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Arr.l. Gertrude nyoa y a P lvanian Tale, aml other
Poems, by i Camphedl, Awbos of the Plstars: o
Hepe, §c. 4w. pp. 130. Lonlm,m

‘Nrqunduvokmewﬂmo ordintary’ impressiori éf the. delic
cacy and importance of the task whiek 1t ilnposee on us, and
m diecharging it at once with justies: to- the author und
st 'whose bar we'as well as Mr.. Camipbell: miast be
eouduedwmd Itis noti our lewst' embarrusstiént that.inv some
Me. Campbeli  nmy b considered aw hiv owwrival; andiin
mwmm-hnwhsamd -ompdman 0 en-
counter more formidable than the extent of his own reputation. . For
decide on the merit of Gertrude 'of Wyoming' as:thie work of» poet
hithesto undistinguished; would be comparaniely easy, :Butwe ate:
ussvoidably forced. upow comparimg it with. My, ' Cathpbells-former
pieces, and while our judginentiis embroildd: by the: eations;-
prejodices, and preferences, whiclsthe recohection:of them has i~
pnd: our Rmagination;. thmmowpmmm
.expeetation,. and ACrene pmbomomlly tlwdlﬁcdty'
ofai‘cﬂgnoom gratifibation;

The Pleasuresiof Hope,.a. poem dear to everyreader oﬂpoeu!y
bore, amidstimaury- bemuties, . the ‘marks of . juvenile compesition;:
dm&omdlepumwthmdnlgmedm to-a promise of fu-
Mzuc::lm. Smelnmumdsoallowdfor&e&&cwm--
tare: ofi winich,. . presuribing no fixed plan, the:poet
free to indklge hi ﬁdq»mmmmwmguhrntheymdagmt'
andhnimated!  Ibisw consequemce of beth these circuinstances that
tlnpmmlgnm i some'degree the appearanoe of an unfinished

'mthlp]unn'olm insilated groups andfiguiesy
tllordeanm:ull! often imtrade, thatian artist matured Juitaste ' and
distespaces, axﬂ::'em vy mmed"m

toperfelstion a s ofsd promise.
'lbpd:bta-ﬂymads aerydbmwmuldbe claimed on
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the score of youth—a seeming generosity often conferred on the fir
essays of poets, painters, and orators, but for which a claim of r
payment with usurious interest is regularly preferred against the:
upon their next appearance. But the hope of improvement was, |
Mr. Campbell’s case, hardly necessary to augment the expectatic
raised by the actual excellence of his first poem. The beauties ¢
an highly polished versification, that animated and vigorous tone «¢
moral feeling, that turn of expression, which united the sweetness ¢
Goldsmith with the strength ‘of Johnsom, a structure of languag
alike remote from servile imitation of our more classical poets, an

- from the babbling and jingling simplicity of ruder minstrels; nev

but not singular; elegant, but not trite ; justified the admirers of th
Pleasures of Hope in elevating its author to a pre-eminent situatio
among living poets. Neither did Mr. Campbell suffer the admir:
tion excited by his first essuy to subside or be forgotten. = From tim
to time we were favoured with exquisite lyrical effusious calculate
rather to stimulate than to glmifi'the publicappetite. The splendi
poems of Hohenlinden and iel manifesting high powers of im:
ginmation, and other short performances replete either.with animatic
or tenderness, seemed to declare their ali;hor dest';hn:dtominth
very summit of the modern Parnassus. - By some this pre-eminenc
was already adjudged to him, while others only adjourned their.su
frage until a more daring, extended, and sustained fight should mal
good the promises of his juvenile work and of his shorter
poems. , Co -

1t bas for a considerable time' been known that a new. poem ¢
some length was in Mr. Campbeli’s contemplation, and when
was whispered that he who sung the doubtful conflict: of Hohenlir
den and the carnage of Culloden, had chosen for his theine the de
vastation of Wyoming, expectation was raised to its height. Desn
was not too suddenly quenched ; and it is only after a long period ¢
suspense the work has been given to the pyblic. Butitisn
easy matter to satisfy the vague and indefinite tation which su:
pease of this nature seldom fails to excite. reader is apt t
form an idea of the subject, the narrative and the style. of execution
s0 that the real poém 1s tried and censured not upon its éwn merit
but for differing from the preconceived dream of the critic’s imag
nation. 'There are few who have not felt disappointment-of a simi
lar nature on visiting for the first time any spot highly celebrated fc
its scenery. Expectation has not only exaggerated its beauties, by
often sketched alandscape of its own which the mind unwil
lingly exchanges even for the most splendid reality. Perhaps there
foreit is a natural comsequenve of over-strained hope, that the imme
diate reception of “ Gertrude of Wyoming” should be less eminentl
faveurable ‘than the. intrinsic merit of the pdem and the acknow
ledged genius of the author appeared to insure; and perhaps too w
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may be ablé in the course of our investigation to point out other rea-
sons which may for a season impede the popularity of a poem con-
taining passages both of tenderness and sublimity, which may decline
companson with few in the English language. .

¢ tale of Gertrude of Wyoming 18 ahundantly simple. It re-
fers to the desolation of a beautiful track of country situated on both
sides of the Susquehannah, and inhabited by.colonists whose primz-
val simplicity and hospitality recalled the idea of the golden age. In
1778, Wyoming, this favoured and happy spot, was completely laid
waste by an incursion of Indians and civilized savagés under a .leader
named Brandt. The pretext was the adherence of the inhabitants
to the provincial confederacy ; but the lust of rapine and cruelty
which distinguished the invaders was such as to add double horrors
even to civil conflict.

We do not condemn this choice of a subject in itself eminently fit-
ted for poetry; yet feeling as Englishmen; we cannot suppress a
hope that Mr. ll will in his subsequent poems choose a
theme more honourable to our mational character, than one in which
Britain was disgraced by the atrocities of her pretended adherents.
‘We do not love to have our feelings unnecessarily put in arms against
the cause of our country. The historian must do his duty when
such painful subjects occur; but the poet, who may choose his
theme through the whole unbounded range of truth and fiction, may
l:::g excuse himself from selecting a subject dishonourable to his own

Although the calamity was general, 4nd overwhelmed the whole
settlement of Wyoming, Mr. Campbell has judiciously selected a
smgle group as tze subjeet of his picture ; yet we have room to re-
gret thatin some passages at least he has not extended his canvass to
exhibit, in the back grouud, that general scene of tumalt and horror
which might have added force to the striking picture which he has
dn'iw‘l; of mdividual misery. ,

opening of the poem describes Wyoming in a state of more
than Arcadian ease and happiness, where exiles or em'mma from
all quarters of Eurqpe met m peace, and contended orily which should
best adorn and improve their seat of refuge. The following stan-
zas comprehend this interesting description, and are at the same time
a just specimen of the style and structure of the poem.

I .
¢ On Susquehana’s side, fair Wyoming,
Although the wild-flower on thy ruined wall
And roofless homes a sad remembrance bring
Of what thy gentle people did befall,
Yet'thou wert once the loveliest land of all
That see the Atlantic wave their morn restore.
Sweet land ! may I thy Jost delights recall,
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And paint thy Gertrude ia-lver bowers of yore,
‘Whose beauty was, the love of Ponnsylvania’s shose !
. L S

¢ It was beneath thy skies that, but to prune
" His Autumn fruits, or skim the fight canoe,
" Perchance, along thy river calm at noon,
_ The happy shepherd swain had nought to do
- Frem morn till evening’s sweeter pastime grew;
‘Fheir timbrel, in the dance.of forest’s brown
* When lovely maidens prankt in Sowretnew,
Amrd aye, those sansy mouptains half way dewn
Would echo flagelet from same romantis tawn,
IH. T T -

¢ Then, where of Indian hills the daylight takes
His leave, how might you the flamingo see
Dinporting: like & meveor on. the lakes——
And pl | squirrel: on his nut-grown trea:
+ And every soundof lif¢.waa full of gloe, - . .
. From merry meck-bind’s song, or hum.af men,
‘Whije heark’ning, _fear.'\pg,nqu?ht.d;dr revelry,
‘The. wild.deer arch!d his,peck from glades, and then,
. Uphunted,.sought bis woads.and wilderness again.
R AU A
¢ And scarce had' Wyoming of war or crime:
Heard but in transatlantic story rung,
'Fon here the exile met from ev’ry clime,
. And.spoke in friendship ev’ry distant tongue ;
,  Men from the blopd of warring Europe sprung,
. . Were but divided by. the running brook ;
And happy where no Rhenish trumpet sung,
On plains no sieging mine’s volcano shook,
The blue-ey’d German chang’d his sword to pruning-hook.
. . V.
. ¢ Ngm far some, Andalusian saraband. v
Wauld sound to many, a native roundelay. .
But who is he that yeta dearer land
Remembers, over hills and far away,? .
Green Albyn !* what though he no more survey
Thy ships at anchoron the quiet shore,
Thy peliochs rolling from the. mountain bay ;
Thy lone sepulchral cairn upon the moor,
And distant isles that hear/the loud Corbrechtan roar !t
VI o

¢ Alas! poor Caledonia’s meuntaineer, .
That want’s stern edict e’er, and feudal grief,

e
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* Scotland. . Q ’
T The great whirlpool of the Western Hebrides.
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‘Hd fore’d B feom 2 hotit he 1av'@ so déat ¢ L
Yet found he here ahomé and gkd relief, :
And plied the beverage frémr his ownr fiir sheaf, :
That fir'd his highland blood -with miickie 3
And Eagland seat hér men; of mdn the chief,
Who taught those sires of Empire yet to be,
Te plant the tree of life ; to plant fair freedom’s tres !
VIL : ' .
¢ Here was not mingled in the city’s pomp
Of life’s extremes the grandeur and the gloom; :
Judgment awoke not here her dismal tromp, : '
Nor seal’d in blood afellow oreature’s doom, c.
, Nor mourn’d the captive in a living tomb, N
' One venerable man, baloved of ally
Suffic’d where ingocence was yet in| bloon‘
To sway the strife, that seldom might befall, .
And Albert was their judge in pattiarchal hall.’—p. 5 to 9.

This Albert, the judge and petriarch of the infant séttleshent, isan
Englishman; Gertrude, the heroine of the poem, is his only child.
The chaste and affecting simplicity of the followmg picture would
furnish a beautiful subjéct for the pericil.

. XIIL. -

¢ 1 may not paint those thousand iniflint’cHarms’;
(11_}J'ncomclous fascination, \mdesig'h’d n
e orison repeatét in his arms,
For God to bless her sir¢ srid all mhniiiid;
The book, the bosom on hi§ knee recﬂh’d,
Or how sweet fhiry-lore he heard her con,
(The playmate ere the teacher of her mmd) 5
All uncompanion’d else her years had
Till now'in Gertrude s eyes their Blue summer shone.’
pt13.

An Indhan, of a il fiiendly to the settleth, a ched their cot'
tage ofit'moming, leadinig in Nis iand ah iboy" o

¢ Of Christian vesture and complexion bnght, .

Led by his dusky guide like morninj:brought by night.’
mmwﬂhmmdaﬁmwfmmpdbyﬂw
British which 'had been stormed and destroyed by a of Harous;.
the allies-of France. The Oneyda cluef whb narrates storyh.l-
tened to-aid, but. only arfived in time to avenge its defenders. | All
had-been dnsssaered, excepting the widow of the commander'of the-
garriste and her-son, a boy of ten or twelve years old:- The former;:
exhausted with fatigue and grief, dies in the ‘armis of ti¢ friendly In-
disms,; and ‘bequeaths to their chief the task of conducting hef son
to Albést’s care, with a token to express thit he'was the son of Julia
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Waldegrave. Albert inatautly recognises .the hoy as the.offspring of
two old and dear friends. A flood of kindly recollections, and the
bitter contrast betweéen the promise of their eady days, and the dismal
fate which finally awaited 'go parents of Waldegrave, rush at once on
the mind of the old man, anPextort a pathetic lamentation. The
deportment of the Indian warrior forms an admirable contrast to Al-
bert’s indulgence of grief, and the stanzas in which it is described
rank among the finest in the poem.

XXIIL

¢He sa.ld-—and strain’d unto his heart the: boy
Far differently the mute Oneyda took - .
His calumet of peate, and cup of ‘joy; “
As mopumental bronze unchasged his look :
A soul that plty touch’d, but never shook: .ot
Train’d, from his tree-rock’d cradie to his bier, SN
The fieree extremes of good and ill to brook :
Impassive—fearing but the shame of fear—
: Antomoftbewoodu—-umanmthoutamr-a ——

XXIV.

¢ Yet deem not goodness on the savage stock
Of Outalissi’s heart disdain’d to grow ;
As lives the oak unwither’d on the rock
By storms above, and barrenness below : 1
e scorn’d his own, who felt another’s woe : -
And ere the wolf-skin on his back he flung, .
Or laced his mocmns, in act to go,
A song of parting to the boy he sung,
‘Who slept on Albert’s couch, nor heard his fnendly tonguc

PP- 20 and 21.
Aﬁualynmleﬂ'ulibnnddmedtoﬂxeslumbe bo his € own
adopted one’, the savage returns to his deserts. capaclty of

tracking his way through the wilderness by a species of instinct, or
rather by the habit of observing the most minute signs derived from
the face of earth or heaven, is described in nervous and stnkmg
poetry, and closes the first part of the

Part II. opemwndladescnpnono Albert’sabode situated be-
- tween two woeds near a river, which aﬁ:erdnlnngovetu
cascade, chose timt spot to expand itself into aqum:m
sheet of living water. Beautiful in itself, the scene’ was graced by
dwpmenceofGeru-ude yetmorebemhﬁnl an ¢ enthubimst'of the
woods,’ alive to all the charms of the romantic scenery by which
ahewmrrounded and whose sentimental benevolence extended it-
selfevaxtoEnghnd which she knew only by her father’s report.
And here commences the great defect of the story. We totally lose
sight of the orphan Waldegrave, whose arrival makes the only inci-
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dent in the first canto, and of whose departure from Wyoming we
bave not been apprised. Neither are we in the least prepared to an-
ticipate such an event, ex;leﬁting by a'line in which Julia expresses a
hope that her orphan w be conveyed'to ¢ England’s shore’—an
n:;“.lmdo wh? reafly q:ﬂpdhmchh the first, and even in the second,

of - the poem, which, at any rite, by no means implies
that her wish was actually fulfilled. umcl;:iuntable d.in'pp‘:m-
ance of this character, to whiom 'we had matitrally assigned an Impor-
tant part in the narrative, is not less extraordmary than that Gertrude,
in extending her kind wishes and dfféctionate thoughts towards
friends in Britain whom she never knew, and only Iovedu%eme they
might possibly possess ‘ - .

¢ Her mother’s looks—perhaps her likeness strong,’

omits all mention or recollection of the interesting little orphan of
whom every reader has destined her the bride from the first moment
of his introduction. Of him, however, nothing is said, and we are
left to conjecture whether he has gone to Britain and been forgotten
by his youthful playfellow, or whethex he remains an umnoticed and
undistinguished nmate of her father’s mansion. . We have nexta,
splendid, though somewhat confused, description of a ¢ deep un-
trodden grot,’ where, as it is beantifully expreseed,

" ¢rocks subline
To human art a sportive semblance 'wore ;
And yellow lichens coloured all the-clime,
Like moon-light battlements.and towers decayed by time.’

To this grotto, embosoméd in all the splendid luxuriance of trans-
ic vegetation, Geitrude was wont to retire ¢ with Shakspeare’s
self to speak and smile alone,’ gnd here she jg.surprised by the arri-
val of a youth ina isa;ish garb, leading in fiys hand his steed, wh
is abmpﬂy announce .38 st af b, o .
¢ The stranger guest of many a distant land.’
We were at least as much startled as Gertyude by this unexpected
intruder, and are compelled to acknowledge that the suspense in
which we were kept for a few stanzas is rathex puzzling than .
We became sensible that wehad somehow lost the thread of the story,
and while hurriedly enideavouring to recover it; became necessarily in-
sensible to the beauties of. the poetry. The 'stranger inquires for
the mansion of Albert, is of ‘course hospitabily received, and tells of
the wonders which he had seen, in Switzerland, in France, in Italy,
and in California, whence hé lastarrived. At length Albert inquires
after the orphan Waldegrave, - who' (as his.question for the first time
apprices the reader) had beensmt.tohin'n?mm' in England at the:
age of twelve, after three yearsresidence . in'the easthly paradise of
Wyoming. The quick eye.of Gestrude diseovers tee . mysterous
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strauger tg he ¢ Waldegrave's self of Waldegrave come to tell,’ ar
all iy rapturpus recoguition. . Aud liere, amidst many beauties, v
arg ggain pressed by the leading epror of the parrative, for this san
Waldegrave—who, for no puspose that, we can lears, has been wa
dering, over _half the world—of whom the reader knows sa Litsl
who, appears to have: beon eptirely forgotten during the space of or
third of the poem, apd whom even: Gertrude did mot think wortl
of comwmemaration in orjsas which called forx blessings om frien
she had nevex known—this same Waldegrave, of whese infantine 2
fection for Gertrude we uo where receive the slightest hint, with eve
more thau the composure of a five gentleman returned from t
grand tour, coolly assures her and Albert at their fist interviev
that she ¢shall be his own with all her truth and charms.” This e:
traordinary and unceremonious appropriation is submitted to by Ge:
trude and her father with the most unresisting and astonishing con
placenéy.” '}t is in vain to bid us suppose that a tender aud interes
ing attachment had united this youthful couple during 'Waldegrave
residence at Wyoming. This is like the reference of Bayes to
conversation held by his personages behind the scenes; it is requirin
the reader to guess what the author has not told him, and consequent
ly what he is not obliged to' know. This inherent defect in the na
rative might have been supplied at the expense of * two or three star
zas descriptive of the growing astachment between the children, an
apprizing us of Waldegrave's departure for England, The qmissio
is the more provoking as we are satisfied of Mr. Campbell’s powes
to tnce;he pri)gl'euof ﬂﬁ:rhhfanthve, and the tram. of lnll:)mcx
dents and employments which gave, it opportunity to grow with thei
growth, and strengthen. with their mmm short, gt‘:’)orival the ex
quisite picture of Juvenile affection presented i Thalaba.

‘But, to with our tale. Gertrude and Waldegrave ar
united, and spend thred'short months in all the uxury of mutual an
innocent love described in the concluding stanza of part second.

¢ Then would that -home admit them—-happier fur
_Than grandeur’s most magnificent sgloon—
- While, here and there, a solitary star -
Flush’d in the dark’ning firmameént of June ;
. And silence brought the:soul-feit. hour,.foll.soon,
- . Ineffpble, which.I may not pougtray ;! L
Far'never did the Myniqnean moen "« .- :
- A paradise of hearts more sacred;sway;. :
. Inall that slept beneath her, soft, velyptugug ray,’—p, 43,

"The. thisd: part cantinpes this delightful - picturé; so.trye- i itself
where pure: don.and: regulated desires combine:to form coany
bial bliss ;. and we feel all that:the poet:wouldampresi upcn us whe:
in: the fifth stanza he announces theetorm, which, i thie wreck of na
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tions, was to involve this little structure of home-built happiness ;
and describesthe transitory nature of human felicity in the most beau-
tiful and original simile which we have yet found applied to a theme
so often sung.

V.

¢And in the visions of romantic youth,

What years of endless bliss are yetto flow !

But mortal pleasure, what art thou in truth !

The torrent’s smoothness ere it dash below !

And must I change my song? and mustI shew,

Sweet Wyoming! the day when thou wert doomt’d,

Guiltless, to mourn thy loveliest bow’rs laid low !

When where of yesterday a garden bloom’d, .

Death overspread his pall, and black’ning ashes gloom’d.’—
p- 50.

The approach of civil war in America, and the attachment of
Waldegrave to the provincial cause, are briefly touched upon, as are
the boding apprehensions of Gertrude, too soon to be fatally realized.
Oue evening, while danger was yet deemed remote, an Indian wom
with fatigue and age rushes hastily into Albert’s cottage, and is with
difficulty recognised to be the Oneyda chief Outalissi, who had gui-
ded Waldegrave to Wyoming. After an indulgence of former recol-
lections, rather too long to be altegether consistent with the pressing
nature of his errand, the Indian informs the domestic circle that the
savages led by ‘Brandt had extirpated his whole tribe on account of
their friendship to the Americans, and were approaching to wreak
their vengeance by laying waste the settlement of Wyoming.

XIX.

¢ Scarce had he utter’d,—when Heaven’s verge extreme
Reverberates the bomb’s descending star,—

And sounds that mingled laugh,—and shout,~and scream,
To freeze the blood, in one discordant jar,

Rung to the pealing thunderbolts of war.

Whoop after whoop with rack the ear assail’d ;

As if unearthly fiends had burst their bar;

While rapidly the marksman’s shot prevail’d;;

And aye, as if for death, some lonely trumpet wail'd.—

XX.

¢ Then look’d they to the hills, where fire o’erhung
The bandit groups, in one Vesuvian glare ;
Or swept, far seen, the tow’r, whosg clock, unrung,
Told legible that midnight of despair.’—p. 60.

These sounds of tumult and desolation are mingled with the more
cheering notes of the drums aud military music of a body of pro-
vincialista, who arrive, it would seem, to protect the inhabitants of

VOL, I. N, 1L 29
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Wyoming. The description of this band, compased of the de-
scendants of various climes, and arrayed by ¢ torch and trumpet,’
evinces the same high tone of military” poetry which glows through
the stanzas on the battle of Hohenlinden. We are, however, again
compelled to own some disappointment arising from the indistinct-
ness of the narrative. 'The provincialists appear prepared to fight
in defence of the Pennsylvanian Arcadia. Qutalissi chants his bat-
tle song, and Albert invokes, amid the blaze of neighbouring vil-
lages, the protection of the God of Hosts on the defenders of their
native country; Waldegrave too assumes the swordand plume; yet,
without any reason assigned, these preparations for battle terminate

" in a retreat to a neighbouring fort, and we are left to conjecture the
motive for flight in a band so.energetic and so amply provided.
The destruction too of Wyoming might have claimed a more length-
ened detail than is afforded by the lines which we have quoted, and
the main interest in the fate of Albert and his family would have
been increased rather than diminished by a glance at those numerous
groups who must necessarily have -accompanied the flight, or re-
mained to perish with their dwellings. But of these we learn no
more than if Waldegrave and Julia had, like our first parents, been
the sole inhabitants of this terrestrial paradise. Covered by the
friendly battalion, they reach in safety the fort which was to afford
them shelter; and in the few accurate yet beautiful lines which
characterize its situation and appearance, the poet has happily com-
pelled into his service even the terms of modern fortitication, and
evinced a complete conquest over those technical expressions which
probably any other bard would have avoided as fit only for the disci-
ples of Cohorn or Vauban.

XXV,

¢ Past was the flight, and welcome seem’d the tow’r,
That, like a giant standard-bearer, frown’d
Defiance on the roving Indian pow’r.
Beneath, each bold and promontory mound
With embrasure emboss’d, and armour crown'd,
And arrowy frize, and wedged ravelin,
Wove like a diadem its tracery round
The lofty summit of that mountain green;
Here stood secure the group, and ey’d a distant scene.’—p. 63.
Here, while surveying in fancied security the progress of the de- -
vastation, Albert and Gertrude fall, pierced by the bullets of the
lurking marksmen of the enemy. death-speech, affecting, yet
somewhat too long, exhausts the last efforts of the expiring Ger-
trude ; and as her husband kneels by the bodies in ineffable despair,
the following exquisite description of Outalissi’s sympathy gives an
originality and wildness to the scene of woe at once appropriate to
Anmerica, and distinct from the manners of every other country.
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XXXIV.

¢ Then mournfully the parting bugle bid
Its farewell o’er the grave of worth and truth;
Prone to the dust afflicted Waldegrave hid
His face on earth ;—him watch’d in gloomy ruth,
His woodland guide ; but words had none to sooth
The grief that knew not consolation’s name :
Casting his Indian mantle o’er the youth,
He watch’d, beneath its folds, each burst that came
Convulsive, ague-like, across his shuddering frame !"—p. 69.

We have gazed with delight on the savage witnessing the death of
Wolfe with awe and sorrow acting upon habits of stubborn apathy ;
and we have perused the striking passage in Spenser whose Talus
¢ an iron man ymade in iron mould’ is described as having neverthe-
less an inly feeling of sympathy with the anguish of Britomarte; yet
neither the painter nor the poet has, in our apprehension, presented
so perfect and powerful an image of sympathetic sorrow n a heart
unwont to receive such a guest, as appears in the mute distress of
the Oneyda warrior bending over his despairing foster-son. His
grief at length becomes vocal in a death-song, which, did our limits
permit, we would willingly transfer to these pages. But we have
been so profuse in quotation, that the concluding stanzas are all we
can produce to justify our asserting for the author the pre-eminent
ment of his lyrical poetry.

XXXVIL

¢ To-morrow let us do or die !*

But when the boit of death is hurl’d,
Ah! whither then with thee to fly,

Shall Outalissa roam the world ?

Seek we thy once-lov’d home?

The hand is gone that cropt its flowers !
Unheard their clock repeats its hours !—
Cold is the hearth within their bow’rs —
And should we thither roam,

Its echoes, and its empty tread,

Would sound like voices from the dead !

XXXVIIL

3 Or shall we cross yon mountains biue,
‘Whose streams’ my kindred nation quaft’d;
And by my side in battlc true,

A thousand warriors drew the shaft?

* This expression oceurs in Burns’s Bannockburn ; yet it is  kind of common
rty, being the motto, we believe, of a Scottish family. We might more just-
» on the part of the in;eniolu Dr. Leyden, reclaim the line,
¢ Red is the cup they drink, but not with wine.’
But these oecasional coincidences, over which stupidity delights to doze, are hardly
worth noticing in eriticising original poetry.
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292 Gertrude of Wyoming. Mas

Ah! there in desolation cold,

The desert serpent dwells alone,

Where grass o’ergrows each mould’ring bone,
And stones themselves to ruin grown,

Like me, are death-like cold.

Then seek we not their camp—for there—
The silence dwells of my despair !

XXXIX.

¢But hark, the trump !—to-morrow thou
In glory’s fires shalt dry thy tears :
Ev’n from the land of shadows now

- My father’s awful ghost appears ;
Amidst the clouds that round us roll,
He bids my soul for battle thirst—
He bids me dry the last—the first—
The only tears that ever burst—
From Outalissi’s soul j—
Because I may not stain with grief
The death-song of an Indian chief.’—pp. 71—73.

With these stanzas the ctirtam is dropped over the dead and th
mourners, ahd the poem i¥ concluded.

Before we proceed to any general examination of Gertrude «
Wyomimg, we think it necessary to imtimate to our readers, that it
by no means owing to deficiency of wit, on our own part, that we hax
conducted them in sober sadness froin the beginning to the end ¢
Mr. Campbell’s affecting tale. We are perfectly aware that, acco
ding to the modern canons of criticism, the Reviewer is expected t
shew his immense superiarity to the Author reviewed, and at th
same time to relieve the tediousness of narration by turning the epi
dramatic, moral story before him into quaint and lively burlesqu
We had accordingly prepdred materials for caricaturing Gertrude
Wyoming, in which the irresistible Spanish pantaloons of her love
were not forgotten, Albert was regularly distinguished as old Jon:
than,:the provincial troops were called Yaukie-doodles, and tlie son
bre character of the Oneyda chief was rclieved by various sly ally
sions to ‘blankets, strouds, stinkiibus, and wampum.” And havin
thus clearly demonstrated to Mr. Campbell and to the reader th:
the whole effect of his poem was as comnpletely at our mercy as th
house which a child has paiufully built with a pack of cards, we prc
posed to pat him on the head with a few shglit compliments on th
ingenuity of his puny architecture, and dismiss him witha sugar-plur
as a very promising child indeed. But, however prepared we cam
to quizz what is no otherwise ridiculous than because serious an
pathetic, our bearts recolled from the dismgenuousness of thie tasl
We shall ever be found ready to apply the lash ot ndicule to concei
presumption or dulness ; but no temptation to display our own wi
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 or to conciliate popularity, shall prompt us to expose genius to the
malignant grin of envious folly, or by low and v parody to der-
ogate from a work which we might strive in vain to emulate. ‘

We return from this digressive apology to the merits and defects
of Gertrude of Wyoming, which have this marked singularity, that
the latter intrude upon us at the very first reading, whereas, after re-
peated perusals, we perceive beauties which had previously escaped
our potice. We have indeed rather paradoxically been induced to
ascribe the most obvious faults to the same cause which has undoubt-
edly produced many of the excellencies of the poem,—tg the apxious
and assiduous attention, which the author has evidently hestowed u
on it before publication. It might be expected that the public would
regard with mdulgence those imperfections which arwe from the
poet’s diffidence of his own splendid powers, and too great defereace
to the voice of criticism. In some respects, however, public taste,
like a fime lady, ¢ stoops to the forward and the bold;’ and the modest
and anxious advemturer is defrauded of the palm, merely that his
judges may enjoy the childish superiority of condemning ag overla-
boured attempt to give them pleasure. et no reader suppose that
we recommend to imitation the indiscreet, and undaunted precipita-
tion with which another popular poet is said to throw his effusions
before the public, with the indifference of an ostrich as to their suc-
cess or failure. 'To sober criticism the fault of him who will mot do
his best is greater than the excess of over caution, as the sin of pre-
sumption 18 greater than that of spiritual despondency. Carelessness
is alsoa crime of deeper dye when considered with reference to its ef-
fects upon public taste; for the habit of writing loosely is particularly
captivating to the fry of you‘:f ecribblers, and we are in danger of
being deluged with rhapsodical romances by poets who would shrink
from the attempt of imitating the condensed, polished, and laboured
stanzas of Gertrude of Wyoming. But -considered with reference
not to the ultimate reputation, but to the immediate popularity of
the author, it is dangerous to allow the public to.suppase that they
have before them the work upon which, after the most solicitous and
anxious exertion, he is'willing to stake his poetical character. A
spirit of contradiction, which animates the mass of menkind, impels
them to depreciate that which is presented as the chef d cuvre of the
artist; and the question is no longer whether the work be excellent,
but whether it has attained that sutmamit of excellence on which no
poet ever was or ever will be placed by bis contemporaries.

We have hitherto only considered the labour bestowed upon Ger-
trnde of Wyoming as an impediment to the flow of populanty which
has in the presént day attended poems of a ruder structure. But the
public taste, although' guided in some degree by caprice, is also to a
certain extent correctly grounded upon critical doctrine ; and the
truth is, that an author cannot work upon a beautiful poem beyond a
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certain point, without doing itreal and irreparable injury in more res-
ts than one.

It is in the first place impossible to make numerdus and minute al-
terations, to alter the position of stanzas, to countermarch and in-
vert the component parts of sentences, without leaving marks of their
original array. 'The epitaph of the Italian valetudinary will apply as
well in poetry as in regimen ; and it may be said of many a laboured
effort of genus, “ Stava bene, ma per star meglio, sto 1ui.” There
are in Gertrude passages of a construction so studiously involved,
that nothing but the deepest consideration could have enabled the
author to knit the Gordian knot by which his meaning is fettered, and
which unfortunately requires similar exertion of intellect ere it can be
disentangled. An ordmary reader is sometimes unable and always
unwilling to make such an effort, and hence the volume is resigned
and condemned in a moment of splenetic impatience. Some of the
introductory stanzas have their beauties thus obscured, and afford ra-
ther a conjectural than a certain meaning. We allude to the second
in particular. Similar indistinctness occurs in the censtruction of
the following sentence : B

¢ But high in amphitheatre above

His arms the everlasting aloe threw :

Breathed but an air of heaven, and all the grove

Instinct as if with living spirit grew.’ .
The idea here is beautiful, but it is only on reflection that we disco-
ver that the words in italics mean not that the aloe breathed an air of
heaven, but that the grove grew instinct with living spirit so soon as
the slightest air of heaven breathed on it. Sometimes passages, of
which the tone is simple and natural, are defaced by affected inver-
sion, as in Gertrude’s exclamation :

¢ Yet say ! for friendly hearts from whence we came

Of us does oft reme€mbrance intervene ’

Again, in altering and retouching, inverting and condensing his

sunns,anaut‘l;:vr will sometimes halt between his first and his latter
ing, and deviate into defects both of sense and grammar. Thus
;:?i:ngneydn’s first song we have—
¢ Sleep, wearied one ! and in the dreaming land
Shouldst thou the spirit of thy mother greet,
O say to0-morrow that the white man’s hand
Hath plucked the thorns of sorrow from thy feet.’

Lastly, and above all, in the irksome task of repeated revision and
reconsideration, the poet loses, if we may use the phrase, the nl::rulse
of inspiration ; his fancy, at first so ardent, becomes pallid and flat-
tened, and no longer excites a correspondent glow of expression. In
this state of mind he may correct faults, but he will never add beau-
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ties; and so much do we prefer the stamp of originality to tame cor-
rectness, that were there not a medium which ought to be aimed at,
we would rather take the prima cura with all its errors and with all
its beauties, than the over-amended edition in which both are oblite-
rated. Let any one read the most sublime e in Shakspeare,
an hundred times over, without intermission, it w:i' | at length convey
to the tired ear neither pathos nor sublimity; hardly even an intelli-
gible idea. Something analogous to this occurs to every poet in the
melancholy task of correction. The Scythians, who debated their
national affairs first in the revel of a festival and afterwards during a
day of fasting, could hardly experience a greater sinking of spirit in
their second consultation, than the bard who, in revising the o! spring
of moments of enthusiastic feeling, experiences that

The dear illusion will not last,

The era of enchantment’s past.

Then occur the doubtful and damping questions, whether the fa-
ded inspiration was genuine, whether the verses corresponded in any
degree to its dictates, or bave power to communicate to others a
portion of the impulse which produced them. Then comes the
dread of malignant criticism ; and last, but not least tormenting, the
advice of literary friends, each suggesting doubts and alterations, till
the spint is corrected out of the poem, as a sprightly boy is some-
times lectured and flogged for venial indiscretions into a stupid and
manimate dunce. The beautiful poem of Lochiel, which Mr.
Campbell has appended to the present volume, as if to illustrate our
argument, exhibits marks of this injudicious alteration. Let us only
take the last lines where in the original edition the champion de-
clares that even in the moment of general rout and destruction,

¢ Though my perishing ranks should be strew’d in their gore,
Like ocean weeds heap’d on the surf-beaten shore,

Lochiel, untainted by flight or by chains,

While the kindling of life in his bosom remains,

Shall victor exult, or in death be laid low,

With his back to the field, and his feet to the foe!

And, leaving in battle no blot on his name,

Look proudly to heav’n from the death-bed of fame.’

The whole of this individual, vigorous, and marked picture of the
Highland chieftain lying breathless amid his broken and slaughtered
clan—a picture so strong, that we even mark the very posture and
features of the hero—is humbled and tamed, abridged and corrected,
into the following vague and inexpressive couplet :

¢ Lochiel -
Shall victor exult in the battle’s acclaim,
Or look to yon heav’n from the death bed of fame.
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If the pruning knife has been applied with similar severity to th
beauties of Gertrude of Wyoming, the hatchet of the Mohaw
Brandt himself was not more fatally relentless and indiscriminate ;
its operations. 5 '

The book contains, besies Gertrude of Wyoming, several of M
Campbell’s smaler pieces. - Lochiel in particular and Hohenlinde
are introduced, although they made part of the author’s last quart
volume. We cannot be offended at meeting our favourites ar
where: yet when we connect the circumstance last mentioned, wit
the reflection that Lochiel has-been unnecessarily altered and abric
ged, we are not thoroughly satisfied with their insertion in the pre
sentvolume. Two beautiful war odes, entitled the Mariners of Eny
land, and the Battle of the Baltick, afford pleasing instances of th:
short and impetuous lyric sally in which Mr. Campbell excels all h
contemporaries. 'Two ballads, Glenara, and Lord Ullin’s Daugl
ter, the former apiroaching the rude yet forcible simplicity of ¢
ancient minstrels, the latter upon a more refined plan, conclude tt
volume. They were new to us,and are models in their several styls
of composition.

Art. IL. The History of Barbadoes, from the first Discavery ¢
the Island in themyear 1605, till the Accession of Lord Sec
forth, 1801. By Jobn Poyer. pp. 668, 1 vol. 4to. Londo
Mawman, 1808. .

THE numerous and respectable list of subscribers by which th
work is -accompanied, affords a presumption that the talen
and diligence of Mr. Poyer are held in high estimation by his cow
trymen in Barbadoes, for whose amusement and instruction his 1
bours have been employed ; and the candour and modesty with whi
he has brought forward, in his preface, some disqualifying confe
sions which 1t depended upon himself to withhold, could not fail
prepossess us in his favour. ¢ The best and most copious account
this country extant,’ says he, ¢is said to have been published by Ol
mixon in his History of the British Empire in America. This pul
lication I bave never seen. Anxious to consult every author who h:
written on' the subject, I offered, by public advertisement, any pri
for the book ; ‘but those who had it were not liberil enough to &
dulge me with the use of it.” He also says, ¢ the journals of the C.
lonial parliament, had I been allowed access to them, would ha
supplied every deficiency, and smoothed the way before me ; but th
was an advantage which I was not itted to enjoy.” Lastly, wi
the hope of averting the severity of criticism, he tells us that be w
‘ denied the advantages of an academical education.” This defic



