdul
medicing, as | have fdt no pain in my sde—a mog
ddightfijl respite—snce | left you. The country was
various and exceadingly beautiful. Sometimes there
were those low cultivated lands, with ther vine fetoons
and large bunches of grapesjust becoming purple—at
others we passed beween high mountains, crowned
with some of the mog majegtic Gothic ruins 1 ever saw,
which frowned from die bare predpices or were half
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sen among the olive copsss  As we approached
Florence, the country became cultivated to a very high
degreg, the plain was filled with the mos beautiful
villas, and, as far as the eye could reach, the mountains
were covered with them ; for the plains are bounded on
all 9des by blue and misty mountains. The vines are
here trailed on low trelises of reads interwoven into
afoses to support them, and the grapes now amogt
ripe, are exceedingly abundant You everywhere meat
those teams of beautiful white oxen, which are now
labouring the little vine-divided fiddswith ther Virgilian
ploughs and carts. Florence itdf, that is the Lung
Arno (for 1 have ssen no more), | think is the mogt
beautiful city | have yet ssen. It is surrounded with
cultivated hills, and from the bridge which crosses the
broad channd of the Arno* the view isthe mog animated
and degant | ever saw. You see three or four bridges,
t>ne apparently supported by Corinthian pillars, and the
white sails of the boats, reieved by the degp green of
the fores, which comes to the water's edge, and the
doping hills covered with bright villas on every sde
Domesand gegplesriseon all 9des and the deanliness
Is remarkably great On the other gde there are the
foldings of the Vale of Arno above; firs the hills of
olive and vine, then the chenut woods and then the
blue and migsy pine forets which invest the aerial
Apennines, that fade in the digance | have sddorrt
sfen a city 0 lovdy at firs sght as Florence.

We shall travel hence within a few hours with thfc
ged of the pod, ance the digance is 190 miles, arid
we areto doit in three days, besdes the half day, which
IS somewhat more than sxty miles a day. We have
now got a comfortable carriage and two mules, and,
thank* to Paolo, have made a very decent bargain,
compridgng everything, to Padua. | should say we
had ddfghtful fruit fbr breakfest,—figs, very fihnfe—and
peaches, unfortunatey gathered before they witre ripe,
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whoe sndl was like what one fanaes of the wakening
of Paradise flowers.

Well, my dearet Mary, are you very londy ? Tell
me truth, my sweetes, do you ever ay ? | shall hear
from you once at Venice, and once on my return here.
If you love me you will kegp up your spirits—and, at
all events tell me truth about it; for, | asure you, |
am not of a digpogtion to be flattered by your sorrow,
though | should be by your cheerfulness and, above
all, by seang such fruits of my absence as were produced
when we wae at Geneva. What acquaintances have
you made? | might have travdled to Padua with a
German, who had just comefrom Rome, and had scarce
recovered from a malaria fever, caught in the Pontine
Marshes a wek or two dnce; and | oonoded to
***'s entreaties—and to your absent suggestions, and
omitted the opportunity, although | have no great faith
in uch edes of contagion. It is not very hot—not
at all too much 0 for my sensations, and the only thing
that incommodes me are the gnats at night, who roar
like so many humming tops in ones ear—and | do ntrt
aways find zanzarie’e.  How is Willmouse and little
Clara? They mug be kissd for me—and you mug
particularly remember to gpeak my name to William,
and s that he does not quite forge me before |
return. Adieu—my dearegt girl, | think that we shall
on meet. | shall write again from Venice. Adieu,
dear Mary!

| have been reading the" Noble Kinsmen," in which,
with the exception of that lovdy scene to which yott
added so much grace in reading to me, | have bean
disappointed. The Jailor's Daughter is a poor imita-
tion, and deformed. The whoe dory wants moral
discrimination and modesty. | do not bdieve Shake-
goeare wrote a word of it
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TO MRS. SHELLEY
(BAGNI DI LUCCA).

Venice, Sunday morning,
(August 23rd, 1818)
MY DEAREST MARY,

WE arrived here lagt night at tweve ddock, and it is
now before breakfast the next morning. | can, of coursg,
tell you nothing of the future; and though | shall not
dose this letter till pogt time, yet | do not know exactly
when that is  Yet, if you are very impatient, look along
the letter and you will se another date, when | may
have something to rdate.

| came from Padua hither in a gondola, and the
gondoliere, among other things, without any hint on my
part, began talking of Lord Byroa He said he was a
giavinotto I nglese with a nonu stravagante™ who lived
very luxurioudy, and spent great ums of money. This
man, it ssams was one of Lord Byron's gondolieri.
No soone had we arrived at the inn, than the waiter
began talking about him—said, that he frequented
Mrs* H sconversazioni very much.

Our journey from Florenceto Padua contained nothing
which may not be related another time. At Padua, as
| said, we took a gondola—and left it at three o'clock
These gonddas are the most beautiful and convenient
boats in the world. They are findy carpeted and
furnished with black, and painted black. The couches
on which you lean are extraordinarily soft, and are 0
digposed as to be the mogt comfortable to those who
lean or sit The windows have at will either Venetian
plate-glass flowered, or Venetian blinds, or blinds of
black cloth to shut out the light The weather here
Is extremely cold—indeed, sometimes very painfully so,
and yeserday it began torain. We passed the laguna
in the middle of the night in a mod violent sorm
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of wind, rain, and lightning. It was very curious
to obsrve the dements above in a date of uch
tremendous convuldon, and the surface of the water
amog calm; for thee lagunas though five miles
broad, a gpace enough in a gorm to snk a gondola,
are 0 shalow that the boatmen drive the boat aong
with a poe The sawater, furioudy agitated by the
wind, shone with arkles like gars Venice, now
hidden and now disdosad by the driving rain, shone
dimly with its lights. We were all this while ssfe and
comfortable  Well, adieu, dearest: | shall, as Miss
Byron says* resume the pen in the evening.

Sunday Night, 5 o'clock in the Morning.

Well, | will try to relate everything in its order.
* * # * *
At three ododk | called on Lord Byron: he weas
ddighted to s¢ me.

He took mein his gondola across the laguna to a long
sandy idand, which defends Venice from the Adriatic
When we dissmbarked, we found his horses waiting for
us and we rode along the sands of the seg, talking. Our
conversation condged in higories of his wounded fed-
Ings, and quegtions as to my affairs, and great professons
of friendship and regard for me  He said, that if he had
been in England at the time of the Chancery affair, he
would have moved heaven and earth to have prevented
uch a decison. We talked of literary matter his
Fourth Canto, which, he says is very good, and inded
repeated some danzas of great energy to me. When
we returned to his palace—which,

* * * (Theletter ishiretorn.)
The Hoppners are the mog amiable people | ever
knew. They are much attached to each other, and

+i.e, Harriet Byron, in Richardson's novd of Sir CkarUs
GrandisOn.—ED.
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have a nice little boy, ssven months old. Mr. H. paints
beautifully, and this excurson, which he hasjust put df,
was an expedition to the Julian Alps, in this naghbour-
hood—for the sake of sketching, to procure winter
employment. He has only a fortnight's lesure, and he
has sacrificed two days of it to srangers whom he never
sw before Mrs. H. has hazd eyes and swvest looks.

(Paper torn.)

Well, but the time pressess | am now going to the
banker's to send you money for the journey, which
| shall address to you at Florence, Pod-office  Pray
come ingantly to Este, where | shall be waiting in the
utmod anxiety for your arrival. You can pack up
directly you get this letter, and employ the next day on
that. The day after, ga up at four odock, and go
pod to Lucca, where you will arrive at 9x. Then take
a vetturino for Florence to arrive the same evening.
From Florence to Edte is three days vetturino journey
—and you could nat, | think, do it quicker by the pod.
Make Paolo take you to good inns as we found very
bad ones and pray avoid the Tre Mori at Bologna,
perche vi sono coseinespressibili net lettu | do not
think you can, but try to get from Florence to Bologna
in one day. Do not take the pod, for it is not much
fager, and very expendve | have ben obliged to
decide on all these things without you: | have done for
the best—and, my own bdoved Mary, you mug soon
come and scold me if | have done wrong, and kiss me
if I have done right—for, | am sure | do not know
which—and it is only the event that can down'* We
shall at least be saved the trouble of introduction, and
have formed acquaintance with a lady who is so good,
to beautiful, so angdically mild, that were she as wise
too, she would be quite a ***. Her eyes are like a
reflection of yours Her manne's are like yours when
you know and tike a person.
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Do you know, dearest, how this letter was written ?
By sraps and patches and interrupted every minute
The gondola is now come to take me to the banker's,
Ege is a little place, and the house found without diffi-
culty. 1 shall count four days for this letter : one day
for packing, four for coming here—and on the ninth or
tenth day we shall mest.

| am too late for the pod—but | send an express to
overtake it Enclosed isan order for fifty pounds  If
you knew all that | had to do 1—

Dearest love, be wdl, be happy, come to me—acon-
fide in your own congant and affectionate

P.B. S

Kiss the blue-eyed darlings for me, and do not let
William forget me.  Clara cannat recollect me.

TO MRS. SHELLEY
(/ Cappuccini—ES$U\>

Padua, mettogi orno.

{Sent. 29, 1818.)
MY BEST MARY,

| FOUND at Mount Sdice a favourable opportunity
for going to Venice, where | ghall try to make some
arrangement for you and little Ca.* to come for some
days, and shall mest you, if 1 do nat write anything in
the mean time, at Padua, on Thursday morning, C
sys she is obliged to come to se the Medico, whom
we missed this morning, and who has appointed as the
only hour at which he can be at lesure—half-pas eight
in themorning. You mug, therefore, arrange matters
0 that you should come to the Stela d'Oro a little

* Clara, barn at Mario*, Sept 31817—FEa
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have a nice little boy, ssven monthsold. Mr. H. paints
beautifully, and this excurgon, which he hasjust put of,
was an expedition to the Julian Alps, in this neighbour-
hood—for the sake of sketching, to procure winter
employment. He has only a fortnight's leisure, and he
has sacrificed two days of it to srangers whom he never
sw before Mrs. H. has hazd eyes and svest looks

(Paper torn.)

Well, but the time preses | am now going to the
banker's to send you money for the journey, which
| shall address to you at Florence, Pod-office  Pray
come ingantly to Este, where | shall be waiting in the
utmog anxiety for your arrival. You can pack up
directly you get this letter, and employ the next day on
that. The day after, ga up at four ododk, and go
pog to Lucca, where you will arrive at Sx. Then take
a vetturino for Florence to arrive the same evening.
From Florence to Ede is three days vetturino journey
—and yop could not, | think, do it quicker by the post
Make Paolo take you to good inns, as we found very
bad ones and pray avoid the Tre Mori at Bologna,
perche vi sono cose inespressibiti net lettu | do not
think you can, but try to get from Florence to Bologna
in one day. Do not take the pog, for it isnot much
fager, and very expensve | have bean obliged to
decide on all these things without you: | have done for
the best—and, my own bdoved Mary, you mus soon
come and scold meif | have done wrong, and kiss me
if I have done right—for, I am sure, | do not know
which—and it is only the event that can show.* We
shall at least be saved the trouble of introduction, and
have formed acquaintance with a lady who is 0 good,
0 beautiful, so angdically mild, that were she as wise
jtoo, she would be quite a ***. Her eyes are like a
reflection of yours Her maimers are like yours when
you know and like a person.
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Do you know, dearedt, how this letter was written ?
By sraps and patches and interrupted every minute
The gondola is now come to take me to the banker's
Ege is a little place, and the house found without dififi-
culty. | shall count four days for this letter : one day
for packing, four for coming here—and on the ninth or
tenth day we shall mest.

| am too late for the pos—but | send an express to
overtake it Endosed is an order for fifty pounds  If
you knew all that | had to do 1—

Dearest love, be wdl, be happy, come to me—ocon-
fide in your own congant and affectionate

P.B. S

Kiss the blue-eyed darlings for me, and do nat let
William forget me  Clara cannat recollect me.

TO MRS. SHELLEY

(/ Cappuccini—Este),

Padua, nuztogiorno.

(Sept. aa, 1818.)
MY BEST MARY,

| FOUND at Mount Sdice a favourable opportunity
for going to Venice, where | gdhall try to make some
arrangement for you and little Ca* to come far some
days, and shall meet you, if 1 do not write anything in
the mean time, at Padua, on Thursday morning. C
sys e is obliged to come to se the Medico, whom
we missd this morning, and who has appointed as the
only hour at which he can be at leésure—half-past eght
in the morning. You mug, therefore, arrange matters
0 that you should come to the Stdla d'Oro a little

* Clara, bttn at Marlow, Sept 3, 1817—ED
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before that hour—a thing to be accomplished only by
setting out at half-pag three in the morning.  You tfill
by this means arrive at Venice vary early in the day,
and avoid the heat, which might be bad for the babe,
and take the time, when she would at least desp great
part of thetime. C. will return with thereturn carriage,
and | shall meat you, or send to you at Padua.

Meanwhile remember Charles the First—and do
you be prepared to bring at leas some of Myrra trans
lated ; bring the book also with you, and the sheds of
" Prometheus Unbound," which you will find numbered
from one to twenty-9x on the table of the pavilion. My
poor little Clara, how is she to-day? Indeed | am
omewhat uneasy about her, and though | fed sure
that there is no danger, it would be very comfortable to
have some reasonable person’'s opinion about her. The
Medico at Padua is certainly a man in great practice,
but | confess he does not satisy me.

Am | not like a wild svan to be gone so suddenly ?
But, in fact, to & off aone to Venice required an
exertion. | fdt mysdf capable of making it, and |
knew that you desred it. What will not be—if 0 it is
destined —the londy journey through that wide, cold
France? But we shall s

Adieu, my deares love—remember Charles |. and
Myrra | have been aready imagining how you will
conduct some sones  The soond volume of " St
Leon" begins with this proud and true sentiment—
" There is nothing which the human mind can concdve
which it may not execute” Shakespeare was only a
human being.

Adieu till Thursday. Your ever affectionate

P, B. a
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TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK.

Bstt. October 8, 1818,
MY DEAR PEACOCK,

| HAVE not written to you, | think, for six weeks
But | have been on the point of writing many times,
and have often felt that | had many things to say. But
| have not been without events to disturb and distract
me, amongst which is the death of my little girl  She
died of a disorder peculiar to the climate. We have all
had bad spirits enough, and |, in addition, bad health.
| intend to be better soon: there is no malady, bodily
or mental, which does not either kill or is killed.

We left the Baths of Lucca, | think, the day after |
wrote to you—on avisit to Venice—partly for the sake
of seeing the city. We made a very delightful acquaint-
ance therewith aMr. and Mrs. Hoppner, the gentleman
an Englishman, and the lady a Swissesse mild and
beautiful, and unprgjudiced, in the best sense of the
word. The kind attentions of these people made our
short stay at Venicevery pleasant | saw Lord Byron,
and really hardly knew him again; he is changed into
the liveliest and happiest-looking man | ever met He
read me the first canto of his " Don Juan"—athingin
the style of Beppo, but infinitely better, and dedicated
to Southey, in ten or a dozen Sanzas, more like a mix-
ture of wormwood and verdigris than satire.  Venice
Is a wonderfully fine city. The approach to it over the
laguna, with" its domes and turrets glittering in along
line over the blue waves, is one of the finest architectural
delusons in theworld It seems to have—and literally
it has—itsfoundationsin thesea  Thesilent Streetsare
paved with water, and you hear nothing but the dashing
of the oar*, and the occasiona ones of the gondolieri
| >beaxd naihtiur cE Tawh The ffondolas themsdves

L. Q
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are things of a mog romantic and picturesque appear-
ance; | can only compare them to moths of which a
coffin might have bean the chrysalis They are hung
with black, and painted black, and carpeted with grey ;
they curl at the prow and gern, and at the former there
Is a nondescript beak of shining sted, which dlitters at
the end of its long black mass

The Doges palace, with its library, is a fine monu-
ment of arigocratic power. | saw the dungeons where
these sooundrds used to torment ther victims.  They
are of three kinds—one adjoining the place of trial,
where the prisonas destined to immediate execution
werekept. | could not descend into them, because the
day on which | visted it, was feda. Another under the
leads of the palace, where the aufferers were roased to
death or madness by the ardours of an Italian sun : and
others called the Pozz—or wels, degp underneath, and
communicating with those on the roof by ssret passages
—where the prisoners were confined sometimes half up
to ther middlesin ginking water. When the French
came here, they found only one old man in the dungeons
and he could not speak. But Venice, which was once
a tyrant, is now the next woree thing, a dave; for in
fact it ceased to be free, or worth our regret as a nation,
from the moment that the dligarchy usurped the rights
of the people Yet, | do not imagine that it was ever
0 degraded as it has been dnce the French, and
especially the Audrian yoke. The Audrians take sxty
per cent in taxes and impose free quarters on the
inhabitants. A horde of German soldiers as vidous
and more digguging than the Venetians themsdves
insult these miserable people | had no conogption
of the excess to which avarice, cowardice, superdition,
ignorance, pasdonless lug, and all the inexpressble
brutalities which degrade human nature, could be
carried) until 1 had passd a few days at Venice.

We have been living this last month near the little



1 818] TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK. A3

town from which | date this letter, in a very pleasant
villa which has been lent to us and we are now on the
point of proceeding to Florence, Rome, and Naples—at
which lagt city we shall gpend the winter, and return
northwards in the spring. Behind us here are the
Euganean hills, not so beautiful as those of the Bagni
di Lucca, with Arquk, where Petrarch's house and tomb
arerdigioudy preserved and vigted. At theend of our
garden is an extensve Gothic castle, now the habitation
of owlsand bats, wherethe Medici family resded before
they came to Florence.  We = beore us the wide flat
plains of Lombardy, in which we s the sun and moon
rise and s, and the evening gar, and all the golden
magnificence of autumnal douds. But | reserve wonder
for Naples.

| have been writing—and indeed have just finished
theflrst act of alyric and dasscal drama, to be called

Y Prometheus Unbound." Will you tell me what there
is in Cicero about a drama suppossd to have bemn
written by jEschylus under thistitle?

| ought to say that | have just read Malthusin a
French trandation. Malthusisavery dever man, and
the world would be a great gainer if it would serioudy
take his lessons into congderation, if it were capable of
attending srioudy to anything but mischief—but what
on earth does he mean by some of his inferences ?

Yoursever faithfully,
P.B. &

| will write again from Rome and Florence—in better
spirits, and to more agreeable purpose | hope You
saw those beautiful danzas in the fourth canto* about
the Nymph Egeria. Well, | did nat whigper a word
about nympholepsy: | hape you acquit me—and | hope
you will not carry ddicacy sc far as to let this suppress
anything nympholeptic
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TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK.

Ferrara, Nov. 8th, 1818.
MY DEAR PEACOCK,

WE left Este yesterday on our journey towards
Naples, The roads were particularly bad; we have,
therefore, accomplished only two days journey, of
eighteen and twenty-four miles each, and you may
Imagine that our horses must be tolerably good ones, to
drag our carriage, with five people and heavy luggage,
through deep and clayey roads. The roads are, how-
ever, good during the rest of the way.

The country is flat, but intersected by lines of wood,
trellised with vines, whose broad leaves are now stamped
with the redness of their decay. Every here and there
one s people employed in agricultural labours, and
the plough, the harrow, or the cart, drawn by long
teams of milk-white or dove-coloured oxen of immense
dze and exquisite beauty. This, indeed, might be the
country of Padphaes. In one farm-yard | was shown
sixty-three of these lovely oxen, tied to their stals, in
excelent condition. A farm-yard in this part of Italy
Is somewhat different from one in England. First, the
house, which is large and high, with strange-looking
unpainted window-shutters, generaly closed, and dreary
beyond conception. The farm-yard and out-buildings,
however, are usually in the neatest order. The thresh-
ing-floor is not under cover, but like that described in
the Georgics, usualy flattened by a broken column, and
neither the mole, nor the toad, nor the ant, can find on
its area a crevice for their dwelling. Around it, at this
season, are piled the stacks of the leaves and stalks of
Indian corn, which has lately been threshed and dried
upon its surface. At a little distance are vast hegps of
many-coloured zucchi or pumpkins, some of enormous
gze piled as winter food fcur the hogs There are



1818] TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK. 245

turkeys, too, and fowls wandering about, and two or
three dogs, who bark with a sharp hylactism. The
people who are occupied with the care of these things
seem neither ill-clothed nor ill-fed, and the blunt in-
civility of their manners has an English air with it, very
discouraging to those who are accustomed to the im-
pudent and polished lying of the inhabitants of the
cities. | should judge the agricultural resources of this
country to be immense, since it can wear so flourisning
an appearance, in spite of the enormous discouragements
which the various tyranny of the governments inflicts
onit | ought to say that one of the fams belongs to
a Jaw banker at Venice, another Shylock.—We arrived
late at the inn where | now write; it was once the
palace of a Venetian nobleman, and is now an excellent
inn.  To-morrow we are going to see the sights of
Ferrara.

Nov. 9.

We have had heavy rain and thunder all night; and
the former still continuing, we went in the carriage about
the town. We went first tQ look at the cathedral, but
the beggars very soon made us sound a retreat; o,
whether, as it is said, there is a copy of a picture of
Michael Angelo there or no, | cannot tell. At the
public library we were more successful.  This is, indeed,
a magnificent establishment, containing, as they say,
160,000 volumes. We saw some illuminated manu-
scripts of church music, with the verses of the psalms
interlined between the square notes, each of which
consisted of the most delicate tracery, in colours incon-
ceivably vivid. They belonged to the neighbouring
convent of Certolda, and are three or four hundred
years old; but their hues are as fresh as if they had
been executed yesterday. The tomb of Ariosto occupies
one end of the largest saloon of which the library it
composed; it isfarmed of various marbles, surmounted
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by an expressive bust of the poet, and subscribed with a
few Latin verses in a less miserable taste than those
usually employed for similar purposes. But the most
interesting exhibitions here, are the writings, & c, of
Ariosto and Tasso, which are preserved, and were
concedled from the undistinguishing depredations of
the French with pious care. There is the arm-chair
of Ariosto, an old plain wooden piece of furniture, the
hard seat of which was once occupied by, but has now
survived its cushion, as it has its master. | could
fancy Ariosto sitting init; and the satires in his own
handwriting which they unfold beside it, and the old
bronze inkstand, loaded with figures, which belonged
aso to him, assgs thewilling delusion.  This inkstand
has an antique, rather than an ancient appearance.
Three nymphs lean forth from the circumference, and
on the top of the lid stands a cupid, winged and looking
up, with atorch in one hand, his bow in the other, and
his quiver beside him. A medal was bound round the
skeleton of Ariosto, with his likeness impressed upon
it | cannot say | think it had much native expression,
but, perhaps, the artist was in fault On the reverse
is a hand, cutting with a pair of scissors the tongue
from a serpent, upraised from the grass, with this legend
-*Pro bono malum*  What this reverse of the boasted
Christian maxim means, or how it applies to Ariosto,
either as a satirist or a serious writer, | cannot exactly
tell The cicerone attempted to explain, and it isto his
commentary that my bewildering is probably due—if,,
indeed, the meaning be very plain, as is possibly the
case.

There is here a manuscript of the entire Gerusdlemme
Liberata, written by Tasso's own hand; a manuscript
of some poems, written in prison, to the Duke Alfonso |
and the satires of Ariosto, written also by hisown hand;
and the Pastor Fido of Guarinl The Gerasdemme,
though it had evidently been copied and recopied, is,



181&] TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK. 147

interlined! particularly towards the end, with numerous
corrections  The handwriting of Ariogo is a small,
firm, and pointed character, expressng, as | should say,
a grong and keen, but drcumscribed energy of mind ;
that of Taso is large, free, and flowing, except that
there is a checked expresson in the midg of its flow,
which brings the letters into a smaller compass than
one expected from the beginning of the word. It is the
symbal of an intense and earnex mind, exceeding at
times its own depth, and admonished to return by the
dullness of the waters of oblivion sriking upon its ad-
venturous fet.  You know | aways sk in what | se
the manifestation of something beyond the present and
tangible object; and as we do not agree in physog-
nomy, O we may not agree now. But my budnes
Is to relate my own sensations and not to attempt to
inspire others with them.  Some of the MSS. of Taso
were onnes to his persecutor, which contain a great
deal of what is called flattery. If Alfonso's ghost were
asked how he fdt those praises now, | wonder what he
would say. But to me there is much more to pity than
to condemn in these entreaties and praises of Taso.
It is as a bigot prays to and praises his god, whom he
knows to be the mod remorsdess capricous, and in-
flexible of tyrants, but whom he knows also to be omni-
potent Taso's dtuation was widdy different from
that of any persscuted being of the present day; for,
from the depth of dungeons public opinion might now
at length be awakened to an echo that would startle the
oppressy.  But then there was no hope There is
something irresgtibly pathetic to me in the gght of
Taso's own handwriting, moulding expressons of adula-
tion and entreaty to a deaf and supid tyrant, in an age
when the most heroic virtue would have exposad its pos
=30 to hopdess per secution, and—such isthealliance
between virtue and genius—which unoffending genius
could not escape.
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We went afterwards to see bis prison, in the hos
pital of Sant> Anna, and | enclose you a piece of the
wood of the very door, which for seven years and three
months divided this glorious being from the air and
the light which had nourished in him those influences
which he has communicated, through his poetry, to
thousands. The dungeon is low and dark, and, when
| say that it is really a very decent dungeon, | speak
as one who has seen the prisons in the Doge's palace of
Venicer But it is a horrible abode for the coarsest and
meanest thing that ever wore the shape of man, much
more for one of delicate susceptibilities and elevated
fancies. It is low, and has a grated window, and
being sunk some feet below the level of the earth, is
full of unwholesome damps. In the darkest corner is a
mark in the wall where the chains were rivetted, which
bound him hand and foot After some time, at the
instance of some Cardinal, his friend, the Duke allowed
his victim a fireplace; the mark .where it was walled up
yet remains.

At the entrance of the Liceo, where the library is, we
were met by a penitent; his form was completely enve-
loped in a ghost-like drapery of white flannel; his bare
feet were sandalled; and there was a kind of net-work
visor drawn over his eyes, so as entirely to conceal his
face. | imagine that this man had been adjudged to
suffer this penance for some crime known only to him-
self and his confessor, and this kind of exhibition is a
striking instance of the power of the Catholic super-
stition over the human mind. He passed, rattling his
wooden boy for charity.

Adieu.—You will hear from me again before | arrive
at Naples.

Yours, ever sincerely,
P.R.S.
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TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK,

Bologha, Monday, Nov. giA, 1818,
MY DEAR PEACOCK,

| HAVE ssen a quantity of things here—churches
palaces, gatues fountains, and pictures; and my brain
Is at this moment like a portfolio of an architect, or a
print-shop, or a common-place book. | will try to ref
collect something of what | have seen; for, indeed, it
requires, if it will obey an act of volition. First, we
went to the cathedral, which contains nothing remark
able, except a kind of dhrine, or rather a marble canopy,
loaded with stulptures, and supported on four marble
columns We went then to a palace—| am sure |
forget the name of it—where we saw a large gallery of
pictures.  Of coursg in a picture gallery you se three
hundred pictures you forget, for one you remember, |
remember, however, an interesting picture by Guido, of
the Rape of Prasarpine, in which Proserpine cags back
her languid and half-unwilling eyes as it wae* to the
flowers she had left ungathered in the fidds of Enna.
There was an exquidtdy executed piece of Correggio,
about four saints, one of whom seamed to have a pe
dragon in aleash. | was told that it was the devil who
was bound in that style—but who can make anything of
four saints? For what can they be suppaosad to be about?
There was one painting, indeed, by this mager, Chrig
bestified, inexpressbly fine. It is a half figure, seeted
on a mass of douds tinged with an ethereal, roselike
lustre; the arms are expandedj the whole frame ssams
dilated with expresson; the countenance is heavy, as it
were, with the weight of the rapture of the spirit; the
lips parted, but scarcdy parted, with the breath of
intense but regulated passon; the eyes are calm and
benignant; the whole features harmonised in maesty
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and falls in heavy locks on each 9de* It is motionless,
but seems as if the faintest breath would move it. The
colouring, | suppose, must be very good, if | could
remark and understand it. The sky is of a pae aerial
orange, like the tints of latest sunset; it does not seem
painted around and beyond the figure, but everything
seems to have absorbed, and to have been penetrated by
its hues, | do not think we saw any other of Correggio,
but this specimen gives me a very exalted idea of his
powers.

We went to s heaven knows how many more
palaces—Ranuzzi, Marriscalchi, Aldobrandi. If you
want Italian names for any purpose, here they are; |
should be glad of them if | was writing anovel | saw
many more of Guido. One, a Samson drinking water
out of an asss jaw-bone, in the midst of the daughtered
Philistines. Why he is supposad to do this, God, who
gave him this jaw-bone, aone knows—but certain it is,
that the painting is a very fineone.  Thefigure of Sam-
son stands in strong relief in the foreground, coloured, as
it were, in the hues of human life, and full of strength
and degance. Round him lie the Philistines in all the
attitudes of death. One prone, with the slight con-
vulsion of pain just passing from his forehead, whilst on
his lips and chin death lies as heavy as deep.  Another
leaning on his arm, with his hand, white and motion-
less, hanging out beyond. In the distance, more dead
bodies; and, still further beyond, the blue sea and the
blue mountains, and one white and tranquil sail.

There is a Murder of the Innocents, aso, by Guido,
finely coloured, with much fine expresson—but the
subject is very horrible, and it seemed deficient in
strength—at least, you require the highest ideal energy,
the most poetical and exalted conception of the subject,
to reconcile you to such a contemplation. There was
a Jesus Christ crucified, by the same, very fine One
gets tired, indeed, whatever may be the conception and
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execution of it, of seeing that monotonous and agonised
form for ever exhibited in one prescriptive attitude of
torture. But the . Magdalen, clinging to the cross, with
the look of passve and gentle despair beaming from
beneath her bright flaxen hair, and the figure of St
John, with his looks uplifted in passonate compassion;
his hands clasped, and his fingers twisting themsdves
together, asit were, with involuntary anguish; his fest
amost writhing up from the ground with the same
sympathy; and the whole of this arrayed in colours of
a diviner nature, yet most like nature's sdf. Of the
contemplation of this one would never weary.

There was a " Fortune" too, of Guido; a piece of
mere beauty. There was the figure of Fortune on a
globe, eagerly proceeding onwards, and Love was trying
to catch her back by the hair, and her face was half
turned towards him; her long chesnut hair was floating
in the stream of the wind, and threw its shadow over
her fair forehead. Her hasd eyes were fixed on her
pursuer, with a meaning look of playfulness, and a light
smile was hovering on her lips. The colours which
arrayed her delicate limbs were ethereal and warm.

But, perhaps, the most interesting of all the pictures
of Guido which | saw, was a Madonna Lattante. She
Is leaning over her child, and the maternal fedings with
which she is pervaded are shadowed forth on her soft
and gentle countenance, and in her smple and &ffec-
tionate gestures—there is what an unfeeling observer
would call adulness in the expression of her facel her
gyes are dmost closed; her lip depressed; there is a
serious, and even a heavy relaxation, as it were, of all
the muscles which are called into action by ordinary
emotions; but itisonly as if the spirit of love, aimost
insupportablefromits intensity, were brooding over audi
weighing down the soul, or whatever it is, without whkh
the material frameis inanimate and inexpressve.

Thereisancther painter here* called Franceschini, m
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Bolognese, who, though certainly very inferior to Guido,
Is yet a person of excellent powers.  One entire church,
that of Santa Catarina, is covered by hisworks. | do
not know whether any of his pictures have ever been
sen in England  Hiscolouring is less warm than that
of Guido, but nothing can be more clear and delicate,
it is as if he could have dipped his pencil in the hues of
some serenest and star-shining twilight  His forms have
the same delicacy and aerial loveliness; their eyes areall
bright with innocenceand love; their lips scarce divided
by some gentle and sweet emotion. Hiswinged children
are the loveliest ideal beings ever created by the human
mind. These are generaly, whether in the capacity of
Cherubim or Cupid, accessories to the rest of the picture;
and the underplot of their lovely and infantine play is
something amost pathetic, from the excess of its un-
pretending beauty. One of the best of his pieces is an
Annunciation of the Virgin; the Angel is beaming in
beauty | the Virgin, soft, retiring, and ssimple.

We saw besdes one picture of Raphael—St. Cecilia:
thisisin another and higher style; you forget that it is
apictureasyou look at i t; and yet it ismost unlike any
of those things which we call redlity. It is of theinspired
and ideal kind, and seems to have been conceived and
executed in asimilar state of feeling to that which pro-
duced among the ancients those perfect specimens of
poetry and sculpture which are the baffling modds of
succeeding generations.  There is a unity and a per-
fection in it of an incommunicable kind The central
figure, St Cecilia, seems rapt in such inspiration as
produced her image in the painter's mind; her deep,
darky eloquent eyes lifted up; her chesnut hair flung
back from her forehead—she holds an organ in her
hands-her Countenance, as it were, camed by the
depth of its passon and rapture, and penetrated
throughout with the warm and radiant light of life
Ske ii ligening to the mudc of heaven, and, as |
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Imagine, has just ceassd to dng, lor the four figures
that surround he* evidently point, by ther attitudes,
towards her; particularly . John, who, with a tender
yet impassoned gesture, bends his countenance towards
her, languid with the depth of his emation. At he
fegt lie various indruments of musc, broken and un-
grung. Of the colouring | do not speak; it edipses
nature, yet it has all her truth and softness

We saw some pictures of Domenichino, Carracd,
Albano, Guercino, Elisabetta Srani. The two former,
remember, | do nat pretend to taste—| cannot admire.
Of the latter there are some beautiful Madonnas. There
are sveral of Guercino, which they said were very fine
| dare say they were for the srength and complica-
tion of his figures made my head turn round. One,
indeed, was certainly powerful. It was the representation
of the founder of the Carthusans exerdsng his augterities
in the desert, with a youth as his attendant, kneding
besde him at an altar: on ancother altar good a skull
and a crudfix ; and around were the rocks and the tress
of the wilderness | never saw uch a figure as this
fdlow. His facewaswrinkled like a dried snakés Kin,
and drawn in long hatd lines: his very hands were
wrinkled. He looked like an animated mummy. He
was clothed in a loose dress of death-coloured flannd,
such as you might fancy a shroud might be, after it had
wrapt a corpsea month or two. It had a ydlow, putre-
fied, ghagly hue, which it cag on all the objects around,
0 that the hands and face of the Carthusan and his
companion were jaundiced by this sspulchral glimmer.
Why write books againg rdigion, when we may hang
up such pictures? But the world ather will not ot
cannot = The gloomy efett of this was oftened,
and, at the same time, its sublimity diminished, by the
figure of the Virgin and Child in the Ky, looking down
wwith admiration on the monk, and a beautiful fiying,
figuse of an aagel
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Enough of pictures | saw the place where Guido
and his midress, Elisabetta Sirani, were buried. This
lady was poisoned at the age of twenty-gx, by another
lover, a rgected one, of course Our guide said she
was very ugly, and that we might sse her portrait to-
MOrrow.

Well, good-night, for the present. "To-morrow to
fresh fidds and pasures new."

Nov. ia

To-day we fird went to se those divine pictures of
Raffad and Guido again, and then rode up the moun-
tains, behind this city, to vigt a chapd dedicated to
the Madonna, It made me meancholy to se that
they had been varnishing and restoring some of thee
pictures, and that even some had been pierced by the
French bayonets. These are symptoms of the mortality
of man; and, perhaps few of hisworks are more evanes
cent than paintings. Sculpture retains its freshness for
twenty centuries—the Apollo and the Venus are as they
were. ,But books are perhaps the only productions of
man coeval with the human race.  Sophodes and Shake-
goeare can be produced and reproduced for ever.  But
how evanescent are paintings, and mug necessarily be
Those of Zeuxis and Apdles are no more, and perhaps
they bore the same relation to Homer and jEschylus,
that thoe of Guido and Raffad bear to Dante and
Petrarch. There is one refuge from the degpondency
of this contemplation. The material part, indeed, of
their works mug perish, but they survive in the mind
of man, and the remembrances connected with them are
transmitted from generation to generation. The poet
embodies them in his creations;, the sysems of philo-
sophers are moddled to gentleness by ther contempla-
tion; opinion, that legidator, is infected with ther
influence; men become better and wiser; and the
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unseen seads ar e perhaps thus sown, which shall produce
a plant more excdlent even than that from which they
fell But all this might aswel be said or thought at
Marlow as Bologna.

The chapd of the Madonna is a very pretty Corin-
thian building—very beautiful, indeed. It commands
a fine view of thexe fertile plains the many-folded
Apennines, and the city. | havejust returned from a
moonlight walk through Bologna. It is a city of colon-
nades and the efect of moonlight is strikingly pictur-
exue There are two towe's here—one 400 fegt high
—ugly things, built of brick, which lean both different
ways, and with the dduson of moonlight shadows, you
might almog fancy that the city is rocked by an earth*
quake. They say they were built 0 on purpose but
| obsrve in all the plain of Lombardy the church
towers lean.

Adieu—God grant you patience to read this long
letter, and courage to support the expectation of the
next. Pray part them from the Cobbetts on your break-
fag table—they may fight it out in your mind.

Yours ever, mog sncerdy,
P.B. S

TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK.

Rome, November 20th, 1818.
MY DEAR PEACOCK,

BEHOLD me in the capital of the vanished world
But | have ssen nothing except &. Peter's and the
Vatican, overlooking the city in the mig of digance,
and the Dogana, wherethey took us to have our luggage
examined, which is built between the ruins of a temple
to Antoninus Pius. The Corinthian columns rise over
the dwindled palaces of the modem town, and the
wrought cornice is changed (011 one 9de asit werg ta
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massss of waveworn precipice, which overhang you, far,
far on high

| take advantage of this rainy evening, and before
Rome has dfaced all other recollections to endeavour
to recall the vanished somes through which we have
pased. We left Bologna, | forget on what day, and
passing by Rimini, Fano, and Foligno, along the Via
Flaminia and Terni, have arrived at Rome after ten
days somewhat tedious but mog interesing, journey.
The mos remarkable things we saw were the Roman
excavations in the rock, and the great waterfall of Terni,
Of course you have heard that there area Roman bridge
.and a triumphal arch at Rimini, and in what excdlent
tase they arebuilt. Thebridgeisnot unlikethe Strand
bridge, but more bold in proportion, and of course in-
finitdy smaller. From Fano we et the coas of the
Adriatic, and entered the Apennines, following the course
of the Metaurus, the banks of which were the scene of
the defeat of Asdrubal: and it is said (you can refer to
the book) that Livy has given avery exact and animated
description of it | forget all about it, but shall look as
oon as our boxes are opened.  Fallowing the river, the
vale contracts, the banks of the river become segp and
rocky, the foress of cak and ilex which overhang its
emerald-coloured sream, cling to their abrupt precpices
> About four miles from Fossombrone, the river foroes for
itsdf a passage between the walls and toppling predi-
pices of the lofties Apennines, which are here rifted to
ther base, and undermined by the narrow and tumul-
tuous torrent It was a doudy morning, and we had
no conception of the sene that awaited us  Suddenly
the low douds were gruck by the dear north wind, and
like curtains of the finex gauze, removed one by one,
*wae drawn from beore the mountain, whose heaven-
cdeaving pinnades and black crags overhanging one
another, good at length defined in the light of day.
Themod run paralld to the tar at a oonsdcrable
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height, and it carried through the mountain by a vaulted
cavern. The marks of the chisd of the legionaries of
the Roman Conaul are yet evident.

We pased on day after day, until we came to
Spoleto, | think the mog romantic city | ever saw.
There is here an agueduct of agonishing devation,
which unites two rocky mountains—there is the path
of a torrent bdow, whitening the green ddl with its
broad and barren track of gones and above thereis a
cadle, apparently of great srength and of tremendous
magnitude, which overhangs the city, and whose marble
bagions are perpendicular with the precipice | never
Sw a more impressve picture; in which the shapes
of nature are of the grandes order, but over which
the creations of man, sublime from ther antiquity and
greatness, ssem to predominate.  The cagle was built
by Bdisarius or N arses | forget which, but was of that
epoch.

From Spoleto we went to Terni, and saw the cataract
of the Vdino. The glaciers of Montanvert and the
source of the Arveiron is the grandet spectade | ever
saw. Thisisthe sscond. Imagine a river sxty fed
in breadth, with a vas volume of waters, the outlet
of a great lake among the higher mountains, failing 300
fest into a dghtless gulf of show-white vapour, which
burds up for ever and for ever from a circle of black
crags, and thence leaping downwards, makes five or sx
other cataracts, each fifty or a hundred feat high, which
exhibit, on a smaller scale, and with beautiful and
sublime variety, the same appearances.  But words (and
far less could painting) will not expressit  Stand upon
the brink of the platform of diff, which is directly oppo-
gte  You seethe ever-moving water sream down. |t
comes in thick and tawny folds, flaking off like solid
swow gliding down a mountain. It does not seem
hollow within, but without it is unegual, like the folding
of linen thrown cardesdy down; your eye follows it,
[, R
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and it islost below; not in the black rocks which gird
it around, but in its own foam and spray, in the cloud-
like vapours boiling up from below, which is not like
rain, nor mist, nor spray, nor foam, but water, in a
shape wholly unlike anything | ever saw before. It is
as white as snow, but thick and impenetrable to the
eye. The very imagination is bewildered in it. A
thunder comes up from the abyss wonderful to hear;
for, though it ever sounds, it is never the same, but,
modulated by the changing motion, rises and falls
intermittingiy; we passed half an hour in one spot
looking at it, and thought but a few minutes had gone
by. The surrounding scenery is, in its kind, the
loveliest and most sublime that can be conceived. In
our firs walk we passed through some olive groves,
of large and ancient trees, whose hoary and twisted
trunks leaned in all directions. We then crossed a
path of orange trees by the river sde, laden with their
golden fruit, and came to a foret of ilex of a large
gze, whose evergreen and acorn-bearing boughs were
intertwined over our winding path. Around, hemming
in the narrow vale, were pinnacles of lofty mountains
of pyramidical rock clothed with all evergreen plants
and trees; the vas pine whose feathery foliage trembled
in the blue air, the ilex, that ancestral inhabitant of
these mountains, the arbutus with its crimson-coloured
fruit and glittering leaves. After an hour's walk, we
came beneath the cataract of Terni, within the distance
of half a mile; nearer you cannot approach, for the
Nar, which has here its confluence with the Velino,
bars the passage. We then crossed the river formed
by this confluence, over a narrow natural bridge of
rock, and saw the cataract from the platform | first
mentioned. We think of spending some time next
year near this waterfall The inn is very bad, or we
should have stayed there longer.

We came from Terni last night to a place called
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Nepi, and to-day arrived a8 Rome across the much-
belied Campagna di Roma, a place | oonfess infinitey
tomytase, 'Aisaflattering picture of Bagshat Heath.
But then thereare the Apennines on one 9de, and Rome
and S. Pee's on the other, and it is intersected by
perpetual ddls dothed with arbutus and ilex.
Adieu—very faithfully yours,
P.B. S

TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK.

Naples, December 22, 1818.
MY DEAR PEACOCK

| HAVE recaved a letter from you here dated
November 1st; you s=e the redprocation of letters
from the term of our travels is more dow. | entirdy
agree with what you sy about Childe Harold. The
Soirit in which it is written is if insane the mog
wicked and mischievous insanity that ever was given
forth. It isakind of obginate and Hf-willed fally, in
which he hardens himsdf. | remondrated with him
in vain on the tone of mind from which such a view
of things alone arises For its real root is very dif-
ferent from its apparent one Nothing can be les
aublime than the true source of these expressons of
contempt and desperation. The fact is, that fird, the
Italian women with whom he assodates are perhapsthe
mog contemptible of all who exig under the moon—the
mod ignorant, the most disguging, the mog bigoted;
* * * * an ordinary Englishman cannot approach
them. Well, Lord Byron is familiar with the lowes
ot of these women, the people his gondolieri pick up
in the drets  He asodates with wretches who ssam
amog to have log the gait and physognomy of man,
and who do not scruple to avow practices which are
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not only not named, but | beieve sddom even con-
caved in England. He says he disapproves but he
endures. He is heartily and desply discontented with
himsdlf;, and contemplating in the digtorted mirror
of his own thoughts the nature and the degtiny of
man, what can he behold but objects of contempt
and despair? But that he is a great poet, | think
the address to Ocean proves And he has a certain
degree of candour while you talk to him, but un-
fortunately it does not outlas your departure. No,
| do not doubt, and, for his sake | ought to hope
that his presnt carer mug end soon in some violent
crcumgance.

Snce | lag wrote to you, | have ssn the ruins of
Rome, the Vatican, .. Peter's, and all the miracles of
ancient and modern art contained in that majedic city.
The impresson of it excesds anything | have ever
experienced in my travds. We dayed there only a
wesK, intending to return at the end of February, and
devote two or three months to its mines of inexhaugtible
contemplation, to which period | refer you for a minute
acocount of it We visted the Forum and the ruins of
the Colissum every day. The Cdisaum is unlike any
work of human hands | ever saw before It is of
enormous height and circuit, and the arches built of
massy dones are piled on one another, and jut into the
blue air, shattered into the forms of overhanging rocks.
It has been changed by time into the image of an
amphitheatre of rocky hills overgrown by the wild dlive,
the myrtle, and thefig-tree, and threaded by little paths,
which wind among its ruined gtairs and immeasurable
galleries. the copsewood overshadows you as you
wander through its labyrinths, and the wild weeds of
this climate of flowers bloom under your feet The
arenais covered with grass and pierces like the skirts
of a natural plain, the chaans of the broken arches
around But a small part of the exterior crcumference
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remains—it is exquisitely light and beautiful; and the
effect of the perfection of its architecture, adorned with
ranges of Corinthian pilasters, supporting abold cornice,
is such, as to diminish the effect of its greatness. The
interior is all ruin. | can scarcely believe that when
encrusted with Dorian marble and ornamented by
columns of Egyptian granite its effect could have been
so sublime and so impressive as in its present state. It
is open to the sky, and it was the clear and sunny
weather of the end of November in this climate when
we visited it, day after day.

Near it is the arch of Constantine, or rather the arch
of Trajan; for the servile and avaricious senate of
degraded Rome ordered that the monument of his
predecessor should be demolished in order to dedicate
one to the Christian reptile, who had crept among the
blood of his murdered family to the supreme power.
It is exquisitely beautiful and perfect. The Forum is
a plain in the midst of Rome, a kind of desert full
of heaps of stones and pits, and though so near the
habitations of men, is the most desolate place you can
conceive. The ruins of temples stand in and around
it, shattered columns and ranges of others complete,
supporting cornices of exquisite workmanship, and vast
vaults of shattered domes distinct with regular compart*
ments, once filled with sculptures of ivory or brass.
The temples of Jupiter, and Concord, and Peace, and
the Sun, and the Moon, and Vesta, are all within a
short distance of this spot Behold the wrecks of what
a great nation once dedicated to the abstractions of the
mind! Rome is a city, asit were, of the dead, or
rather of those who cannot die, and who survive the
puny generations which inhabit and pass over the spot
which they have made sacred to eternity. In Rome,
at least in the first enthusiasm of your recognition of
ancient time, you see nothing of the Italians. The
nature of the city assss the delusion, for its vast and
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antique walls describe a circumference of sixteen miles,
and thus the population is thinly scattered over this
gace, nearly as great as London. Wide wild fields
are enclosed within it, and there are grassy lanes and
copsss winding among the ruins, and a great green
hill, lonely and bare, which overhangs the Tiber. The
gardens of the modern palaces are like wild woods of
cedar, and cypress, and pine, and the neglected walks
are overgrown with weeds. The English burying-place
is a green dope near the walls, under the pyramidal
tomb of Cedtius, and is, | think, the mogt beautiful and
solemn cemetery | ever beheld. To s the sun shining
on its bright grass, fresh, when we first visited it, with
the autumnal dews, and hear the whispering of the wind
among the leaves of the trees which have overgrown the
tomb of Cedius, and the soil which is stirring in the
sun-warm earth, and to mark the tombs, mostly of
women and young people who were buried there, one
might, if one were to die, desre the deep they seem to
deep. Such isthe human mind, and so it peoples with
its wishes vacancy and oblivion.

| have told you little about Rome; but | reserve the
Pantheon, and St. Peter's, and the Vatican, and Raphael,
for my return. About a fortnight ago | left Rome, and
Mary and C followed in three days, for it was
necessary td procure lodgings here without alighting at
an inn. From my peculiar mode of travelling | saw
little of the country, but could just observe that the wild
beauty of the scenery and the barbarous ferocity of the
inhabitants progressively increased. On entering Naples,
the first circumstance that engaged my attention was an
assassnation. A youth ran out of a shop, pursued by a
woman with a bludgeon, and a man armed with a knife.
The man overtook him, and with one blow in the neck
laid him dead in theroad On my expressng the emo-
tions of horror and indignation which | felt, a Calabrian
priest, who travelled with me, laughed heartily, and
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attempted to quiz me, as what the English call a flat
| never felt sach an inclination to beat any one. Heaven
knows | have little power, but he saw that | looked
extremely displeased, and was dlent. This same man,
a fellow of gigantic strength and stature, had expressed
the most frantic terror of robbers on the road; hecried
at the sight of my pistol, and it had been with great diffi-
culty that thejoint exertions of mysdlf and the vetturino
had quieted his hyserics.

But external nature in these delightful regions con*
trasts with and compensates for the deformity and
degradation of humanity. We have a lodging divided
from the sea by the royal gardens, and from our win-
dows we see perpetually the blue waters of the bay,
forever changing, yet forever the same, and encom-
passed by the mountainous island of Capreae, the lofty
peaks which overhang Salerno, and the woody hill of
Posilipo, whose promontories hide from us Misenum and
the lofty ide Inarime,* which, with its divided summit,
forms the opposite horn of the bay. From the pleasant
walks of the garden we see Vesuvius;, a smoke by day
and a fire by night is seen upon its summit, and the
glassy sea often reflects its light or shadow. The
climate is ddicious. We gt without a fire, with the
windows open, and have almost all the productions of
an English summer. The weather is usually like what
Wordsworth calls " thefirst fineday of March;" some
times very much warmer, though perhaps it wants that
" each minute sweeter than before" which gives an in-
toxicating sweethess to the awakening of the earth from
its winter's degp in England. We have made two
excursions, one to Baiae and one to Vesuvius, and we
propose to visit, successively, the idands, Paestum,
Pompeii, and Beneventum.

We s off an hour after sunrise one radiant mor niftg
in a little boat; there was not a cloud in the sky, nor a

* The ancient name of Ischia-~[Afo& by Mru Stulley.\
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wave upon the sea, which was 0 tranducent that you
could s= the hdlow caverns dothed with the glaucous
se"moss and the leaves and branches of those ddicate
weads that pave the unequal bottom of the water. As
noon approached, the heat, and espedally the light,
became intense We passd Poslipo, and came firg
to the eadern point of the bay of Puzzoli, which is within
the great bay of Naples, and which again endosss that
of Baae Hereare lofty rocks and craggy idets, with
arches and portals of precipice sanding in the s, and
enormous caverns, which echoed faintly with the mur-
mur of the languid tide. This is called La Scuola di
Virgilio, We then went directly across to the promon-
tory of Misenum, leaving the predpitous idand of Nisida
on theright Here we were conducted to s the Mare
Morto, and the Elysan fields, the oot on which Virgil
places the sceney of the Sixth jEneid. Though ex-
tremely beautiful, as a lake, and woody hills, and this
divine sky mug make it, | confess my disappointment
The guide showed us an antique cemeery, where the
niches usd for placing the cinerary urns of the dead
yet remain. We then coaded the bay of Baae to the
left, in which we saw many picturesque and interesting
ruins; but | have to remark that we never dissmbarked
but we were disappointed—while from the boat the
efect of the-soenery was inexpressbly ddightful.  The
colours of the water and the air breathe over all things
here the radiance of ther own beauty. After passing
the bay of Baue and observing the ruins of its antique
grandeur ganding like rocks in the trangarent sa
under our boat, we landed to vist lake Avernus, We
pased through the cavern of the Sbyl (not Virgil's
Sibyl), which pierces one of the hills which drcumscribe
the lake, and came to a calm and lovey basn of water,
surrounded by dark woady hills, and profoundly solitary.
Some vag ruins of the temple of Pluto sand on a lawny
hill on one d9de of it, and are reflected in its windless
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mirror. It isfar more beautiful than the Eiysan fieds
—but there are all the materials for beauty in the latter,
and the Avernus was once a chasm of deadly and pedti-
lential vapours About half a mile from Avernus, a
high hill, called Monte Novo, was thrown up by volcanic
fire,

Passng onward we came to Pozzoli, the andent
Dicaearchea, where there are the cdumns remaining
of atemple to Serapis, and the wreck of an enormous
amphitheatre, changed, like the Colissaum, into a natural
bill of the overteeming vegetation. Here a0 is the
Solfatara, of which there is a poetical description in the
Civil War of Petronius, beginning—" Est locus” * and
in which the versss of the pogt are infinitely finer than
what he desribes for it is not a very caurious place.
After seding these things we returned by moonlight to
Naples in our boat. What colours there were in the
Ky, what radiance in the evening dar, and how the
moon was encompased by a light unknown to our
regions |

Our next excurdon was to Vesuvius We went to
Resgnain a carriage, where Mary and | mounted mules,
and C was carried in a chair on the shoulders of
four men, much like a member of parliament after he
has gained his dection, and looking, with less reason,
quite as frightened. So we arrived at the hermitage of
San Salvador, where an old hermit, beted with rope, st
forth the plates for our refreshment.

Veauvius is, after the glaciers, the mot impressve
exhibition of the energies of nature | ever saw. It
has not the immeasurable greatness, the overpowering
magnificence, nor, above all, the radiant beauty of the

[* Est locus exdso penitus demersus hiatu,
Parthcnopem inter, magnseque Dicarcbidos arva,
Cocytia perfusus aqua, nam spiritus, extra
Qui furit, effususfunesto pargitur fiestu, &c. .
PETRONU ABBITRI Seyriaom]
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glaciers; but it has all their character of tremendous
and irresistible strength. From Resina to the hermitage
you wind up the mountain, and cross a vast stream of
hardened lava, which is an actual image of the waves of
the sea, changed into hard black stone by enchantment
The lines of the boiling flood seem to hang in the air,
and it is difficult to believe that the billows which seem
hurrying down upon you are not actually in motion.
This plain was once a sea of liquid fire. From the
hermitage we crossed another vast stream of lava, and
then went on foot up the cone—this is the only part
of the ascent in which there is any difficulty, and that
difficulty has been much exaggerated. It is composed
of rocks of lava, and declivities of ashes. by ascending
the former and descending the latter, there is very little
fatigue. Onthe summit is a kind of irregular plain, the
most horrible chaos that can be imagined; riven into
ghastly chasms, and heaped up with tumuli of great
stones and cinders, and enormous rocks blackened and
calcined, which had been thrown from the volcano upon
one another in terrible confusion. In the midst stands
the conical hill from which volumes of smoke, and the
fountains of liquid fire, are rolled forth forever. The
mountain is at present in a slight state of eruption; and
a thick heavy white smoke is perpetually rolled out,
interrupted by enormous columns of an impenetrable
black bituminous vapour, which is hurled up, fold after
fold, into the sky with a deep hollow sound, and fiery
stones are rained down from its darkness, and a black
shower of ashes fell even where we sat. The lava, like
theglacier, creeps on perpetually, with acrackling sound
as of suppressed fire. There are several springs of
lava; and in one place it gushes precipitously over a
high crag, rolling down the half-moltenrocks and its own
overhanging waves; a cataract of quwermg fire. We
approached the extremity oi one of the rivers of lava;
itis about twenty feet in breadth and ten in height; and
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as the inclined plane was not rapid, its motion was very
dow. We saw the masses of its dark exterior surface
detach themsalves as it moved, and betray the depth of
the liquid flame. In the day the fire is but dightly
seen; you only observe a tremulous motion in the air,
and streams and fountains of white sulphurous smoke.

At length we saw the sun sink between Cnpreae and
Inarime, and, as the darkness increased, the effect of
the fire became more beautiful. We were, as it were,
surrounded by streams and cataracts of the red and
radiant fire; and in the midst, from the column of
bituminous smoke shot up into the air, fell the vast
mases of rock, white with the light of ther intense
heat, leaving behind them through the dark vapour trains
of splendour. We descended by torch-light, and |
should have enjoyed the scenery on my return, but they
conducted me, | know not how, to the hermitage in a
state of intense bodily suffering, the worst effect of which
was spoiling the pleasure of Mary and C——. Our
guides on the occason were complete savages. You
have no idea of the horrible cries which they suddenly
utter, no one knows why, the clamour, the vociferation,
the tumult C in her palanquin suffered most
fromit; and when | had gone on before, they threatened
to leave her in the middle of the road, which they would
have done had not my Italian servant promised them a
beating, after which they became quiet. Nothing, how-
ever, can be more picturesgue than the gestures and the
physiognomies of these savage people.  And when, in
the darkness of night, they unexpectedly begin to sing in
Chorus some fragments of their wild but sweet national
music, the effect is exceedingly fine.

Since | wrote this | have seen the museum of this
city. Suchdatues | ThereisaVenus; an ideal shape
of the most winning loveliness. A Bacchus, more
sublime than any living being. A Satyr, making love
to a youth, in which the expressed life of the sculpture,




*68 LETTERS FROM ITALY. \jim.

and the inconceivable beauty of the form of the youth,
overcome ones repugnance to the subject. There are
multitudes of wonderfully fine statues found in Her*
culaneum and Pompeii. We are going to sse Pompeli
the first day that the sea is wavelcss.  Herculaneum is
amost filled up; no more excavaions are made; the
king bought the ground and built a paace upon it

You don't ss.e much of Hunt | wish you could
contrive to see him when you go to town, and ask him
what he means to answer to Lord Byron's invitation.
He has now an opportunity, if he likes, of seeing Italy.
What do you think of joining his party, and paying us
avisit next year; | mean as soon as the reign of winter
Is dissolved? Write to me your thoughts upon this.
| cannot express to you the pleasure it would give me
to welcome such a party.

| have depresson enough of spirits and not good
health, though | believe the warm air of Naples does
me good. We see absolutely no one here.

Adieu, my dear Peacock,
affectionately your friend,
P.B. S

TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK.

Naples Jan. 26th, 1819.
MY DEAR PEACOCK,

YOUR two letters arrived within a few days of each
other, one being directed to Naples, and the other to
Livorno. They are more welcome visitors to me than
mine can be to you. | writing as from sepulchres,
you from the habitations of men yet unburied; though
the sexton, Castlereagh, after having dug their grave,
stands with his spade in his hand, evidently doubting
whether he will wit be forced to occupy it himself
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Your news about the bank-note trials is excellent good.
Do | not recognise in it the influence of Cobbett ? You
don't tell me what occupies Parliament | know you
will laugh at my demand, and assure me that it is in
different Your pamphlet | want exceedingly to see
Your caculations in the letter are clear, but require
much oral explanation. You know | am an inferna
arithmetician.  If none but me had contemplated
"lucentemque globum lunag, Titaniaque astra," the
world would yet have doubted whether they were many
hundred feet higher than the mountain tops.

In my accounts of pictures and things, | am more
pleased to interest you than the many; and this is
fortunate, because, in the first place, | have no idea of
attempting the latter, and if | did attempt it, | should
assuredly fail. A perception of the beautiful charac-
terizes those who differ from ordinary men, and those
who can perceive it would not buy enough to pay
the printer. Besdes, | keep no journal, and the only
records of my voyage will be the letters | send you.
The bodily fatigue of standing for hours in galeries
exhausts me; | believe that | dont see half that |
ought, on that account. And, then, we know nobody,
and the common Italians are so sullen and stupid, it's
Impossible to get information from them. At Rome,
where the people seem superior to any in ltaly, | can
not fail to stumble on something more. O, if | had
health, and strength, and equal spirits, what boundliess
intellectual improvement mrght | not gather in this
wonderful country! At present | write little dse but
poetry, and little of that. My first act of Prometheus
Is complete, and | think you would like it. | consder
poetry very subordinate to moral and political science,
and if | werewell, certainly | would aspire to the latter,
far | can conceive a great work, embodying the dis-
coveries of all ages, and harmonising the contending
creeds by which mankind have been ruled. Far from
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me is such an attempt, and | shal be content, tyy
exercisng my fancy, to amuse mysdf, and perhaps
some others, and cast what weight | can into the scde
of that balance, which the Giant of Arthegall holds.
Since you last heard from me, we have been to se
Pompeii, and are waiting now for the return of spring
weather, to visit, first, Paestum, and then the islands;
after which we shall return to Rome. | was astonished
at the remains of this city; | had no conception of
anything so perfect yet remaining. My idea of the
mode of its destruction was this.—First, an earthquake
shattered it, and unroofed amost all its temples, and
split its columns; then a rain of light, small pumice-
gones fell; then torrents of boiling water, mixed with
ashes, filled up all its crevices. A wide, flat hill, from
which the city was excavated, is now covered by thick
woods, and you s the tombs and the thesatres, the
teflfrples and the houses, surrounded by the uninhabited
wilderness.  We entered the town from the side towards
the seg, and first saw two theatres, one more magnifi-
cent than the other, strewn with the ruins of the white
marble which formed their seats and cornices, wrought
with deep, bold sculpture. In the front, between the
dage and the seds, is the circular pace, occasiondly
occupied by the chorus. The dtage is very narrow,
but long, and divided from this space by a narrow
enclosure parallel to it, | suppose for the orchestra
On exch gde are the consuls® boxes, and below, in the
theatre at Herculaneum, were found two equestrian
statues of admirable workmanship, Occupying the same
place as the great bronze lamps did at Drury Lane.
The smdlest of the thestres is said to have been comic,
though | should doubt From both you see, as you Sit
on the seats, a prospect of the most wonderful beauty.

You then pass through the ancient streets; they are
very narrow, and the houses rather small, but all con-
structed on an admirable plan, especialy for this climate
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The rooms are built round a court, or sometimes two,
according to the extent of the house. In the midst is
a fountain, sometimes surrounded with a portico, sup-
ported on fluted columns of white stucco; the floor is
paved with mosaic, sometimes wrought in imitation of
vine leaves, sometimes in quaint figures, and more or
less beautiful, according to the rank of the inhabitant
There were paintings on all, but mos of them have
been removed to decorate the royal museums. Little
winged figures, and small ornaments of exquisite elegance,
yet remain. Thereis an ideal life in the forms of these
paintings of an incomparable loveliness, though most
are evidently the work of very inferior artists. It seems
as if, from the atmosphere of mental beauty which sur-
rounded them, every human being caught a splendour
not his own. In one house you see how the bed-rooms
were managed;—a small sofa was built up, where the
cushions were placed; two pictures, one representing
Diana and Endymion, the other Venus and Mars, deco-
rate the chamber; and a little niche, which contains
the statue of a domestic god. The floor is composed
of a rich mosaic of the rarest marbles, agate, jasper,
and porphyry; it looks to the marble fountain and the
snow-white columns, whose entablatures strew the floor
of the portico they supported. The housss have only
one sory, and the apartments, though not large, are
very lofty. A great advantage results from this, wholly
unknown in our citiess. The public buildings, whose
ruins are now forests as it were of white fluted columns,
and which then supported entablatures, loaded with
sculptures, were seen on all ddes over theroofs of the
housest  This was the excdlence of the ancients.  Their
private expenses were comparatively moderate; the
dwelling of one of the chief senators of Pompeii is
elegant indeed, and adorned with mogt beautiful speci-
mens of art, but small But their public buildings are
everywhere marked by the bold and grand desgns of
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an unsparing magnificence. In the little town of
Pompeii, (it contained about twenty thousand inhabi-
tants,) it is wonderful to see the number and the
grandeur of their public buildings. Another advan-
tage, too, is that, in the present case, the glorious
scenery around is not shut out, and that, unlike the
inhabitants of the Cimmerian ravines of modern cities,
the ancient Pompeians could contemplate the clouds
and the lamps of heavenj could see the moon rise high
behind Vesuvius, and the sun set in the sea, tremulous
with an atmosphere of golden vapour, between Inarime
and Misenum.

We next saw the temples.  Of the temple of i£scula~
pins little remains but an altar of black stone, adorned
with a cornice imitating the scales of a serpent. His
statue, in terra-cotta, was found in the cell. The temple
of Isis is more perfect. It is surrounded by a portico
of fluted columns, and in the area around it are two
altars, and many ceppi for statues, and a little chapel
of white stucco, as hard as stone, of the most exquisite
proportion ; its panels are adorned with figures in bas
relief, slightly indicated, but of a workmanship the most
delicate and perfect that can be conceived. They are
Egyptian subjects, executed by a Greek artist, who has
harmonized all the unnatural extravagances of the original
conception into the supernatural loveliness of his country's
genius. They scarcely touch the ground with their feet,
and their wind-uplifted robes seem in the place of wings.
The temple in the midst, raised on a high platform, and
approached by steps, was decorated with exquisite paint-
ings, some of which we saw in the museum at PorticL
It is small, of the same materials as the chapel, with a
pavement of mosaic, and fluted lonic columns of white
stucco, so white that it dazzles you to look at it.

Thence through other porticos and labyrinths of walls
and columns, (for | cannot hope to detail everything to
you,) we came to the Forum. This is a large square,
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surrounded by lofty porticos of fluted columns, some
broken, some entire, their entablatures strewed under
them. The temple of Jupiter, of Venus, and another
temple, the Tribunal, and the Hall of Public Justice,
with their forests of lofty columns, surround the Forum,
Two pedestals or altars of an enormous site, (for,
whether they supported equedtrian satues, or were
the altars of the temple of Venus, before which they
stand, the guide could not tell,) occupy the lower end
of the Forum. At the upper end, supported on an
elevated platform, stands the temple of Jupiter. Under
the colonnade of its portico we sat, and pulled out our
oranges, and figs, and bread, and medlars, (sorry fare,
you will say,) and rested to eat Here was a magnifi-
cent spectacle.  Above and between the multitudinous
shafts of the sunshining columns was seen the sq, re-
fleeting the purple heaven of noon above it, and sup-
porting, as it were, on its line the dark lofty mountains
of Sorrento, of a blue inexpressbly deep, and tinged
towards their summits with streaks of new-fallen snow.
Between was one small green idand. To the right was
Capreae, Inarime, Piochyta, and Misenum. Behind
was the single summit of Vesuvius, rolling forth volumes
of thick white smoke, whose foam-like column was some-
times darted into the clear dark sky, and fell in little
sreaks along the wind. Between Vesuvius and the
nearer mountains, as through a chasm, *as seen the
main line of the loftiest Apennines, to the eas. The
day was radiant and warm. Every now and then we
heard the subterranean thunder of Vesuvius; its distant
deep peals seemed to shake the very air and light of
day, which interpenetrated our frames, with the sullen
and tremendous sound. This scene was what the
Greeks beheld (Pompeii, you know, was a Greek city).
They lived in harmony with nature; and the interstices
of their incomparable columns were portals, as it were,
to admit the spirit of beauty which animates this glorious
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universe to visit those whom it inspired. If such is
Pompelii, what was Athens? What scene was exhibited
from the Acropolis, the Parthenon, and the temples of
Hercules, and Theseus, and the Winds? The idands
and the Agean sea, the mountains of Argolis, and the
peaks of Pindus and Olympus, and the darkness of the
Boeotian forests interspersed ?

From the Forum we went to another public place; a
triangular portico, half inclosing the ruins of an enormous
temple. It is built on the edge of the hill overlooking
the s;sa. A That black point is the temple. In the
apex of the triangle stands an altar and a fountain, and
before the altar once sood the statue of the builder of
the portico. Returning hence, and following the con*
sular road, we came to the eastern gate of the city.
The walls are of enormous strength, and inclose a space
of three miles. On each sde of the road beyond the
gate are built the tombs. How unlike ours! They
seem not so much hiding-places for that which must
decay, as voluptuous chambers for immortal spirits.
They are of marble, radiantly white; and two, especially
beautiful, are loaded with exquisite bas reliefs.  On the
stucco-wall that incloses them are little emblematic
figures of a relief exceedingly low, of dead and dying
animals, and little winged genii, and female forms
bending in groups in some funeral office.  The higher
reliefs represent, one a nautical subject, and the other a
Bacchanalian one. Within the cell stand the cinerary
urns, sometimes one, sometimes more. It is said that
paintings were found within; which are now, as has
been everything moveable in Pompeii, removed, and
scattered about in royal mussums®  These tombs were
the mogt impressive things of all. The wild woods
surround them on ether side; and along the broad
«tones of the paved road which divides them, you hear
the late leaves of autumn shiver and rustle in the stream
of thcmoaastsnt wind, as it were> like the step of ghosts.
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The radiance and magnificence of these dwellings of the
dead, the white freshness of the scarcdy finished marble,
the impassioned or imaginative life of the figures which
adorn them, contrast strangdy with the simplicity of
the houses of those who were living when Vesuvius
overwhelmed them.

| have forgotten the amphitheatre, which is of great
magnitude, though much inferior to the Colissum. |
now understand why the Greeks were such great poets;
and, above all, | can account, it ssems to me, for the
harmony, the unity, the perfection, the uniform excd-
lence, of all their works of art. They lived in a perpetual
commerce with external nature, and nourished themseves
upon the spirit of its forms. Their theatres were all
open to the mountains and the sky. Their columns, the
ideal types of a sacred forest, with itsroof of interwoven
tracery, admitted the light and wind ; the odour and the
freshness of the country penetrated the cities. Their
temples were mostly upaithric; and the flying clouds,
the gars, or the degp sky, were seen above. O, but for
that series of wretched wars which terminated In the
Roman conquest of the world; but for the Christian
religion, which put the finishing stroke on the ancient
system ; but for those changes that conducted Athens
to its ruin,—to what an eminence might not humanity
havearrived |

In a short time | hope to tell you something of the
museum of this city.

You see how ill | follow the maxim of Horace, at least
in its literal sense: " nil admirari®—which | should
say, " prope res et una"—to prevent there ever being
anything admirable in the world. Fortunately Plato is
of my opinion; and | had rather err with Plato than be
right with Hor ace.

At this moment | have received your letter indicating
that you are removing to London. | am very much
interested in the subject of this change, and hrg you
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would write me all the particulars of it. You will be
able now to give me perhaps a closer insight into the
politics of the times than was permitted you at Marlow.
Of H | have a very dight opinion. There are
rumours here of a revolution in Spain. A ship came in
twelve days from Catalonia, and brought a report that
the king was massacred ; that eghteen thousand insur-
gents surrounded Madrid; but that before the popular
party gained head enough seven thousand were murdered
by the inquisition. Perhaps you know all by this time.
The old king of Spain is dead here. Cobbett is a fine
voo*otof—does  his influence increase or diminish?
What a pity that so powerful a genius should be com-
bined with the most odious moral qualities.

We have reports here of a change in the English
ministry—to what does it amount ? for, beddes my
national interest in it, | am on the watch to vindicate
my most sacred rights, invaded by the chancery court.

| suppose now we shall not s you in Italy this
spring, whether Hunt comes or not. It's probable |
shall hear nothing from him for some months, particu*
larly if he does not come.  Give me ses nouvelles.

| am under an English surgeon here, who says | have
a dissase of the liver, which he will cure. We keep
horses, as this kind of exercise is absolutely essential to
my health: Elise* hasjust married our Italian servant,
and has quitted us; the man was a great rascal, and
cheated enormoudy : this event was very much againgt
our advice.

| have scarcely been out snce | wrote last.

Adieu ! yours mog faithfully,
P. B. S

* A SMssgirl wham we bad as hursery-raaid two years
before at Geneva—{Nat* byMrs tIUy.]
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TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK.

Rome, March 23d, 1819.
MY DEAR PEACOCK,

| WROTE to you the day before our departure from
Naples, We came by dow journeys, with our own
horses, to Rome, resting one day at Mola di Gaeta, at
the inn called Villa di Cicerone, from being built on the
ruins of his Villa, whose immense substructions overhang
the sea, and are scattered among the orange-groves,
Nothing can be lovdier than the scene from the terraces
of the inn.  On one side precipitous mountains, whose
bases dope into an inclined plane of olive and orange-
copses—the latter forming, asit were, an emerald sky of
leaves, starred with innumerable globes of their ripening
fruit, whose rich splendour contrasted with the deep
green foliage; on the other the sea—bounded on one
dde by the antique town of Gaeta, and the other by
what appears to be an idand, the promontory of Circe.
From Gaeta to Terracina the whole scenery is of the
most sublime character. At Terracina precipitous
conical crags of immense height shoot into the sky and
overhang the sea. At Albano we arrived again in sght
of Rome. Arches after arches in unending lines stretch-
ing across the uninhabited wilderness, the blue defined
line of the mountains seen between them; masses of
nameless ruin standing like rocks out of the plain ; and
the plain itsdf, with its billowy and unequal surface,
announced the neighbourhood of Rome. And what shall
| say toyou of Rome? If| speak of the inanimateruins,
the rude gsones piled upon gtones, which are the sepul-
chres of the fame of those who once arrayed them with
the beauty which has faded, will you believe me insensible
to the vital, the almost breathing creations of genius yet
subsisting in their perfection ? What has become, you
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will ask, of the Apollo, the Gladiator, the Venus of the
Capitol ? What of the Apollo di Belvedere, the Laocoon ?
What of Raffaelle and Guido? These things are best
spoken of when the mind has drunk in the spirit of their
forms; and littleindeed can I, who must devote no more
than a few months to the contemplation of them, hope
to know or feel of their profound beauty.

| think | told you of the Coliseum, and its impressions
on me on my first visit to this city. The next most
considerable relic of antiquity, considered as a ruin, is
the Thermae of Caracalla. These consist of six enormous
chambers, above 200 feet in height, and each inclosing
avast space like that of a field. There are, in addition,
a number of towers and labyrinthine recesses, hidden
and woven over by the wild growth of weeds and ivy.
Never was any desolation more sublime and lovely.
The perpendicular wall of ruin is cloven into steep
ravines filled up with flowering shrubs, whose thick
twisted roots are knotted in the rifts of the stones. At
fcvery step the aerial pinnacles of shattered stone group
into new combinations of effect, and tower above the
lofty yet level walls, as the distant mountains change
their aspect to one travelling rapidly along the plain.
The perpendicular walls resemble nothing more than
that cliff of Bisham wood, that is overgrown with wood,
and yet is stony and precipitous—you know the one |
mean ; not the chalk-pit, but the spot that has the pretty
copse of fir-trees and privet-bushes at its base, and
where H * * and | scrambled up, and you, to my infinite
discontent, would go home. These walls surround green
and level spaces of lawn, on which some elms have
grown, and which are interspersed towards their skirts
by masses of the fallen ruin, overtwined with the broad
leaves of the creeping weeds. The blue sky canopies
it, and is as the everlasting roof of these enormous
halls.
' But the most interesting effect remains. In one ot



1819 TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK. 279

the buttresses, that supports an immense and lofty
arch, which "bridges the very winds of heaven,” are
the crumbling remains of an antique winding staircase,
whose sdes are open in many places to the precipice.
This you ascend, and arrive on the summit of these
piless.  There grow on every dde thick entangled
wildernesses of myrtle, and the myrletus, and bay, and
the flowering laurustinus, whose white blossoms are
just developed, the wild fig, and a thousand nameess
plants sown by the wandering winds. These woods
are intersected on every sde by paths, like sheep
tracks through the copsewood of steep mountains,
which wind to every part of the immense labyrinth.
From the midst rise those pinnacles and massss, them-
sdves like mountains, which have been seen from below.
In one place you wind along a narrow strip of weed-
grown ruin, on one sde is the immensity of earth and
sky, on the other a narrow chasm, which is bounded
by an arch of enormous sze, fringed by the many-
coloured foliage and blossoms, and supporting a lofty
and irregular pyramid, overgrown like itself with the
all-prevailing vegetation. Around rise other crags and
other peaks, all arrayed, and the deformity of their vast
desolation softened down, by the undecaying investiture
of nature. Come to Rome. It is a scene by which
expresson is overpowered | which words cannot convey.
Still further, winding up one-half of the shattered pyra-
mids, by the path through the blooming copsewood,
you come to a little mossy lawn, surrounded by the
wild shrubs; it is overgrown with anemones, wall-
flowers, and violets, whose stalks pierce the starry
moss, and with radiant blue flowers, whose names |
know not, and which scatter through the air the divinest
odour, which, as you recline under the shade of the
ruin, produces sensations of voluptuous faintness, like
Cke combinations of sweet music. The paths still wind
on, threading the perplexed windings, other labyrinths.



t8o LETTERS PROM ITALY. [MARCH,

other lawns, and degp ddls of wood, and lofty rocks,
and terrific chaams. When | tell you that these ruins
cover sveral aoest and that the paths above penetrate
at leas half ther extent, your imagination will fill
up all that I am unable to express of this agtonishing
ene

| gpeak of these things nat in the order in which
| vigted them, but in that of the impresson which they
made on me, or perhaps chance directs.  The ruins of
the ancient Forum are 0 far fortunate that they have
wat been walled up in the modern city. They gand in
an open, lonesome place, bounded on one Sde by the
modern city, and the othe by the Palatine Mount,
covered with shapdess mases of ruin.  The tourigds
tell you all about thee things, and | am afraid of
sumbling on ther language when | enumerate what is
0 well known. There remain eght granite cdumns of
the lonic order, with thar entablature, of the temple
of Concord, founded by Camillus | fear that the
Immene expene demanded by thee columns forbids
us to hope that they are the remains of any edifice
dedicated by that most perfect and virtuous of men. |t
Is suppossd to have been repaired unde the Eastern
Emperors, alas what a contras of recollections|
Near them gand those Corinthian fluted columns
which supported the angle of a temple; the architrave
and entablature are worked with ddicate sculpture
Beyond, to the south, is another solitary column; and
sill more digant, three more, supporting the wreck
of an entablature. Descending from the Capital to the
Forum, is the triumphal arch of Septimius Severus less
perfect than that of Congantine, though from its pro-
portions and magnitude, a mos impressve monument
That of Congantine, or rather of Titus, (for the reief
end sculpture, and even the colossal images of Dacian
captives, were torn by a decree of the senatefrom an
arch dedicated to the latter, to adorn that of this supid
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and wicked monster, Constantine, one of whose chief
merits consists in establishing a religion, the destroyer
of those arts which would have rendered so base a
spoliation unnecessary) is the most perfect It is an
admirable work of art. It is built of the finest marble,
and the outline of the reliefs is in many parts as per-
feet as if just finished. Four Corinthian fluted columns
support, on each side, a bold entablature, whose bases
are loaded with reliefs of captives in every attitude of
humiliation and slavery. The compartments above
express in bolder relief the enjoyment of success, the
congueror on his throne, or in his chariot, or nodding
over the crushed multitudes, who writhe under his
horses' hoofs, as those below express the torture and
abjectness of defeat. There are three arches, whose
roofs are panelled with fretwork, and their sides
adorned with similar reliefs. The keystone of these
arches is supported each by two winged figures of
Victory, whose hair floats on the wind of their own
speed, and whose arms are outstretched, bearing
trophies, as if impatient to meet. They look, as it
were, borne from the subject extremities of the earth,
on the breath which is the exhalation of that battle and
desolation, which it is their mission to commemorate.
Never were monuments so completely fitted to the
purpose for which they were designed, of expressing
that mixture of energy and error which is called a
triumph.

| walk forth in the purple and golden light of an
Italian evening, and return by star or moonlight, through
this scene.  The elms are just budding, and the warm
Spring winds bring unknown odours, all sweet, from the
country. | see the radiant Orion through the mighty
columns of the temple of Concord, and the mellow
fading light softens down the modern buildings of the
Capitol! the only ones that interfere with the sublime
desolation of the scene.  On the steps of the Capitol
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itself, stand two colossal statues of Castor and Pollux,
each with his horse, finely executed, though far inferioi
to those of Monte Cavallo, the cast of one of which you
know we saw together in London. Thiswalk is close
to our lodging, and this is my evening walk.

What shall | say of the modern city ? Rome is yet
the capital of the world. It is a city of palaces and
temples, more glorious than those which any other city
contains, and of ruins more glorious than they. Seen
from any of the eminences that surround it, it exhibits
domes beyond domes, and palaces, and colonnades in-
terminably, even to the horizon; interspersed with
patches of desert, and mighty ruins which stand girt by
their own desolation, in the midst of the fanes of living
religions and the habitations of living men, in sublime
loneliness.  St. Peter's is, as you have heard, the loftiest
building in Europe. Externally it is inferior in archi-
tectural beauty to St. Paul's, though not wholly devoid
of it; internally it exhibits littleness on a large scale,
and is in every respect opposed to antique taste. You
know my propensity to admire; and | tried to persuade
myself out of this opinion—in vain; the more | see of
the interior of St. Peter's, the less impression as a whole
does it produce on me. | cannot even think it lofty,
though its dome is considerably higher than any hill
withinfifty miles of London; and when one reflects, it
is an astonishing monument of the daring energy of man.
Its colonnade is wonderfully fine, and there are two
fountains, which rise in spire-like columns of water to
an immense height in the sky, and falling on the
porphyry vases from which they spring, fill the whole
air with aradiant mist, which at noon is thronged with
innumerable rainbows.  In the midst stands an obelisk.
In front is the palace-like facade of St Peter's, certainly
magnificent; and there is produced, on the whole, an
architectural combination unequalled in theworld* But
the dome of the temple is conceded, except at a very
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great distance, by the fa?ade and the inferior part of
the building, and that diabolical contrivance they call
an attic.

The effect of the Pantheon is totally the reverse of
that of St. Peter's.  Though not a fourth part of the
gze it is, as it were, the visible image of the universe;
in the perfection of its proportions, as when you regard
the unmeasured dome of heaven, the idea of magnitude
Is swallowed up and lost. It is open to the sky, and
its wide dome is lighted by the ever-changing illumina-
tion of the air. The clouds of noon fly over it, and at
night the keen stars are seen through the azure dark-
ness, hanging immovesbly, or driving after the driving
moon among the clouds. We visited it by moonlight;
it is supported by sixteen columns, fluted and Corinthian,
of a certain rare and beautiful yellow marble, exquisitely
polished, called here giallo antico. Above these are the
niches for the satues of the twelve gods. This is the
only defect of this sublime temple; there ought to have
been no interval between the commencement of the
dome and the cornice, supported by the columns. Thus
there would have been no diversion from the magnifi-
cent simplicity of its form. This improvement is adone
wanting to have completed the unity of the idea.

The fountains of Rome are, in themsalves, magnifi-
cent combinations of art, such as aone it were/worth
coming to see  That in the Fazza Navona, a large
square, is composed of enormous fragments of rock,
piled on each other, and penetrated, as by caverns
This mass supports an Egyptian obelisk of immense
height On the four corners of the rock recling, in
different attitudes, colossa figures representing the four
divisons of the globe. The water bursts from the
crevices beneath them. They are sculptured with great
spirit; one impatiently tearing a veil from his eyes,
another with hishandssretched upwards. The Fontana
di Trevi isthemod cdebrated, and israther a water fett
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than a fountain; gushing out from masses of rock, with
a gigantic figure of Neptune; and below are two river
gods, checking two winged horses, struggling up from
among the rocks and waters. The whole is not ill-con-
ceiVed nor executed; but you know not how delicate
the imagination becomes by dieting with antiquity day
after day. The only things that sustain the comparison
are Raphael, Guido, and Salvator Rosa

The fountain on the Quirinal, or rather the group
formed by the statues, obelisk and the fountain, is, how-
ever, the most admirable of all. From the Piazza
Quirinale, or rather Monte Cavallo, you see the bound-
less ocean of domes, spires, and columns, which is the
City, Rome. On a pedestal of white marble rises an
obelisk of red granite, piercing the blue sky. Before
it is a vast basin of porphyry, in the midst of which
rises a column of the purest water, which collects into
itself all the overhanging colours of the sky, and breaks
them into a thousand prismatic hues and graduated
shadows—they fall together with its dashing water-drops
into the outer basin. The elevnted situation of this
fountain produces, | imagine, this effect of colour. On
each side, on an elevated pedestal, stand the statues of
Castor and Pollux, each in the act of taming his horse,
which are said, but | believe wholly without authority,
to be the wojk of Phidias and Praxiteles. These figures
combine the irresistible energy with the sublime and
perfect loveliness supposed to have belonged to their
divine nature. The reins no longer exist, but the posi-
tion of their hands and the sustained and calm command
of their regard, seem to require no mechanical aid to
enforce obedience. The countenances at so great a
height are scarcely visible, and | have a better idea of
that of which we saw a cast together in London, than
of the other. But the sublime and living majesty of
their limbs and mien, the nervous and fiery animation
of the horses they restrain, seen in the blue sky of Italy*
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and overlooking the city of Rome, surrounded by the
light and the fhusic of that crystalline fountain, no cast
can communicate.

These figures were found at the Baths of Constan*
tine, but, of course, are of remote antiquity. | do not
acquiesce, however, in the practice of attributing to
Phidias, or Praxiteles, or Scopas, or some great master,
any admirable work that may be found. We find little
of what remained, and perhaps the works of these were
such as greatly surpassed all that we conceive of most
perfect and admirable in what little has escaped the
deluge. If | am too jealous of the honour of the Greeks,
our masters, and creators, the gods whom we should
worship,—pardon me.

| have said what | feel without entering into any
critical discussions of the ruins of Rome, and the mere
outside of this inexhaustible mine of thought and feeling,
Hobhouse, Eustace, and Forsyth, will tell all the shew-
knowledge about it—''the common stuff of the earth."
By-the-bye, Forsyth is worth reading, as | judge from
a chapter or two | have seen. | cannot get the book
here.

| ought to have observed that the central arch of the
triumphal arch of Titus yet subsists, more perfect in its
proportions, they say, than any of a later date. This
| did not remark. Thefiguresof Victory, with unfolded
wings, and each spurning back aglobe with outstretched
feet, are, perhaps, more beautiful than those on either
of the others. Their lips are parted : a delicate mode
of indicating the fervour of their desire to arrive at the
destined resting-place, and to express the eager respire
tion of their speed. Indeed, so essential to beauty were
the forms expressive of the exercise of the imagination
and the affections considered by Greek artists, that no
ideal figure of antiquity, not destined to some repre-
sentation directly exclusve of such a character, isto be
found with closed lips. Within thisarch aretwo panelled
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alto relievos, one representing a train of people bearing
In processon the ingruments of Jewish worship, among
which is the holy candlestick with saven branches; on
the other, Titus ganding in a quadriga, with a winged
Victory. The grouping of the horses and the beauty,
correctness and energy of their delineation, isremarkable,
though they are much destroyed.

TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK.

Ronu; April 6M, 1819.
MY DEAR PEACOCK,

| SENT you yesterday a long letter, all about antique
Rome, which you had better keep for some leisure day.
| recaved yours and one of Hunt's, yesterday—So,
you know the B——s? | ocould not help conddering
Mrs. B., when | knew her, as the mog admirable spea*
men of a human beng | had ever seen. Nothing
earthly ever appeared to me more peafect than her
character and manners. It is improbable that | shall
ever medt again the person whom | 0 much esteamed,
and still admire. | wish, however, that'when you s
her, you would tell her that | have not forgptten her,
nor any of the amiable circle once assambled round her;
and that |-desre such remembrances to her, as an exile
and a Pariah may be permitted to addressto an acknow-
ledged member of the community of mankind. | hear
they dined at your lodgings. But no mention of A * * *
and his wife—where werethey ? C * * * though s
young when | saw her, gave indications of her mother's
excellences, and, certainly less fascinating, is, | doubt
not, equally amiable, and more sncere It was hardly
possble for a person of the extreme subtlety and ddicacy
of Mrs. B 's undersanding ami affections, to be quite
gncere aud condant.
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| am all anxiety about your |. H. afar. There are
few who will feel rore hearty satisfaction at your success,
in this or any other enterprise, than | shall Pray let
me have the earliest intelligence.

When shal | return to England? The Pythia has
ascended the tripod, but she replies not  Our present
plans—and | know not what can induce us to alter
them—Iead us back to Naples in a month or six weeks,
where it is amost decided that we should remain until
the commencement of 1820. You may imagine when
we receive such letters as yours and Hunt's, what this
resolution costs us—but these are not our only com-
munications from England. My hedth is materialy
better. My spirits not the most brilliant in the world |
but that we attribute to our solitary situation, and,
though happy, how should | be lively ? We see some-
thing of Italian society indeed. The Romans please me
much, especialy the women ; who, though totally devoid
of every kind of information, or culture of the imagi-
nation, or afections, or understanding—and, in this
respect, a kind of gentle savages—yet contrive to be
interesting. Their extreme innocence and naivety the
freedom and gentleness of their manners; the total
absence of affectation, makes an intercourse with them
very like an intercourse with uncorrupted children,
whom they resemble in loveliness as well as simplicity.
| have seen two women in society here of the highest
beauty; their brows and lips, and the moulding of the
face modelled with sculptural exactness, and the dark
luxuriance of their hair floating over their fine com-
plexions—and the lips—you must hear the common.
places which excape from them before they cease to be
dangerous. The only inferior part are the eyes, which,
though good and gentle, want the mazy depth of colour
behind colour, with which the intellectual women of Eng-
land and Germany entangle the heart in soul-inwoven
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This is holy week, and Rome is quite full The
Emperor of Austriaishere, and Maria Louisais coming.
On their journey through the other cities of Italy, she
was greeted with loud acclamations, and vivas of Napo-
leon. Idiots and daves! Like thefrogsin the fable,
because they are discontented with the log, they call
upon the stork, who devours them. Great festas and
magnificent funzioni here—we cannot get tickets to all.
There are five thousand strangers in Rome, and only
room for five hundred, at the celebration of the famous
Miserere, in the Sistine chapel, the only thing | regret
we shall not be present at. After all, Rome is eternal,
and were all that is extinguished, that which has been”
the ruins and the sculptures, would remain, and Raffaelle
and Guido be alone regretted.

In the sguare of St. Peter's there are about three
hundred fettered criminals at work, hoeing out the
weeds that grow between the dtones of the pavement
Their legs are heavily ironed, and some are chained
two by two. They gt in long rows hoeing out the
w,eds dressed in parti-coloured clothes. Near them
St or-saunter, groups of soldiers, armed with loaded
muskets. The iron discord of those innumerable chains
clanks up into the sonorous air, and produces, contrasted
with the musical dashing of the fountains, and the deep
azure beauty of the sky, and the magnificence of the
architecture around, a conflict of sensations allied to
madness. It istheemblem of | taly—mor al degradation
contrasted with the glory of nature and the arts.

We s= no English society here; it is not probable
that we could if we desired it, and | am certain that we
should find it insupportable. The manners of therich
English are wholly insupportable, and they assume pre-
tences which they would not venture upon in their own
country.-——I am yet ignorant of the event of Hobhouse's
election. | saw the last numbers were—L amb, 4300;
and Hobhouse, 3900—14th day. Thereislittle hope.
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That mtschievcfefs Cobbett has divided and weakened
the interest of the popular party, so that the factions
that prey upon our country have been able to coalesce
to its excluson. The N——s you have not seen. |
am curious to know what kind of a girl Octavia becomes ;
she promised well. Tell H his Melpomene is in
the Vatican, and that her attitude and drapery surpass,
if possible, the graces of her countenance.

My " Prometheus Unbound " isjust finished, and in a
month or two | shall send it. It isadrama, with char-
acters and mechanism of a kind yet unattempted; and
| think the execution is better than any of my former
attempts. By-the-bye, have you seen Oilier ? | never
hear from him, and am ignorant whether some verses
| sent him from Naples, entitled, |1 think, "Lines on
the Euganean hills" have reached him in safety or
not As tothe Reviews, | suppose there is nothing but
abuse; and this is not hearty or sincere enough to
amuse me. As to the poem now printing,* | lay no
dress on it one way or the other. The concluding
linesare natural.

| believe, my dear Peacock, that you wish us to come
back to England. How isit possble? Health, compe-
tence, tranquillity—all these Italy permits, and England
takes away. | am regarded by all who know or hear of
me, except, | think, on the whole, five individuals, as a
rare prodigy of crime and pollution, whose look even
might infect Thisis a large computation, and | don't
think | could mention more than three. Such is the
spirit of the English abroad as well as at home.

Few compensate, indeed, for all the rest, and if |
were alone | should laugh ; or if | wererich enough to
do all things, which | shall never bet Pity me for my
absence from those social enjoyments which England
might afford me, and which | know so well how to

Rosalind and Helen.
XL T
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appreciate.  SHU, | shall return some fine morning, out
of pure Wegkness of heart
My dear Peacock, most faithfully yours,
P. B. SHELLEY,

TO MR. AND MRS. GISBORNE

(LEGHORN).

Rome, April 6th 1819
MY DEAR FRIENDS,

A COMBINATION of circumstances, which Mary will
explain to you, leads us back to Naples in June, ot
rather the end of May, where we shall remain until the
ensuing winter. We shall take a house at Portici, or
Castdl a Mare, until late in the autumn.

The object of this letter is to ak you to spend this
period with us. There is no society which we have
regretted or desired so much as yours, and in our soli-
tude the benefit of your concesson would be greater
than | can express. What is a sall to Naples? ftis
the season of tranquil westher and prosperous winds.
If I knew the magic that lay in any given form of words,
| would employ them to persuade; but | fear that all |
can sy is, as you know with truth, we desre that you
would come—we wish to s you. You came to se
Mary at Lucca, directly | had departed to Venice. It
Is not our custom, when we can help it, any more than
it is yours, to divide our pleasures.

What shall 1 say to entice you? We shall have a
piano, and some books, and—Iittle ese, besde oursalves.
But what will be mogt inviting to you, you will give
much, though you may receive but little pleasure.

But whilst | write this with more desire than hope,
yet some of that, perhaps the project may fall into your
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desgns It isintolerable to think of your being buried
at Livorno. The success assured by Mr. Reveey's
talents requires another scene You may have decided
to take this summer to consder—and why not with us
at Naples, rather than at Livorno ?

| could address, with respect to Naples, the words o!
Polypheme in Theocritus, to all thefriends | wish to ssg,
and you especially :

'E£iv0o/f, YotXurua, KU) ifyvdoha \ddm,

Most sncerdy yours,
P. B. SHELLEY.

TO THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK.

Livorno, July, 1819
MY DEAR PEACOCK,

WE till remain, and Shall remain nearly two months
longer, at Livorno. Our house is a mdanchaly one,’
and only chexred by lettersfrom England. | got your
note, in which you speak of three letters having been
sent to Naples, which | have written for. 1 have heard
also from H——, who confirms the news of your success,
an inteligence mos grateful to me.

The object of the presnt letter is to ak a favour of
you. | havewritten atragedy, on the subject of a gory
well known in Italy, and, in my conception, eminently
dramatic.t | have taken some pains to make my play
fit for representation, and those who have already seen

* Wehad lost ourel_?st and, at that t|me onIy child, the pret
ced|_|%mont a
IST ersofcourse asthesaquel shcwsstlll mors fully) te
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it judge favourably. It is written without any of the
peculiar fedings and opinions which characterise my
other composgtions, | having attended smply to the
impartial devdlopment of such characters, asit is pro-
bable the persons represented really were, together with
the greatest degree of popular dfect to be produced by
auch a devdopment. | send you a trandation of the
Italian manuscript on which my play is founded, the
chief subject of which | have touched very delicately;
for my principal doubt, as to whether it would sucoed
as an acting play, hangs entirely on the quedion, as to
whether such a thing as incest in this shape, however
treated, would be admitted on the dage | think, how-
ever, it will form no objection; conddering, fire, that
the facts are matter of history; and, secondly, the
peculiar ddicacy with which | have treated it.

| am exceedingly interested in the question of whether
this attempt of minewill sucoeed or no. | am drongly
inclined to the affirmative at present, founding my hopes
on this, that, asa compodtion, it iscertainly not inferior
to any of the modern plays that have been acted, with
the exception of " Remorse ;" * that the interest of its
plot isincredibly greater and morereal; and that there
Is nothing beyond what the multitude are contented to be-
lievethat they can undergand, @ther in imagery, opinion,
or sntiment. | wigh to preserve a complete incognito,
and can trug to you, that whatever dse you do, you
will, at least, favour me on this point. Indeed, this is
essential, deeply essential, to its uccess  After it had
been acted, and successfully, (could | hope such a thing,)
| would own it if | pleased, and use the cdébrity it
might acquire to my own purposes

What | want you to do is to procure for me its
presentation at Covent Garden. The principal char-

18’;3Cdg[i)dgéstra;ﬂjy of Remorse, pafamed at Drury Lanei»
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acter, Beatrice, is precisdy fitted for Miss O'Neil, and
it might even ssam written for her, (God forbid that
| should ever s her play it—it would tear my nerves
to pieces) and, in all repeds it is fitted only for
Covent Garden. The chief male character, | confess
| should be very unwilling that any one but Kean should
play—that is impossble, and | mug be contented with
an inferior actor, | think you know some of the people
of that theatre, or, at least, some one who knows them,
and when you have read the play, you may say enough
perhaps to induce them naot to rgect it without ocon*
gderation—but of this, perhaps, if | may judge from the
tragedies which they have accepted, there is no danger
at any rate.

Write to me as oon as you can on this subjet,
because it is necessary that | should presnt it, or,
If rgected by the theatre, print it this coming ssason .
lest somebody dse should get hold of it, as the Sory,
which now exigs only in manuscript, begins to be
generally known among the English. The trandation
which | send you, is to be prefixed to the play, together
with a print of Beatrice. | have a copy of her picture
by Guido, now in the Colonna palace aa Rome—the
mod beautiful creature you can conceve

Of course you will not show the manuscript to any
one—and write to me by return of pod, at which time
the play will be ready to be snt.

# * # * #

| expect soon to write again, and it shall be a less
odfish letter. Asto Oilier, | don't know what has bean
published, or what has arrived at his hands—My
" Prometheus" though ready, | do not send till | know
more.
Ever yours, mog faithfully,
P.B. &
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TO LEIGH HUNT.*

Livorno, Sept 27th, 1819.
MY DEAR FRIEND,

WE are now on the point of leaving this place for
Florence, where we have taken pleasant apartments for
ax months which brings us to the firg of April, the
sen at which new flovers and new thoughts spring
forth upon the earth and in the mind. What is then
our dedtination is yet undecided. | have not yet seen
Florence, except as one s the outdde of the streets;
but its physiognomy indicates it to be a city, which,
though the ghogt of arepublic, yet possessss most amiable
qualities. | wish you could mea usthere in the spring,
and we would try to mugter up a " lifea brigata," which,
leaving behind them the pedilence of remembered
midfortunes, might act over again the pleasures of the
Interlocutors in Boccaccio. | have been lately reading
this mog divine writer. He is, in a high sns of the
word, a poet, and his language has the rhythm and
harmony of verse | think him not equal certainly to
Danteor Petrarch, but far superior to Tasso and Ariogto,
the children of a later and of a colder day. | consder
the threg, fird as the productions of the vigour of the
infancy of a new nation—as rivules from the same
soring as that which fed the greatness of the republics
of Florence and Pisa, and which checked the influence
of the German emperors, and from which, through
obscurer channds, Raffadle and Michae Angeo drew
the light and the harmony of thar inspiration. When
the scond-rate pods of Italy wrote, the corrupting
blight of tyranny was already hanging on every bud of

ot | S R ez it o et imern 1
antirety by Mx& é/.—ED.
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genius. Energy jand simplicity, and unity of idea, were
no* more. In vain do we seek, in the finest passages
of Ariosto and Tasso, any expression which at all
approaches in this respect to those of Dante and
Petrarch. How much do | admire Boccaccio! What
descriptions of nature are those in his little introductions
to every new day ! It is the morning of life stripped of
that mist of familiarity which makes it obscure to us.
Boccaccio seems to me to have possessed a deep sense
of the fair ideal of human life, considered in its social
relations. His more serious theories of love agree
especially with mine.  He often expresses things lightly
too, which have serious meanings of a very beautiful
kind. He is a moral casuist, the opposite of the
Christian, stoical, ready-made, and worldly system of
morals. Do you remember one little remark, or rather
maxim of his, which might do some good to the
common narrow-minded conceptions of love,—" Bocca
bacciata non perde ventura3 anzi rinnuova, come fala
luna"?

We expect Mary to be confined towards the end of
October. Thebirth of achild will probably retrieve her
from some part of her present melancholy depression.

It would give me much pleasure to know Mr. Lloyd
Do you know, when | was in Cumberland, | got Southey
to borrow a copy of Berkeley from him, and | remember
observing some pencil notes in it, probably written by
Lloyd, which | thought particularly acute. One, especi-
ally, struck me as being the assertion of a doctrine, of
which even then | had long been persuaded, and on
which | had founded much of my persuasions, as re-
garded the imagined cause of the universe—"Mind
cannot create, it can only perceive." Ask him if he
remembers having written it Of Lamb you know my
opinion, and you can bear witness to the regret which |
felt, when | learned that the calumny of an enemy had
deprived me of his society whilst in England—Oilier
told me that the Quarterly are going to review me. |
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auppoe it will be a pretty * and as | am acquiring
a tage for humour and drollery, | confess | am curious
toseit. | have snt my " Prometheus Unbound " to
P.; ifyou ak him for it he will show it you. | think
it will please you.

Whilst | went to Florence, Mary wrote, but | did
not see her letter.—Well, good b'ye Next Monday |
shall write to you from Florence. Loveto all.

Mog affectionately your friend,
P.B. S

TO MRS. GISBORNE.

Florence, [ October x$th or 14th, 1819.J
MY DEAR FRIEND,

T H E regret wefed at our absence from you persuades
me that it is a gate which cannot lagt, and which, 0
long as it mug lagt, will be interrupted by some inter-
vals, one of which is degtined to be, your all coming to
vist us here Poor Oscar! | fed a kind of remorse
tp think of the unegual love with which two animated
beings regard each other, when | experience no such
snstions for him, as those which he manifeted for
us Hisimportunate regret is, however, a type of ours,
as regards you. Our memory—if you will acoegpt 0
humble a metaphor—is for ever scratching at the door
of your absence

About Henry and the geam-enginet | am in torture

* Theword here Ieft bIank Was e|ther |IIe%|bIe|n the manuscrlc%
|smorePro le, Mrs. Sh for whatever reason
s%nedly withheld |
g = on foot the bwldmg of a deam-bod, to ply between
Masall orn. an enter?rlse

fortune to hISGEg‘% who un%’took to build It, and theantici |on
alled him with delight An unforeseen complication of drcumstances
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until this money gojnes from London, though | am sure
that it will and mug come; unless indeed, my banker
has broke, and then it will be my loss not Henry's—
a little dday will mend the matter, | would then write
ingantly to London an effectual letter, and by return of
pod all would be st right—it would then be a thing
eadly st draight—but if it were not, you know me too
well not to know that there is no personal suffering or
degradation, or toil, or anything that can be named,
with which | do not fed mysdf bound to support this
enterprise of Henry. But all this rhodomontade only
showns how correct Mr. Bidby's advice was about the
discipline necessary for my imagination. No doubt
that all will go on with mercantile and common-place
exactness, and that you will be spared the suffering,
and | the virtue, incident to some untoward event

| am anxious to hear of Mr. Gishornésreturn, and
| anticipate the surprise and pleasure with which he

causd the desgn to be abandoned, when already far advanced
towar ds completion—{Note by Mrs. Shelley.] )

An extract from a letter of Mrs. Gisborneto Mrs. Shelley is per*
haps necessary to exlolam further some portion of Shelley's tetter:—

Now, | will tell you the news of the sseam-boat T he contract

was drawn and dSgned the day after your departure; thevesd to
be complete, and launched, fit in every respect for the sea, excepting
the finishing of the cabin, for 260 ssquins.  We have every reason
to believe that the work will be well executed, and that it is an
excdlent bargain. Henry and Frankfort go on not only with
vigour, but with fury; the lower part of the house is filled with
models prepared for cagting, forging, &c. We have procured the
wood for the frame from the shipbuilder on credit, so that Frankfort
can go on with hiswork ; but | am sorry to say, that from thistime
the general progress of the work will be retarded for want of cash.
The bailers might now be going on contemporaneoudy with the
cagting! but | know that at present thereisno remedy for thisevil
Every person concerned is making exertions, and is in a state of
anxiety to see the quick result of this undertaking. | have advanced
]gboHt 140 crowns, but prudence prohibits me from going any
arther,

" Henry will writeto M r . Shelley when theworksarein a greater
date of forwardness: in the mean time, he sends his begt love to his
goad friends, patron and patroness



298 LETTERS FROM ITALY. [ocT.

will learn that a resolution has been taken which leaves
you nothing to regret in that event. It is with ungpesk-
able satidaction that | reflect that my entreaties and
persuasons overcame your scruples on this point, and
that whatever advantage shall accrue from it will bdong
to you, whilst any reproach due to the imprudence of
uch an enterprise, mus ret on me. | shall thus share
the pleasure of success and bear the blame and loss
(if such a thing were possble) of a reversej and what
more can a man, who is a friend to ancther, desre for
himsdf? Let usbdievein a kind of optimiam, in which
we are our own gods It is bet that Mr. Gisborne
should have returned; it isbes that | should have over-
persuaded you and Henry; it is bes that you should
all live together, without any more solitary attempts,
it is bes that this one attempt should have bean made,
otherwise, perhaps, one thing which is bes might not
have occurred; and it is bet that we should think
all this for the bed, even though it is not; because
Hope, as Coleridge says is a solemn duty, which we
owe alike to ourdves and to the world—a worship
td the spirit of good within, which requires, before it
Fnds that ingpiration forth, which impresss its like-
ness upon all that it creates devoted and disnteresed

homage.

A different soene is this from that in which you made
the chief character of our changing drama. We e no
one as usua. Madame M * * * is quiet, and we
only meet her now and then, by chance Her daughter,
not o fair, but | fear as cold, as the snowy Florimel in
Fens, isin and out of love with C——as the winds
happen to blow; and C——, who, at the moment |
happen to write, isin a high gate of trangtory content-
ment, is s#tting off to Vienna in a day or two.

My £100, from what mistake remainsto be explained,
has not yet arrived, and the banker here is going to
advance me £50> on my bill at three months—all addi»
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tional facilitation, .should any such be needed, for the
deam-boat. | have yet s little of Florence, The
gallery | have a desgn of qudying piece-meal; one of
my chief objects in Italy being the observing in gatuary
and painting, the degree in which, and the rules accord-
ing to which, that ideal beauty, of which we have 0
intense yet SO odbscure an apprehenson, is realised in
external forms

Adieu—I am anxious far Henry's fird letter. Give
to him, and take to yoursdf those sentiments whatever
they may be with which you know that | cannot cease
to regard you.

Mog faithfully and affectionatdy yours,
P.B. S

| had forgotten to say that | should be very much
obliged to you, if you would contrive to send the Cends,
which are at the printer's, to England, by the next ship.
| forgat it in the hurry of departure—I havejus heard
from Peacock, saying, that he don't think that ray
tragedy will do, and that he don't much like it. But
| ought to say, to blunt the edge of his criticism, that
heis a nurding of the exact and superficda schod in
POEtry.

If Mr. G. is returned, snd the " Prometheus” with
them.

TO HENRY REVELEY.

Florence, Oct. 28, 1819.
MY DEAR HENRY,

So it s|ms 1 am to begin the correspondence, though
| have more to ak than to tell.

You know our bargain; you are to write me uncor-
rtcUd letters, just as the words come, s0 let me have
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them—I like coin from the mint—though it may be a
little rough at the edges—clipping is penal according
to our gatute.

In the first place ligen to a reproach; you ought to
have st me an acknowledgment of my last billet |
am very happy to hear from Mr. Gisborne and he
knows well enough how to interes me himsdf, not to
need to rob me of an occadon of hearing from you.
Let you and | try if we cannat be as punctual and
busnesslike as the bes of them. But no clipping and
coining, if you please

Now take thisthat | sy in a light just SO sious as
not to give you pain. In fact, my dear fdlow, my
motive in soliciting your correspondence, and that
flowing from your own mind, and dothed in your own
words, is, that you may begin to accusom to discipline
yoursdf in the only practice of life in which you appear
deficent. You know that you are writing to a person
persuaded of all the confidence and respect due to your
powe's in those branches of sdence to which you have
addicted yoursdf; and you will not permit a false shame
with regard to the mere mechanical arrangement of
words to over-balance the advantage arisng from the
free communication of ideas. Thus you will become
day by day more ilful in the management of that
ingrument df their communication, on which the attain*
ment of a peaon's just rank in sodey depends. Do
not think mearrogant. There are subjects of the highest
importance in which you are far better qualified to in-
gruct me, than | am qualified to ingruct you on this
ubject.

Well, how goss on all ? The boailers, the ked of the
boat, and the cylinder, and all the other dements of
that soul which is to guide our " mongruo de fuego y
agua” over thesea? Let me hear news of their birth,
and how they thrive after they are born. And isthe
money arrived at Mr. Webb's? Send me an account
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of the number of *aowns you realise; as| think we had
better, dnce it is a transaction in this country, kesp our
acoounts in money of this country.

We have rains enough to 2t the mills going, which
are esential to your great iron bar. | supposeit is at
present ether made or making.

My health is better 0 long as the sdrocco blows
and, but for my daily expectation of Mary's confinement,
| should have bean half tempted to have come to se
you. Asitis | shall wait till the boat is finished. On
the subject of your actual and your expected progress
you will certainly allow me to hear from you.

Give my kindest regards to your mother and Mr.
Gisborne—tel the latter, whose billet | have neglected
to answer, that | did s, under the idea of addressng
him in a pog or two on a subject which gives me con-
dderable anxiety about you all. | mean the continu-
ance of your property in the British funds at this crigs
of approaching revolution. It isthe bugness of a friend
to say what he thinks without fear of giving offence {
and, if | werenat a friend, argument isworth its market-
price anywhere.

Bdieve me, my dear Henry,
Your very faithful friend,
P.B. S

TO MR AND MRS. GISBORNE.

Florence, Oct. 28, 18x9.
MY DEAR FRIENDS,

| RECEIVE this morning the srange and unexpected
news, that my bill of #200 has bean returned to Mr*
Webb protesed. Ultimately this can be nothing but
delay, as | have only drawn from my banker's bands so
much as to leave them 4ill in possesson of £Bgr and
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this | pogtivey know, and can prove by documents
By return of pod, for | have not only written to my
banker, but to private friends, no doubt Henry will be
enabled toproceed. L et him meanwhile do all that can
be done.

Meanwhile, to save time, could not money be obtained
temporarily, at Livorno, from Mr. W—,or Mr. G—,
or any of your acquaintance, on my bills at three or
gx months, indorsed by Mr. Gishorne and Henry, 0
that he may go on with his work ? If a month is of
consequence, think of this.

Be of good cheer, Madonna mia, all will go well.
The indosd is for Henry, and was written before this
news as he will see; but it does not, Srange as it is,
abate one atom of my chex.

Accept, dear Mr. G., my bed regards

Yours faithfully,
P.B. S

TO MR. AND MRS, GISBORNE.

Florence, Nov. 6, 1819.
MY DEAR FRIENDS,

| HAVE jud finished a letter of five shestson Carlile's
affair,* and am in hourly expectation of Mary's confine-
ment, you will imagine an excue for my slence

| forbear to address you, as | had desgned, on the
subject of your income as a public creditor of the
English government, as it ssms you have not the
exdugve management of your funds, and the peculiar
drcumdances of the dduson are such that none but a
very few pearsons will ever be brought to s its ingabi*
lity but by the experience of loss  If | wereto convince

#A letter (t Fé\o Leg1 Hunt) on the Trial of Richard Carffle for
xalm:n néslx geof Reason, Intended far ingrtion in the
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you, Henry would t probably be unable to convince his
unde In vindication, however, of what | have aready
said, allow meto turn your attention to England at this
hour.

In order to meet the national expenses or rather that
some approach towards meeting them might ssam to be
made, a tax of ,£3,000,000 was imposd, The firs
conseguence of this has been a defal cation in the revenue
at the rate of ;£}, 600,000 ayear. Were the country in
the mod tranquil and progperous date, the miniger,
In such a condition of affairs, mug reduce the interest
of the national debt, or add to it; a proces which
would only insure the greater ultimate reduction of the
interest.  But the people are nearly in a date of insur-
rection, and the leas unpopular noblemen perceve the
necessity of conducting a spirit, which it is no longer
possbleto oppoe  For submitting to this necessty—r
which, be asured, the haughty arisgocrats unwillingly
did—Lord Fitzwilliam has bean degraded from his
gtuation of Lord Lieutenant. An additional army of
11,500 men has recelved ordersto be organised. Every-
thing is preparing for a bloody druggle, in which, if
the minigers succeed, they will asuredly diminish the
interest of the national debt, for no combination of the
heaviex tyranny can raise the taxes for its payment.
If the people conquer, the public creditor will equally
auffer; for it is mondrous to imagine that they will
submit to the perpetual inheritance of a double arigto-
cacy. They will perhaps find some crown and church
lands, and appropriate the tithes to make a kind of
compensation to the public creditor. They will confis
cate the edates of ther political enemies  But all this
will not pay a tenth part of thar debt The exiging
government, atrocious as it is is the surest party to
which a public creditor may attach himsdf. He may
reason that it may last my time, though in the event the
ruin is more complete than in the case of a popular
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revolution. | knuw you too well to believe you capable
of arguing in this manner; | only reason on how things
stand.

Your income may be reduced from £210 to 150,
and then £100, and then by the isue of immense
quantities of paper to save the immediate cause of one
of the conflicting parties, to any value however small;
or the source of it may be cut off at oncee The
ministers had, | doubt not, long snce determined to
establish an arbitrary government; and if they had not
determined s, they have now entangled themsdves in
that consequence of their instinct as rulers, and if they
recede they must perisn. They are, however, not re-
ceding, and we are on the eve of great actions.

Kindest regards to Henry. | hope he is not stopped
for want of money, as | shall assuredly send him what
he wants in a month from the date of my last letter.
| recelved his letter from Pistoia, and have no other
criticism to make on it, except the severest—that it is
too short. How goes on Portuguese—and Theocritus ?
| have deserted the odorous gardens of literature, to
journey across the great sandy desert of politics, not,
as you may imagine, without the hope of finding some
enchanted paradise. In all probability, | shall be
overwhelmed by one of the tempestuous columns which
are forevg: traversing, with the speed of a storm, and
the confuson of a chaos, that pathless wilderness.
You meanwhile will be lamenting in some happy oass
that | do not return. Thisis out-Calderonizing Muley.
We have had lightning and rain here in plenty. |
like the Cascini very much, where | often walk alone,
watching the leaves, and the rising and falling of the
Arna | am full of all kinds of literary plans.

Meanwhilei all yours mogt faithfully,
P. B, S
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TO MRS. GISBORNE.

Florence, Nov. 16, 1819,
MADONNA,

| HAVE bemn lately voyaging in a sea without my
pilot, and although my sail has often been torn, my
boat become leaky, and the log logt, | have yet sailed
in a kind of way from idand to idand ; some of craggy
and mountainous magnificence, some clothed with moss
and flowers and radiant with fountains some barren
desyts / have been reading Calderon without you.
| haveread the" Cignade Ingalaterra,”" the" Cabdlos
de Absolom,” and three or four others These pieces,
inferior to those we read, at leagt to the " Principe
Congante" in the splendour of particular passages are
perhaps superior in ther satifying compleeness  The
" Cabdlos de Absolom" is full of the degpest and
tenderes touches of nature. Nothing can be more
pathetically concaived than the character of old David,
and the tender and impartial love, overcoming all insults
and all crimes, with which he regards his conflicting
and disobedient sons  The incest soene of Amon and
Tamar is pefectly tremendous Well may Calderon
sy in the person of the former—

S sangre sin fuego hiere,
gue fara sangre con fuego?

Inces is, like many other incorrect things a very
pogtical drcumgance It may be the excess of love
or hate It may be the defiance of everything for the
sake of another, which dothes itsdf in the glory of the
highes heroiam, or it may be that cynical rage which,
confounding the good and the bad in exiging opinions,
breaks through them for the purpose of rioting in SHfigh,
ness and antipathy. Calderon, following the Jewish his
torians, has represented Anion's action in the basss
1L U
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point of view—he is a prgudiced savage acting what
he abhors, and abhorring that which is the unwilling
party to hiscrime,
Adieu, Madonna, yours truly,
P. B. a

| transcribe you a passage from the Cisma de Ingala-
tara—spoken by " Carlos, Embaxador de Francia,
enamorado de Ana Bolena" Is there anything in
Petrarch finer than the second ganza ?

Porque apenas € Sol se coronaba
de nueva his en la esacion primeva,
quando yo en sus umbrales adoraba
sggundo Sol en abreviada esfera;

la noche apenas tremula baxaba,

k solos mis dessos lisonier a,

quando un jardin, republica deflores,
eratercerofid de misamores.

Alii, € glencio dela nochefria,

d jasmin, que en las redes s enlazava,

e crigal delafuente que corria,

d arroyo que k solas murmurava,

El viento que en las hgjas se movia,

e Auraqueen lasfloresrespirava;

todo eraamor’; qui mucho, s ental calma
aves fuentes y florestienen aimal

No has vigo providente y oficiosa,

move d avreiluminada avea,

que hadta beber lapurpuraalarosa

S)se acerca cobarde, y ya se alexal
has visto enamorada mariposa,

dar cercos ala lus, hasta que dexa,

en monumento fecil abrasadas

las alas de color tornasoladas?

Ass mi amor, cobarde muchos dias,
tornos hizoalarosay alallama;
temor che ha Sdo entre cenizas frias.
tantas vexes llorado de quien ama;
pero & amor, que vence con porfias,
y la ocason, que con disculpas flam*,
meanlmaron,yaveja?/ mariposa
QotamA las atss y fleguiealal
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TO MR. JOHN GISBORNE.

Florence, Nov. x6, 1819.
MY DEAR SIR,

| ENVY you the firg reading of Theocritus. Were
not the Greeks a glorious people? What is there as
Job says of the Leviathan, like unto them ?  If thearmy
of Nicias had not been defeated under the walls ot
Syracuse; if the Athenians had, acquiring Sicily, held
the balance between Rome and Carthage, sent garrisons
to the Gresk cdonies in the south of 1taly, Rome might
have been all that its intelectual condition entitled it
to be a tributary, not the conqueror of Greece; the
Macedonian powe would never have attained to the
dictatorship of the civilized dates of the world. Who
knows whether, under the deady progress which philo-
ophy and sodal inditutions would have made, (for, in
the age to which | refer, ther progress was both rapid
and secure) among a people of the mog perfect physcal
organization, whether the Chrigtian religion would have
arisen, or the barbarians have overwhdmed the wrecks
of civilization which had survived the conques and
tyranny of the Romans? What, then, should we have
been? Asit is all of us who are worth anything, pend
our manhood in unlearning the fallies, or expiating the
midakes of our youth. We are duffed full of pre-
judices; and our natural passons are S0 managed, that
if we redrain them we grow intolerant and predise,
because we restrain them not according to reason, but
according to error; and if we do not restrain them, we
do all sorts of mischief to oursdves and others  Our
imagination and undersanding are alike subjected to
rules the mos absurd;,—so much for Theocritus and
the Greeks*

* MI sub{an e’ ﬁ%’sﬁ Seley, " afragment of a letter, |
t IS pr ai pan Wil be earnet to employ the dtdted
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In spite of all your arguments, | wish your money
were out of ttie funds This middle course which you
goeak of, and which may probably have place, will
amount to your losng nat all your income nor retain-
ing all, but have the half taken away. | fed intimatey
persuaded, whatever political forms may have place in
England, that no party can continue many years, per-
haps nat many months, in the administration, without
diminishing the interest of the national debt—And once
having commenced—and having done 0 safdy—where
will it end ?

Give Henry my kindest thanks for his mod interesting

talisman of language. To acquire these you are now necesstated
to sacrifice many Hours of the time, when, indead of being con-
versant with particles and verbs, your nature incites you to con*
temptation and inquiry concerning the objects which they conceal
You dedre to enjoy the beauties of doquence and poetry—to
sympathise in the original language with the ingtitutors and martyrs
of ancdent freedom. The generous and inspiriting examples of
philosophy and virtue you dedre intimately to know and feel; not
as merefacts detailing names and dates, and mations of the human
body, but clothed in the very language of the actors—that language
dictated by and expressve of the pasions and principles that
governed tneir conduct. Facts are not what we want to know in
poetry, in higory, in the lives .of individual men, in satire, or in
panegyric They are the mere divisons the arbitrary points on
which we hang, and to which we refer those ddicate and eva-
nescent hues of mind, which language delights and ingructs us in
Kredse proportion asit expresses what is a trandation of Homer
ito Englisn? A person who is ignorant of Greek nesd only look
at Paradise Lost or the tragedy of Lear trandated into French, to
obtain an analogical conception of its worthless and miserable
inadequacy. Tacitus, or Livius, or Herodotus, are equally un-
delightful and uningructive in trandation. You require to know
and to beintimatewith those personswho have acted a distinguished
art to benefit, to enlighten, or even to pervert and injure human-
Kind. Before you can do this, four years are yet to be consumed
in the discipline of the ancient languages and those of modern
Europe, which you only imperfectly know, and which conceal from
our intimacy such names as Ariosto, Taso, Petrarch, and
acchiavelli; or Goethe, Schiller, Wieland, &c The French
lan ua%e you, like a/erty other respectable womatt, already know;
and if the great name of Rousseau did not redeam it, it would have
belz?_w perhaps as well that you had remained entirely ignorant
pt n
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letter, and bid him expect one from me by the next
post

Mary and the babe continue well—Last night we
had a magnificent thunder-sorm, with daps that shook
the house like an earthquake. Both Mary and C——
unite with me in kindest remembrances to al|

Mog faithfully yours obliged,
P.B. S

TO HENRY REVELEY.

Florence, Nov. vjtk, 2819.
MY DEAR HENRY,

| WAS exceedingly interested by your letter, and |
cannat but thank you for overcoming the inaptitude of
a long disuse at my reguest, for my pleasure. Itisa
great thing done, the successul caging of the cylinder
—may it be a happy auspice for what isto follow 1 |
hope, in a few pods to remit the necessary money for
the completion. Meanwhile, are not those portions of
the work which can be done without expense saving
time in their progress? Do you think you lose much
money or time by this dday ?

All that you say of the alteration in the form of the
boat drikes me, though one of the multitude in this
respect, as improvement. | long to get aboard her, and
be an unworthy partaker in the glory of the asonishment
of the Livornee, when de reurns from her cuise
round Médloria. When do you think she will be fit
for &8 ?

Your volcanic decription of the birth of the cylinder
Is very characterigic of you, and of it* One might

* The pesssge in Mr. Redey's ldter refarred to by Shdley wes

asfdlons —
1 _ " Fridays irtk Nm>*
The evat isnow pasd—hah the 4eam ¢ylinde” and ar-pump
wae cad a three ddok this afternoon. At two ddok th*
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Imagine God, when he made the earth, and saw the
granite mountains and flinty promontoriesflow into ther
craggy forms and the splendour of ther fuson filling
millions of miles of the void goace like the tail of a
comet, 0 looking, 0 ddighting in his work. God sses
his machine spinning round the sun, and ddightsin its
ucoess and has taken out patents to supply all the
uns in ace with the same manufacture.  Your boat
will be to the ocean of water, what this earth isto the
ocean of ether—a progperous and swift voyager.

When shall we s you all? You not, | suppose
till your boat is ready to sail—and then, if not before
| mug, of coursg, cometo Livorno. Our plans for the
winter are yet scarcdy defined ; they tend towards our
soending February and March at Pisa, where our com-
munications will not be 0 digant, nor 0 epigolary.
C——Ieft us awek ago, not without many lamenta-
tions as all true lovers pay on such occasons Heis

morning | repaired tothemill to ssethat the preliminary operations,
upon which the ultimate success of afountdgreatly depends, were
conducted with proper attention. The moulds are buried in a pit,
made dose, before the mouth of the furnace, <0 that the melted
metal, when the plug is driven in, may run easly into them, and
fill up the vacant ace left between the core and the shdll, in order
to form the desr linders.  The fire was lighted in the furnace
at nine, and in three hours the metal was fused. At three o'dock it
was ready to,cast, the fuson being remarkably rapid, owing to the
perfection of the furnace. Themetal was also heated to an extreme
degree, boiling with fury, and seeming to dance with the pleasure of
running into its proper form. The pIu%_was gruck, and a massy
dream of a bluish dazzling whiteness filled the moulds in the
twinkling of a shooting sar. ~ T he cadtings will not be cool enough
to be drawn up till to-morrow afternoon; but, to judge from all
appearances, | expect them to be perfect.

" Saturday, x$ih Nov.

" They have been excavated and drawn up. | have examined
them and found thetn really perfect; they are massve and strong
to bear any usage and sea-water, in saeula saculorun. | am now
going on gently with the brasswork, which does not require any
iImmediate expenses, and which | attend to entirety mysdt | have
no workmen about meat present
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to write me an account of the Trieste seam-boat, which
| will trangmit to you,
Mrs. Shelley and Miss C——return you ther kindest
salutations, with interest
Most affectionately yours,

p.B.a

TO HENRY REVELEY.

Florence, x8M Dec., 1819,
MY DEAR HENRY,

You == as | said, it only amounts to delay, all this
abominable entanglement. | send you 484 dallars, or
ordinary francesooni, | suppose but you will tell me
what you recaive in Tuscan money, if they are not—
the produce of #100. So my heart is a little lightened,
which, | assure you, was heavy enough until this moment,
on your account. | writeto Messys Ward to pay you.

| haverecaived no satidactory letter from my bankers,
but | mug expett it every wesk—or, at leas, in a month
from this date, when | will not fail to transmit you the
remainder of what may be necessary.

Every body here is talking of a $eam-ship which is
building at Leghorn; one pason said, as if he knew
the whole affair, that he was waiting in Tuscany to take
his departure to Naples in it. Your name has nat, to
my knowledge, been mentioned | think you would do
well to encourage this publicity.

| have better health than | have known for a long
time—ready for any gormy cruisa When will the ship
be ready to sail? We have been feeding oursdves
with thehopethat M r . Gishorne and your mother would
have paid us their promised vigt. | did not even hope,
perhaps not even wigh, that you should, until the engine
Is finished My regret at this failure has saveral times
impelled me to go to Leghorn—but | have always
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ressed the temptation. Ask them, entreat them, from
me, to appoint some early day. We have a bed and
room, and every thing prepared
| write in great hase as you may sse  Ever bdieve
me, my dear Henry, your attached friend,
P.B. &

TO MR. AND MRS. GISBORNE.

Fhrmce, Dec. 23*, 1819.
MY DEAR FRIENDS,

| SUFFERED more pain than it would be manly to
oconfess or than you can eadly concave from that
wretched uncertainty about the money. At lagst, how-
ever, it is certain that you will encounter no further
check in the receaving supplies and a weght is taken
from my spirits, which, in spite of many other causss of
discomfort, makes itsdf known to have been a heavy
load, by the lightness which | now fed in writing
to you,

So the geamboat will take three months to finish ?
The vernal equinox will be over by that time, and the
early wakening of the year have paved the Medi-
terranean .with calm. Among other drcumgances to
regret in this deay, it is o far wdl that Our firg
cruise will be made in serene wegther.

| send you endosed a mandate for 396 francesconi,
which is what M. Torlonia incorrectly desgnates a
hundred pounds—but as we count in the money of the
country, that need make no difference to us

| have jugt finished an additional act to "Pro-
metheus" which Mary isnow transcribing, and which
mil be endosaed for your inspection beore it is trans
mitted to the booksdler. | am engaged in a political
work—I am busy enough, and if the faculties of my
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mind were not imprisoned within a mind, whose bars
are daily cares aid vulgar difficulties | might yet do
omething—but as it is—

Mary is well—but for this affair in London | think
her spiritswould begood. What shall [—what can | —
what ought | to do? You cannot picture to yoursdf my
perplexity.

Adieu, my dear friends

Ever yours faithfully attached,
P. B.S.

TO MR. JOHN GISBORNE.

Florence, Jan, 25th, 1820
MY DEAR SIR,

WE have suddenly taken the determination to avail
oursdves of this lovely weather to approach you as far
as Pisa. | ned not asure you—unless my malady
should violently return—you will sse me at Leghorn,

We embark; and | promise mysdf the delight of the
Ky, the water, and the mountains | mug wuffer at
any rate, but | expect to suffer lessin a boat than in a
carriage. | have many things to say, which let me
reservetill we meet

| sympathise in all your good news as | have done
in your UL Let Henry take care of himsdf, and nat,
desring to combine too many advantages check the
progress of his recovery, the greatest of all

Remembe me affectionatdy to him and to Mrs.
Gishorne, and accept for yoursdf my unalterable
sentiments of regard. Meanwhile, consider will your
plans, which | only half understand

Ever mod faithfully yours,
P. B. SHELLEY.



314 LETTERS FROM ITALY. [FEB-MAR,

TO MR AND MRS. GISBORNE.

Pisa, Feb. 9M, 182a

PRAY let us s you soon, or our threat may cost
both us and you something—a visit to Livorno, The
stage direction on the present occasion is, " exit Moon-
shine and enter Wall;" or rather four walls, who sur-
round and take prisoners the Galan and Dama,

Serioudly, pray do not disappoint us. We shall watch
the sky, and the death of the Scirocco must be the birth
of your arrival

Mary and | are going to study mathematics. We
design to take the most compendious, yet certain methods
of arriving at the great results. We believe that your
right-angled Triangle will contain the solution of the
problem of how to proceed.

Do not write but come. Mary is too idle to write, but
all that she has to say is come. She joins with me
in condemning the moonlight plan. Indeed we ought
not to be, so selfish asto allow you to come at all, if itis
to cost you all the fatigue and annoyance of returning
the same night. But it will not be—so adieu.

TO MR. AND MRS. GISBORNE.

Pisa, April 23, 1820.
MY DEAR FRIENDS,

WE were much pained to hear of the illness you
all ssem to have been suffering, and still more at the
apparent degjection of your last letter. We arein daily
expectation thislovely weather of seeing you, and | think
the change of air and scene might be good for your health
and spirits, even if we cannot enliven you. | shall have
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some business at Livorno soon; and | thought of coming
to fetch you, but t have changed my plan, and mean to
return with you, that | may save myself two journeys,
| have been thinking, and talking, and reading Agri-
culture this last week. But | am very anxious to se
you, especially now as instead of six hours, you give us
thirty-six, or perhgps more. | shall hear of the seam-
engine, and you will hear of our plans, when we mest,
which will bein so short a time that | neither inquire
nor communicate.
Ever affectionately yours,
P. B. SHELLEY,

TO MR. AND MRS. GISBORNE.

(LONDON).

Pisa, May attft, 1800.
MY DEAR FRIENDS,

| WRITE to you thus early, because | have deter-
mined to accept of your kind offer about the correction
of " Prometheus” The booksdler makes difficulties
about sending the proofs to me, and to whom dse can
| sowell entrust what | am so much interested in having
done well; and to whom would | prefer to owe the
recollection of an additional kindness done to me? |
enclose you two little papers of corrections and additions;
—I do not think you will find any difficulty in interpo-
lating them into their proper places.

Well, how do you like London, and your journey;
the Alps in their beauty and their eternity; Paris in its
dight and transitory colours; and the wearisome plains
of France—and the moral people with whom you drank
tealast night? Above all, how are you? And of the
last question, believe me, we are now most anxioudy
waiting: for a reply—until which | will say nothing, oat
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ask anything. | rely on thejournal with as much secu-
rity asif it were already written.

1 am just returned from a visit to Leghorn, Casciano,
and your old fortressat Sant' EImo. | bought the vases
you saw for about twenty sequins less than Micale asked,
and had them packed up, and, by the polite assistance
of your friend, Mr. Guebhard, sent them on board. |
found your Giuseppe very usgful in all this business.
He got me tea and breakfast, and | dept in your house,
and departed early the next morning for Casciano.
Everything seems in excellent order at Casa Ricci—
garden, pigeons, tables, chairs, and beds. As | did not
find my bed sealed up, | left it as | found it. What a
glorious prospect you had from the windows of Sant'
ElImo! The enormous chain of the Apennines, with its
many-folded ridges, idanded in the misty distance of
the air; the sea, so immensely distant, appearing as at
your feet; and the prodigious expanse of the plain of
Pisa, and the dark green marshes lessened almost to a
strip by the height of the blue mountains overhanging
them. Then the wild and unreclaimed fertility of the
foregrpund, and the chesnut trees, whose vivid foliage
made a sort of resting-place to the sense before it darted
itself to the jagged horizon of this prospect. | was alto*
gether delighted. | had a respite from my nervous
symptoms® which was compensated to me by a violent
cold in the head. There was a tradition about you at
Sant' EImo—An English family that had lived here in
the time of the French, The doctor, too, at the Bagni,
knew you. Thehouseisin amos dilapidated condition,
but | suppose all that is curable.

We go to the Bagni next month—but still direct to
Pisa as safest. | shall write to you the ultimates of my
commisson in my next letter. | am undergoing a
course of the Pisan baths, on which | lay no singular
dress—but they soothe. | ought to have peace of mind,
leisure, tranquillity; this | expect soon. Our anxiety



1820] TO MR AND MRS GISBORNE. 317

about Godwin is.very great, and any information that
you could give a day or two earlier than he might,
respecting any decisive event in his law-suit, would be a
great relief.  Your impressons about Godwin (I soesk
especialy to Madonnamia, who had known him before))
will especidly interest me. You know that added years
only add to my admiration of his intellectual powers,
and even the moral resources of his character. Of my
other friends | say nothing. To s= Hunt is to like
him; and there is one other recommendation which he
has to you, he is my friend. To know H , if any
one can know him, is to know something very unlike,
and inexpressibly superior, to the great mass of men.

Will Henry write me an adamantine letter, flowing,
not like the words of Sophocles, with honey, but molten
brass and iron, and bristling with wheds and teeth ? |
saw his steam-boat adeep under the walls. | was afraid
to waken it, and ask it whether it was dreaming of him,
for the same reason that | would have refrained from
awakening Ariadne, after Theseus had left he—unless
| had been Bacchus,

Affectionately and anxiously yours,
P.B. S

TO MR. AND MRS. GISBORNE
(LONDON).

MY DEAR FRIENDS,

| AM to a certain degree indifferent as to the reply to
our last proposal, and, therefore, will not alude to it.
Permit me only on subjects of this nature to express
one sentiment, which you would have given me credit
for, even if not expressed. Let no considerations of my
interest, or any retrospect to the source from which the
funds were supplied, modify your decision as to return*
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ing and pursuing or abandoning the adventure of the
steam-engine. My object was solely your true advan-
tage, and it iswhen | am baffled of this, by any attention
to amereform, that | shall beill requited. Nay, more,
| think it for your interest, should you obtain almost
whatever situation for Henry, to accept Clementi's pro-
posal, and remain in England;—not without accepting
It, for it does no more than baange the difference of
expense between Italy and London; and if you have
any trust in the justice of my mora sense, and believe
that in what concerns true honour and virtuous conduct
in life, 1 am an experienced counsdllor, you will not
hestate—these things being equal—to accept this pro-
posal. The opposition | made, while you werein Italy
to the abandonment of the steam-boa project, was
founded, you well know, on the motives which havein-
fluenced everything that ever has guided, or ever will
guide, anything that | can do or say respecting you.
| thought it against Henry's interest. | think it now
againgt his interest that he and you should abandon
your prospects in England. Asto us—we are uncertain
people, who are chased by the spirits of our destiny from
purpose to purpose, like clouds by the wind.

There is one thing more to be said. If you decide
to remain in England, assuredly it would be foolish to
return. Your journey would cost you between “ioo
and 7200, a sum far greater than you could expect to
save by the increased price by which you would sl
your things. Remit the matter to me, and | will cast
off my habitual character, and attend to the minutest
points. With Mr. G—% devil take his name, | can't
write it—you know who's, assstance, all this might be
accomplished in such a manner as to save a very con-
Sderablesum. Though | shall suffer from your decision
in the proportion as your society is delightful to me, 1
cannot forbear expressing my persuasion, that the time,
the expense, and the trouble of returning to Italy, tf
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your ultimate deC|S|on be to sdtle, in London, ought
all to be spared, A year, a month, aweek, at Henry's
age, and with his purposes, ought not to be unemployed.
It was the depth with which | fdt this truth, which
impelled me to incite him to this adventure of the seam-
boat

TO MRS. SHELLEY

(LEGHORN).

Casa Sitva,
Sunday morning, July, 1890.
MY DEAR LOVE,

| BELIEVE | shall have taken a very pleasant and
spacious apartment at the Bagni for three months. It
Is as all the others are—dean | shall give forty or
forty-five sequins for the three months, but as yet | do
not know which. | could get others something cheaper,
and a great deal worse; but if we would write, it is
requisite to have space

To-morrow evening, or the following morning, you
will probably se me. T is planning a journey
to England to secure his property in the event of a
revolution, which, he is persuaded, is on the eve of
exploding. | neither believe that, nor do | fear that
the consegquences will be so immediately destructive to
the existing forms of social order. Money will be
delayed, and the exchange reduced very low, and my
annuity and **** on account of these being money ,
will be in some danger; but land is quite sfe. Besides,
it will not be 0 rapid. Let us hope we shall have a
reform. T will be lulled into security, while the
dow progress of thingsisstill flowing on, after this affair
of the Queen may appear to be blown over. There are
bad newsfrom Palermo: the soldiersresisted the people*
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and a terrible daughter, amounting, it is said, to four
thousand men, ensued. The event, however, was as it
should be Scily, like Naples, is free By the brief
and partial acoounts of the Florence paper, it appears
that the enthusaan of the people was prodigious, and
that the women fought from the houses raining down
bailing oil on the assailants.

| am promised a bill on Vienna on the 5th, the day
on which my. note will be paid, and the day on which
| purpose to leave Leghorn, *** is very unhappy at
the idea of TVs going to England, though she ssams to
fed the necessty of it. Some time or other he mug
go to HHtle his affairs, and they s/am to agree that this
Is the best opportunity. / have no thought of leaving
Italy. The beg thing we can do isto save money, and,
if things take a decided turn, /which | am convinced
they will at last, but not perhaps for two or three
years) it will be time for me to assat my rights, and
presrve my annuity. Meanwhile, another event may
decide us

Kiss svest babe and kiss yoursdf for me—I love
you affectionately.

P.B. S

Sunday evening.

| havetaken" the house for forty ssquins for three
months—a good bargain, and a very good house as
things go—this is about thirteen ssquins amonth.  To-
morrow | go to look over the inventory; expect me
therefore on Tuesday morning.
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TO MRS. SHELLEY

(BAGNI DI SAN GIULIANO).

asSaepI@?tl C|CI [Leghorn]

| AM afraid, my deared, that | shall not be able to
be with you 0 oon as to-morrow evening, though |
shall ue evary exertion, Del Roso | have not seen,
nor shall until this evening. Jackson | have and he
Is to drink tea with us this evening, and bring the
ConstitutionnelL

You will have ssen the papers, but | doubt that they
will not contain the latex and mog important news
It is certain, by private letters from merchants, that a
sxious insurrection has broken out at Paris, and the
reports las night are, that an attack made by the
populace on the Tuileries still continued when the lagt
acoounts came away. At Naples the conditutional
party have declared to the Augtrian miniger, that if the
Emperor should make war on them, ther firg action
would be to put to death all the members of the royal
family—a necessary and mog just measure, when the
forces of the combatants, as wel as the merits of ther
repective causs are 0 unequal That kings should
be everywhere the hosages for liberty were admirable,

What will become of the Gishornes, or of the English,
at Paris? How soon will England itsdf, and perhaps
Italy, be caught by the sacred fire? And what, to
come from the solar sygem to a grain of sand, shall
we do?

Kiss babe for me, and your own sdf. | am somewhat

better, but my sde still véxes me—allittle.
Your affectionate S

11 X
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TO THE EDITOR OF THE "QUARTERLY
REVIEW." *

SIR,

SHOULD you cas your eye on the dgnature of this
letter before you read the contents, you might imagine
that they related to a danderous paper which appeared
in your Review some time dnce | never notice
anonymous attacks. The wretch who wrote it has
doubtless the additional reward of a consiousness of
his motives, besdes the thirty guineas a shedt, or what-
ever it isthat you pay him. Of course you cannot be
ansverable for all the writings which you edit, and /
certainly bear you no ill-will for having edited the abuse
to which | alude—indeed, | was too much amused
by beng compared to Pharaoh, not readily to forgive
editor, printer, publisher, ditcher, or any one, except
the despicable writer, connected with something so ex-
quigtey entertaining. Serioudy speaking, | am nat in
the lifrbit of permitting mysdf to be digurbed by what
Is said or written of me, though, | dare say, | may be
condemned sometimes justly enough. But | fed, in
regpect to the writer in quedion, that "I am there
gtting, where he durg not soar.”

The caxe is different with the unfortunate subject of
this letter, the author of Endymion, to whose fedings
and gtuation | entreat you to allow me to call your
attention. | write condderably in the dark; but if it
iIs Mr. Gifford that f am addressng, | am persuaded
that in an appeal to his humanity and judice, he will
acknowledge the fas ab host* doceri. | am aware that
the first duty of a Reviewer is towards the public, and 1
am willing to confess that End>mion is a poem ocon

* Thisletter wes neve sat—{Afdefy Mrs. Skelley.]
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Sderably defect! ve, and that, perhaps, it deserved asmuch
cenaure as the pages of your Review record againd it;
but, not to mention that there is a certain contcmptu-
ouness of phraseology from which it is difficult for a
critic to abgain, in the review of Endymion, | do not
think that the writer has given it its due praisa. Surdy
the poem, with all its faults, is a very remarkable pro-
duction for a man of Keatss age and the promise of
ultimate excdlence is such as has rardy been afforded
even by such as have afterwards attained high literary
eminence.  Look at book it line 833, & ¢, and book iiu
line 113 to 120—read down that page, and then again
from line 193. | could cite many other passages to
convince you that it desrved milder ussge Why it
should have been reviewed at all, excepting for the
purpose of bringing its excdlences into notice, | cannot
concave, for it was very little read, and there was no
danger that it should become a modd to the age of
that false taste, with which | oonfess that it is re-
plenished.

Poor Keats was thrown into a dreadful state of mind
by this review, which, | am persuaded, was nat written
with any intention of producng the effect, to which it
has at least, greatly contributed, of embittering his
exigence, and inducing a disease from which there are
now but faint hopes of his recovery. The firg efedts
are dexribed to me to have resmbled insanity, and it
was by assduous watching that he was redrained from
effecting purposss of suicdde  The agony of his suffer*
ings at length produced the rupture of a blood-vesd in
the lungs, and the usual process of consumption appears
to have begun. He is coming to pay me a vist in
Italy; tyut | fear that unless his mind can be kept
tranquil, little is to be hoped from the mereinfluence
of climate.

But let me not extort anything from your pity. |
have just ssn a second volume, published by him
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evidently in cardess despair. | have desred my book-
sler to snd you a copy, and alow me to solicit your
especial attention to the fragment of a poem entitled
"Hyperion/' the compostion of which was checked
by the Review in quetion. The great proportion of
this piece is surdy in the very highes syle of poetry.
| spesk impartially, for the canons of tage to which
Keats has conformed in his other compaodtions are the
very reverse of my own. | leave you to judge for
yoursdf; it would be an insult to you to suppose that
from motives, however honourable, you would lend
yoursdf to a deception of the public.

# * 4

TO MR. JOHN GISBORNE
(AT LEGHORN).

Pisa, oggi [November, 1890J.
MY DEAR SIR,

1 SEND you the Phaedon and Tacitus. | congratu-
late you on your conques of the Iliad. You mug
have bemn adonished at the perpetually increasng
magnificence of the las sven books Homer there
truly begins to be himsf. The battle of the S=a*
mander, the funeral of Patroclus, and the high and
lemn doxe of the whole bloody tale in tenderness
and inexpiable sorrow, are wrought in a manner
incomparable with any thing of the same kind The
Odysey is swed, but there is nothing like thist

[ am bathing mysdf in the light and odour of the
flowery and garry Autos. | have read them all more
than onos* Henry will tell you how much | am in
love with Pacchiani. | auffer from my dissase con-
Sderably. Henry will adso tel you how much, and
how whimdgcally, he alarmed me lagt night
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My kindest remembrances to Mrs. Gisborne, and
best wishes for your health and happiness.
Faithfully yours,
P.B. S

1 have a new Calderon coming from Paris.

TO HENRY REVEIEY,

Pisa, Tuesday, t o'clock,
April vjthy, x8ax.
MY DEAR HENRY,

OUR ducking last night has added fire, instead of
guenching the nautical ardour which producedit; and
| consider it a good omen in any enterprise, that it
beginsin evil: as being more probable that it will end
in good | hope you have not suffered fromit | am
rather feverish, but very well as to the side, whence |
expected the worst consequences. | send you directions
for the complete equipment of our boat, Snce you have
so kindly promised to undertake it. In putting into
execution, a little more or less expense in so trifling
an affair, is to be disregarded | need not say that
the approaching season invites expedition. You can
put her in hand immediately, and write the day on
which we may come for her.

We expect with impatience the arrival of our fdse
friends, who have so long cheated us with delay; and
Mary unites with me in desiring, that, as you partici-
pated equally in the crime, you should not be omitted
in the expiation*

All good be with you—Adieu.
Yours faithfully,

&
Williams desires to be kindly remembered to yon,

and begs to present his compliments to Mr, and Mrs.
G,; and—heaven knows what
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TO HENRY REVELEY.

Pisa, April 19M 0O821J.
MY DEAR HENRY,

T H E rullock, or place for the ocar, ought not to be
placed where the oar-pins are now, but ought to be
neare to the mast; as near as possble indeed, 0
that the rower has room to sit In addition let a false
ked be made in this shape 0 as to be four inches
desp at the gern, and to decrease towards the prow.
It may be as thin as you please

Tell Mr. and Mrs. G that | have read the
Numancia, and after wading through the sngular
Supidity of the firg act, began to be greatly deighted,
and, at length, interested in a very high degreg by
the power of the writer in awakening pity and admira-
tion, in which | hardly know by whom he is excdled.
There is little, | alow, in a gdrict snsg, to be called
poetry in this play; but the command of language, and
the harmony of verdfication, is s0 great as to decave
one into an idea that it is poetry.

Adieu—We shall s you soon.
Yoursever truly,
S.

TO MR. AND MRS. GISBORNE.

Bagni, Tuesday Evening”
(funesthi 1821.)
MY DEAR FRIENDS,

Ws anxioudy expect your arrival at the Baths; but
as | am persuaded that you will gpend as much time
with us as you can save from your necessary occupa
tions before your departure, | will forbear to vex you
with importunity. My health does not permit me to



1821 T0 MR. GISBORNE. 327

goend many hours, from home. | have been engaged
thex lag days in compodng a poem on the death ot
Keats, which will shortly be finished; and | anticipate
the pleasure of reading it to you, as some of the very
few persons who will be interesed in it and undergand
it. It is a highly-wrought piece of art; and perhaps
better, in point of compaogtion, than anything | have
written.

| have obtained a purchaser for some of the articles
of your three ligs, a catalogue of which | subjoin. |
shall do my utmos to gt more; could you not snd me
a complete list of your furniture, as | have had inquiries
made about cheds of drawers, &c,

* * * * #

My unfortunate box 1 it contained a chacs of the
dements of Charles|. If the idea of the creator had
been packed up with them, it would have shared the
same fate; and that, | am afraid, has undergone ancther
sort of shipwreck

* * * * #
Very faithfully and affectionately yours,
S

TO MR. JOHN GISBORNE.

Pisa, Saturday,
{Junexg,itei.
MY DEAR FRIEND,

| HAVE recaved the heart-rending account of the
cloang scene of the great genius whom envy and in-
gratitude scourged out of theworld.* | do not think that
if | had seen it before | could have compasad my poem.
The enthusaan of the imagination would have over*
powered the sentiment.

* John Keats
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Asit is | have finished my Elegy; * and this day |
snd it to the press at Pisaa You shall have a copy
the moment it is completed. | think it will please
you. | havedipped my pen in consuming firefor his
desroyers, otherwise the style is calm and solemn.

Pray, when shall weseyou ? Or arethe sdreams of
Helicon less salutary than sea-bathing for the nerves?
Give us as much as you can before you go to England,
and rather dividethe term than not come soon.

Mrs. * * * widhes that none of the books dexk,
& a, should be packed up with the piano; but that they
should be sent, one by one, by Pepi. Address them to
meat her house Shedesred meto have them addressed
to me, why | know not.

A droll drcumgance has occurred. Queen Mab, a
poem written by me when very young, in the most
furious gyle, with long notes againg Jesus Chrig, and
God the Father, and the king, and bishops and mar*
riage, and the devil knows what, is just published by
one of the low bookdlers in the Strand, againg my
Widh and consent, and all the people are at loggerheads
about it. H. St gives me this acoount. You may
imagine hov much | am amused. For the sake of a
dignified appearance, however, and really because |
wigh to protest againg all the bad poery in it, | have
given ordersto say that it isall done againg my desre,
and have directed my attorney to apply to Chancery for
an injunction, which he will not get.

| am pretty ill, | thank you, just now; but | hope
you are better.

M ost affectionately yours
P.B. S

# Adonais f Horaoe Smith.
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TO MR. AND MkS. GISBORNE.
Bagni, Friday Night,
Bl 13t Xea)
MY DEAR FRIENDS,

| HAVE bean expecting every day awrit to attend at
your court at Guebhard's, whence you know it is settled
that | should conduct you hither to spend your lagt days
in Italy. A thousand thanksfor your maps; in return
for which | send you the only copy of Adonais the
printer has yet deivered. | wish | ocould sy, as
Glaucus could, in the exchange for the arms of Diomed,
—ixardMMO imafio/uv.

| will only remind you of Faust; my degre for the
conduson of which is only exceeded by my dedre to
wedcome you. Do you dbsarve any traces of him in
the poem | send you ? Poats—the bet of them, are a
very camdeonic race; they take the coour not only of
what they fead on, but of the very leaves under which
they pass

Mary isjust on the verge of finishing her novel; but
it cannot be in time for you to taketo England.—Fare-
well

Mog faithfully yours,
P.B.S

TO MR. AND MRS. GISBORNE.

Bagni, July 196t [x8ai).
MY DEAREST FRIENDS,

1 AM fully repaid for the painful emations from which
lome verses of my poem sprung, by your sympathy and
approbation—which is all thereward | expect—and as
much ail | desre. It isnot for me tojudge whether, in
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the high praise your fedings assign me, you are right or
wrong. Thepoa and the man aretwo different natures,
though they exi together, they may be unconstious of
each other, and incapable of deciding on each other's
powers and efforts by any reflex act. The decison of
the caus whether or no / am a pod, is removed
from the presnt time to the hour when our poserity
shall assamble ; but the court is a very svere one, and
| fear that the verdict will be, " Guilty—death 1»
| shall bewith you on thefird summons | hopethat
the time you haveresrved for us " this bank and shoal
of time/' is not so short as you once talked of.
In haste, mos affectionately yours,
P. B. S

TO MRS. SHELLEY
(BAGNI DI PISA).

LioneBianco, Florence,
(Tuesday, August ist, 1821.)

MY DEAREST LOVE,

| SHALL not return this evening; nor, unless | have
better success tomorrow. | have ssen many housss
but very few within the compass of our powers, and,
even in those which ssam to suit, nothing is more difficult
than to bring the proprigtorsto terms | congratulate
mysdf on having taken the ssason in time, as thereis
great expectation of Florence being full next winter.
| shall do my utmod to return to-morrow evening.
You may expect me about ten or deven odock, as
| shall purposdy be late, to spare mysdf the excessve
heat

The Gidornes (four odock, Tuesday,) are just st
out in a diligence-and-four, for Bologna, They have
promised to write from Paris. | spent three howsthis
morning principally in the contemplation of the Niobe,
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and of afovourite .Apollo; all worldly thoughts and
cares s|am to vanish from before the sublime emations
uch pettades create; and | am deeply impressed with
the great difference of happiness enjoyed by those who
live at a digance from these incarnations of all that the
fines minds have concaved of beauty, and thosewho can
resort to their company at pleasure. What should we
think if wewere forbidden to read the great writers who
have left us their works? And yet to be forbidden to
live at Florence or Rome, is an evil of the same kind, of
scar ody lessmagnitude.

| am ddighted to hear that the W.'s are with you.
| am convinced that Williams mug persevere in the use
of the docda.  Give my mog affectionate remembrances
to them. | shall know all the housss in Florence, and
can give W. a good account of them all. You have not
sent my pasport, and | mug get home as | can. |
uppose you did not recave my note.

| grudge my sequins for a carriage; but | have
affered from the sun and the fatigue, and dare not
expoe mysdf to that which is necessry for house*
hunting.

Kiss little babe, and how is he? but | hope to s
him fag adegp to-morrow night. And pray, dearest
Mary, have some of your nove prepared for my return.

Your ever affectionate
S.

TO MRS. SHELLEY

(BAGNI DI PISA).

Bologna, Agosto 6 [xtax].
DEAREST MINE,

| AM at Bologna, and the caravdla is ordered for
Ravenna. | have keen detained, by having made an
embarrassng and inexplicable arrangement, more than
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twelve hours,; or | should have arrived at Bologna last
night ingead of this morning.

Though | have travelled all night at the rate of two
miles and a half an hour, in alittle open caeso, | am
perfectly wel in health. One would think that | were
the spanid of Degtiny, for the more she knocks me
about, the more | fawn on her. | had an overturn
about daybreak; the old horse sumbled, and threw me
and the fat vetturino into a dope of meadow, over the
hedge. My angular figure suck where it was pitched ;
but my veturino's spherical form rolled fairly to the
bottom of the hill, and that with so few symptoms of
reuctance in the life that animated it, that my ridicule
(for it was the drallest sght in the world) was uppressed
by my fear that the poor dtvil had bean hurt. But he

was very wdl, and we continued our journey with great
Success.

* # # * . #

My love to the Williamss. Kiss my pretty one, and
accept an affectionate one for yoursdf from me. The
chaise waits. | will write the firg night from Ravenna
at length.

Yours ever,

TO MRS, SHELLEY.

Ravenna, August 7, 1821.
MY DEAREST MARY,

| ARRIVED lagt night at ten o'dock, and sat up talking
with Lord Byron until five this morning. | then went
to demp, and now awake at deven, and having depatched
my breakfag as quick as posible mean to devote the
interval until twelve, when the pog departs, to you.

Lord Byron is very well, and was delighted to s
me. He has in fact completdy recovered Ms health,
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and lives a life totally the reverse of that which he led
at Vaicd'. He *hes a pemanent sort of liaison with
Contessa Giuccioli, who is now at Florence, and ssams
from her letters to be a very amiable woman. Sheis
waiting there vmtil something shall be decided as to
their emigration to Switzerland or gay in Italy; which
Is yet undetermined on ether 9de.  She was compeled
to exape from the Papal territory in great hase as
meaaures had already been taken to place her in a con-
vent, where she would have bean unrdentingly confined
for life. The oppresson of the marriage contract, as
exiging in the laws and opinions of Italy, though less
frequently exercised, is far severer than that of England.
| tremble to think of what poor Emilia is destined to.

Lord Byron had aimog desroyed himsdf in Venice;
his date of debility was such that he was unable to
digeg any food, he was consumed by hectic fever, and
would spedily have perished, but for this attachment,
which has reclaimed him from the exceses into which
he threw himsdf from cardessness and pride, rather
than tase Poor fdlow | he is now quite wel, and
immersed in politics and literature. He has given me
a numbe of the mog interesing details on the former
ubject, but we will not gpesk of them in a leter.
Fletcher is here and as if like a shadow, he waxed
and waned with the subgance of his master: Fletchel
also has recovered his good looks and from amids the
unseasonable grey hairs, a fresh harves of flaxen locks
put forth.

We talked a great deal of podry, and such matters
lagt night; and as usual differed, and | think more than
ever. He affedts to patronize a sygem of criticiam fit
for the production of mediocrity, and although all his
fine poems and passages have been produced in defiance
of this sysgem, yet | recognise the pernicious efedts of
it in the Doge of Venice; and it wili cramp and limit
his future efforts however great they may be, unless he
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getsrid of it, | have read only parts of it, or rather
he himsdf read them to me, and gave me the plan of
the whole

* * * * *

Lord Byron has also told me of a drcumgance that

shocks me exceedingly; because it exhibits a degree of
desperate and wicked malice for which | am at a loss
to account. When | hear such things my patience
and my philosophy are put to a severe proof, whilst
| refrain from saeking out some dbscure hiding-place,
where the countenance of man may never meg me
more,
* * * *  Imagine my despair of
good, imagine how it is possble that one of 0 weak
and sengtive a nature as mine can run further the
gauntlet through this hdlish sodety of men.  You
should write to the Hoppners a letter refuting the
charge in caee you believe, and know, and can prove
that it is false; sating the grounds and proofs of your
belief | need not dictate what you should say; nor,
| hope, inspire you with warmth to rebut a charge
which you only can dfectualy rebut, If you will
snd the letter to me here, | will forward it to the
Hoppners. Lord Byron is not up, | do not know the
Hoppners address and | am anxious not to lose a
post

TO MR& SHELLEY.

M August [itoi\
MY DEAREST MARY,

1 WROTE to you yederday, and | begin another
letter to-day, without knowing exactly when | can send
it, as | am told the pog only goes once a week. |
dare say the subject of the latter half my letter gave
you pain, but it was necessary to look the affair in the
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face, and the only satidactory answver to the calumny
mus be given by you, and could be given by you
alone. This is evidently the source of the violent
denundiations of the Literary Gazdte in themsdves
contemptible enough, and only to be regarded as
effects which show us ther causg which until we put
off our mortal nature, we never despise—that is the
belief of persons who have known and seen you, that
you are guilty of crimes.

* * * * *

After having snt my letter to the pos yederday, |
went to see some of the antiquities of this place; which
appear to be remarkable. This city was once of vagt
extent, and the traces of its remains are to be found
more than four miles from the gate of the modern
town. The s, which once came doseto it, has now
retired to the digance of four miles, leaving a mean-
choly extent of marshes interspersed with patches of
cultivation, and towards the sea hore W ith pine forets
which have followed the retrocesson of the Adriatic,
and the roots of which are actually washed by its
waves The levd of the ssa and of this tract of
country correspond o0 nearly, that a ditch dug to a few
fet in depth is immediatdy filled up with s=a water.
All the ancient buildings have bean choked up to the
height of from five to twenty fet by the depost of the
s, and of the inundations, which are frequent in the
winter. | went in Lord Byron's carriage, first to the
Chiesa San Vitale, which is certainly one of the most
ancient churches in Italy. It is a rotunda supported
upon buttresses and pilasters of white marble; theill
effect of which is somewhat reieved by an interior row
of columns Thedomeisvery high and narrow. The
whole church, in spite of the devation of the soil, is
veary high for its breadth, and is of a very peculiar
and striking congruction. In the section of one of the
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large tables of marble with which the church islined!
they showed me the perfect figure\ as perfet as if it
had been painted, of a capuchin friar, which resulted
merdy from the shadings and the postion of the dains
in the marble. This is what may be called a pure
anticipated cognition of a Capuchin.

| then went to the tomb of Theodosus which has
now been dedicated to the Virgin, without however
any change in its original appearance It is about
a mile from the present city. This building is more
than half overwhdmed by the devated soil, although
a portion of the lower dory has besn excavated, and
Is filled with brackish and sinking waters, and a sort
of vaporous darkness, and troops of prodigious frogs
It is a remarkable piece of architecture, and without
belonging to a period when the ancent tase yet sur-
vived, bears neverthdess a certain impresson of that
tage It congds of two sories, the lower supported
on Doric arches, and pilagers, and a smple entabla-
ture. The other drcular within, and polygonal out-
gde, and roofed with one dngle mass of ponderous
done, for it is evidently one and Heaven aone knows
how they contrived to lift it to that heght. Itis
a ort of flattish dome rough-wrought within by the
chisd, from which the Northern conquerors tore the
plates of slver that adorned it, and polished without,
with things like handles appended to it, which were
also wrought out of the solid done and to which 1
uppoe the ropes were applied to draw it up.. You
axxend externally into the sscond gory by a flight of
Sonedeps which are modern.

The next place | went to was a church called /*
Ckiesa di Sanf Appollinare, which is a Badlica, and
btrilt by ong | foigt whom, of the Chrigian Em-
perors; it isalong church, with a roof like abarn, and
supported by twenty-four columns of the finet marble,
with an altar of jagper, and four coumns of jasper and
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giallo antico, supporting the roof of the tabernadle, which
are said to be of ifhmense value. It is something like
that church (I forge the name of it) we saw at Rome,
fuare delle mure. | suppose the empearor gole thee
columns which ssem not at all to bdong to the place
they occupy. Within the city, near the church of San
Vitale, there is to be ssn the tomb of the Empress
Galla Placidia, daughter of Theodosus the Great, to-
gether with those of her husband Congantius, her brother
Honorius, and her son Valentinian—all Emperors. The
tombs are masyy cass of marble, adorned with rude
and taddess stulpture of lambs, and other Chrigian
emblems, with scarcdy a trace of the antique. 1t seams
to have ben one of the fird efedts of the Chrigian
religion, to destroy the power of producing beauty in
art Thex tombs are placed in a sort of vaulted
chamber, wrought over with rude mosaic, which is said
to have been built in 1300. | have yet ssn no more
of Ravenna.
Friday.

We ride out in the evening, through the pine foress
which divide this city from the sea.  Our way of life is
this, and | have accommodated mysdf to it without
much difficulty:—L ord Byron gatsup at two, breskfads;
we talk, read, & c, until six; then weride, and dine at
eight; and after dinner gt talking till four or five in the
morning. | ge& up at twelve, and am now devating the
interval between my risng and his, to you.

Lord Byron is greatly improved in every regpect.
In genius, in temper, in moral views, in health, in hap-
pines  The connexion with la Guiccioli has been an
iInestimable bendfit to him. He lives in congderable
olendour, but within his income, which is now about
£4000 a year, 7100 of which he devotes to purposss
of charity. Hehashad mischievous passons but thee
he sams to have subdued, and he is becoming, what
he should be a virtuous man. The interes which he

VL Y
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took in the palitics of Italy, and the actions he performed
in consquence of it, are ubjedts nat fit to be written,
but are such aswill ddight and surprise you. He is
not yet dedded to go to Switzerland—a place, indeed,
little fitted for him: the gossp and the cabals of those
anglicdsed cooteries would torment him, as they did
before, and might exasperate him into a reapse of
libertinism, which he says he plunged into not from
tasde, but despair. La Guiccioli and he brother (who
Is Lord Byron's friend and confidant, and acquiesoes
perfectly in her connexion with him) wish to go to
Switzerland; as Lord Byron says merdy from the
novelty of the pleasure of traveling. Lord Byron pre-
fers Tuscany or Lucca, and is trying to persuade them
to adopt his views He has made mewrite a long letter
to her to engage her to remain—an odd thing enough
for an utter sranger to write on subjects of the utmodt
delicacy to his friend's midress  But it ssams destined
that | am always to have some active part in everybody's
affairs whom | approach. | have s down in lame
Italian the dronges reasons | can think of againg the
Sniss emigration—to tell you the truth, | should be
very glad to accept, as my fee his esablishment in
Tuscany. Ravenna is a misrable place; the people
are barbarous and wild, and their language the most
infernal patois that you can imagine. He would be, in
every regpect, better among the Tuscans. | am afraid
he would not like Florence, on account of the English
there,

* * * * *

There is Lucca, Florence, Pisa, Sena, and | think
nothing more. What think you of Prato, or Pistoia,
for him 2—no Englishman approachesthose towns; but
| am afraid no house could be found good enough for
him in that region.

He has read to me one of the unpublished cantos of
Don Juan, which is agonishingly fine. It sts him not
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only above but far above all the podas of the day—
every word is dafAiped with immortality. | despair of
rivalling Lord Byron, as well | may, and there is no
other with whom it is worth contending. This canto
Is in the style, but totally, and sugained with incredible
eae and power, liketheend of the ssoond canto. There
Is not a word which the mod rigid assetor of the dig*
nity of human nature would desre to be cancdled. It
fulfils in a certain degres what | have long preached
of producing—something wholly new and réative to the
age, and yet surpassngly beautiful It may be vanity,
but | think | se the trace of my earnet exhortations
to him to create something wholly new.  He has finished
his life up to the present time, and given it to Moore,
with liberty for Moore to sl it for the besx price he
can get, with condition that the booksdler should pub-
lish it after his death. Moore has sold it to Murray for
two thousand pounds. | have poken to him of Hunt,
but not with a direct view of demanding a contribution;
and, though | am wre that if aked it would not be
refused—ye, there is something in me that makes it
impossble Lord Byron and | are excdlent friends
and were | reduced to poverty, or were | a writer who
had no claims to a higher sation than | poses—ar did
| posess a higher than | deserve, we should appear in all
things as such, and | would fredy ask him any favour.
Suchisnot thecae The demon of migrug and pride
lurks between two persons in our Stuation, poisoning
the freedom of our intercourse This is a tax and a
heavy one which we mug pay for being human. |
think the fault is not on my dde, nor isit likely, | beng
the weaker. | hope that in the next world these things
will be better managed. What is pasing in the heart
of another rarely excapes the obsarvation of one who is
a drict anatomigt of his own.

Write to me at Florence, where | shall remain a day
at lead, and send me letters, or news of letters. How
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Is my little darling? And how are you, and how do
you get on with your book ? Be severein your correc-
tions, and expect severity from me, your Sncereadmirer.
| flatter mysdf you have composad something unequalled
in its kind, and that, not content with the honours of
your birth and your hereditary arisocracy, you will add
still higher renown to your name. Expect me at the
end of my appointed time. | do not think | shall be
detained. Is C. with you, or is she coming? Have
you heard anything of my poor Emilia, from whom |
got a letter the day of my departure, saying, that her
marriage was deferred for a very short time, on account
of the illness of her posn. How are the Williamses,
and Williams epedialy ? Give my very kindest love
to them.

Lord Byron has here splendid apartments in the
house of his midresss hushand, who is one of the
richex men in Italy. Sheis divorced, with an alow*
ance of 1200 crowns ayear, a misrable pittance from
a man who has 120,000 &"year —Here are two monkeys,
five cats eght dogs and ten horses all of whom
(except the horses) walk about the house like the
madesof it. Tita the Venetian is here, and operates
asmy valetj afinefdlow, with aprodigious black beard,
and who has gabbed two or three people, and is one of
the most good-natured looking felows | ever saw.

We have good rumours of the Greks here, and a
Russan war. | hardly wish the Russans to take any
part in it. My maxim iswith jEschylus: —r i du**ij3E
—AIr fikt s Xfoee rixni, tfar'tPCf, V t/xeraywai. There
Is a Greek exerd<e for you. How should daves produce
anything but tyranny—even as the sead produces the
plant?

Adieu, dear Mary,
Yours affectionately,
&
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TO MRS, SHELLEY.

Saturday—Ravenna [Aug. u; 1821].
MY DEAR MARY,

You will be surprised to hear that Lord Byron has
decided upon coming to Pisa, in cae he shall be able,
with my assgance to prevail upon his midres to
remain in ltaly, of which I think there is little doubt.
He wishes for a large and magnificent house but he
has furniture of his own, which he would snd from
Ravenna. Inquire if any of the large palaces are to be
let We disussed Prato, Pigoia, Lucca, &cs but they
would not suit him o0 well as Pisa, to which, indeed, he
shows a decided preferences So let it be!  Florence
he objects to, on account of the prodigious influx of
English.

| don't think this drcumdance ought to make any
differencein our own plans with respect to this winter in
Florence, because we could eadly reassume our Sation,
with the spring, at Pugnano or the baths in order to
enjoy the sodety of the noble lord. But do you con-
dder this point, and write to me your full opinion, at
the Florence pog-office

| suffer much today from the pain in my dSde
brought on, | believe, by this accursed water. In other
respects, | am pretty well, and my spirits are much im-
proved ; they had been improving, indeed, before | left
the baths, after the degp dgection of the early part of
the year.

| am reading Anastasus* One would think that
Lord J*yron had taken his idea of the three lagt cantos
of Don Juan from this book. That, of course has
nothing to do with the merit of thislatter, poetry having

* Memoirsof a Greek [by ThomasHope], 3vds Murray, 1819.
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nothing to do with the invention of facts It isavery
poweful and very entertaining novd, and a faithful
picture, they say, of modern Gresk manners. | have
read Lord Byron's letter to Bowles—some good things
—~but he ought not to write prose criticiam.

You will recave a long letter, sant with some of
Lord Byron's, express to Florence.

1 write this in hage—Yours mod affectionatdly,

S.

TO MRS. SHELLEY.

Ravenna, Tuesday, August 14M, x8ai«
MY DEAREST LOVE,

| ACCEPT your kind presnt of your picture, and wish
you would get it prettily framed for me. | will wear,
for your sake, upon my heart this image which is ever
present to my mind.

| have only two minutes to write, the pod is just
stting oft | shall leave this place on Thursday or
Friday morning. You would forgive me for jny longer
day, if you knew the fighting | have had to make it 0
short | need not say where my own fedings impel me.

It still remains fixed that Lord Byron should come
to Tuscany, and, if possble Pisa; but more of that
to-morrow,

Your faithful and affectionate a

TO MRS. SHELLEY.

Ravenna, Wednesday [Aug. 15,1821].
MY DEAREST LOVE,

| WRITE, though | doubt whether | shall not arrive
before this letter; asthe pog only leaves Ravenna once
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awesk, un Saturdays, and as | hope to s out to-morrow
evening by the courier. But as | mug necessarily say
a day at Florence, and as the natural incdents of
travelling may prevent me from taking my intended
advantage of the couriers, it is probable that this letter
will arrive firs. Beddes as | will explain, I am not
yot quite my own mager. But that by and bye | do
not think it necessary to tell you of my impatience to
return to you and my little darling, or the disappoint-
ment with which | have prolonged my absence from you.
| am happy to think that you are nat quite alone.

Lord Byron is still decided upon Tuscany; and such
IS his impatience, that he has desred me—as if | should
not arrive in time—to write to you to inquire for the
best unfurnished palace in Pisa, and to enter upon a
treaty for it It is better not to be on the Lung® Arno;
but, in fact, there is no uch hurry, and as | shall s
you S0 000, it is not worth while to trouble yoursdf
about it.

| told you | had written by Lord Byron's desreto la
Guicciali, to dissuade her and he family from Switzer-
land, Her answe is this moment arrived, and my
representation ssams to have reconcled them to the
unfitness of that gep. At the conduson of a letter,
full of all the fine things she says she has heard of
me, is this request, which | transcribe ;—" Sgnore—la
vostra bontd, mi faarditadi chiedervi un favore—me
la accorderete voii Non partite da Ravenna senza
Milord." Of course beng now, by all the laws of knight-
hood, captive to a lady's reques, | shall only be at
liberty on my parole, until Lord Byron is settled at Pisa.
1 shall reply, of course that the boon is granted, and
that if her lover is reluctant to quit Ravenna, after |
have made arrangements far recaving him at Pisa, |
am bound to place mysdf in the same Stuation as now,
to assail him with importunities to rgoin her. Of this
there is, fortunately, no need; and | need not tell you
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there is no fear that this chivalric submisson of mine
to the great general laws of antique courtesy, against
which | never rebel, and which is my religion, should
interfere with my quick returning, and long remaining
with you, dear girl.

| have seen Dante's tomb, and worshipped the sacred
goot.  The building and its accessories are compara-
tively modern, but, the urn itsdf, and the tablet of
marble, with his portrait in relief, are evidently of equal
antiquity with his death. The countenance has all the
marks of being taken from his own; the lines are
strongly marked, far more than the portraits, which,
however, it resembles; except, indeed, the eye, which
is half closed, and reminded me of Pacchiani. It was
probably taken after death. | saw the library, and
some specimens of the earliest illuminated printing from
the press of Fust, They are on vellum, and of an
execution little inferior to that of the present day.

We ride out every evening as usual, and practise
pistol-shooting at a pumpkin; and | am not sorry to
observe that | approach towards my noble friend's
exactness of aim. The water here is villainous, and |
have, suffered tortures; but | now drink nothing but
alcalescent water, and am much relieved. | have the
greatest trouble to get away; and Lord Byron, as a
reason for my stay, has urged, that without either me
or the Guiccioli, hewill certainly fall into his old habits.
| then talk, and he listens to reason; and | earnestly
hope that he is too well aware of the terrible and de-
grading consequences of his former mode of life, to
be in danger from the short interval of temptation
that will be left him. Lord Byron speaks with great
kindness and interest of you, and seems to wish to
$e you.
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Ravenna, Thursday.

| have recaved your letter with that to Mrs. Hoppner.
| do not wonder, my deares friend, that you should
have been moved. | was at first, but speedily regained
the indifference which the opinion of anything, or any-
body, except our own constousness amply merits; and
day by day shall more receive from me. | have not
recopied your letter; such a measure would degtroy its
authenticity, but have given it to Lord Byron, who has
engaged to snd it with his own comments to the
Hoppners. People do not hedtate, it ssams to make
themsdves panders and accomplices to dander, for the
Hoppners had exacted from Lord Byron that these
accusations should be concedled from me.  Lord Byron
iIs not a man to keep a secret, good or bad; but in
openly confessng that he has not done s, he mug
observe a certain ddicacy, and therefore he wished to
snd the letter himsdf, and indeed this adds weght to
your representations.  Have you seen the article in the
Literary Gazette on me? They evidently allude to
some gory of this kind—however cautious the Hoppners
have been in preventing the calumniated person from
assrting his judtification, you know too much of the
world not to be certain that this was the utmog limit
of their caution. So much for nothing.

Lord Byron isimmediatey coming to Pisa.  He will
st off the moment | can gt him ahouse Who would
have imagined this ? Our firg thought ought to be —,
our ssoond our own plans. The hedtation in your
letter about Florence has communicated itself to me;
although | hardly see what we can do about Horace
Smith, to whom our attentions are so due, and would
be so useful If | do not arrive beforethis long scrawl,
write something to Florence to decde me. | ghall
certainly not, without srong reasons at present sign
the agreement for the old codger's house; although the
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extreme beauty and fitnes of the place, should we
decide on Florence, might well overbalance the objection
of your deaf vistor. One thing—with Lord Byron and
the people we know at Pisa, we should have a security
and protection, which ssams to be more quegtionable
at Florence, But | do not think that this consderation
ought to weigh. What think you of remaining at Pisa?
The Williamses would probably be induced to gay there
If we did; Hunt would certainly day, at leag this
winter, near us, should he emigrate at all; Lord Byron
and his Italian friends would remain quietly there; and
Lord Byron has certainly a great regard for us—the
regard of such a man is worth—some of the tribute we
mug pay to the base passons of humanity in any inter-
course with those within their drcle; heis better worth
it than those on whom we begow it from mere cusom.
The — are there, and as far as solid affairs are con-
caned, are my friends * * * At Pisa | need not
digil my water—if | can digtil it anywhere Lags
winter | suffered less from my painful disorder than the
winter | ent at Florence, Theargumentsfor Florence
you know, and they are very weighty; judge (/ knew
you Hke the job) which scale is overbalanced.

My greates content would be utterly to desert all
human society. | would retire with you and our child
to a solitary idand in the ssa, would build a boat, and
shut upon my retreat the flood-gates of the world, |
would read no reviews, and talk with no authors  If |
dared trust my imagination, it would tell me that there
are one or two chosn companions besde yoursdf
whom | should desre.  But to this | would not listen
—whaetwo or three are gathered together, the devil
Is among them. And good, far more than evil impulsss,
love, far more than hatred, has been to me, except as
you have bemn its object, the source of all sorts of mis-
chief!  So on this plan, | would be alone® and would
devote @ther to oblivion or to future generations, the
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oveflowings of a mind which, timdy withdrawn from
the contagion, swuld be kept fit for no basy object.
But this it does not appear that we shall do.

The other 9de of the alternative (for a medium ought
not to be adopted) is to form for oursdves a sodety
of our own dass, as much as possble in intdlect, or in
fedings, and to connect oursdves with the interess of
that socety. Our roots never druck 0 deeply as at
Pisa, and the transplanted tree flourishes not. People
who lead the lives which we led until lag winter, are
like a family of Wahabee Arabs, pitching their tent in
the midst of London. We mug do one thing or the
other—for yoursdf, for our child, for our exigence The
calumnies, the sources of which are probably desper
than we percave have ultimately, for object, the de-
priving us of the means of security and subggence
You will easly perceve the gradations by which calumny
proceads to pretext, pretext to persecution, and persecu-
tion to the ban of fire and water. It is for this, and
not because this or that fool, or the whole court of
fools, curse and rail, that calumny is worth refuting or
chagtisng.

TO HORATIO SMITH.

Pisay, Sept. 14th, i8ar .
MY DEAR SMITH,

| CANNOT express the pain and disappointment with
which | learn the change in your plans no less than the
afflicting cause of it  Florence will no longer have any
attractions for me this winter, and |1 shall contentedly
gt down in this humdrum Pisa, and refer to hope and
to chance the pleasure | had expected from your sodety
this winter. What shall | do with your packages
which have now, | bdlieve, all arrived at Guebhard's at
Leghorn? Is it not possble that a favourable change
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in Mrs. Smith's health might produce a corresponding
change in your determinations, and would it, or would
it not, be premature to forward the packages to your
present resdence, or to London ? | will pay every pos
gble attention to your ingructions in this regard

| had marked down several housss in Florence, and
one especialy on the Arno, a mog lovely place, though
they aked rather more than perhaps you would have
choen to pay—yet nothing approaching to an English
price—l| do nat yet entirdy give you up,—Indeed, |
should be sorry not to hope that Mrs. Smith's date
of health would not soon become such, as to remove
your principal objection to this deightful dimate. |
have not, with the exception of three or four days,
auffered in the leat from the heat thisyear. Though,
it is but fair to confess that my temperament approaches
to that of the sslamander.

We expect Lord Byron here in about a fortnight* |
have just taken the fines palace in Pisa for him, and
his luggage and his horsss and all his train, are |
believe, already on ther way hither. | dare sy you
haveheard of the life he led at Venice, rivalling the
wie Solomon amod, in the number of his concubines
Well, he is now quite reformed, and is leading a mogt
Lbe and decent life, as cavaliere servente to a very
pretty Italian woman, who has already arrived at Pisa,
with her father and her brother (uch are the manners
of Italy), as thejackals of the lion. Heis occupied in
forming a new drama, and, with views which | doubt
not will expand as he proosads is determined to write
a sies of plays in which he will follow the French
tragedians and Alfieri, rather than those of England and
Spain, and produce something new, at least, to England*
This s|ams to me the wrong road; but genius like his
Is destined to lead and not to follow. He will shake off
his shackles as he finds they cramp him. | bdieve he
will produce something very -great; and that familiarity
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with the dramatic power of human nature will soon
enable hira to softett down the severe and unharmonisng
traits of his " Marino Faliero.” | think you know
Lord Byron personally, or is it your brother? If the
latter, | know that hewished particularly to beintroduced
to you, and that he will sympathise, in some degree, in
this great disappointment which | fed in the change or,
as | yet hope in the prorogation of your plans.

| am glad you like " Adonais" and, particularly, that
you do not think it metaphyscal, which | was afraid it
was | was resolved to pay some tribute of sympathy
to the unhonoured dead, but | wrote, as usual, with a
total ignorance of the efet that | should produce—
| have not yet ssn your pasoral drama ; if you have
a copy, could you favour me with it? It will be gx
months before | shall recave it from England. | have
heard it gooken of with high praiss, and | have the
greatest curiogty to s it.

The Gishornes promised to buy me some books in
Paris, and | had asked you to be kind enough to
advance them what they might want to pay for them.
| cannot concelve why they did, not execute this little
commisson for me, as they knew how very much |
wished to recave these books by the same conveyance
as the filteringgone Dare | ak you to do me the
favour to buy them ? A complete edition of the works
of Calderon, and the French trandation of Kant, a
German Faudt, and to add the Nymphol ept?*—I am
indifferent as to a little more or less expensg, 0 that |
may have them immediately. | will send you an order
on Paris for the amount, together with the thirty-two
francsyou were kind enough to pay for me.

All public attention is now centred on the wonderful
revolution in Greece. | darenot, after the events of last
winter hope that daves can become freemen o cheaply |

» Amarynthus the NymphoUpt, by Horace Smith.— Ea
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yet | know one Greek of the highes qualities, both of
courage and condudt, the Prince Mavrocordato, and if
the tes be like him, all will go well—The news of
this moment is, that the Russan army has orde's to
advance.
Mrs. S. unites with me in the mos heartfdt regret,
And | remain, my dear Smith,
Mog faithfully yours,
P.B. S

If you happen to have brought a copy of Clarkes
edition of Quean Mab for me, | hould like very well to
e it.—I really hardly know what this poem isabout 1
am afraid it is rather rough.

TO MR. JOHN GISBORNE.

Pisa, Ociottr aa, x8ai.
MY DEAR GISBORNE,

AT length the pog brings a welcome letter from you,
and | am pleasad to be asured of your health and safe
arrival. | expett with interes and anxiety the intelli-
gence of your progress in England, and how far the
advantages there compensate the loss of Italy. | hear
from Hunt that he is determined on emigration, and if
| thought the letter would arrive in time, | should beg
you to sugget some advice to him. But you ought
to be incapable of forgiving me the fact of depriving
England of what it mug lose when Hunt departs

Did I tell you that Lord Byron comes to stleat Piia,
and that he has a plan of writing a periodical work in
conjunction with Hunt ? His houss Madame Felichi's,
Is already taken and fitted up for him, and he has been
expected every day these 9x wesks  La Guiccioli, who
awaits him impatiently, is a very pretty, sentimental,
innocent Italian, who has sacrificed an immense fortune
for the sake of Lord Byron, and who, if | know any thing
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of my friend, of her and of human nature, will hereafter
have plenty* of leisure and opportunity to repent her
rashness. Lord Byron is, however, quite cured of his
gross habits, as far as habits; the perverse ideas on
which they were formed are not yet eradicated.

We have furnished a house at Pisa, and mean to make
it our head-quarters. | shall get all my books out, and
entrench myself like a spider in aweb. Ifyou can asSst
P. in sending them to Leghorn, you would do me an
especial favour; but do not buy me Calderon, Faust, or
Kant, as H. S* promises to send them me from Paris,
where | suppose you had not time to procurethem. Any
other books you or Henry think would accord with my
design, Oilier will furnish you with.

| should like very much to hear what is said of my
Adonais, and you would oblige me by cutting out, or
making Oilier cut out, any respectable criticism on it,
and sending it me; you know | do not mind a crown or
two in postage.  The Epipsychidion isa mystery; as to
real flesh and blood, you know that | donot deal in those
articles; you might as well go to a gin-shop for a leg of
mutton, as expect anything human or earthly from me*
| desired Oilier not to circulate this piece except to the
tonrci, and even they, it seems, are inclined to approxi-
mate me to thecircle of a servant girl and her sweetheart.
But | intend to write a Symposum of my own to s& all
thisright.

| am just finishing a dramatic poem, called Hellas,
upon the contet now raging in Greece—a sort of
imitation of the Pesae of “Eschylus full of lyrical
poetry. | try to bewhat | might have been, but am not
successful | End that (I dare say | shall quote wrong,)

" Pen berlichgen, den 9ch der Getat enprHngt
Dr&ngt immer framd und fremder Soff sch an.”

Horace Smith (e previous letter, supra, p. 349).—Ka
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The Edinburgh Review lies Godwin's ansver to
Malthus is victorious and decisve; and that it should
not be generally acknowledged as such, is full evidence
Q( the influence of successful evil and tyranny. What
Godwin is, compared to Plato and Bacon, we well know;
but compared with these miserable stidligs, he is a vul-
tureto aworm.

.| read the Greek dramatigsand Plato for ever. You
are right about Antigone; how sublime a picture of
a woman | and what think you of the choruses and
espedialy the lyrical complaints of the godlike victim ?
and the menaces of Tiredas, and ther rapid fulfilment ?
Some of us have, in a prior exigence been in love with
an Antigone, and that makes usfind no full content in any
mortal tie. Asto books | advise you to live near the
British Museum, and read there. | haveread, snce |
saw you, the " Jungfrau von Orleans" of Schiller,—a
fine play, if the fifth act did not fall off. Some Greeks,
exapad from the defeat in Wallachia, have passd
through Pisa, to reembark at Leghorn for the Morea;
and the Tuscan Government allowed them, during thar
day ,and passage, three lire each pa day and ther
lodging; that isgood. Remembe me and Mary mog
kindly to Mrs. Gishorne and Henry, and bedieve me,

Yours mod affectionately,
P.B. &

TO MR. JOHN GISBORNE.

Pisay, April io, 1822.
MY DEAR GISBORNE,

| HAVE recaved Hedlas, which is prettily printed,
and with fever migakes than any poem | ever pub-
lished Am | to thank you for the revison of the
press? or who acted as midwife to this la of my
orphans, introducing it to oblivion! and me to my
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accusomed failure® May the cause it cdebrates be
more fortunate than ether! Tell me how you like
Hellas, and give me your opinion fredy. It wes
written without much care, and in one of those few
moments of enthusasm which now sddom vidt me
and which make me pay dear for ther vigts | know
what to think of Adonais, but what to think of those
who confound it with the many bad poems of the day,
| know nat.

| have ben reading ove and ove again Faud,
and aways with snsations which no other compos
tion exdtes It degpens the goom and augments the
rapidity of ideas, and would therefore ssan to me an
unfit gudy for any person who is a prey to the re-
proaches of memory, and the ddugons of an imagina-
tion not to be redrained. And yet the pleasure of
sympathisng with emations known only to few, athough
they derive their sde charm from despair, and the
scorn of the narrow good we can attain in our present
date, s|Ems more than to ease the pain which bdongs
to them. Perhaps all discontent with the less (to use
a Platonic sophigm) supposss the ssne of ajudt caim
to thegreater, and that we admirers of Faug are on
the right road to Paradise Such a suppaostion is not
more absurd, and is certainly less demoniacal than
that of Wordsworth, where he says—

Y Thisearth,
Which istheworld of all of us and where
Wefind our happiness, or not at all"

As if, after axty years auffering here, we were to be
roaded alive for gxty million more in hel, or chari-
tably annihilated by a coup-de-gr& ce of the bungler who
brought us into exigence at first!

Have you read Calderon's Magico Prodigiosot 1
find a striking smilarity between Faust and thisdrama,
and if 1 were to acknowledge Coleridges digtinction,

u. z
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should say Goethe was the greatest philosopher, and
Calderon thegreatest poet.  Cyprian evidently furnished
the germ of Faust, as Faust may furnish the germ of
other poems; although it is as different from it in
structure and plan as the acorn from the oak. | have
—imagine my presumption—translated several scenes
from both, as the bads of a paper for our journal |
am well content with those from Calderon, which in
fact gave me very little trouble; but those from Faust
—1 feel how imperfect a representation, even with all
the licence | assume to figure to mysef how Goethe
would have written in English, my words convey. No
one but Coleridge is capable of this work.

We have seen here a trandation of some scenes, and
indeed the mogt remarkable ones, accompanying those
astonishing etchings which have been published in
England from a German master. It isnot bad—and
faithful enough—but how weak ! how incompetent* to
represent Faust 1 | have only attempted the scenes
omitted in this trandation, and would send you that
of the Walpurgisnachty if | thought Oilier would place
the postage to my account. What etchings those arel
| am never satiated with looking at them; and, | fear,
it is the only sort of trandation of which Faust is
susceptible. | never perfectly understood the Hart*
Mountain scene, until | saw the etching; and then,
Margaret in the summer-house with Faust! The artist
makes one envy bis happiness that he can sketch such
things with calmness, which | only dared look upon
once, and which made my brain swim round only to
touch the leaf on the opposte sde of which | knew
that it was figured. Whether it is that the artist has
surpassed Faust, or that the pencil surpasses language
in some subjects, | know not, or that | am more
effected by a visible image, but the etching certainly
excited me far more than the poem it illustrated. Do
you remember the fifty-fourth letter of the first part
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of the " Nouvele fftflofse” ? Goethe in a subssquent
e evidently had that letter in his mind, and this
etching is an idealism of it. So much for the world of
dhadows |

What think you of Lord Byron's las volume ? In
my opinion it contains finer poetry than has appeared
in England gance the publication of "Paradise Re-
gained." Cain is apocalyptic—it is a reveation not
before communicated to man. | write nothmg but by fits,
| have done someof " Charles the First/* but although
the poery succesded very well, | cannot |82 on the
conception of the subjet as awhola and sddom now
touch the canvas.  You know | don't think much about
Reviews, nor of the fame they give, nor that they take
away. It is absurd in any Review to criticise Adonais®
and ill more to pretend that the verses are bad.
" Prometheus" was never intended for more than five or
9X persons

And how are you getting on ? Do your plans ill
want uccess ? Do you regret Italy ? or anything that
Italy contains? And in cae of an entire failure in
your expectations do you think of returning here?
You sethefirg blow has been made at funded-property:
—do you intend to confide and invite a ssocond ?  You
would already have saved something pe cent, if you
had invested your property in Tuscan land. The next
bes thing would be to inves it in English, and resde
upon it | tremble for the conssquences to you per-
sonally, from a proonged confidence in the funds
Judtice, palicy, the hopes of the nation and renewed
indtitutions, demand your ruin, and I, for one, cannat
bring mysdf to desre what is in itself desrable, till you
arefree You s how liberal | am of advice; but you
know the mativesthat sugges it What is Henry about,
and how are his progpects? Tell him that some ad-
venturers are engaged upon a geam-boat at Leghorn, to
make the trajet we projected. | hope he is charitable
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enough to pray that they may succeed better than we
did

Remember me mog affectionately to Mrs. Gisborne,
to whom, as well as to yoursdf, | condder that this
letter iswritten. How is she and how are you all in
health ? And pray tell me, what are your plans of life,
and how Henry succeeds and whether he is married or
not ? How can | send you such small sumsasyou may
want for podages & c, for | do not mean to tax with
my unreasonable letters both your purse and your
patience? We go this summe to Spezzia; but direct
as ever to Pisa—Mrs. will forward our letters
If you sse anything which you think would particularly
interest me, pray make Oilier pay for sending it out by
pos. Give my best and affectionate regards to H——,
to whom | do not write at present, imagining that you
will give him a piece of this letter.

Ever mod faithfully yours,
P.B. &

TO

Pisa, April nth, t8aa.
MY DEAR

| HAVE, as yd, recaved ndther the * * * nor his
metaphyscal companions—Time, my Lord® hasawallet
4m hisback, and | suppose he hasbagged them by theway.
Ashehashad a good deal of " almsfor oblivion " out of
me, | think he might aswell have favoured me this once;

* For reasons which will appear in the sequd, Mrs. Shdley con*
ceded the name of Shdley's correpondent in this letter and the
following one of June ap, x8aa, under theinitials™ To G T»;" but
H appearsfrom the original autographs, which have been preserved,
that these two letter swere addressed to Horatio Smith.—ED.
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| have, indeed, just drppped another mite into his treasury,
called Hellas, which | know not how to send to you;
but | dare say, some fury of the Hades of authors will
bring one to Paris. It is a poem written on the Gresk
caue lag summer—a sort of lyrical, dramatic, nonde
script piece of busness

Y ou will have heard of arow we have had here, which,
| dare say> will grow to a srious 9<e bdfore it arrives at
Paris. It was in fact, a trifling piece of busness enough,
arisng from an insult of a drunken dragoon, offered to
one of our party, and only serious, because one of Lord
Byron's sarvants wounded the fdlow dangeroudy with
a pitchfork. He is now, however, recovering, and the
echo of the affair will be heard long after the original
report has ceased

Lord Byron has read me one or two letters of Moore
to him, in which Moore gesks with great kindness of
me; and, of course | cannot but fed flattered by the
approbation of a man, my inferiority to whom | am
proud to acknowledge*—Amongs other things, however,
Moore, after giving Lord Byron much good advice about
public opinion, & ¢, ssms to deprecate my influence on
his mind, on the subject of religion, and to attribute the
tone asumead in " Cain" to my suggesions Moore
cautions him againg my influence on this particular,
with the mogt friendly zeal; and it is plain that his
motive grings from a desre of benefitting Lord Byron,
without degrading me. | think you know Moore. Pray
asure him that | have not the smalles influence over
Lord Byron, in this particular, and if | had, | certainly
should employ it to eradicate from his great mind the
ddusons of Chrigtianity, which, in spite of his reason,
sam perpetually to recur, and to lay in ambush for the
hours of 9ckness and digress " Cain" was conceived
many years ago, and begun before | saw him lagt year
At Ravenna. How happy should | not be to attribute
to mysdf, however indirectly, any participation in tfapt
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immortal wor k!—I differ with Moore in thinking Chris-
tianity ussful to the world; no man of snse can think
it true ; and the alliance of the mondrous superditions
of the popular worship with the pure doctrines of the
Theism of such a man as Moore, turns to the profit of
the former, and makes the latter the fountain of its own
pollution. | agree with him that the doctrines of the
French, and Material Philosophy, are as fase as they
are pernicious, but, ill, they are better than Chris
tianity, inasmuch as anarchy is better than despotism;
for this reason, that the former is for a ssason, and that
the latter iseternal My admiration of the character, no
less than of the genius of Moore, makes me rather wish
that he should nat have an ill opinion of me,

Whereareyou ? We sHtle this summer near Spezzig;
Lord Byron at Leghorn. May not | hope to s you
even for a trip in Italy ? | hope your wife and little
ones are well Mine grons a fine boy, and is quite
well.

| have contrived to get my muscal coals at Newcastle
itself.—My dear « = >, bdieve me,

Faithfully yours,
P.B.&

TO MRS. SHELLEY

(AT SPEZZIA).

[Urici, Sunday, April &S0, *8a*.)
DEAREST MARY,

| AM this moment arrived at Lend, where | am
necessarily detained, waiting the furniture, which left
Pisa lag night at midnight; and as the sea h*s been
calm, and the wind fair, | may expect them,every
Moment * It would;, not do to leave affairs herein as
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Impicci*, great as is my anxiety to s you.—How are
you, my best love ?* How have you sustained the trials
of the journey? Answer me this question, and how
my littlebabeand C * * * are.

Now to busness—Is the Magni House taken ? if
not, pray occupy yoursdf ingantly in finishing the
affair, even if you are obliged to go to Sarzana, and
send a messenger to me to tell me of your success |,
of course cannot leave Lerici, to which place the
boats, (for we were obliged to take two,) are directed.
But you can come over in the same boat that brings
thisletter, and return in the evening®

| ought to say that | do not think that there is
accommodation for you all at thisinn; and that, even
if there were, you would be better off at Spezzia; but
if the Magni House is taken, then there is no possble
reason why you should not take a row over in the boat
that will bring this—but don't keep the men long, |
am anxious to hear from you on every account.

Ever yours,
S

TO HORATIO SMITH

(VERSAILLES).

Urici, May, 183a.
MY DEAR SMITH,

IT is some timednce | have heard from you; are
you still at Versailles? Do you still cling to France,
and prefar the arts and conveniences of that over-
civilised country to the beautiful nature and mighty
remains of Italy ? As to me, like Anacreon's swallow,
| have left my Nile, and have taken up my summer
guarters here in a londy house dose by the sea-gde,
surrounded by the soft and sublime scenery of the gull
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of Spezzia. | do not write] | have lived too long near
Lord Byron, and the sun has extinguished! the glow-
worm; for | cannot hope, with St. John, that "the
light came into the world, and the world knew it not"

Theobject of my present letter is, however, arequest,
and as it concerns that most odious of all subjects,
money, | will put it in the shortest shape. Godwin's
law-suit, he tdls us, is decided against him; and heis
adjudged to pay 900/. He writes, of course, to his
daughter in the greatest distress; but we have no
money except our income, nor any means of procuring
it My wife has sent him her novel, which is now
finished, the copyright of which will probably bring him
3 or 400/.—as Oilier offered the former sum for it, but
as he required a considerable delay for the payment,
shergected his offer. Now, what | wish to know is,
whether you could with convenience lend me the 400"
which you once dedicated to this service, and allow
Godwin to have it, under the precautions and stipu-
lations which | formerly annexed to its employment
You could not obvioudy allow this money to lie idle
waiting for this event, without interest | forgot this
part of the busness till this instant, and now | reflect
that | ought to have assured you of the regular pay*
ment of interest, which | omitted to mention, considering
it a matter of course.

| can easily imagine that circumstances may have
arisen to make this loan inconvenient or impossible—
In any case, believe me,

My dear Smith,
Yoursvery gratefully and faithfully,
P. B. SHELLEY.



JONE,1822] TO HORACE SMITH. 361

TO—*
Lerici, fun* 29/*, X8M»
MY DEAR ,
* * * * #
* * ° # *

PRAY thank Moore for his obliging message, | wish
| could as eadly convey my snse of his genius and
character. | should have written to him on the subject
of my late letter, but that | doubted how far | wasjusti-
fied in doing so; although, indeed, Lord Byron made
no sscret of his communication to me. It ssams to me
that things have now arrived at such a crigs as requires
every man plainly to utter his sentiments on the inefficacy
of the exigting religion, no less than political sysems
for resdraining and guiding mankind. Let us se the
truth, whatever that may be. The deginy of man can
scarcdy be so degraded, that he was born only to die;
and if such should be the cass, ddudons expedialy the
gross and prepogerous ones of the exiging rdigion, can
scarcdy be supposd to exalt it. If every man said
what he thought, it could not subss a day. But all,
more or less subdue themsdves to the dement that
surrounds them, and contribute to the evils they lament
by the hypocrisy that springs from them.

England appears to be in a degperate condition,
Ireland still worse; and no dass of those who subss
on the public labour will be persuaded that their daims
on it mug be diminished But the government mug
content itsef with less in taxes, the landholder mug
submit to recdve less rent, and the fundholder a

* To Horatio Smith. The opening paragraph, omitted by Mrs.
Shelley, has been found, on reference to the original autograph, to
refer tothe pecuniary embarrassmentsof her father, William Godwin,
alluded toin thepreviousletter*—ED.
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diminished interest, or they will all get nothing* |
once thought to study these affairs, and write or act in
them. | am glad that my good genius said, refrain.
| seelittle public virtue, and | foresee that the contest
will be one of blood and gold, two elementswhich, how-
ever much to my taste in my pockets and my veins, |
have an objection to out of them.

Lord Byron continues at Leghorn, and has just re-
celved from Genoa a most beautiful little yacht, which
he caused to be built there. He has written two new
cantos of " Don Juan,” but | have not sen them. |
havejust received a letter from Hunt, who hasarrived
at Genoa. As soon as | hear that he has sailed, | shall
weigh anchor in my little schooner, and give him chase
toLeghorn, when | must occupy myself in some arrange*
ments for him with Lord Byron. Between oursdves,
| greatly fear that this alliance will not succeed; for I,
who could never have been regarded as more than the
link of the two thunderbolts, cannot now consent to be
even that; and how long the alliance may continue, |
will not prophesy. Pray do not hint my doubts on the
subject to any one, or they might do harm to Hunt;
and they may be groundless.

| still inhabit thisdivinebay, reading Spanish dramas,
and sailing, and listening to the most enchanting music
We have some friends on a visit to us, and my only
regret is that the summer must ever pass, or that Mary
has not the same predilection for this place that | have,
which would induce me never to shift my quarters.

Farewell—Believe me ever your
Affectionate friend,
P. B. SHELLEY.
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TO MRS WILLIAMS

(CAA MAGNI).
Pisa, July 4, t&e»

YOU will probably sse Williams before | can disn-
tangle mysdf from the affairs with which | am how
surrounded | return to Leghorn to-night, and shall
urge him to sail with the firg fair wind, without expet?
Ing me | have thus the pleasure of contributing to
your happiness when deprived of every other, and of
leaving you no other subject of regret, but the absence
of one scarcdy worth regretting. | fear you are soli-
tary and melancholy at Villa Magni, and, in the intervals
of the greater and more serious digress in which | am
compdled to sympathise here, | figure to mysdf the
countenance which had been the source of such consola-
tion to me, shadowed by a vell of sorrow.

How soon those hours passed, and how dowly they
return, to pass 0 on again, perhaps for ever, in
which we have lived together so intimately, o happily 1
Adieu, my dearegt friend 1 | only write these lines for
the pleasure of tracing what will mest your eyes  Mary
will tell you all the news S.

TO MRS SHELLEY

(CASA MAGNI).

Pisa, My 4, x&e»
MY DEARBST MARY,

1 HAVE recaved both your letters, and shall attend
to the indructions they convey. | did not think of
buying the Bolivar; Lord Byron wishesto sdl her, but 1
imagine would prefer ready money. | have as yet made
a* inquiries about housss near Pugnano—*| have no
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moment of time to spare from Hunt's affairs;, 1 am
detained unwillingly here, and you will probably s
Williams in the boat before me—but that will be
decided to-morrow.

Things are in the word possble gtuation with
respect to poor Hunt | find Marianne in a desperate
date of health, and on our arrival at Pisa sent for
Vaccdu He deddes that her case is hopdess, and that
although it will be lingering, mug inevitably end fatally,
This decison he thought proper to communicate to
Hunt, indicating at the same time, with great judgment
and precison, the treatment necessry to be observed
for availing himsdf of the chance of his being deceived.
This inteligence has extinguished the last spark of poor
Hunt's spirits, low enough before  The children are
well and much improved

Lord Byron is at this moment on the point of leav-
ing Tuscany. The Gambas have been exiled, and he
dedares his intention of following ther fortunes. His
fird idea was to sail to America, which was changed to
Switzerland, then to Genoa, and lagt to Lucca. Every*
body is in degpar, and everything in confuson.
Trelawny was on the point of sailing to Genoa for the
purpose of trangporting the Bolivar overland to the lake
of Geneva, and had already whigpered in my ear his
desre that | should not influence Lord Byron againg
this terrestrial navigation. He next receved ordersto
weigh anchor and set sail for Lerici. Heisnow with-
out ingructions, moody and disappointed. But it is the
worg for poor Hunt, unless the present sorm should
blow over. He places his whole dependence upon the
scheme of ajournal, for which every arrangement has
been made. Lord Byron mug of course furnish the
requidgte funds at present, as | cannot; but he seams
Inclined to depart without the necessary explanations
and arrangements due to such a Stuation as Hunt's.
These, in site of ddicacy, | mugd procure; he offers
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him the copyright of the Vision of Judgment for the first
number. Thiis offer, If sincere, is more than enough to
st rl‘,lp the journal, and, if sncere, will st everything
rignt

How are you, my best Mary ? Write especially how
is your health, and how your spirits are, and whether
you are not more reconciled to staying at Lerici, at least
during the summer.

You have no idea how | am hurried and occupied |
| have not a moment's leisure, but will write by next
post

Ever, dearest Mary,
Yours affectionately,
&

| have found the trandation of the Symposium.

WA
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A BETTER

LORD ELLENBOROUGH,

Occasoned by the Sentence which he pased on

MR D. |. EATON,

As Publisher of

The THIRD PART of PAINE'S AGE OF REASON

Deorum oflensa, Diia cure.

— It iscontrary to the mild spirit of the Chrigian Rdligion, for no
sanction can be found under that dispensation which will warrant a
Government to impos disabilities and penalties upon any man, co
account of hisrdigiousopinions.  [Htar, Hear.]

MarquisWeledey's Speech. Globe, July 2.
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ADVERTISEMENT.

/ havewaited impatiently for theselast four months,
in thehopesthat somepen, fitter for theimportant task;
would have spared methe perilouspleasureof becoming
thechampion of an innocent man.— Thismay serveas
an excusefor delay, tothosewhothink that I havelet
passtheaptest opportunity, butitisnot to be supposed
that in four short monthsthepublicindignation, raised
by Mr. Eaton'sunmerited suffering, can have subsided






LETTER.

MY LORD,

As the dation to which you have been called by
your country is important, SO0 much the more awful is
your respongbility, s0 much the more does it become
you to watch lest you inadvertently punish the virtuous
and reward the vicious.

You presde over a court which is indituted for the
uppresson of crime, and to whose authority the people
submit on no other conditions than that its decrees
should be conformable to justice.

If it should be demondrated that a judge had con-
demned an innocent man, the bare exigence- of laws in
conformity to which the accused is punished, would but
little extenuate his offence  The inquistor when he
burns an obginate heretic may s&t up a sSmilar ples,
yet few are auffidently blinded by intolerance to ac-
knowledge its validity. 1t will less avail such a judge
to assart the palicy of punishing one*who has committed
no crime. Policy and morality ought to be deemed
synonymous in a court of justice, and he whose conduct
has been regulated by the latter principle, is not justly
amenable to any penal law for a supposed violation of
the former. It is true, my Lord, laws exig which
auffice to screen you from the animadversons of any
condituted power, in consequence of the unmerited sn*
tence which you have passed upon Mr. Eaton; but them
are no laws which screen you from the reproof of a
nation's disgust, none which ward off the just judgment
of podterity, if that posterity will deign to recollect you.
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By what right do you punish Mr. Eaton? What but
antiquated precedents, gathered from times of priesly
and tyrannical domination, can be adduced in palliation
of an outrage 0 insulting to humanity and justice?
Whom hasheinjured ? What crime has he committed ?
Wherefore may he not walk abroad like other men and
follow his accusomed pursuits? What end is proposd
in confining this man, charged with the commisson of
no dishonourable action ? Wherefore did his aggressor
avail himsdf of popular prgudice, and return no ansver
but one of common place contempt to a defence of plain
and smple sncerity ? Lagtly, when the prgudices of
the jury, as Chrigians, were grongly and unfairly in-
flamed * againg this injured man as a Dast, wherefore
did not you, my Lord, check such uncongitutional
pleading, and desre thejury to pronounce the accusd
innocent or criminal t without referenceto the particular
faith which he professed ?

In the name of jusgtice, what answer is there to these
quegions ? . The ansve which Heathen Athens made
to Socrates, isthe same with which Chrigian England
mud attempt to Slence the advocates of this injured
man—"He has quedioned edablished opinions"—
Alas) the crime of enquiry is one which religion never
has forgiven. Implicit faith and fearless enquiry have
in all ages been irretonciieable enemies  Unrestrained
philosophy has in every age opposad itsdf to the
reveries of credulity and fanaticism.—The truths of
adronomy demondrated by Newton have superseded
astrology; snce the modern discoveries in chemidry
the philosophe's sone has no longer been deamed
attainable. Miracles of every kind have becomerare,
in proportion to the hidden principles which those who
gudy nature have devdoped. That which isfalse wilt

* Seethe Attorney General's pesch. . _
+ By Mr- Pox's bill (1791) Juries are, in cues of libel, judges
both of thelaw and the fai*. .
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ultimately be controverted by its own falsehood. That
which is trufe neds® but publicity to be acknowledged.
It is ever a proof that the falsehood of a proposition is
felt by those who use power and coercion, not reasoning
and persuason, to procure its admission.—Falsehood
skulks in holes and corners, "it lets | dare not wait
upon | would, like the poor cat in the adage" * except
when it has power, and then, as it was a coward, it
is a tyrant but the eagle-eye of truth darts through
the undazzling sunbeam of the immutable and just,
gathering thence wherewith to vivify and illuminate
a universel

Wherefore, | repeat, is Mr. Eaton punished 7—
Because he is a Deist 7—And what are you, my Lord ?
*—A Christian. Ha then 1 the mask is fallen off; you
persecute him because his faith differs from yours.
You copy the persecutors of Christianity in your
actions, and are an additional proof that your religion
iIs as bloody, barbarous, and intolerant as theirs.—If
some deistical Bigot in power (supposing such a char*
acter for the sake of illustration) should in dark and
barbarous ages have enacted a statute making the
professon of Chrigtianity criminal, if you my Lord were
a christian booksdler, and Mr. Eaton a judge, those
arguments which you consder adequate to justify your-
sef for the sentence which you, have passed must
likewise auffice, in this suppostionary case to justify
Mr. Eaton, in sentencing you to Newgate and the
pillory for being a christian. Whence is any right
derived but that which power confers for persecution ?
Do you think to convert Mr. Eaton to your religion by
embittering his exisence? You might force him by
torture to profess your tenets, but he could not believe
them, except you should make them credible, which
perhaps exceeds your power. Do you think to please
the God you worship by this exhibition Of your real?

' Shakepeare
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If 30, the Demon to whom some nations offer human
hecatombs is less barbarous than the Deity of civilized
Daey.

You consde man as an accountable being—but be
can only be accountable for those actions which are
influenced by his will.

Bdief and disbdief are utterly digtinct from and
unconnected with valition. They are the apprehenson
of the agreement or disagreement of the ideas which
compoe any propodtion.  Bdief is an involuntary
operation of the mind, and, like other passons its
intengty is predsdy proportionate to the degress of
excitement Valition is essntial to merit or demerit
How then can merit or demerit be attached to what is
diginct from that faculty of the mind whose presence
Is essential to ther being? | am aware that religion
Is founded on the voluntariness of bdidf, as it makes it
a bject of reward and punishment; but before we
extinguish the geady ray of reason and common sensg,
it is fit that we should discover, which we cannot do
without their asssance, whether or no there be any
other which may auffice to guide us through the laby-
rinth of life.

If the law (de heretico comburendo has not been
formally repealed, | concdve that, from the promise
held out by your Lordship's zeal, we need not despair
of beholding the flames of persecution rekindled in
Smitbfidd, Even now the lash that drove Descartes
and Voltaire from ther native country, the chains
which bound Galileo, the flames which burned Vanini,
again resound:—And whe€? in a nation that pre
sumptuoudy calls itsdf the sanctuary of fresdom.
Under a government which, whilg it infringes the
very right of thought and gpesch, boags of permitting
the liberty of the press; in a civilized and enlightened
country, a man is pilloried and imprisoned because he
Isa Dedt, and no one raises his voice in the indigna-
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tion of outraged humanity. Does the Chrigian God,
whom his followers 'eulogize as the Deity of humility
and peace; he, the regenerator of the world, the mesk
reformer, authorize one man to rise againg ancther, and
because lictors are at his beck, to chain and torture
him as an Infidel ?

When the Apodles went abroad to convert the
nations, were they enjoined to ¢ab and poison all who
disbdieved the divinity of Chrig's mission; assuredly,
they would have been no more judifiable in this case
than he is at present who puts into execution the law
which inflicts pillory and imprisonment on the Deist

Has not Mr. Eaton an equal right to call your Lord-
ship an Infidel, as you have to imprison him for pro-
mulgating a different doctrine from that which you
profess —What do | say!—Has he nat even a Sronger
plea?—The word Infidel can only mean any thing
when applied to a person who profeses that which he
disbdieves. The teg of truth is an undivided reiance
on its incdlusve powers—the tes of constous false*
hood is the variety of the forms under which it presents
itsdf, and its tendency towards employing whatever
coercive means may be within its command, in order
to procure the admisson of what is unsusceptible of
support from reason or persuason. A digpassonate
observer would fed himsdf more powerfully interested
in favor of a man, who depending on the truth of hit
opinions, dmply <ated his reasons for entertaining
them, than in that of his aggressor, who daringly
avowing his unwillingness to answver them by argument,
procesded to repress the activity and break the spirit
of their promulgator, by that torture and imprisonment
whose infliction he could command

| hestate not to affirm that the opinions which Mr.
Eaton sugtained, when undergoing that mockery of a
trial at which your Lordship presded, appear to me
more true and good than those of his accuser;—but
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were they false as the visons of a Calvinig, it still would
be the duty of those who love liberty and virtue, to raise
thelr voice indignantly againg a reviving sysem of per-
secution, againg the coercively repressng any opinion,
which, if felse, needsbut the oppostion of truth; which,
if true, in spite of force, mug ultimately prevail.

Mr. Eaton assarted that the scriptures were, from
beginning to end, a fable and imposture* that the
Apodles were liars and decavens He denied the
miracles, resurrection, and ascendon of Jesus Christ.—
He did s, and the Attorney General denied the pro-
pogtions which he assarted, and assarted those which
he denied. What sngular conduson is deducible from
this fact? None, but that the Attorney General and
Mr. Eaton sudaned two oppodte opinions. The
Attorney General puts some obsolee and tyrannical
laws in force againg Mr. Eaton, because he publishes
a book tending to prove that certain supernatural events,
which are supposd to have taken place eighteen cen-
turies ago, in a remote corne of the world, did not
actually take place.  But how are the truth or falsehood
Of the facts in digoute rdlevant to the merit or demerit
attachable to the advocates of the two opinions? No
man is acoountable for his bdief, because no man is
capable of directing it. Mr. Eaton is therefore totally
blandess, What are we to think of thejustice of a
sentence, which punishes an individual againg whom it
Isnot even attempted to attach the dightet sain of
criminality ?

, It is assrted that Mr. Eaton's opinions ar e calculated
to subvert morality—How? What moral truth is
gooken of with irreverence or ridicule in the book which
he published? Morality, or the duty of a man and a
citizen, is founded on the reations which arise from the
asodation of human bengs, and which vary with the
adrcumdances produced by the different dates of this

* See the Attorney General's Speech.
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association,—This duty in similar Situations must be
precisely the same in* all ages and nations.—The opinion
contrary to this has arisen from a supposition that the
will of God is the source or criterion of morality: itis
plain that the utmost exertion of Omnipotence could
not cause that to be virtuous which actualy is vicious.
An dl-powerful Demon might, indubitably, annex
punishments to virtue and rewards to vice, but could
not by these means effect the dlightest change in their
abstract and immutable natures—Omnipotence could
vary, by a providential interposition, the relations of
human society;—in this latter case, what before wes
virtuous would become vicious, according to the neces
sary and natural result of the alteration; but the abstract
natures of the opposite principles would have sustained
not the dlightest change; for instance, the punishment
with which society restrains the robber, the assassn,
and the ravisher is just, laudable, and requisite. We
admire and respect the institutions which curb those
who would defeat the ends for which society was estab-
lished ;—but, should a precisely similar coercion be
exercised against one who merely expressed his disbelief
Of a system admitted by those entrusted with the execu-
tive power, using at the same time no methods of pro-
mulgation but those afforded by reason, certainly this
coercion would be eminently inhuman and immoral j
and the supposition that any revelation from an unknown
power avails to palliate a persecution so sensdess, un-
provoked, and indefensible, is at once to destroy the
barrier which reason places between vice and virtue, and
leave to unprincipled fanaticism a plea whereby it may
excuse every act of frenzy, which its own wild passions,
not the inspirations of the Deity, have engendered.

Moral qualities are such as only a human being can
posess.  Toattribute them to the Spirit of the Universe,
or to suppose that it is capable of altering them, is to
degrade God into man, and to annex to this incompre®
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hengble being qualities incompatible with any possible
definition of his nature. It may here be objected—
Ought not the Creator to posess the perfections of the
creature? No. Toattributete God themoral qualities
of man, isto uppose him susceptible of passons which,
arising out of corporeal organisation, it is plain that a
pure spirit cannot posess A bear is not perfect except
he is rough, a tyger is not perfect if he benot voradous,
an dephant is not perfect if otherwise than docile. How
deep an argument mug that not be which proves that
the Deity is asrough as a bear, as voradous as a tyger,
and as docile as an dephant! But even suppo with
the vulgar, that God is a venerable old man, seated on
a throne of douds his breas the theatre of various
passons, analogous to those of humanity, his will
changeable and uncertain asthat of an earthly king,—
still goodness and justice are qualities sddom nominally
denied him, and it will be admitted that he disapproves
of any action incompatible with these qualities. Persecu-
tion for opinion isunjust  With what conggency, then,
can the worshippers of a Deity whose benevolence they
boad; embitter the exigence of their fdlow beng,
because his ideas of that Deity are different from those
which they entertain.—Alas 1 there is no conagency in
those persscutors who worship a benevolent Deity; those
who worship a Demon would alone act consonantly to
these principles, by imprisoning and torturing in his
name.

Persecution is the only name applicable to punishment
inflicted on an individual in consaquence of his opinions
—What end is persscution designed to answer?  Can
it convince him whom it injures? Can it prove to the
people the falsehood of his opinions? It may make
km a hypocrite, and them cowards, but bad means can
promote no good end The unprgudiced mind looks
with suspicion on a doctrine that nesds the sudaining
hand of power.
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Socrates was poisoned because he dared to combat
the degrading superditions in which his countrymen
wereeducated. Not long after his death, Athens recog-
nized the injustice of his sentence ; his accusr Mditus
was condemned! and Socrates became a demigod,

Jesus Chrig was crudfied because he attempted to
upersede the ritual of Mosss with regulations more
moral and humane—his very judge made public
acknowledgment of his innocence, but a bigotted and
ignorant mob demanded the deed of horror,—Barabbas
the murderer and traitor was reeassd. The mesk
reformer Jeus was immolated to the sanguinary Deity
of the Jews Time rolled on, time changed the stuations,
and with them, the opinions of men.

The vulgar, ever in extremes, became persuaded that
the crudfixion of Jesus was a supernatural event, and
testimonies of miracles, 0 frequent in unenlightened
ages, were not wanting to prove that he was something
divine. This bdief, rolling through the lapse of ages
acquired force and extent, until the divinity of Jeus
became a dogma, which to digpute was death, which to
doubt was infamy.

Chrigtianity is now the esablished rdigionj he who
attempts to digorove it, mus behold murderers and
traitor stake precedence of him in public opinion, though,
if his genius be equal to his courage, and asiged by
a peculiar coalition of drcumdances, future ages may
exalt him to a divinity, and persecute others in his
name, as he was persecuted in the name of his prede
ces3r, in the homage of the world.

The same means that have supported every other
popular bdief, have supported Chridianity. War,
imprisonment, murder, and falsehood; deds of un-
exampled and incompar able atrocity have made it what
itis.  We derive from our ancesors a bdief thus
fodered and supported—We quarrd, persscute and
hate for its maintenance—Does not analogy favour the
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opinion that, as like other systems it has arisen and
augmented, so like them it will decay and perish; that,
as violence and falsehood, not reasoning and persuason,
have procured its admisson among mankind; so, when
enthusasm has subsided, and time, that infallible con-
troverter of false opinions, has involved its pretended
evidences in the darkness of antiquity, it will become
obsolete, and that men will then laugh as heartily at
grace, faith, redemption, and original sin, as they now
do at the metamorphoses of Jupiter, the miracles of
Romish saints, the efficacy of witchcraft, and the
appearance of departed spirits.

Had the christian religion commenced and continued
by the mere force of reasoning and persuason, by its
sdf-evident excdlence and fitness, the preceding analogy
would be inadmissble. We should never speculate
upon the future obsoleteness of a system perfectly con-
formable to natureand reason. It would endure so long
as they endured, it would be a truth as indisputable as
the light of the sun, the criminality of murder, and other
facts, physical and moral, which, depending on our
organization, and relative dtuations, must remain ac-
knowledged so long as man is man.—It is an incon-
trovertible fact, the consderation of which ought to
repress the hasty conclusions of credulity, or moderate
its obstinacy in maintaining them, that, had the Jews
not been a barbarous and fanatical race of men, had
even the resolution of Pontius Pilate been equal to his
candour, the christian religion never could have
prevailed, it could not even have exised. Man! the
very exigence of whose most cherished opinions de
pends from a thread so feeble, arises out of a source so
equivocal, learn at least humility; own at least that it
is possble for thyself also to have been seduced by
education and circumstance into the admission of tenets
destitute of rational proof, and the truth of which has
not yet been satisfactorily demonstrated  Acknowledge
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at lead that the falsehood of thy brother's opinions is no
aufficdent reason fortius meriting thy hatred.—Whatl
because a fdlow being digoutes the reasonableness of
thy faith, wilt thou punish him with torture and im-
prisonment ?  If persecution for rdigious opinions were
admitted by the moralist, how wide a door would not
be opened by which convuldonigs of every kind might
make inrocads on the peace of society! How many
desds of barbarism and blood would not recave a
sanctionl—But | will demand, if that man is not
rather entitled to the regpect than the discountenance of
sfady, who, by disputing a recaved doctrine, ether
proves its falsehood and inutility, thereby aiming at the
abolition of what is fase and usess or giving to its
adherents an opportunity of egablishing its excdlence
ami truth*—Surdy this can be no crime.  Surdy the
individual who devates his time to fearless and un-
redricted inquiry into the grand questions arisng out of
our moral nature, ought rather to recaive the patronage,
than encounter the vengeance of an enlightened legis
lature. | would have you to know, my Lord, that
fetters of iron cannot bind or subdue the soul of virtue.
From the damps and solitude of its dungeon it ascends
free and undaunted, whither thine, from the pompous
st of judgment, dare not soar. | do not warn you to
beware les your professon asa Chrigtian, should make
you forget that you area man ;—but | warn you againg
fedtinating that period, which, under the present coercive
gydem, is too rapidly maturing, when the seats of
judtice shall be the seats of venality and davishness and
the cdls of Newgate become the abode of all that is
honorableand true.

| mean not to compare Mr. Eaton with Socrates or
Jesus, he is a man of blamdess and respectable char-
acter ,heisaditizen uiumpeached with crime; if, therefore,
his rights as a dtizen and a man have bemn infringed,
they have been infringed by illegal and immoral violeac.
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But | will assert that, should a second Jesus arise among
men; should such a one as Socrates again enlighten the
earth, lengthened imprisonment and infamous punish-
ment (according to the regimen of persecution revived
by your Lordship) would efect, what hemlock and the
aoss have herdofore efected, and the sain on the
national character, like that on Athens and Judes,
would remain inddlible, but by the destruction of the
higory in which it is recorded. When the Chrigian
Religion shall have faded from the earth, when its
memory like that of Polythesm now shall remain, but
remain only as the subject of ridicule and wonder,
indignant pogerity would attach immortal infamy to
such an outrage; like the murder of Socrates, it would
secure the execration of every age.

Thehorrible and wide-wasting enor mitieswhich gleam
like comes through the darkness of gothic and super-
ditious ages are regarded by the moralis as no more
than the necessry effects of known causes, but, when
an enlightened age and nation dggnalizes itsdf by a
deed, becoming none but barbarians and fanatics, Philo-
ophy itsdf is even induced to doubt whether human
nature will ever emerge from the pettishness and imbe-
cility of its childhood The sysem of persecution at
whose new birth, you, my Lord, are one of the presding
midwives, is not more impaotent and wicked than incon-
gsent The pres is loaded with what are called
(ironically, I should concave) proofs of the Chrigian
Religion: these books are replete with invective and
caumny againg Infidds, they presuppose that he who
rgects Chrigtianity mug be utterly diveted of reason
and feding. They advance the mod unsupported asser-
tions, and take as firs principles the mog revolting
dogmas The inferences drawn from these assumed
premisss are impodngly logical and correct; but if a
foundation is weak, no architect isnesded to foretdl the
ingtability of the superstructure—If the truth of Chris-
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tianity is not disputable, for what purpose are these
books written ? *If they are sufficient to prove it, what
further need of controversy ? If God has spoken, why
is not the universe convinced? If the Christian Religion
needs deeper learning, more painful investigation, to
establish its genuineness, wherefore attempt to accom-
plish that by force, which the human mind can alone
effect with satisfaction to itself? If, lastly, its truth
cannot be demonstrated, wherefore impotently attempt
to snatch from God the government of his creation, and
impiously assert that the Spirit of Benevolence has left
that knowledge most essential to the well being of man,
the only one which, since its promulgation, has been the
subject of unceasing cavil, the cause of irreconcileable
hatred ?—Either the Christian Religion is true, or it is
not If true, it comes from God, and its authenticity
can admit of doubt and dispute no further than its
Omnipotent Author is willing to allow;—if true, it
admits of rational proof, and is capable of being placed
equally beyond controversy, as the principles which have
been established concerning matter and mind, by Locke
and Newton ; and in proportion to the ussfulness of the
fact in dispute, so must it be supposed that a benevolent
being is anxious to procure the diffuson of its knowledge
on the earth.—If false, surely no enlightened legidature
would punish the reasoner, who opposss a sysem <o
much the more fatal and pernicious as it is extensively
admitted; so much the more productive of absurd and
ruinous consequences, as it is entwined by education,
with the pregudices and affections of the human heart,
in the shape of a popular belief.

Let us suppose that some half-witted philosopher
should assert that the earth was the centre of the univer se,
or that ideas could enter the human mind independently
of sensation or reflection. This man would assert what
is demonstrably incorrect;—he would promulgate a
false opinion. Yet, would he therefore deserve pillory

I L aB
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and imprisonment ? By no means, probably few would
discharge more correctly the duties of a dtizen and a
man. | admit that the case above sated is not precisdy
in point  The thinking part of the community has not
recaved asindisputablethe truth of Chrigtianity, asthey
have that of the Newtonian sysem. A very large por-
tion of sodety, and that powerfully and extensvely aon*
nected, derives its ole emodument from the belief of
Chrigtianity, as a popular faith.

To torture and imprison the aserter of a dogma,
however ridiculous and false is highly barbarous and
impoalitic :—How, then, does not the crudty of persscu-
tion become aggravated when it is directed againg the
oppose of an opinion”/ under dispute, and which men
of unrivalled acquirements, penetrating genius, and stain-
less virtue, have gpent, and at last sacrificed, ther lives
In combating.

Thetime is rapidly approaching, | hope that you, my
Lord, may liveto behold itsarrival, when the Mahometan,
the Jew, the Chrigian, the Deist, and the Athedt, will
live together in one community, equally sharing the
bendfits which arise from its asodation, and united in
the bonds of charity and brotherly love—My Lord, you
have condemned an innocent man—no crime was im-
puted to him—and you sntenced him to torture and
imprisonment. | have not addressed this letter to you
with the hapes of convincing you that you have acted
wrong. The mog unprincipled and barbarous of men
are not unprepared with sophisms to prove that they
would have acted in no other manner, and to show that
vice isvirtue. But | raise my solitary voice, to express
my disapprobation, so far as it goes of the crud and
unjus sentence you pased upon Mr. Eaton; to assert,
2 far as | am capable of influencing, those rights of
humanity, which you have wantonly and unlawfully
infringed My Lord,

Yours & a
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[Memoirsof Prince A lexv Haimatoff. Trandated from the original
Latin MSS. unde the immediate ingoection of the Prinog* By
JOHN BROWN, Egy. Pp. 336, xamo. Hookham, 1814] t

S the auffrage of mankind the legitimate criterion
of intellectual energy ? Are complaints of the

aspirants to literary fame to be considered as
the honourable disappointment of neglected genius, or
the sickly impatience of a dreamer miserably sef de-
ceived? the mos illustrious ornaments of the annals
of the human race have been stigmatised by the con-
tempt and abhorrence of entire communities of man;
but this injustice arose out of some temporary supersti-
tion, some partial interest, some national doctrine: a
glorious redemption awaited their remembrance. There
Is indeed, nothing so remarkable in the contempt of the
ignorant for the enlightened: the vulgar pride of folly
delights to triumph upon mind This is ari intelligible
process. the infamy or ingioriousness that can be thus

* From The Critical Review, Decambe 1814, vol vl pp. 566-

t This psaudonymaus romance aswnd in Its, conosption and

exeaution asShdl%soNnromanoes Z*astrox*i and &tlrvyne,

ellq/s adlegrefriend and biggrapher, Thomas

effisson Hogg. desr Donden o Dublin, Sheley's lates

fograpber, 1S due the credit of disnterring and_drawing public
attention to Shelley'sauriouscritical noticeot it—Ea,
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explained detracts nothing from the beauty of virtue or
the sublimity of genius  But what does utter obscurity
express? if the public do not advert even in censureto a
performance, has that performance already receved its
condemnation ?

The rexult of this controversy is important to the
ingenuous critic His labours are indeed miserably
worthless if their objects may invariably be attained
before their application. He should know the limits of
his prerogative.  He should not be ignorant, whether it
IS his duty to promulgate the dedsons of others or to
cultivate his tage and judgment, that he may be enabled
to render a reason for his own.

Circumdances the leas connected with intelectual
nature have contributed, for a certain period, to retain
in obscurity the mos memorable gpedmens of human
genius  The author refrains perhaps irom introducing
his production to the world with all the pomp of
empirical bibliopolisn. A sudden tide in the affairs of
men may make the neglect or contradiction of some
indgnificant doctrine a badge of obscurity and discredit:
those even who are exempt from the action of these
absurd predilections are necessarily in an indirect
manner affected by ther influence It is perhaps the
product of an imagination daring and undisciplined:
the majority of readers ignorant and disdaining tolera-
tion refuse to pardon a neglect of common rules; ther
canons of criticisam are cardedy infringed, it is less
reigious than a charity sarmon, less methodical and
cold than a French tragedy, where all the unities are
preserved ;. no excdlendes, where prudish cant and dull
regularity are absent, can presarve it from the contempt
and abhorrence of the multitude. It is evidently not
difficult to imagine an ingance in which the mogt
devated genius shall be recompensad with neglect
Mediocrity alone ssams unvaryingly to exape rebuke
and obloquy, it accommodates its attempts lo the spirit
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of the age which has produced it, and adopts with mimic
effrontery the can't of the day and hour for which aone
it lives.

We think that " the Memoirs of Prince Alexy Haima-
toff" desarves to be regarded as an example of the fact
by the frequency of which criticism is vindicated from
the imputation of futility and impertinence. We do not
hesitate to consider thisfiction asthe product of abold and
original mind. We hardly remember ever to have ssen
surpassed the subtle delicacy of imagination, by which
the manifest distinctions of character and form are seized
and pictured in colours that amost make nature more
beautiful than hersdf. The vulgar observe no resem-
blances or discrepancies, but such as are gross and
glaring. The science of mind to which history, poetry,
biography serve as the materials, conssts in the discern*
ment of shades and distinctions where the unenlightened
discover nothing but a shepdess and unmeaning mass.
The faculty for this discernment distinguishes genius
from dulness. There are passages in the production
before us which afford instances of just and rapid
intuition belonging only to intelligences that possess
this faculty in no ordinary degree. As a composition
the book is far from faultless. Its abruptness and
angularities do not appear to have received the dightest
polish or correction. The author has written with
fervour, but has disdained to revise at leisure. These
errors are the errors of youth and genius and the fervid
impatience of sensbilities impetuoudy disburthening
their fulness. The author is proudly negligent of con-
necting the incidents of his tale. It gppears more like
the recorded day dream of a poet, not unvisited by the
sublimest and most lovely visions, than the tissue of a
romance skilfully interwoven for the purpose of main-
taining the interest of the reader, and conducting his
gympathies by dramatic gradations to the denoftment.
It is, what it professes to be, a memair, not a novel
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Yet its claims to the former appellation are established,
only by the impatience and inexperience of the author,
who, possessing in an eminent degree, the higher
qualifications of a a novelist, we had amost said a poet,
has neglected the number by which that success would
probably have been secured, which, in this instance,
merits of a far nobler stamp have unfortunately failed to
acquire. Prince Alexy is by no means an unnatural,
although no common character. We think we can
discern his counterpart in Alfieri's delineation of himself.
The same propengties, the same ardent devotion to his
purposes, the same chivalric and unproductive attach*
ment to unbounded liberty, characterises both. We are
inclined to doubt whether the author has not attributed
to his hero the doctrines of universa philanthropy in
aspirit of profound and amost unsearchable irony ; at
least he appears biassed by no peculiar principles, and
it were perhaps an insoluble inquiry whether any, and if
any, what moral truth he designed to illustrate by his
tde* Bruhle, the tutor of Alexy, is a character deline-
ated with consummate skill; the power of intelligence
and virtue over external deficiencies is forcibly exempli-
fied. The cadmness, patience and magnanimity of this
sngular man, are truly rare and admirable: his dis-
interestedness, his equanimity, his irresistible gentleness,
form a finished and delightful portrait But we cannot
regard his Commendation to his pupil to indulge in
promiscuous concubinage without horror and detestation.
The author appears to deem the loveless intercourse of
brutal appetite a venial offence against delicacy and
virtue 1 he assarts that a transient connexion with a
cultivated female may contribute to form the heart with*
out essentialy vitiating the sensibilities. It is our duty
to protest against so pernicious and disgusting an
opinion. No man can rise pure from the poisonous
embraces of a prostitute, or sinless from the deolated
hopes of a confiding heart Whatever may be the
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claims of chastity, whatever the advantages of smple
and pure "affections these ties, these bendfits, are of
equal obligation to either sx. Domestic relations
depend for their integrity upon a complete reciprocity of
duties. But the author himself hasin the adventure of
the Sultana, Debesh-Sheptuti, afforded a most impressive
and tremendous allegory of the cold-blooded and malig-
nant sdfishness of sensuality.

We are incapacitated by the unconnected and vague
narrative from forming an analysis of the incidents:
they would consst indeed, simply of a catalogue of
events, and which, divested of the aSrial tinge of
genius, might appear trivial and common. We shall
content oursdlves, therefore, with sdecting some pas«
sages calculated to exemplify the peculiar powers of
the author. The following description of the smple
and interesting Rosalie is in the highest style of de-
lineation :—

" Her hair wasunusually black, shetruly had raven locks the
same dosiness the same varying shade the s‘fe mixture of
purple and sable far which the plumage of the ra Jm isremark
able, were found in the long dadic tresss depending from her
head and covering he shouldes Her complexion was dark
and clear: the odours which composd the brown that dyed
her smoath skin, were o well mixed, that not one blot, not one
varied tinge, injured its brightness and when the blush of
animation or of modegy flushed her chesk, thetint wasorare,
that could a painter have d|ﬂped_h|s pendl in it, that Sngle
dhade would have rendered him immortal The bone above
her eye was sharp, and beautifully curved; much as | have
admired the wonderful properties of acurves | am convinod
that their most supendous properties collected would fall far
dhort of that magic line. The eyebronv was pendlled with
extreme nlcetx; in the centre it congged of the degpet shade
of black, at the edges it was hardly peroeptible, and no man
could have been hardy enough to have attempted to define the
predse ot at which'it ceasad: in short the vevet draﬁerly of
the eyebrow was only to be rivalled by the purple of the long
black eydashes that terminated the ample curtain. Rosali€s
gyeswerelargeand fall j they appeared at a digance unifbgnly
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dark, but upon dose ingection the innumerable grokes of
various hues of infinite fineness and endless variety, drawn
in concentric drdes behind the pdlucid crygal, filled the mind
with wonder and admiration, and could only be the work of
infinite power directed by infinite wisdom.

Alexy's union with Aur-Ahebeh the Circassan dave
iIsmarked by circumstances of deep pathos, and the
sveetest tenderness of sentiment The description of
his misery and madness at her death deserves to be
remarked as affording evidence of an imagination vagt,
profound and full of energy.

M Alexy, who gained the friendship, perhaps the love of the
native Rosalie the handsome Haimatoff the philosophic
Haimatoff, the haughty Haimatoff, Haimatoff the tgaﬁ the
witty, the accomplished, the bold hunter, the friend of liberty,
the chivalric lover of all that is femining the hero, the enthu-
dad : sehim now, that is he mark him! he appears in the
dhades of evening, he alks as a pectre, he has just risen from
the damps of the charnd-house s the dews till hang on his
forehead. Hewill vanish at cock-crowing, he never heard the
ong of the lark, nor the busy hum of men; the wn's rays
never warmf him, the pale moonbesm alone shows his un-
earthly figure, which is fanned by the wing of the owl, which
gcarce obdruds the dow flight of the droning beetle, or of the
drowsy bat. Mark him! he gops hislean amsarecrassd on
hisbosom; heisbowed to the earth, his sunken eye gazes from
|tsdeﬁo cavity on vacuity, asthetoad skulking in the corner of
a sepulichre, pesps with malignity through the circumambient
gloom. His' dhe is hollow; the glowing tints of his com-
plexion, which once resembled the autumnal sunbeam on the
autumnal beech, are ?one the cadaverous yelow, thelivid hue,
have usurped ther place, the sable honours of his head have
perished, they once waved in the wind like the jetty pinions of
the raven, the skull is only oo\/eredcg?/ the shriveled Kin,
which the rook views wigfully, and calls to her young ones
Hisgaunt bonesstart from his wrinkled garments hisvoice is
deep, hollow, sepulchral; it isthe voice which wakes the dead,
he haslong held converse with the departed He attemptsto
walk he knows not whither, his legs totter under him, hefalls
the boyshoot him, the dogs bark at him, he hearsthem nat, he
ststhem not—Res there, Alexy, it bessameh thee thy bed
it the grave thy bride is the worm, yet once thou soodes
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erect, thy chesk was flushed with joyful ardour, thy eye biasing
told what thy head* conceived, what thy heart fdt, thy limbs
were vigour and activity, thy bosom expanded with pride,
ambition, and desire, every nerve thrilled to fed, every musdle
swelled to execute. _

" Haimatoff, the blight has tainted thee, thou ample roomy
web of life, whereon were traced the gaud% characters, the gay
embroidery of pleasure, how has the moth battened on theg;
Haimatoff, how hes the devouring flame scorched the plains,
once yellow with the harvest! the simoon, the parching breath
of the desert, has swept over the laughi nﬁaglalns, the carpet of
verdure rolled away at its approach, and has bared amid cesola-
tion- Thou stricken deer, thy leather coat, thy dappled hide
hangs loose upon thee, it was a deadly arrow, how has it wasted
thee, thou scathed oak, how has the red lightning drank thy
sap: Haimatoff, Haimatoff, est thy soul with vexation. Let
the immeasurable ocean roll between thee and pride: you must
not dwell together,' p. 129.

The episode of Viola is affecting, natural, and beau*
tiful.  We do not ever remember to have seen the un-
forgiving fastidiousness of family honour more awfully
illustrated.  After the death of her lover, Viola still
expects that he will esteem, still cherishes the delusion
that he is not lost to her for ever.

"She usad frequently to go to the window to look for him!
or walk in the Park to meet him, but without the least im-
patience, a his delay. She learnt a new tune, or a new song to
anue him, she sood behind the door to startle him as he
entered, or disguised hersdlf to surprise him.*

The character of Mary, deservesl we think, to be
considered as the only complete failure in the book.
Every other female whom the author has attempted
to describe is designated by an individuality peculiarly
marked and true. They constitute finished portraits
of whatever is eminently simple, graceful, gentle, or
disgustingly atrocious and vile. Mary alone is the
miserable parasite of fashion, the tame dave of drivelling
and drunken folly, the cold-hearted coquette, thr lying



3A PRINCE ALEXY HAIMATOFF.

and meretricious prude. The means employed to gain
this worthless prize corresponds exactly with its worth-
lessness.  Sir Fulke Hildebrand is a strenuous Tory,
Aiexy, on his arrival in England professes himself
inclined to the principles of the Whig party, finding
that the Baronet had sworn that his daughter should
never marry a Whig, he sacrifices his principles and
with inconceivable effrontery thus palliates his apostasy
and falsehood.

“ The prejudices of the Baronet were strong in proportion as
they wereirrational. | resolved rather to humour than to thwart
them. | contrived to be invited to dine in com with him ;
| aways pro the health of the minister, [ introduced
politics ana defended the Tory party in long gpeeches | attended
clubs and public dinners of that interest. | do not know whether
this conduct was justifiable; it may certainly be excused when
the circumstances of my case are duIY congidered. | would tear
myselflnfpleces if 1 suspected that | could be guilty of the
dightest falsehood or prevarication ; (se Lord Chesterfield's
Lettersfor the courtier-like distinction een simulation and
dissmulation,) but there wes nothing of that sort here, | was
of no partx consequently, | could not be accusad of desertin
any one. | did not defend the injustice of any of meny
did not. detract from the merits of any virtuous character. |
praised what wes laudable in the Tory party, and blamed what
was reprehensible in the Whigs: | was silent with regard to
whatever was culpable in the former or praiseworthy in the
latter. The stratagem was innocent which injured no one, and
which promoted the hgppiness of two individuals, especidly of
the most amiable woman the world ever knew,"

Aninstance of more deplorable perversity of the human
understanding we do not recollect ever to have witnessed.
It almost persuades us to believe that scepticism or in-
difference concerning certain sacred truths may occa-
sionally produce a subtlety of sophism, by which the
conscience of the criminal may be bribed to overlook
his crime.

Towards the conclusion of this strange and powerful
performance it must be confessed that aliqguando bonut
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dormitai Homerus. The adventure of the Eleutheri,*
although thte sketch" of a profounder project, is intro-
duced and concluded with unintelligible abruptness.
Bruhle dies, purposdy as it should seem that his pupil
may renounce theromantic sublimity of his nature, and
that his inauspicious union and prostituted character
might be exempt from the censure of violated friend-
ship. Numerous indications of profound and vigorous
thought are scattered over even the most negligently
compacted portions of the narrative. It is an un-
weeded garden where nightshade is interwoven with
sweet jessamine, and the most delicate spices of the
east peep over struggling stalks of rank and poisonous
hemlock.

In the delineation of the more evanescent fedings
and uncommon instances of strong and delicate passon
we conceive the author to have exhibited new and un-
paralleled powers. He has noticed some peculiarities
of female character with a delicacy and truth singularly
exquisgte. We think that the interesting subject of
sexual relations requires for its successful development
the application of a mind thus organised and endowed.
Y et even here how great the deficiencies; this mind must
be pure from the fashionable supergtitions of gallantry,
must be exempt from the sordid fedings which with
blind idolatry worship the image and blaspheme the
deity, reverencethetype, and degradethereality of which
it isan emblem.

We do not hestate to assert that the author of this
volume is a man of ability. His great though indis-
ciplinable energies and fervid rapidity of conception

* From Edinburgh, Nov. 26, x8i£ Shdley bad written to Hogg:
~" Your novd isnow printed. Write mdre like this Delight™us
again with a charagter S0 natural and energetic as Atexy; but do
not pasevare in writing after you grow weary of your fal* AtU
quando tonusdormitai Homerus; and the Svansand the Elcuthar-
ardhsareprodfc that you wereallittle despy/™ (SseHogg sl ft of
Seflgr, vol iL p. 40i%)~-Ea
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embody scenes and dtuations, and passons affording
inexhaustible food for wonder and delight. Theinteres
Is degp and irresgible. A moral enchanter ssams to
have conjured up the shapes of all that is beautiful
and drange to suspend the faculties in fascination and
astonishment
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