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XPH A’EN SYMIIOZIQ KYAIKQGN NEPINIZSZEOMENAGN
HAEA KOQTIAAONTA KAGHMENON OINONOTAZEIN.

rHoc. ap. Ath.
. [ This is a distich by wise old Phocylides, :
An ancient who wrote crabbed Greek in no silly days ;
Meaning, **T18 RIGHT FOR GOOD WINEBIBBING PEOPLE,
“NOT TO LET THE JUG PACE ROUND THE BOARD LIKE A CRIPPLE ; .
' ““BUT GAILY TO CHAT WHILE DISCUSSING THEIR TIPPLE.”
5» dea'celleut rule of the hearty old cltv:ck ’tz'sj—
nd motto to to our Noctes.
very Jit pet C. N. ap. Ambr.

Blye Parlour,~NorTH and TICKLER.
With what admirabl R Ambr ed t
ith what admirable ingenuit; our rose contrived to procure s
g‘pemal p}ay of Zephyr, even zunng the summer noon, in this Sanctum
ctorum : -

TICKLER.
‘What a scientific thorough-draught! How profound these shadows ! Not
8 leaf is withered on that beautiful jum ! h?ever was that flowering myrtle
more “ brightly, deeply, beautifully green.” Week after week that carnation
tree displays new orbs of crimson glory. Saw ye ever, North, such-a tiger~
lily, so wildly, fiercely beautiful, like its forest brother, the animal that terrifies
the desert with his glittering and gorgeous motion, as he bounds over brake
and jingle in famine or in play. . '
NORTH. .
Timothy, Timothy, Timothy ! First Timothy ?
TICKLER. o
Too poetical? Why, that red chamtga.igne has stirred up all the etherial
particles that mysteriouslg constitute the soul ; and, as Jefirey said to Cole~
ridge, “ Why, sir, my whole talk is poetry.”
NORTH. o
‘Whoever wishes to know what poetry is, to know it clearly, distinctly, and
permanently, let him read Barry Cornwall’s article thereon in the last Number
of the Edinburgh Review. .
TICKLER.

That &gung gentleman deserves a dressing‘at your hands or mine, North,
for he often runs a-muck now ; not in the Malay, however, but Cockney fa-
shion, and the pen must be wrested out of his lily hand.

NORTH. . . .

The image is not unamusing ; a slight, slim poetaster mincing a-muck
among the great English bards !n§ love Blagxh ; for hgg:rites Pretty—very pretty
verses—and has an eye for the beautiful—but in the character of critic.....

TICKLER.

He courts the world’s api}lanse, by endeavouring to imitate Leigh Hunt,
Hazlitt, Jeffrey, the London ine, himgelf, Johnny Keates, and the morn-
ing papers; and in such slang he jargons the characters of Shakspeare and
Milton. It is, indeed, despicable to see the old Blue and Yellow reduced to
such drivelling as this ;—but what are you reading, North?

NORTH.

The account of the Lion-fight at Warwick ; a most brutal business—hideous
and loathsome. But why confuse such infamous cruelty with such a chearful
mﬁme as pugilism ? Would you believeit, that the editor of the New Times

discontinued those admirable accounts of all the great fights that madg
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his pdper as much prized in the sporting as it has long been in the political
and fashionable world? I do nozplgnd t he has shu% his columns to -those
K:saly indecent ?euack advertisements, that render newspapers unfit to lie on
breakfast-table of an honest family. Is this consistent ? :
TICKLER.

Very silly. By so doing, he disappoints 2 vast number of his subscribers:
‘What right has he to disappoint five hundred country gentlemen, all anxious
to know the character amf result of any battle ?

NORTH.

Nomne. They take his paper, to be sure, for other and higher reasons ; but
they are entitled to find in its columns full and particular accounts of all such
contests, for, right or wrong, they form part of our national pastimes, create s

igious interest among all classes, and a man looks and feels like a ninny

on gaing into company in utter ignorance of that event which furnishes the
sole conversation of that one day. I trust this hint will be taken.
TICKLER. .

Confound all cruelty to animals !—but I much question the efficacy of law
to protect the inferior creation a%ninst the human. Let that protection be
found in the moral indignation of the people. That Irish j , Martin,
throws an air of ridicule over the whole matter by his_insufferable idiotism.
I hope to see” his skull, thick as it is, cratked one of these days; for that
vnlgr and a gabble with which he weekly infests the Police-Offices
of the me i8, i8 & greater outrage to humanity than auy fifty blows ever
inflicted on the snout of pig, or the buttocks of beeve; blows which, in one
and the same breath, the blustering and blundering blockhead would fain pro-
secute, punish, and pardon. '

NORTH. -

It is not possible to define cruelty to animals, so as to bring it within the
salutary operation of law. That being the case, there should be no law on the
subject. 1 am an old, weak man now, but I was once young and strong ; and
this fist, Timothy, now with difficulty folded into a bunch of fives,—for these
chalk-stones forbid,—has levelled many a brute in' the act of unmercifully
beating his horse, his ass, or his wife. Every man ought to take the law into
his own hands on such occasions. Thus only can the inferior animals walk the
streets of London in any degree of security.

N TICKLER. .

Pray, Mr Richard Martin, did you ever try to drive a pig? or to keep a flock

sheep, or a drove of cattle together, in the midst of the riot, tumult, and
confusion of Smithfield ? It is no such easy job, I can tell you ; and nothing
short of a most impertinent and provoking puppy must that person be, who
;ﬁ:’ps short a drover in all his agonies of exasperation, for merely banging the
ide of an over-fed ox, about to join the colours of another regiment.
- NORTH.
‘Why don’t they murder him at once ?

. TICKLER.

Oh ! he cannot expect to sit in another Parliament. I presume you know
that be is to be Chancellor of the University of London? =~ ~

NORTH.

¥ do. University of London! With what an air of pride will a young man
ook aboat him, in a coripany of poor Oxonians and Cantabs, who may have
just finished his education in the University of London !

TICKLER.

Tims, I am told, is to be a Professor. Yet, joking a Y am sorry there
is to be no theological chair. Ihad intended occupying it?::t’l had even sketch-
ed out a course of lectures ; but understanding that ODoherty was a candidate,
1 retired before the claims of the Adjutant. :

NORTH. .

The Adjutant! Do you mean to tell me that the Standard-Bearer is an Uni-

tarian ? Impossible ! ODoherty could never have intended to accept the chair.
i " TICKLER. :

On the whole it is better, perhaps, that he is to be mpointed Professor of
Gymnastics ¥ CHas does not mean to oppose him, and therefore, for the Ad-
jutant’s sake, let us drink success to tlhls institution :=—*¢ Sir Morgan ODoher-
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1 8 ho Vaiveriy of Loadow'” with ol hs homnsec” Ay hipy Mip—by.
NORTH\

‘Young persons, my good friend, will, no doubt, get information of various
kinds at the said London University ; but it will always be a r, coarsish
sort of an ‘academe. True it is, that the expense of a complete and gentleman-
ly education at Oxford or Cambridge is a serious thing, and must deter many

arents from sending their sons thither ; but such education as this me

itan school will supply, never will be considered as a satisfactory substitute
for the other, either by the heads of families, ox the mng gentlemen them-
selves } and it is plain that the students must be of a grade in society. Be
it-80 ; it is well. Let its real character be understood, and many. of the objec-
tions to-the sclieme will fall to the ground ; just as many of the expectations
of its ntility will do, now absurdly exaggerated and misrepresented.

. TICKLEH.

No Divinity—no Polite Literature—no Classics !~What a Menagerie it
will be of Bears aud Monkeys | a nursery for contributors to the Westmrinster
Review. .

. NORTH. )
Pray, Tickler, have you read Milton’s Treatise on Christianity 2
* RECKLER.

-1 ave 3 and feel disposed to agree with him in his dectrine of polygawmy.
For many years I lived very comfortably without @ wife ; and lineepflh_e meﬁ,
I have been & monogamist. But I confese that there is a sameness in that sys-
tem. I should like miuch to try polygamy for a few years. I wish Milton had
explained the duties of a polygamist ; for it is possible that t.h«::{l may be of a
very intricate, complicated, and unbounded nature, and that such an accumu-
Iation-of private business might be thrown on one’s hands, that it-could not-be
in the power of an elderly gentleman to overtake it ; ied, too, as he might
be, as in my own cage, in contributing to the Periodical Literature of the age.

NORTH. .
Sir, the system would not be found to work well in this climate. Mailton
was a great poet ; but a bad divine, and a miserable politician.
TICKLER.
How can that be ?—Wordsworth says that a great poet must be great in all
things.
g NORTH. : .
Wordsworth often writes like an idiot ; and never more s¢ than when he
said of Milton, ““ his soul was like a star, and dwelt apart!” For it dwelt in
tumult, and mischief, and rebellion. Wordsworth is, in all things, the reverse
of Milten—a good man, and a bad poet. .o
TICKLER.
‘What !—That Wordsworth whom Maga cries up as the Prince of Poets ?
NORTH. : : Lo
Be it so; I must humour the fancies of some of my friends. But had that
man been a great poet, he wol kave produced a deep and lasting izapression
on the mind of England ; whereas his verses are becoming less less known
every day, and he is, in good t already one of the illustrious obscure.
. CKLER. o -

- I mever thought him more than a very ordinary man—with some imagina-
tion, certainly, but with no grasp of understanding, and apparently little ac-
quainted with the history of his kind. My God! to compare such a writer
with Seott and Byron ! . _
- NORTH. :

And- yef, with his creed, what might not a great poet hayadone >—That
the lan, of poetry is but the language of strong human passign !—That
in the great®lementary principles of thought and feeling, common to all the
race, the subject-matter of poetry is to be sought and found /—That ehjoyment
and suffering, as they wring and erush, or expand and elevate, mens hearts,
are the sources of song !—And what, pay, -has he made out of this true and

hilosophical creed >—A few ballads, rpretty at the best,) two or:three moral
& , some natural description of scenery, aud half a dezen narratives of com-
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mon distress or happiness. Not one single character has he created—not one
incident—not one tragical catastrophe. He has thrown no light on man’s
estate here below ; and Crabbe, with all his defects, stands immeasurably above
‘Wordsworth as the Poet of the Poor. .
TICKLER. .

Good. And yet the youngsters, in that absurd Magazine of yours, set him

up to the stars as their idol, and kiss his very feet, as if the toes were of gold.
: NORTH..

.- Well, well ; let them have their own way awhile. I confess that the  Ex-
cursion” is the worst poem, of any character, in the English language. It
contains about two hundred sonorous lines, some of which appear to be fine,
even in the sense, as well as the sound. The remaining 7300 are quite inef«
fectual. Then what labour the builder of that lofty rhyme must have under-
gone!! It is, in its own way, a small Tower of Babel, and all built by a single
man .

A forchead, North ; for it is indeed thought. I
ipe your fo: , North ; for.it is in & most perspiring thought.
do not know whether my ﬁ:lhntry blinds me, but I pre?eef much of the female.
to the male poetry of the day. .
NORTH.

O thou Polygamist ! . .
TICKLER. Cot

There is Joanna Baillie. Is there not mom‘g’e;.ﬁmn, poetry, in the
tragedy of Count Basil, than in-any book of W 2 - - =

NORTH.
Ten times. o
TICKLER. :

There is Mrs Hemans. Too fond, certes, is she of prattling about Greece
and Rome, and of being classical, which no lady can hope to be who has never
been at one of the EngEsh public schools, and sat upon the-fifth form. But is
there not often a rich glow of imagery in her compositions, fine feelings aud
fancies, and an unconstrained and even triumphant flow of versification which
murmurs poetry ?

NORTH.

There is.

TICKLER.

Is not L. E. L. a child of genius, as well as of the Literary Gazette ; and
does she not throw over her most impassioned strains of love and rapture a de-
l]imbe ;nd gentle spirit, from the recesses of her own pure and holy woman’s

eart . ’

She does.

NORTH.

TICKLER. . :
And was not Tighe an angel, if ever there was one-on eatth, beautiful, airy,
and evapescent, as her own immortal Psyche ?
NORTH.
She was.
- TICKLER, .

And what the devil then wouldfgou be at with your great bawling He-Poets
from the Lakes, who go round and round about, strutting upon nothing, like
#0 many turkey-cocks gobbling with a long red pendant at their noses, and *
ﬁ-igh&eping away the fair and lovely swans as they glide down the waters of im-
mortality

NORTH. .
‘With Fahrenheit at 80 in the shade, I praise the poetry of no man. You
have carte blanche to abuse everybody, Tickler, till the thermometer is less
ambitious. .
- TICKLER. - ’
Wordsworth is a poet—but unluckily is a weak man. His imagination
shows him fine sights, but his intellect knows not how to deal with them, so
tha‘t,theyxe‘v’:}lllilsh in glittering and gorgeous evaporation,
oL, . )
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T " NORTH. _

Just go, Tickler—and then how hudicrously he over-rates his oWn™ powers.,
This we all do, but Wordsworth’s pride is like that of a straw-crowned king'
in Bedlam. For example, he indited some silly lines to & hedge-sparrow’s
nest with five eggs, and, years afterwards, in a fit of exultation, told the world,
in another poem equally childish, that the Address to the Spartow was * ope
strain that will not die?” Ha! ha! ha! Can that be a great man ? :

TICKLER.

Had that man in youth become the member of any profession, (which all
poor men are bound to do,) he would soon have learned in the tussle to rate
his powers more truly. How such a man as Jeffrey, with his endless volu-
bility of ingenious argumentation, would have sguabashed him before a jury !
Suppose him Attorney-general in the Queen’s trial, stammering before
Brougham, who kept lowering upon him with that cadaverousand cruel coun-
tenance, on a sudden instinct with a hellish scorn ! Or opposed in Parliainent
to the rapier of Canning, that even while glancing brightly before the le):{e, has
already inflicted twenty disdbling wounds! Or editor of a Poetical, Philoso-
phical, and Political Journal, and under the influence of a malignant star,
opposed, »i et armis, to Christopher North, the Victor in a Thousand Fields !

NORTH.
Ay, ay, Tickler—my dear Tickler—He would have found his levél then'—
but gis excessive vanity . .. .. . : .

. TICKLER, o . .
Contrasted with the unassuming, and indeed retiring modesty—I might say
bashfulness—of your mind and manners, sir, the arrogance of tie stamp-mas-~
ter « ¢ o o 0 @ . . i
. "NORTH.' . ' .

Hush—no illiberal Tllusion to a man’s trade. Y
: ) . TICELER. ' o 0
. Task pardon. No person more illiberal on this very point, than our lyrical
ballad-monger.  His whole writings, in verse and prose, are full of sneers at,
almost every profession but his own—and that being the case. . . ..

.

NORTH. )
Seott’s poetry puzzles me—it is often very bad. s
TICKLER. o
. Very. ,
NORTH.

- Except when his martial soul is up, he is but a tame and fedble writer. ’
His versification in general flows on easily—sniioothly-—almost sonorously—
but seldom or never with impetuosity or grandeur. There is no strength, no’
felicity in his diction—and the substance of his poetry is neither rich nor
rare. The atmosphere is becoming every moment wnore oppressive. How
stands.the Therm. ? o .
o 7 " TICKLER. .
Ninety. But then when his ‘martial soul is up, and up it i$ at sight of a
%ear-point or a pennon, then indeed you hear the true poet of chivalry.
hat care I, Kit, for all his previous drivelling—if drivelling it be—and God
forbid I should deny drivelling to any poet, ancient or modern—for new he
toakes my very soulyto burn within me,—and, coward and civilian though I
be,—yes, a most intense and insuperable coward, prizing life and limb b‘eyond
all 'otler earthly possessions, and loath to shed one single drop of blood either
for my King or country,—yet such is the trumpet-power of the song of that
son of genius, that I start zrom my old elbow-chair, up with the poker, tongs,
or shovel, no matter which, and flourishing it round my head, ery,

4 Charge, Chester, charge! On, Stanley, on ! S
and then, dropping my voice, and returning to my padded bottem, whisper,
; pping my : ng fo my €F.
S “ Were the last words of Marmion !"— : ;

, NORTH.
Brave—bravo—bravo !
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. P "~ TICKEER. : R
- L care not. ope single curse for all the. criticism that ever was canted, or.de-
canted, or recanted, Neither does the world.. The world fakes a poet as it
findg him,, and; seats hi accordingly above or below the salt. The world'is
as obstinate as a million mul¢s, and will npt turn its head on ene side or an-
other for all the shouting of the critical population that ever was shouted. It
is vety.raibls that the world is a bad judge. Well théa—~appgal to peatérity,
and be hanged,to you—and pasterity will affirt the judgment, with:cdsts. -
R D _NORTH. .
How you ean jabber away so, in sych a tégmpersture as this, confounds me,
You are indeed a singular old man. <
. coe Lo c- T+ TICKLERa. - R

Therefore I say that Scott is a Homer of & poet, and so let him doze when
he has a mind to it ; for no) man I know, is_Detter entitled to am odea$iohal
half-canto of slumber. S :

.

NORTH,, . .

Did you ever meet-any of the Lake-Poets in private. sogiety ?.
) TICKLER, : . .

Five or six times. Wordsworth has & grave, solemn, pedantic, awkward,
out-of-theswarldish lopk sbomt him, that rathex puseles yowas to, his probsble
profession, till be begins to speak——~and then, to be sare, you-set him dowa af
onge far, a methodist preacher.. . oY ..

. S . NORTH.

I have seen Chantry’s bust.

: TICKLERy
"Phe bust flatters his head, which is not intellectual.. The fotehesd is niir<
row, and the skull altogether too scanty. Yet the baldness, the gravity, and
the composure; are imﬂmeaaive, and, on the whale, not unpoetical.” The eyes
are dim and thoughtful, and a pertain sweetngss.of smile occasionally lightens
up the strong lines of his countenance with an expression of courteousness and

philanthropy. - .

- NORTH.

Is he not extremely eloquent ?

TICKLER. ;

Far from it. He labours like-a whale spouting—his voice is wearisomely
monotenous—he does not know when to have done. with a subject-—oracularly
announees r];etual truisms—never hits the nail en the head—and leaves you
amazed, with all that needless pother, which the simple bard opines to be elo-
quence,. 3nd which pasges for such with his Cockney idolators, and his cate~
chumens at Ambleside and Keswick. . D

NORTH. .
Not duxing dipner, surely ? C -
TICKLER. :

Yes—during breakfast, lunch, dinner, tea, and supper,—every intermediate
moment,—nor have I any doubt that he prosés all night long in his slegp.

. . NORTH. : .

. Shocking indeed, In conversation, the exchange shonld bé at.par. That
is the grand secret. Nor should’any Christian ever excéed the. maximum of
three consecutive sentences—except in an.anecdote.

TICKLER. . ‘ .

O merciful heavens ! my dear North—What eternal talkers most men are
now-a~-days—all at it in a party at oncer—each farthing candle anxious ‘to
shine forth with its own, vile wavering wick-—tremulously apprehensivé of.
snuffers—and stinking away after expirgtion in the socket ! .

. NORTH. . o

Bad enough in town, but worse, far worse, in country places. .

B _ . TICKLER. -

The surgeon ! The dominie! The .old minister’s, assiatant and stecessor !
The president of the Speculative Society ! I'wo landscape painters ! The re-
jected contributor to Blackwood ! The agricultural reporter of the county !
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The ! in Campbell ! The Laird, his som ! The gene
m"m! eleetumpbﬁmmy!'l'hepoetabmw by
subscription ! The person from Pitkeathly ! The man of the house himselfts
My God ! his wife and daughters | and the widow, the widow ! ¥ can no more,
the widow, the widow, the widow ! (sinks back in his chair.)

NORTH.

I have heard Coleridge. That man is entitled to speak on till Doomaday—-
or rather the genius within him—for he is inspired. Wind him up, and
un{ehe goes, discoursing most excellent music—without a discord—full,
ample, inexhaustible, serious, and divine! -

TICKLER.
* Add him to my list—and the band of instrumental music is complete.
NORTH.
. What stuff is spoken about the oratory of pulpit and parliament !
TICKLER. :

Brougham is a volcano—an eruption—a devouring flame—a storm—a whirl-
wind—s cataract—a torrent—a sea—thunder and earthquake. Youm might
apply the same terms, with the same truth, to s Billingsgate fishwife. - .

NORTH. : : .

Brougham’s invective is. formidable chiefly for its vulgarity. One¢ hates,
loaths, fears to be pelted with the mud and missiles of an infuriated dema-
ggne——jmt as a gentleman declines the proffered combat with & carmtan, al-
mough conscious that in three rounds he would leave the ruffian senscless im -
ring. . - Lot .

) - TICKLER. )
That sometimes occurs—as in the case of Canning. '
NORTH. .

The straight hitting of the Foreign Secretary soon dorses your round-about
hand-over-head millers, like Harry Brougham.

TICKLER. .

Yet how that outrageous violence and fury, arms aloft, eyes agog, cheeks
convulsed, and lips quivering, passes with the multitude for demonstration of
strength and science ! . <.

. NORTH. o -

Brougham never fights at points—he throws away his blows—and beyond
all the other men, lays himself open to fatal punishment, although he hus’
weight, length, and reach, and generally enters the ring in good condition,.
and after long and severe training, yet has he lost every battle. His backers
are never confident—yet in a turn-up, it must be allowed that he is an

ugly customer.
TICKLER.

Notwithstanding the truth of all this, I am a great admirer of Brongham. .
He is unquestionably a man of great and versatile talents.
NORTH. .
Yes—and to hear his lickspittles speak, you would think that a man of
and versatile talents was a miracle ; whereas there are some thousands of them
publicly acknowledged in England at this day. We hear of his wonderful li
terary talents—wherein exhibited ?

. TICKLER. . . . ad
The Edinburgh Review. '
NORTH,

Very well—~many able papers in the Edinburgh Review no doubt—which
are his ? Let us suppose all of them, and that the trash is Jeffrey’s, Smith’s
Mackintosh’s, &ec. ; are the best of those papers astounding, predigious, mira«.
culous, prophetic of the Millenium ? I them without awe—my hair does
not rise—my kuees do not tremble—Ne cold sweat overspreads my aged frame
—I read on—on-—on—am pleased to see intuitively the fallacy of all he writes
~and fall asleep with a conscience.

TICKLER.
He is a great mathematician. -
NORTH.

So is his brother Billy, who was to have beaten Joshua King at Cambridge,
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and come forth from the Senate-house senior Wrangler, with * Incomparas
‘ills” at his name. But on the day of trial he was found wanting—and show-
ed himself no mathematician at all, although he toq, it is said, writes'his
sclentific articles in the Edinburgh Review. Yes! he is the Euclid of the
Edinburgh. - ‘
" His Colonial Policy ? B
NORTH. w
Speeches in the Speculative Society, and trial-essays for the Edinburgh Re-

view—a foolish farrago—although on some subjects I prefer the ignorant sin<
cerity of the boy there exhibited, to the instructed hypocrisy of the man in his

TICKLER.

late on Slavery and the Blacks.
. TICKLER.
_ Then what say you to his Glasgow affair ? e,

NORTH.
° 'Why, as to his Inaugural Discourse, it is fir from beinga bad performangce

but n&’, pedantic, and cumbrous. It was written, he the md, on '1,!1'2- '
Northern Circuit ; and his childish geophant in the Edinburgh Review opens
his mouth to a dangerous extent at this wonder of wonders, braying, that “ it
sounds like monstrous and shocking exaggeration, or fabulous invention.”
TICKLER. : s
The short and the long of it is, then, that, when inquired into, Henry
literary and scientific pretensions sink into absolute nothingness,

and that there are at this moment at least fifty thousand men in England
équal to this prodigy in all the attainments of scbolmh‘i:ﬁ, and certainly not
fewer than ten thousand his superior, incomparably, both in argument and

capacity ? .
NORTH.

- Doubtless, Tickler,—~add his Bar practice and Parliamentary howling, and
still he can be accounted for without the aid of *¢ fabulous invention.”
__ TICKLER.
~ He is a first-rate fellow in his way, and that I can say, without ‘“monstrous
or shocking exaggeration.” But his stature does not reach the sky, although
his head is frequently in the clouds. Copley is his master.
. NORTH.
* “‘Thatis a capital article on the Drama in the last number'of Maga. It cuts
'nﬁlyour dmta, in your sprightly review of Doubleday’s Babington, with ci-
ity and discretion. ]

. TICKLER.

Indeed ! What I asserted in my sprightly review of Doubleday’s Babington
‘was simply this, that it was easier for a man of great poetical genius to writc
dramtic poetry, than any other kind. In the coursé of my very sprightly re<
view I remarked, that « with a powerful intellect, a vivid iinagination, and'a’
keen insight into human nature, particularly into its passions, where is the

difficulty of writing a good tragedy ?” -
NORTH.
‘Why, I confess I see none. -
TICKLER. :

But hear our friend.—* To this I answer, None whatever ; and when we
shall find first-rate intellect, imagination, and knowledge of human passiont
combined, we shall have found the true writer of tragedy, and the true Pheea
nix besides.” . *

NORTHe
And what say you in reply ? o
: " TICKLER. '
1 sy, that I cannot but wonder at such a sentence from so clever a corre-
Why, are not all great poets that ever existed such men as I have
ibed ? There was no description of a Pheenix, but of any one of some -
hundreds, or perhaps thousands, or tens of thousands of men and Christians.
I did not the question at any great length; but I made out my point
unanswerably, that epic poetry (for example) was more difficult than drama-
tic,~~and thatee—— o :
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- NORTH. . - .

" Come, come—nobody remembers one single word that either of you have
said upon that, or any other subject. It is pleasant to know how immediately
everytg(i)ng said or done in this world is forgotten. Murder a novel, or a man,
or a poem, or a child—forge powers of attorney without cessation during the

rime of life, till old maids beyond all computation have been sold unsuspect-
ingly out of the stocks in every country village in England—for a lustre fur-
nish Balaam to & London magazine, at thirty shillings per bray—in short, let
any man commit any enormity, 4nd it is forgotten before the first of the
month! Who remembers anything but the bare names—and these indis-
tinctly—of Thurtell, and Hunt, and Fauntleroy, and Hazlitt, and Tims, and
Soames, and Southeran. Soap-bubbles all—blown, burst, vanished, and for-
gotten ! )

TICKLER. . . :

‘Why, you might almost venture to republish Maga herself in numbers, un-
der the smirk of a New Series.. Iknow a worthy and able minister of eur
church, who has been })reaching (and long may he })reach it) the self-same
sermon for upwards of forty years.” About the 1802 I began to suspect him ;
but having then sat below him only for some dozen years, or so, I could not,
of course, in & matter of so much delicacy, dare trust to my very imperfect
memory. During the Whig ministry of 1806, m(r attention was strongly
rivetted to the ¢ practical illustrations,” and I could have sworn to the last
twenty minutes of his discourse, as to the voice of a friend familiar in early
youth. About the time your Magazine first dawned on the world, my belief
of its identity extended to the whole discourse ; and the good old man him<
self, in the delight of his heart, confessed to me the truth a few Sabbaths after
the Chaldee. .

NORTH.

Come, now, tell me the truth, have you ever palmed off any part of it ugon
me in the shape of an article?

. TICKLER.

Never, “pon honour ; but you shall get the whole of it some day, as a Num=
ber One; for, now that he has got an assistant and successor, the sermon is
seldom employed, and he has bequeathed it me in a codicil to his will.

NORTH.

Tickler, you think yourself a.good reader—there is Southey’s new. poem,
“ The Taleyof Paraguay :” Spout. .

- TICKLER.

I read well—although hardly a John Kemble or a James Ballantyne. I do
not read according to rules, but I follow my feelings, and they never: mislead
me. Accordingly, I never read the same composition in the same way, yet
each way is the right one. But judge for yourself . . . . Give me Southey,
o « « « (Rises and reads.) : ; . L.

« He was a man of rarest qualities,
‘Who to this barbarous region had confined
A spirit with the learned and the wise
Worthy to take its place, and from mankind
Receive their homage, to the immortal mind .
Paid in its just inheritance of fame. .
But he to humbler thoughts his heart inchined ;
. From Gratz amid the Styrian hills he came,
And Dobrizhoffer was the good man’s honour’d name.

¢« It was his evil fortune to behold
The labours of his painful life destroy’d ;
His flock which be had brought within the fold
Dispersed ; the work of ages render’d void,
Aaxd all of goad that Paraguay enjoy’d
By blind and svicidal power o'erthrewn.
So he the years of his old age employ’d,
A faithful chrpnicler, in banding down
Names which he loved, and things well worthy to be kuown.
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| “ And, thus when exiléd from the dear-loved scene,
| In proud Viehna he beguiled'the ’
Of sad refembrance : and the Queen,
That great Teresa, shé did not disdain '
_.In gracious mood sometimes to entértain .
Discourse with hirh-both pleasurable atid sage ;
And sure a willing ear she well might delgn
.. To one whose tales may equally engag

_The wondering mind of youth, the thoughtful heart of age. .

- ¢ But of his native speech because well nigh
Disuse in hinr forgetfulness had wrought,
In Latin he composed his history ;
A garrulous, but a lively tale, and fraught
With matter of delight and food for thought.
And if he could in Merlin’s glass have seen
Tg whom his tomes to speak our tongue were taught,
e old man would have felt as pleased, I ween,
As when he won the ear of that great Empress Queen.

« Little he deem'd when with his Thdid band

He through the wilds sét férth upon hls way,

A Poet then untiorn, and inaland -

Which had proscribed Ms order, shioiild one ddy

~ ‘Tuite '\up from thénck his morklizing Wy,

Ahd shape b song that, 'withi ne fiction drest,

Should to his worth its grateful tribute pay,

And sinking deep in many an English breast,
Fostet that faith divine tlut.kckps tlle beatt at vest.”

NOBTH.
Very bad—very bad. . ;
TICKLER.

the poet or the spouter?
Noara.

Both, both—bad, bald, mean, und miserable !
TICKLER. . .

again.~—( Reads.)
« The Moon had guther'd oft her phonthly store
Of light, and oft in darkness lefs the Sky, - - . -
Since Monnema a growing burthen bore
Of life and hope. The appointed weeks go by ;
‘ And now her hour is come, and-none is nigh
To help : but human help she needed sénes .
* A few short throes endured with scarce a cry,
Upon the bank she laid her new-horn son,

% Might old observances have there been kept,
Then should the husband to that pensile bed,
Like one exhaunted with the birth bave crept, )
And laying down in feeble guise his head, =~
For many a day been nursed and dieted
‘With tender care, to chiding mothers due.
Certes a custom strange, and yet far spread
Through many a.savage tribe, howe’er-it grew,
And once in the old world known as widely as thé new.

“Tkueoﬂdnotthnbedone; -he might not lay
w and those unerring shafts aside :
ugh the appointed weeks forego the prey,

Y
(V™ S

Then slid into the stzenm, and bathed, and-4il was dene.

387
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' Bald !—Can’t help that. Would you lmve me wear & wxg ?—But here st it
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: 8till to be sought amid those regions wide,
None being there who should the while provide
That lonely household with their needful food ;
So still Quiara threugh the forest plied
His daily task, and in the thickest wood
8till laid his snares for birds, and still the chace pursued.”

‘ : NORTH.
Conceived and brought forth in the true spirit of a howdie |—
¢ Then slid into the stream, and dathed, and all was done !”

TICKLER.
Look at the , North, with your own’ eyes. You see it—so do I.
Shall I ring the bell for Ambrose and other witnesses ?
NORTH.

¢ What is writ is writ.” But oh! how uglike the spirit of Byron! It is
indeed pitiable. i
TICKLER.

What the devil are you whimpering at >—Not a poet living who has not in-
dulged in his drivel. y o oo
NORTH.

Oh ! not surely to that degree !
TICKLER.

Yes ; beyoud the superlative. Then hear the people in Parliament. What
ludicrous pomposity in the enunciation of old, decrepid, emaciated truths,
walking arm-in-arm with skeleton falsehoods ! Are there, I ask yqu, six men
in the?Houae of Commons who could support a part in our Noctes Ambro-

- siange .
NORTH.
Iintend shortly to try. We shall then see of what metal they are made.
TICKLER.
‘Who are the first men in England ?~—The spirits of the age? -
NORTH. .

I know none superior to our two selves. The world tires speedily of gvery-
thing set before it, exceglli The Magazine. All the other pexiodiuyls seem to
sicken their subscribers. To conduct the state i, I verily believe, much easier
than to conduct Ebony. The state goes on of itself. All that the ministry is
expected to do, is not to stop the state. But we carry the Magazine on. A
national bankruptey would be nothing.in comparison to our stopping pay-
ment. o

TICKLER.

T know not whether your death, or that of the Great Unknown, would most

fatally eclipse the gaiety of nations. .

NORTH.
Mine. .
TICKLER. -
List !—I hear Mullion, Hogg, and Odoherty. .
" (Door burst opem, and they enter.)
NORTH. -

Glad to see-you, gentlemen. Here, Tickler, and I have been discussin,
ol:‘l:]l:e Mahr(t;ilg and Wordsworth, Southey and Brougham, till we are fairly '.u'es
W) set.” - i :

TICKLER. hd
To change the subject, Mullion, will you give us a song.
MULLION. :

With all my heart. - [Sings.

1.
‘When Panurge and his fellows, as Rab’lais will tell us,*
Set out on a sail te the ends of the earth,

® See Rabelais Pantagruel, Livre V. Chap. xliv. After arrj y the oracle of
the holy bottle, and asking its advice, dg 1a sacree bouteille guit tel que
P 2 -
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And jollily cruizing, boozli'%,
T&itheoraclecm;einafnﬁm!eof

what was its answer P come tell if you can, sir ;
'fwu an answer moet splendid and sage, as I think 3
For sans a ]yedelaymg, it summ’d u Ka
The whole duty of man is one syllab. % Dnmx

O bottle mirific! advice beshﬁc»! ,
A response more celestial sure never was known ;
for myself, 1 prefer it to Delphi,
Apollo himself on that rookﬁx'd his throne'; .
The fo of fashion may still talk theu' trash on,
decﬁre that the'¢ustom of Jhenld dnk
A ﬁg fcr such asses, Intick to-m
And swear that no faslutm sh stint me xq drmk.

A

: ‘8 -
And now in full measure I toast yon vnth pleasure,
The warrior—
[To Sz Mown{ ODorerTY, who bows.]

‘)[%?oelfn ‘Hoac; who bows.]
7 - =~the statesnian—
Eto Mg Trexies, wbo lmn.j
=gyd

by A N
: ~ {7 Mx Nontu, who how:,:}
‘Whose bemgn constellation illumines the nation,
And sheds lively lustre all over the age ;

Long, long may its brightness, in glory and hghtness,

Shine as the day-star on morning’s sweet brink !
May their sway ne'er diminish 1'and therefore I finish,

By proposing the health of the four whom I drmk.

. NORTH, HOGG, o:bonnn, 'rtcn.n.
Thank ye—thank ye—Bravo !—Bravo !—A capital ﬁnt-ntc s0ng.
. NomrH, (aside té Hoca.)
" A poor effasion that of Mullion’s ;- I thinkhegmwmwery day.
- HoGG, (aside to NorTH.) .
Awfn’haven. Itmautgartme up Wy stomach.
: -ODOHBRYY) td TICKLER,) : -
Stuil‘ by all that’s bad.

TICKLER, (aside fo o»ounuy )
Smlnd trash,
MULLION.

t‘Jmamglmlu;lus pleased yonallsomh. M::North, lhahmmuyom.

Nonuo
Faith, Doctor, you know I seldom sing. However, I shall give you one
which I used to hear a long time aga in Paris, when I wuatthedearpet:t:
soupers of the divine Duchesse'de——, Pshiw {-—no matter. It was written by
,whenhewauaboutemn And T heard it first sung by a man
ofthenmeie who had: geohimnlfnnpngxtavery:{m

When was it that that Cool-ohj‘ yé speck o’ dee’d ?

i'unt les abeilles naiseantes de Ia chair dung jeune taureau occiz et accousire selon
lm et invention d’Aristeus ;. ou tel.que faict une guarot desbandant ’arbaleste, ou,

pluye soubdainement tumblant. Lors feut ouy ce mot, TRINQ."
'h!ch priestess’ son mterpreunto be a panomphean, signifying Dripk.
N~ .

[ -
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NORTH.
Somewhere about the fifteen—I mean 1715, or perhaps 16. I heard it per«
haps sixty years after, if not more.
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ti-ere Et li-bre car-ri-ere A ma belle humeur.,

I think it fits my age, and, Heaven forgwe me ! I am afraid, with such com-
nions as you are, it but too well suits the character I, no.matter how un;u.t-
y, have got in the world.
HOGG.
MWeel, weel, I was born a ‘true Scot, and dinna care a bodle aboot sic clish-
maclavers o’ ayont-the-water Jjauberin,
TICKLER.
‘Why, Hogg, ODoherty here says that he can ttanslate extempore : ask him.
NORTH.
‘What say you, Sir Morgan ; are you an Impravisatore ?
ODOHERTY.
No, sir ; I am a thick-and-thin Tory ; but I shall try. What are we to call
it—Mr North’s s apology for presiding at Ambrose’s in his seventieth year ?
TICKLER, (aside.)
Eightieth, I believe; but no matter.
QDOHERTY.
: . At my time o’ day
) It were proper,
‘ If I could ge fer A
Than your fi
-And now old and
To plod on my way
Like a senior, in sooth.
I wmh o}lld nh;(}ks
who. orget ;
But the apple here sucks,
Undigested as yet.
Let the good folks who will
‘With my plan disagree,

youth ; W ois
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The; may scold me their fill,
If I only am free
To retain in full glee
All my good humour still.

HOGG.
I canna say I like the harmony o’ yer ditty, captain. ,
ODOHERTY. - . .

More ungrateful that of you, Shepherd, after all the civil things I have said
of the harmonious rhythm of your Queen Hynde, for which, I hope, I shall
not have to account another day. .

HO0GG.

1 wush, my lad, ye wad write a volluz&yenell, and no be jockin® at the
warks o’ ithers. Ye wad find an unco difference between jeerin’ at authors
and bein” ane yersell, . . .

‘ NORTH.

Yes, Hogg, I confess there is a degree of unfairness in the critics of the pre«
sent age. Who are the great reviewers—the persons whose literary opinions
guide the British public ?—Jeﬂi-ei, John Celeridge, ODoherty—yet not one of
these gentlemen ever wrote a book.

HO006G.

Nae mair than yersell, Mr North.

NORTH. o

James, James, that is a sore subject. It is no matter what I wrote—time
will tell all that—wait till my autobiographa):s published, and then it will be
seen what effect my works have had upon age. But I am anticipating.
Your health, James, and song.

HOGG, (aside.) :

Auld baudron’s back’s up, Isee. (7% Mr NorTn.) O, as for a sang, here
goes—Wauken up Mr Tickler.

TICKLER, (wakes.)

It’s no use, Jamie, till your song is over, for that will inevitably put me to
sleep ; so let me nap till then, and then I'll stay awake for the remainder of
the evening. [ Relapses into slumber.’] :

HOGG.

Some people’s intellects are sairly malshackered by age.—( Sings.)

Air—Auld Langsyne.
There’s nought sae sweet in this poor life
As knittin’ soul to soul ;
And what maist close may bind that knot ?
The glass and bowl !
‘The glass and bowl, my boys,
The glass and bowl ;
So let us call, for this is out,
Anither bowl.

Chorus—ye neerdoweels, chorus.

Chorus.
The glass amdbowl, &c. -

We never paddled in the ;
. Nor pull'd the gowan droll—
: ~ ODOHERTY. ’
The gowan droll ! What is there droll about a gowan ? The gowan fine,
you mean. )
Sir Morgan ODoherty, if ye be Sir Mo 11 hae the goodn
. Sir Morgan erty, if ye ir Morgan, ye'll hae the ess to mak
nnifor yersell, and no for me. It was, nae dmth, ¢ gowaus fine,” in Burns,
for he wanted it for a rhyme to * Auld e.” Now I want it to rhyme
to ““ bowl,” a word far different. And besides, the gowan is a droll-like sort
of crater as ye wad see in a field.

’

~
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ODOHERTY.
I beg your pardon—Proceed,
HOGG.

‘We never dabbled in the burn,
Nor pull’d the gowan droll,
Bust often has th%:mlx. s return ’ i
urprised our bow!
Chorus.—Qur glass and bowl, my boys,
Our glass and bow ;
So let us call, as this i is out—

Another bowl.
And aft did we the merry catch -
Anflnl‘xldtled dmylnggmh tch
ooted mony a w wre
Aboutthebowyl.
Chom—Ourghuandbowl,&:c.

. And, therefore, hills betwixt may rise,
And though ocean water roll,
Yet we'll ne'er forget the lads who met
About the bowl.
Chorus.—Our glass and bowl, &c.

And whan yer poet’s dead and gane,
LeAntllll laid ll:eneath tﬁl: moul’,
t those who sun memory, drink
Ch Ab’g‘“l:ethe Ml:lgbo 1, bo;s
orus.~The glass and bowl, m
The glass and bowl ; o™
So let us call, for this is out—
*"" Another bowl.

NorTH, (much affected.).

Thank ye—thank ye, James. Long distant be that day! It will, in the
course of nature, be your duty to lay me in the grave, and -then I
Southey says to Savage Landor, you will remember gour friendship for me,
when the paltry heats and animosities of the day are orgotten.

ODOHERTY.

In the 99th, tbey fined anybody who spoke of the deith of a comrade, s

dozen of wine. I propoge the same law for our club.
NORTH.
Tickler, let us leave these youths to settle the fine and the.hill. ‘
{:Emnt NorTH and TICKLER.
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