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his Majesty’s government, to reflect,
that, whatever may be the consequences
of the s le in which we are em-
barked, we have not lost the confidence
of the Spanish people ; we know that
every true Spanish heart beats high
for this.country ; we know that, what-~
ever may happen, they will not accuse
us. Submission may be the lot which
they are fated to endure in the end ;
but they do not impute to us the cause
of their mistortunes. They are sen-
sible, that neither the thirst after com-
merce, nor territory, nor security, is to
be imputed to.us in the assistance we
have afforded to them on this most
im t occasion. WhateYer may
be the resylt, we have done our duty ;
we have not despaired ; we have per~
severed, and we will do so to the f::,
while there is anything left to contend
for with a prospect of success.”— Der
bate of April 21, 1808.
spe’erc(l’l—io: p:lwgrfull) and luminous
which I have given but a
fragment, but of which the whole de-
serves to be studied, and is not less an
honour toitsspeaker, than an exposition
of the Xolicy of the war—no reE y could
be made ; and Opposition, brokendown
at once by defeats in the legislature,
and unpo) ity with the nation,
abandoned its resistance for a time.
New casualties at length arrived to its
succour, and it rose again, to impede
the interests, and degrade the honour,
of the empire. .
Why do I ingist upon the conduct
of the Whigs in the peninsular war ?

The Tory. Letter 1.

CJuly,
Because it was the very crisis of Eu-
rope ; because it was more than a war
—it was a conflict of the principles of
freedom with tynnng—t great trial
of the question of national independ-
ence against universal domination ;-
because such was the palpable and in-
trinsic interést of the contest to Euw
rope, to England, and to freedom, that
those who could not honour the re-
istance of Spain, or see its vital con~
nexion with the hope of nations, must
be either fools or knaves. :
But if our contempt for Whiggi
could be deepened, what could w.
it into more cureless ridicule than its
present clamour for Spanish insurrec--
tion ; a miserable, half-cast descend-
ant of French Jacobini lled
by the people, revolting to national
manners, uncalled-for by the necessi~
ties of the country, and, at the sight
of punishment, flying in despair to the
remotest corner of Spain? What can
be lil::m ;idicnlons that charlatan
Wilson, deported from village to vil-
lage of Portugal, in the midlttl».fzo-
E:c.lndiagm, and, like a beggar, lached
k to his parish ? What more silly,
than the attempt to bolster up the
emaciated fraud of Whi ing at
home, by fetes and fool in taverns
and theatres? The failure of the Spa-
nish ball was ludicrously complete—
the influence of quadrilles and sylla~
bubs, in sustaining a national war, has
been found impotent—and the
are without resource for revolutians to
come. .
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To the Editor of Blackwood’s Magavine,

DEear NorTH,

h‘THANl ou eeﬁor the (%uam:l S §
ve just g through it with ra-
ther a hasty eye, and send you, as you
wish, my opinions concerning it. You
rather astonish me when you tell me
that people are amazed at some of my
former remarks. You are asked, you
say, what you mean by abusing the
Quarterly every now and then, and
every now and then puffing the Edin-
burgh. As to the latter, that is mere
.matter of taste. The Edinburgh is de-
cidedly going down ; it is hardly seen
in decent company now-a-days, and I
imagine it owes whatever circulation
it retains, to the desire which all buy-

ers of periodicals feel of continuing
their sets. Therefore, if a good article,
a rara avis, nay, a ravissima, Sppears
in the Edinburgh, it is open to you to
praise it, without any fear of hurting
your own side of the question. You
may say that Jeffrey’s review of Si-
mntzlnd,lfor example, was light, sketchy

and plessant, trifling agreeably, ai
just fit for th'?ﬂ:ﬁbre of tge ro-
viewer. You may allow that Sydney
Smith can still trim off an article,
which, if you be in a great hurry, you
might admit into your Magazine. You
may confess that Brougham is a good
sort of scold, whose intemperance to
his literary superiors amuses yon, on .
the same principle that you are amu-
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sed by the alang of & blackguard go:
ioqb-!nwtgenlen:n.Thu,l ‘w':f

Soemianet arc admityid by o1l perties;
are i b ties ;
sad lhem::neu of Jth lill e buf-
foonery of the parson, the Billingsgate
of serve to float the lumber
of the of Macculloch, and
filth of Haslitt. We now look on it
s a sort of fangless viper, which we
allow to erawl about, permiuing our-
selves to smile now and then, if any
of its slimy contortions please the fan-
¢y of the moment, knowing that it can
dono hurt. It is indeed quite helpless
atpresent. Look at the articles in the
last on Slates and Virginius, and other
crockery-ware. Why, sir, the work
which talks of such trash, except, h{n
sentence or so, to dispose of them for
ever, is destroyed.
Thexefore it is that you may praise
o good article of the Edinburgh, as I
sud before. When it went forth tri-
ing and to triumph ; when its
t death about

pointed out anythin which it
eontained ; it would mnadae-
liction of duty not to have taken the
monster by the horns, and shewn him
forth in brutality, proving that,
strong as he was in vice, there were
still giants in the land who could over-
master his evil r. But now, when
he has neither lot'sf nor horn, b\kxtonly
4 pair of ong ears to prick up in

Bance, Tt is surdly an a5 of Chris-
tnndnnt&, which does not at all in-
texfere with our allegiance to Tory-
sm, to hold forth to admiration

points of the creature. Puff ac-
y, if it so pleases you, any
article which you may see im-
mezsed in the Serbonian bog of Con-
stshle’s Review, without fear. The
l;mnhabontulo&:s th:x;:!;)ld al-

Dicky Phillips's affair, which I am
told is still pnbhg.hed somewhere about
Fleet-ditch.

Then, as to finding fault with the
Quarterly, it strikes me to be pure im-
pertinence in any of the Quarterly
mle to endeavour to bind yon:r

ptil:::ipla of that journ:ll -
mire, I ve—!nmniusoh'ti prin-

|

o

But am | to acknow-

it mount in literature ?—

Not I! HavenotI as :ur‘iﬁhtto
give an ion on a book, as peo-

ple a8 or Whitkker? In
truth I have, and shall as liberally ex-
ercise my privilege of finding fault
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with them, as they do with other wri-
ters, if I think them wrong. The great
ability of many, of most of its articles,
I not only admit, but am proud of. I
think it does honour to our party tohave
such powerful writing engaged in its
cause ; but, at the same time, I cannot
shut my eyes to its occasional puffery
and humbug, by which it sometimes
betrays that cause. I cannotsee why
the mere circumstance of its being
printed by Mr Murray, should render
1t necessary that every one of Mr Mur-
ray’s books, no matter how infamous
or indecent, should be puffed off, di-

-rectly or indirectly ; and, above all, I

cannot see why we are to hold our
tongues, or wink atsuch conduct. Still
farther, when I see a Review, profess-
ing to be the of Toryism, turn-
inﬁ round on the Lord cellor—
w o,'lif we view him h:‘PoMabw-
ings, honeur, integrity, wl of
law, impartiality, and talent, megffbe
considered to be the greatest man who
-ever sat in Chancery, the very nuclews ~
of our principles—abusing him and re-
viling the law of the land, because the
Jjudge and the law will not allow Mr
Murray to make money by the sale of
foul works—works altogether opposed
to the political and religious views -
which Review supports, I must
speak out, if nobody else will, end
protest that the Quarterly does not ut-
ter my sentiments, in this instance at
least. To Murray’s using the engine
in his hands for puffing off the fair”
books which he publishes, I do not
object. I think, indeed, that it is bad
taste to do it so much as he does ; but
Ido molst strenuously object to the
Quarterly’s giving up, in any case, ita
p-w for the sake otpits publisher.
ithout further preface, then, I b?
leave to remark, that there is too mue]
France in this number. Of thirteen
articles, six areon French works, which
is more than needful in an English
review, particularly as there have been
#0 many books worth reviewing, pub-
lished since the last appearance of the
Quarterly. It strikes me that both
Edinburgh and Quarterly pay too li-
Ei:ed t-hnt.l:elm’au nt;)ﬂt:ur own rl‘wnture ;

t they are anything but a fair pic-
ture of L{n actual state of the writing
Iv)vor{ﬁ a!;)ong us. They are justda

undle of Essays on books apparently
selected at nm{:n,or, at most, with a
view to serve their booksellers. The
old Monshly Review is a much fairer
record of our current literature in this
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Tespect ; Iread its critiques, stupid and
prosing as they‘ﬁmc:ﬁ‘yam, with an
interest not at all derived from them-
selves; but from my ca'um‘g that
they tell medl:eow the intellect of Eng-
is at present moment em-
ployed.®
ut as my business in writing to
you is not to discuss the beau ideal of
a review, but to consider an individual
Number of one actually existing, I
shall begin ﬁwn‘& The
first article is ’s History of
the Constitutional Auemb%’y R ﬁr clever
per, in a proper spirit, by Mr Cro-
er, I opine. It is, indeed, excel-
lent throughout, and I quarrel only
with its concluding ﬂsnngnph. After
tromuncingajmt ogium on Burke,
e quotes a character of that great man
from an old Number of the Edinburgh
Review that long since had been con-
signed to the pastry-cook. Burke, teste,
Jeffrey, was 2 man of no judgment, no
principles, no firmness, nohonesty—he
was no phi her, no man of busi-
ness, no orator! There is a critie six
feet and a half high, for you! In the
inion of the great Jeffrey—the m;
who actually can spesk to thei
i f ’ﬁdl':g, the only
pain in rom only
period of Jﬁey'a barangues—Burke
was 1o speaker. We have here nicely
balanced orator Jeffrey versus no-
orator Burke, and the Irishman is
found wanting. So seith the Prince
of Critics and the King of Men, as
Haazlitt, the gallant of Seuthampton-
street, Holborn, styles his friend.—
Burke’s shade may, however, derive
:;me eonaohﬁo:nd om the fact, that
e same great ingenious person
discovered also that Swift was no wit,
Wordsworth no poet, Pindar unable
to write Greek, Addison not worth
noah:.f;’bu blackguard. In : Bﬁ
i ts naw
that were pot to be named in a
day with Jeffrey the great, the advo-
nd scrually writen thirty page ull o
writes thirty pages
words at :ynme for the Edinl
Review. But, to be serious, why di
C. quote such trash ? Would he turn
up the pages of the heroes of the
Dunciad for a character of Pope? or if

[duly,
he did cesually come in comtact with
any such trumpery, would he bave
giveqhim;elftb; gubleof:emn-
pressing disgust course, he would
not—he would merely lsugh at the
poor creature ; and yet there never was
such a fathomless distance between
Jeffray

The ninth and tenth articles, on Ma~
dam Campan’s Marie Antoinette,~the
Dutchess of Angouleme’s Nareative of
the Jor to Varennes,—her Private
Memairsof what passed in the Temple,
—and Louis XVIII.’s Narrative of his
Journey, are hy the same i
hand, and in the same spirit, as the first
article. I think C., however, rather
hard on poor Louis, and that your own
review wasmuch fairer ; buthedoes am-
ple justice to the sublime, simple, and
touching Memoirs of the ter of
France. I any man of human feel-
ings to read the 473d of the Quarw
terly, the heart.rendi which
gives an account of the ings of the
it o

—the poor, dear, innocent,
unhappy, little creature, in his priva~
tiom,pgnmhi-neglect, his
liness, and his almost sublime silemce
—without emotion. It proves how
fact surpesses fiction. No writer would
have dared to imagine such a charac-
ter as the docile, courtecus, obediemt
child, who never spoke again, after
havi beenforeadbiemmmsmin hu.
man tosign a ition ageainat
his mother. %e‘llldoesthemy
remark, that even the Queen’s own ap-~

to the maternal hearts of her
was not so pathetic, 80 irresiste
ible a touch es this.

The Reviewer remarks on thems
things, like a man whoee heart is wer-
thy of his genius. Why does Croker
do notbiniufhi: own? Surely, sure-
ly he might be the Swift of our time
if he pleased.

The second article is on Bun::‘;

to reward its The
Pl i remard o perul. The
church ceremonies, fretted vaults, state-
ly columns, &c. which so good & Pres-
byterian as I am cannot swallow, but
certainly shall not fight about.

& Good T4
1stly, it conteins

, abuse wham you please, but the Mouthly is
articles cvery now and then ; and, 2dly, it is less than a0y pe-
ical, except mine, undex bese Ribliopolic infiluenes.—C. N.

& very good bosk—for,
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Article thind is on Arago’s Vo
Round the World, and a capital cutﬁ"r%;
up of an empty French coxcomb it is.
We may expect, I suppose, a recla~
mation gom Ango—nt%eaat I hope so.
He is & most superlative jackass.

The fourth article, on the Poor Laws,
is a very superficial and moderate af-
fair ; but is perhaps quite as well on
] account ; for there is not a hu-
man being who will now read a grave
treatise on so unpromising a subject.
The evil, as it prevails in England, is
enfessedly enormous; but the pri-
vilege of murmuring now alone re-
mains, all classes appearing to aban-
don exertion as hopeless, under the
weight of this irremediable calamity.
The fundamental principle of the
English Poor Laws, viz. t.l?at the Le-
gislature can by its fiat create unli-
mited means of subsistence, and an
unlimited demand for labour, is now
v, disowned ; but it is easier to
disavow the principle, than to recal its
practical effects ; and the whole subse-
g::m legislation of the sister kingdom,

been a wretched struggle in detail,
to counteract the master-principle of
misgovernment, which, in the first in-
stance, struck down the moral feeling
of independence. Some of the wisest
and ablest of Englishmen have retired
from this intractable subject in des-
g; bat t_he Reviewer,bvlvho is nei-
wise nor very able, manages
it wid;“r{ freedom and facility which
are ﬁ}i decisive of his incapacity.
The drift of his arguraent—although
there is much dmcnaetth bsolreuervde'in
expression—is the absolute defence of
the existing Poor Laws of England as
o their principle, coupled with some
hints neither very new nor important
as to improvements in the mode of
their execution. In a’ s:nin of re‘u{
soning at once original and profound,
we are taught, that to assist the poor,
“ is not only a precept of the Chris-
tian religion, a maxm of ‘moral vir-
tue, but an instinctive feeling of hu-
man natuare ;” and this being the main
ent for com , instead of
tary aid, we are-led to infer,

that, in the opinion of this judicious’

writer, the due enforcement of Chris-
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tian arid moral maxims, is jist the
roper subject for acts of Parli t.
then we add the precious discovery,
that compulsory assessments will
rather more equal in their ion
than voluntary contributions, the sum
of this conclusive ent in
of the English Poor Laws is exhaust-
ed ; and it is upon a foundation thus
deep and solid, that this wiseacre of
the Quarterly Review has placed the
defence of a system, which the wisest
men of E d have long pronounced
indefensible,and the nationatlargehas
felt to be all but intolerable.—This
weightier controversy is preceded by a
skirmish

brief ish with our countryman
Dr Chalmers, who some years ago took
up this business of the poor with cha-

racteristic enthusiasm—which, it is a
fitytoobserve, however, so premature-
y evaporated—and although the Doc-~
tor’s aingular hurry and heedlessness
appear to have given the Reviewer some
petty advantages in the detail of the
Qquestion, it is by no means so clear as
e su] , that the ‘ answers to
these F&e Reviewer’s) questions must
overthrow Dr Chalmers’s system.”
Mark the fairness of the weapons em-
i))l:yed for this imaginary overthrow.
Chalmers alleges, as a proof of

the defects of the existing system for
relief of the poor in Glasgow, that,
under it, the assessment was quad-
rupled from 1803 to 1818 ; and the
Reviewer rebuts this objection of an
assessment quadrupled during one Pe-
riod, by appealing to an increase of less
than a third of the population during
a different period. Again, the Doctor
refers to the fact, that the voluntary
contributions of his parishioners were
found for three years more than ade-
quate to the relief of all the new cases
of pauperism that occurred, leaving, in
fact, after such relief, a considerable
surplus ; and the Reviewer disputes
the inference deducible from this fact,

_by stating, that during the same pe-

riod.the poor-rates were reduced even
in England, and by hazarding the ri-
diculously ignorant assumption, that
the parish of St John's, Glasgow, is,
compared with other parishes of the
city, remarkably free of pauperism.®

“ 8t John's parish being in fact inhabited, with few exceptions, by peo]
lowest rank, and the natural proportion ¢f paupers there about 5 to 1 to

other parishes of that town.
Vor. XIV.

of the very
e most of the

L
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L_nd:tfﬁsihn that this Inead;ynehma Indnlmhing,inied,n::&lechnddu,
pion of English paaperism olishes is the vast i Quarterl
mmm- mthem;m”dndydil
The netjusttheman cernible. e

As man conjectures eoncern-
for fervid zeal mdumﬁnmn- ing the fnyoe of Captain Parry are
tion in the hovels of poverty and vice t, and many tormenting specula-
~we should select as the champion tions vented on the tardiness of his

 calcalated

the fatare his mlywhhed,“mt,ifnothurdofin
cause to thehegianiggofmm,ave-elwith
the periodical aecamulation of lum- - gmiaiommghtbe-entimol!ehrin'g’s
i mplﬂeu,ofwhich we have ts in the autamn of that year.”—
more than ; but P. 409. Mr Barrow concludes by re-
heisnotjutagml,nﬁer , to be marking— ]
*overthrown™ by any ordinary contri- « With ,,zg to risk, we apprehend
butor to the Quarterly Review, norcan  none beyond that to which all navigation

what he Azs done be po ensily oblitera= in the icy seas is lible, and which the
fete th o oo o batt srong, Akt ' wat

o 3 - not 50 » DOT =0
Rt Therfme oo manned, b prove t be e mure them
- s ~ Qommon ses rie ndeed, ships as
annmonzl.wenmofa commons :":M'“dmm““ﬁdfcl thema s
'l‘hedxdnrﬁcle'iuud:.udnegm four years ; %mn{
terly(ml unfm?mh. !tuupmof none in the various dutics of his profese
stmmsm- sion ; endued with intellectual faculties of
r Barrow brings every qualification  the lighest order, and full of zeal and ener-
ble for the consideration of such gy tempered with due ce and discre-
2 work: prefound geographical know= tion ; with experienced officers, and crews
ledge, clear and aecurate views of all of picked scamem ;—we eannot persuade
hpﬁmm"nhvoy.gu mtelvathcmymblegmu_ndof

Compare, in i their article mly." Now, this unjust to s most
art, which they are daily bnnﬁ_

masterly one. ing to more and more perfection.
Had 1 not the fear of the crithism Mr Burow would just east his eyes
of theJury-Courtbeforemyeyes—that over Francis Nicholson's plates, he
awful band of reviewers, whose fist would, { think, be inclined to retract
decides all li questions, Hebrew, his censure. Be the defects of litho-

Samaritan, and Masorétie, graphy what they may, it atall events
Thermometrical and Frigorific, T gives you the picture from the very
should say, that a more and pre- hnml of the painter ; and T trust the
sumptuous collection of betisos was unworthy jealousy araong line

never thrown together by the merest vers, which has already turnedl:%::-e
amatterer in literature. for ig~ times out of the country, will not

stance, Barrow’s and Parry’s Remarks again prevail to banish it from us a
(p. 406-408) on the Navigation of the fourth time. To Mr Finden's merits
Arctic Seas, and then turn to read, if Imm‘{subscxibe;indeed,ldioukl
mnn.dxeBlu:deello#lgzet be blind if I did not ; but a more com-
—(mind I do mot say parrot, but) plete g des bottes never occurred
pyet attempt at , their naw. dnninmn Barrow here brings
sesting stuff’ about Polar basin, him forward. He mentions that the
Don QuiRote and Mambrino'shelmet. etchings are finished in line-engraving
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Mr Finden ayonngandrmﬁnc
;;t.i:t; mdth;n,apm Mr Fin-

rally a on Welch scenery eomes
in, n a di
ed when we learn that Batty, a very
worthy fellow, is the revi::ryer'l son-
m-law,mdtimbinboohdoesnot
sell 20 as it ought! There are
ticks in 2’ trades, Mr North. To
aown the whole, Muwray is about
E; ing eut another edition of Frank-
, to

y
Finden—but by those ¢ gressy
duubs of lithography" which are scorn-
ed by his reviewer, and ysed as a peg
t bang a mote-puffatory upon.
AMoore’s (not Tom, but Abraham)
Moamo’s Pindar is the

these subjects too. Homer and Pine
dar, great amd sablime as they are, do

not ¢f themacives < paoth, , ot
udgtbc heman hesrt. m
iest scholars—alss ! for the obliquitien

On the it Number of the Quarterly Resiew.

uicition an a journey to the'
Polar Sea Bnnhewhokis;yldu--

85

of our nature—have been swined and
sullied by cﬂmu‘ht:e wiost atrocious,
y did the revie-erehﬂwmoh a
time for such am obuervation ? Mocre,
whose hook he was reviewi vm;;
actomsplishedacholer, aman ¢ initia
esxly, and inabued deeply, in the man~
liness and taste of Grecian literature.”
Yet-he was a whig, and an outeast ; &
man obliged to fly fer having robbed
his pstron Eaxl (gnsvem to an im-
mense ameuit—a mere medel of po-
qulation snd ingratitude. Ney sir,
there is amother boek, which alone
mm&, purifies, and exaits—a
that ids us ¢ Fear God, and he~
nonr theKing,” but that, to My Moare’s
, i a sesled volume. Without &
tedge of its centents, the mest it
timate sequaintance with the glory and

acq!
e oy e el
, will avail nething to the puri-
* Scation of soul.

The eighthartiele, on the Navigation
Llwo—-llfe:l‘l{ a.mu::t totl;h:
subject. It will require a separate a

thought-on paper, not such light
skotches as I am heve throwing oft. I
thhﬁgfm&&euﬂm
we are theory go 100
1 wemble at with the insti~
tutiens of our amcesters, even
1 have Mr Ricardo’s ansertion thet
':unwlinermthaa.nyo:;‘lrn.Ah_a-

, Idread o
arm of m nevy. Woha
%0 us when we lose the watery wall !
Under the old Navigation Laws wers
fostered Ruseels, Boscawens, and
Rodneyn, and St Viaqsmts, and Dun-
¢ans, and the mighty glories of Nel»
son—1 will not ssy that it was alte.
ﬁd:erin noe of these lawe—

t if it were, theee who have al+
tered them have undertaken a fearful
responsibility. But 1 own I am not
eompetent to the consideration. Ileave
it z shler hands, oontenh bt;l.ng hl;ydf
with expreasing may humble, wr-

aized

Adminalty, are geperally

s
F

e i

he wiote theabeve. The sone is still
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The ninth and tenth articles I have
already noticed, and, for the present, I
enth, in order to consider
it in conn®ion with the last. The
twelfth is by Southey, an amusing and
imstractive account of the Theophilan-
thropists of France—indeed all the
Doctor’s histories of sects are amusing
and imcﬁmwhich at mt diver-
easily en into an ardent pic-
g:reoft.geprogrenofinﬁdelit among
onrlellv:s-—nn e:fnc'lbudes wi 3 “tg;
mirable precis e proofs
Christian religion. This is in truth an
excellent , but I do not icie
te al er in the views taken by
they of the dangers to which reli-

gion is I never fear the con-
test of the good and the evil principle.
Give us a fair , and no favour, and

we shall still hold the mastery. Sou-
they eays, that more than eleven mil-
lions of newspapers are annually circu-
lated among us, and at least two-thirds
of the number aim at the destruction
of sound principles. I doubt that it is
fact. But, even admitting it, the glori-
ous army of the gentlemen of the press
does not strike me as & vastly formi-
dable body by any means. All the edu-
cated classes of -society merely despise
them—they know that with few, very,
very few exceptions, they are a mean,
illiterate, stupid blockheads,
who can just turn off articles, false in
fact, lumpish in argument, vulgar in
manner, and atical in style.
Téke them as a , I assert that it
would be impossible, on any principle

of s¢lection, to bring together so utter-
ly conteraptible & pack of hounds as
London * gentlemen of the press,”

from the editors who jabber
English for their political readers, down
to the footman who writes fashionable
intelligence for the beau monde. The
diseection, ' the utter dissection of a
newc?m , would afford Iou a capital
article, but it should be done by some
one residing in London. Believe me,
and Dr Southey, too, may believe me,
that even the house vulgarian fs
not much gulled by them. If infideli~
ty prevails, and it does prevail nowhere
but in London, we must seek other
causes than the agency of the * gen-
tlemen of the press.” The hounds may
yelp in to join the cry, to be sure, but
their melody is of no great avail. We
—1I mean the men who wield the pen
at the opposite of the question—can
put them down. J speak it without

roken

EJul’i
fear of contradiction.. Do net we all
remember the time when the Whigs
had everything their own way ; when
2 man hardly dared avow himself a
Tory, for fear of being pronounced an
illiberal blockhead ; when the Edin-

h Review was the acknowledged

of literature and politics ; when
Tom Moore d:vnhethe wit in verse, haml
) Smith the wit in prose ; when,
iny!:n:yord, all was their own? And how
is it now ? Why, Whig and jack-ass
are convertible terms; it is a by-
word of reproach ; thez are our butts,
our common-places of fan, our Lis-
tons, our Grimaldés. Blue and Yellow
is waste paper—Tom Moore is obli
to submit his to the care of a
lawyer, before he dares print it—Syd-
ney Smith is camgell to tran:
himself to Botany Bay, in quest of
jokes—and, in short, they are laugh-

. ed at by us, blackgu by Cobbett
and his crew, and pelted by the mob.
They are now a nerveless, knotless,
fel: ess, powerless, as wéll as a God-

faetion. We,thNo;;:,d we of this
Magazine, began the work ; we
seized their cannon, and turned it on
themselves ; our example was follow-
ed by others, and now they find they
oan only defend themselves from the
whizeging shafts hof our ndlc:f.lel.‘ by
sku]kng under the protection w8,
which they had, during their own tri-
umphant career, denounced as absurd
and tyrannical.

So will it be with the anti-religion
ists. Southey attaches too much im-
portance to their writings, being him-
self a litterateur. They, too, could be
written down ; and the heart of Eng-
land, sound at the core, is against
them. I have often been tempted to
wish that the system of prosecution
was ped. Iam aware that it is
a verg cklish question ; but, feeling
confident as I do, that God will never

ive us up to be conquered by the
ﬁlevxl' , if we stand firm to one another,
knowing the vast superiority of intel-~
lect on our side, remembering the
triumphs of Christianity in every age,
Ishould not fear the diffusion of thou-
sands of copies of the works of Tom
Paine and villains of his stamp, while
we have hearts and heads to oppose
them. I expect much from the sys<
tem of education pursued towards the
rising generation. I expect much
from the increased en and zeal of
the clergy of the Church of England,
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without wllnelé:ull tionsare mEi
2 n s own words,
e Eoma vacmnory ’

man, )
nielO’Conll’nellof Ireland, Ll:rd ﬁ'ﬁye
Shilling, Peter Finnerty, late
, aod John Leslie. The worthy
te, by the way, falls into the
old Lake trick twice in the
this concern. He quotes his own Joan
of Are, (
Elia
I the eleventh and thir-
teenth , as being on
something similar subjects, the former
o Greece, the latter on Spain; but
in style, argument, and
! The paper on Spanish

affirs is by a ible, well-informed,
clear-headed, statesmanlike writer,who
interests of his country,
od i led away by the nonsensi-
al that amuse fools.
other is a mere piece of schoolboy fro-
thy declamation, such a thing as would
counted very clever in a boy at

g,

P.S~Southey is still vivid in wrath

On the last Number of the Quarterly Review.-

course of

. dimini

87

‘Westminster ; and had I heard it from
such a youth, I should havé been:
tempted to say, ¢ That is really a fine-
ising lad—has read his authors
with some taste—How old may he be?’
Seventeen P—Ay, a fine lad indeed,
fine honourable boyish notions, and
no doubt, when he gets a few years
over his head, and can see , Not
t! h mere bookish media, he will
be able to Kroduee something worth
reading, if he can acquire a less am-
bitious style, and lose the habit of
noﬁ? Greek—and that, of course,
ge will do.” But I have far different
feelings for the composition of a full-
grown man, who felt the razor
over his throat. The quarrel between
the Turks and the Greeks is a quarrel
between two hostile factions of people
or[t_%% o(’l‘:eiw’ly‘mklel" pardon for
e must i (] on
ini his excellent article, b
omitting his strictures on the Gi
sTMhey R use we have net roomn_
appear in our next. If
Tim wishes, ge way alter, or add, or
omit, ad libitum, in the meantime.
The other affair of which you
shall be attended to. Mrs

. presents’
her compliments—the y:

,1am

The ' sorry to say, still continues weakly. I

am, dear sir, yours ever,
TimoraY TicKLER.
Southside, Saturday.

against his Lordship of Byron, er. gr.

“ Contsgion was extended beyond the sphere of the court, by a race of
pocta—

¢ Whose loose lascivious lays Y‘erpemnd

Their own corruption. Soul-polluted slaves, ‘
‘Who sate them down deliberately lewd

So to awake, and pamper lust in minds

Unborn.”

Which sweet strain, we learn by a note, isin ““ Joan of Arc.” Asalso'that “These -
lines sufficiently shew, that their author held the same moral opinions at
the age of nineteen, as when he branded the author of Don Juan"—a most im-

E"m and highl -interesﬁn&afact.
ivination, when I say, that

But I am no pretender to great powers of
t note never woultf xe Quar-

have appeared in

terly, had not his Lordship quarrelled with Murray.

lhA'su‘n, ¢ One Liberul, (we are thankful for
d ha

e word—it is well that we

ve one which will at once express whatever is detestable in principle,
and flagitious in conduct.)” Prosecute Southey, John Hunt, prosecute him,
man, without a moment’s delay. Leigh the first, also, had better take advice on

the following

: “ Some of the most d:ﬂ'.'"ed minds in the present ge-

neration, have manifested this tendency,

ming, at the same time, their

hatred for Christianity, and their predilection for what they are pleased to call -

the religion of the loves and luxuries—that is, the religion of Jupiter, Mars,

Bacchus, Venus, the Garden God,” &c. &c. Apollo and Mercurius, and the

;gt,'a Bryan O’Proctor has it.  Some of the most pEPRAVED minds !” Fie!
e !

¢ Oh, Bryan William Proctor Cornwall Barry,
Open your sketchico-dramatic mouth,”



e

like V lu'laﬁlth with
object with such devoted

g

1
£
4

ton Schools of Poetry.
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in- defence of the sky- Again
g o Memy, ilnpiety with lewdness, and pur~

[July,
,  others of a higher clas

verance, as if the devil had chosen

perse
his apostles.” A hit palpable against the Satanic school, a nickname
wever, will hardly hl:lulong as our own Cockney or Leg-of-Mut-

T. T.

P.S.—I have a corner still left of this voluminous epistle—and I shall use it

to enter an

in behalf of Jerry Bentham. Hang it, he is ow preserve.
inmpm,mxtzdmw—inpﬁl—and other places.

This is poaching on you. Warn Murray’s scribes off, and vindicate your right
incumuptha first-rate piece of game, him whom a friend of ours calls, in
that 5 song which he sung a fortnight ago for us, (and which you should
pant,

¢ Sage Jerem
of mcoln‘s

(1 write to-morrow.}

the bencher .
n—of Lincoln's Inn.”

Good night-it is almost two o’dlock.

T. T.

T wus just going to seal up, when

new t came to —

wgl,lhmtudﬁetlmemcm-
tos,

Acas! roor Braon!

Not ten times a-dxy, dear Christo-
mmun times a-page, as I wan-
over the intense and incredible
stupidithes of this duodecimo, was the

departed spirit of the genius of Childe
Harold with this exclamation.
i e 2 gl T
ve such a nce
deeﬁ.mbned wip the genuine ,PE
rit wf poetry—one, to whom we all

looked as an ornament of our liters-
ture, and who indeed has contributed
in no small towards spreading
a strain of hig moodoverourgoet.-
—should descend to the coroposition
of heartless, heavy, dull, anti-British
garbage, to be printed by the Cock-
neys, and in the iner.—
Alas! alas! that he should stoep to
the miserable tion of being
extolled by Hunt ! —that he, who we
hoped would be the Samson of onr
meﬁcal day, should suffer himself to
#0 enervated by the unworthy De-
lilahs which have enslaved his imagi-
nation, as to bé reduced to the foul
office of displaying blind buffooneries
before the Philistines of Cockaigne.
But 80 it is. Here we have three
cantos of some hundred verses, from
which it would be imposaible to ex-

tract twemty, distinguished
mndableqnzity. C'mtlnmb’ 'y

and, with the blessing of God, never

will speak to gou ; and sc-
disgussg’whh £ oeap'::nd tendesncy,

of the former cantos of the Doo—

though there were in them
which, in common with all other men
of upright minds and true feelings, 1

loobdonv:emnrbn—yet 5 forr
one, naver itted my moral or po-
litical antipathies o0 to master wy erie
tical judgment, as to make me whi~

ningly decry the talent which they of-

ten wickedly, sometimes properly, ex-
‘Thibited. B{t here we are in a lower

we are wallowing in a sty of
mere filth. Page after page presents
us with a monotonous unmusical drawl,
mony, arsing viron, sbutog monar.

Y 1
chy, de nn'sul;::nl vernment,
lisping dull doub mﬁ‘r)u. hymn.
ing Jacobinism, in a styls and mannex
so little unrelieved by any indication
of poetic power, that I feel a moral
conviction that his ip must have
taken the Examiner, the Libersl, the
Rimini, the Round Table, as his mo=
del, and endeavoured to write himself
down to the level of the capacities and
be.bas the miaortone, orginahy, 1
[l ortune, originally,

beliewe, from charitahle motive-? to
aseociate.. This is the most charitable
hypothesis which I can frame. Indeed
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© Ow the New Cantos of Don Juan. o

there are some verses which have all translation of the strong of

the

At Jeast I hope so—I

of having been inter- gl: swi‘; satirist) wln;h floats on the
the King of Cockneys. ver of too many of these pages. I
that ﬂme allude, for i mmnc{, to the attem 1pt at

is bat ome set capable of writing any+ wit, where the poet (the poet /) is fa~

inles rtvell

leering and impotent, as cetions at the state of females during
vdlmg(xf!myvenmrel the sack of a town ;* the greatest part

*Iti repeint sach b here do the
B

Thetqm:stmdn,soshaﬂhemy phrase—
Perhaps the season’s chill, and their lone station

In winter’s depth, or want of rest and victual,

Had made them chaite ;—they ravish'd very little.

¢« Much did they slay, more plunder, and no less
ight here and there oocur some violation
In the other line ;—but not to such excess
Alwhmt.hcl"mch,thudhipuedm,
!mrm; no causes can I guess,
txeqteol weather and cosmniseration ;
But all the ladics, save some twenty scare,
‘Weze almast as much virgins as hefore.

¢ Some 0dd muku,mo,lnppen’dm the dark,
‘Whichshowed a want of lanterns, or of taste—
Indeed the smoke was such they scarce could mark
’l'harﬁimds&omkel, es such things from haste
though rarely, when there isa
Ofl‘ightw save the venerably chaste ;—

But six old damsels, each of seventy years,
Were all deflower’d by differcut grenadiers.

% But on the whole their continenas was great ;
8o thas some &i tment there enzued
Tooc:_:?ovhoh.d ‘“%'mmﬂ
single blessedness,’ it
(Since it was not their fault, but anly fate,
'l‘obeuthaem)formhwmmgpmde
T'o make a Roman sort of Sabine wi
Wldwuttheexpmumdthemspmot

* Same veices of the buxom middle.
‘Were also heard 40 wonder in the dn

(Widews of forty mmm
=T

‘nt.wlnhthcduntforgonmdpl

There was small leisure for upcﬂnonuin;
Bat whether they escaped or no, lies krid

In darkness—I can only hope they did.

& Suwarrow now was conqueror—a match
For Timour or for Zinghis in his trade.
‘While mosques and streets, beneath his eyes, like thatch
thed,nndtheemnonlmmmnlhy’d,
‘With bloody hands he wrots his first
And hmcxml‘yfolhm what he said—
¢ Glory to God and to the Empress | (Powers -
Bternal | | such ngmes mingled 1) ¢ Ismail’s ours.’
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of the seraglio acene ; and other places
to which I' must decline making any
farther reference.
Alas! poor Lord Byron! His ori-
Eimlity has been often questioned, and
e has of late been compelled to ad-
mit, that the scissors, or a mental ope-
ration almost as mechanical as scissors-
work, have stood him in E:)d stead.
In this new book of his, he honestl
confesses his obligation to a Frencl
description of the siege of Ismail. So
far 80 good. But he has not the coa-
rage, or, if you will, the imgudcnce, to
avow his ogligaﬁon to another French
work, which has supplied his warm
colouring. I may as well name the
book at once—the Chevalier de Fau-
blas. To such of your readers asknow
the book, there is no need of making
any obeervation whatever on its con-
tents—tp those who do not, I may just
mention that the meritorious Mr Ben-
bow has suffered an accident before
the courts of Westminater for being so
liberal as to republish it. Now, from
this filthy work, which I am really al-
most ashamed for having mentioned,
are all the striking situations of Don
Juan taken—for instance, the very in-
cident in the seraglio, &c. &c. &c. It
is, however, fair to say, that Byron
adopts here and there the filthy inci-
dents, and, almost throughout, the
filthy tone, of Faublas, without, in any
one pessage, (I mean of.these three
new cantos,) rivalling the sparkle of
Louvet’s wit—far less the elegance of

Louvet’s
Talking of , it is indeed
luce clarius that Lord B.’s residence in

Italy has been much too long
tracted. He has mtri‘vely lost his ear,
not only for the ony of English
verse, but for the very jingle of Eng-
lish rhymes. He makes wi/{ rhyme to
will in stanza 88 of Canto VI. “ Pa-
tience” is the rhyme to  fresh ones”
in another place. * John Murray”

—=a heart }—as
what was worth a world ; for worlds could,

[daly,
th to ““m ™ in a third ;
and  had in her” to < Wladimir” in
a fourth. As for the flow of his verse,
read the following patches of dull
prose:

¢ He died at fifty for a queen of forty 3
!whht&dt'hznm:dh:;b&nﬁﬁemwd
twenty, w kingdoms, worlds,
are but asport ; I remember when, though
I had no great plenty of worlds to lose, yet
still, to pay my ceurt, I gave what I had

the went I gave

never restore me those pure feelings, gone
for ever.”

¢¢ I wonder (although Mars no doubt’s
a god I praise) if a man’s name in a dullet-
in may make up for a dullct in his body ?
T hope this little question is no sin,
cause, though I am but a simple noddy, I
think one Shakespeare puts the same
thought in the mouth of some one in his
g:yl 0 doating, which many people pass

wits by queting.”

Stop here for a moment, Christo-
pher, just to admire the style in which
¢ one Shakespeare,” and his “ doating
plays,” are mentioned by this worshi;
mofl’ope; and then go on to the fol-

ng : ’

¢ Perceiving then no more the command-
ant of his own nor even the corps,
which had quite disappeared—the Gods
know how ! (I can’t account for every-
thing which may look bad in history ; but
we at least may grant it was not marvellous
Mammhd,inmehofﬂwy,m
look on before, nor care a pinch of snuff
about his corps.”)

Read these morceaus, (th? are
three veritable stanzas of Don Juan,)

Pro- and doubt, if you can, that Byron has

staid away rather too long, and that,
if he means to write more English, it
is ;:eigh tim;,l':;u were back in England,
to hear the age spoken.—1It is

goodofhimto‘i;ive almsmanym
Cockney he finds at sea abroad, with-
out a tester in his fob—but hence-

¢ Methinks th:ie are the most tremendous words,
Since ¢ Mend, Men?, Tekel,’ and ‘(‘.:thnin,’

Which hands or pens

have ever traced

swords.

Heaven help me ! I'm but little of a parsom :

What Danicl rcad was short-hand of

Lord’s,

Severe, sublime ; the P et wrote no farce on

The fate of Nations ;—but

is Russ so witty

Could rhyme, like Nero, o’er a burning city.”

-

- i e Bt
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foxth be must sctually guard agaimst and  stRaw,” like the immaortal

igh in his hearing. If he bimy -alveady samk %0 beginning a
os in such culpebls, however ami stanga, with such a line as “ But Juan
why, who shall sweas oa(:)gs&k“nwm-orAnov!!!'”
that he won't eomoinﬁmetorllz; the wis of these Cantos, deign
ing ¢ Morn,” and  Fawn,” like to aocept this one sample. The pes-
Cornwall—‘ Dear” and  Cy~ mge joccurs in the description of Su-
therea,” like Jobn Keats—er “ roa” warrow’s hoss.

¢¢ Then theze weve foreigners of much renown,
NO@W‘ f:ﬁ&:;mddlv 3
otﬁghdng ir country or its crown,

But wi to be one day brigadiers;
Aliowhnvcmnckingofnwwn;dl

pleasant g to men at their
'ngsttbemwmuvml’m% i m.of’;:l:
Sixteen called Thomsen, and teen named Smith.

Jack Thomson and Bill Thomson ;—all the rest
, after the great bard ;
I don’t know whether they had arms or crest,
But such a godfather’s as good a card.
Thres of the Smiths were Peters; but the best
wlnznggt.ﬁmnll,hndblownwinﬂictuwud,
a3 Ae, since 80 renowned © in quarters
At Halifax ;° but now he medm

The rest ware Jacks and Gills, sud Wills and Bills;
But when I've added that the elder Jack Smith
‘Was born in Cumberland among the hills,
And that his father wes an honest blacksmith,
rmﬂa{:fnmwehﬁ? Sohmaockemish,
. - in taking ¢ ith,’
A vi of Moldavia’s waste, wherein
He el immgttdinn.b\ﬂleﬁl:."

¢ A habit rather blameable, which is

That of despising those we cambat with,
Common in many cases; was in this

The cause of killing Tchitchitskoff and Smith ;
One of the valorous ¢ Smiths’ whom we shall miss

~ Out of those nineteen who late rhiymed to ¢ pith ;’

But "tis 3 name 50 spread o’'er ¢ Sir’ and ¢ Madam,’
That oge would think the riast who bere it “ ADam.””

Aud then to arown the whole, take the stanza that i i follows-this
about ¢ Tchitchitzkoff and Smith.” -MM’

¢ The Russian batteries were incomplste,
Because they wege constructed in a hurry ;
Thus the same which makes a verse want fest,
And throws a cloud o’er Longman and John Murray,
When the sale of new books is not so flest
As they who print them think is necessary,
May likewise put off for a time what story
Sometimes ¢ murder,’ and at others ¢ glory.””

These are the mumblings of a man, I am almost ashamed to think of my-
whose impressions of Joseph Miller self tacking the mention of such con-
have been weakened by long absence! temptible trash to a notice, however
Ne;a was such poor, poor stuff—and hasty and imperfect, cg"mch a work

oL. XIV.

L 3
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as the Quarterly Review. Southey,
Gifford, &c. have their faults—above
all, they have their !aﬁi‘c.htmm—-bn' o t,
Heaven preserve us ! what a plunge it
is from their worst to the best that
even Lord Byron seems capable of
iving us since his conjunction with
aue.deluded drivellers of Cockaigne!
There we have at least strong English
judices delivered in the strong clear
of England! Here, what
have we got? Stupid French books
translated, not into stupid English,
butinto stupid ese—wit, that
won’t make the Duke of Sussex him-
self chuckle —verse, that Charles
Young himself could not read, so as
to prosuee anything like the effect of
musical cadence—jests, that even the
Laureate will not feel—in short, to
sayall that can be said—a book which,
though written by Lord Byrom, is
mh-hed by, without elevating the
therhood of, the Hunts |
I do not mean to say thiat there are
not some half-dozen or two of stanzas
not quite unwonth the better days
of Lord Byron. ere are. But I
have already occupied far too many of
your columns with a production which,
with fewer exceptions than anything
that has been pﬁﬁahed this year, (save
only perhaps the Liber Amoris,) b
anyma:;of thfmlrst pretension “an
talent of any kind, appears deserving
of sovereign and ungversa.l neglect—
““ CHRISTIAN, OR THE IsLAND,” con-~
tained two pages, and just two of By-
ronian Poetry—all the rest was mere
translation, and generally feeble trans-
lation. This contains o passage equal
to the two I allude to in Christian—
none whatever. " It contains nothing
that the moment it is read makes
everybody exclaim, ¢ Well, say what
you please of the book—but here is a
stanza which no living man but Lord
Byron could have written.” There is
nothing of -this . class here—there was
in the worst of the preceding cantos ;
and, in one word, Don Juan appears,
like Lord Byron himself, to be getting
into his dotage before his time.
I don’t remember anything so com-

LI uly,

Klete as the recent fall of Lord Byron’s
iterary name. I don’t mean to in-
sinuate that people of taste think less
highly now, than they did five, six,
seven, or eight years ago, of the ge-
nius of Byron, in his true works of

jus. But what I mean to say is
gil;, that his name can no more sell
a book now, than Jeremy Bentham’s.
Christian, for instance, did not sell a
bit better than any new poem of Mr
Milman’s, or Mrs Hemans’s, would do
—and this continuation of Don Juan
is obliged to be sold for a shilling,
and is very moderately taken off even
at that rate, although, of course, it has
all the advantage of being believed to
be a licentious thing. Never, to be
sure, was & more egregious tumble.
If it were only to check the joy which

must prevail in a certain &qarm, :
is

(which I need not name,) if this goes
on—Lord Byron ought really to pull

. up, and make at least one more exer-

tion worthy of himself, and of the ori-
inal expectations of a reading public,
t has unwillingr d and
that would most gladly return to him,
even after all that has happened.
Ido*uotbelievelmdlgyron to be
a bad man—IJ mean a deliberately, re=
solvedly wicked man. I know him to
be a man of eatoﬁginalmermd
genius, and, report, I know him
to be & kind friend where his friend-
ship is wanted. I cannot consent to
despair of Lord Byron—but as to his
late publications, he may depend u
on it, they are received by the peop!
of Britain  with as much coldness and
indifference,” (to use an expression
in one of Cobbett’s late Registers,)
¢ as if they were as many ballads from
Grub Street, or plays from Lord John
Russel.”—He must adopt an entire
change of system, or Bive the thing
up ther. So thinks sincerely,
and in the spirit of kindness and of
regret, much more than in any other
spirit,
Yours ever,
Dear Christopher,
T. T.
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d Scots Mummy.

CAvg.

A BCOTS MUMMY.
To Sir Christopher North.

Dear Siz CHRISTY,

Y ou.will remember, that, when you
and I parted last at Ambrose’s, the
following dialogue passed between us.
Perbaps you may have forgot ; but it
was just at the head of the narrow en-
try, immediately under the door of
that celebrated tavern, that it took
place ; and, at the time when it be-
gan, we were standing with our backs
toward each other, in what I would
have called, had I been writing poe-
try, a moveless attitude.

¢ Mr Hogg, what is the reason that
you write to me so seldom ?”

¢ Faith, man, it’s because I hae
naething to write about.”

¢ Nothing to write about? For
shame ! bow can you say so? Have
you not the boundless phenomena of
nature congtantly before your eyes ?”

¢ 0, to be sure, I hae ; but then—"

In the meantime I was thinking to
myself, what the devil can this phe-
nomena of nature be, when you inter-
rupted me with, “ None of your but
then’s, shepherd. A man who such
an eye as you have, for discerning the
goings on of the mighty elements, can
never want the choice of a thousand
subjects whereon to exercise his pen.
‘You have the night, with her unnum-
bered stars, that seem to rowl through

incomprehensible ; the day
?:wn, and the sunshine ; the dazzling
gplendours of noon, and the sombre
hues that pervade the mountains, un-
der the congregated masses of im-
pending vapours.”

“ Gude sauf us, Christy’s mair ror
half seas ower !” thinks 1; “ but I
maunna lll)retend noto understand him,
for fear he get intil a rage—Ay, ye're
no far wrang, man,” I says;  there
are somg gayen good things to be seen
atween the heaven an’ yirth some-
times. Weel, gude night, or rather
gude njorning, homest Sir Christy.
I'll try to pick you up something o'
yon sort.” .

“ By all means, Hogg. I insist on
it. Something of the phenomena of
pature, I beseech you. You should
look less at lambs and rams, and he-

ts, Hogg, and more at the sEl‘and
&nomena of natare. You should
ink less out of the toddy-j;;f. shep-
herd, and more at the perennial spring.

However, we'll say no more about

that, as matters stand, to-night ; only
hand me something of the phenomens
of nature.”

I came home here, and Jooked about

me soon and late with a watchful eye,
and certainly saw many bright and
beautiful appearances on the face of
the sky, and in the ever-varying hues
of the mountains ; still I wits
nessed all these before ; so bad e
old shepherd in these glens; and
could not persuade myself that any of
these was the particular thing, a de
scription of which you wanted ; be-
cause they were, in fact, no phenome-
nons, if I understand that Freach
word properly, nor ever were viewed
as such lg anz of our country people.
But “sh el;il erd:,he cn{liosity o:f two
young ighbours of my
own, furnished me:?gh a subject du{
hit my fancy to a hair ; and the mo«
ment that I first heard the relation, X
said to myself, ““ This is the very
thing for old Christy.” But thereby
lmnﬁsaule, which is simply and li-
terally as follows :—

On the top of a wild height, ealled
Cowanscroft, where the lands of three
E:-:priewu meet all at one point, there

been, for long and many years,
the grave of a suicide, marked out by
a stone standing at the head, and an-
other at the feet. Often have I stood
musing over it myself, when & shep—
herd on one of the farms of which it
formed the extreme boundary, and
thinkinﬁlwhn& could induce a young
man, who had scarcely reached the
prime of life, to brave his Maker, and
rush into his presence by an act of his
own erring hand, and one 30 unnatu-
ral and preposterous; but it never
once occurred to me as an ebject of
curiosity, to dig up the m i
bones of the culprit, which I consider-
ed as the most revolting of all ohjects.
The thing was, however, done last
month, and a discovery made of one
of the greatest natural phenomenons
that I ever heard of in this country.

The little traditionary history that
a“lm‘ind’;;f this unfortunate youth, is

toge! a singular one. He was not
s native of the nor would he
ever tell from what place he came, but
he was remarkable for a deep, thought-
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fal, and sullen disposition. There was
nothing sgainst his character that any-
body knew of, and be had been a con-
siderable time in the place. The last
service he was in was with a Mr An-
derson of Eltrieve, who died about 100
years ago, and who had hired him du-
ring the summer to herd a stock of
y cattle in Eltrievs Hope. It hap-

one day in the month of Sep-
tember, that James Anderson, his mas-
ter's son, a boy then about ten years of
age, went with this young man to the
Hope one day, to divert himeself. The
herd bad his dinner with him ;
and, sbout oneo'cé:it, 'thn t}le boy
proposed going home, the former
pressed him very hard to stay and take
a share of his dinner ; but the boy re-
fused, for fear his parents might be

isg, ¢ Then if ye wiaua ntayuwi' me,
James, ye may depend on’t I'll cut my
throat afore ye come back again.”

I have heard it likewise reported,
buat ouly by ome person, that there had
besn some things stolen out of his
master's house a while before,
and that the boy had discovered a sil-

knife and fork, that was a Pmof

in a
frigheful position at'the side of

ame of Eldinhope hay.ricks. The dri-
ver'’s attention was riveted ou this
uncouth figure ; and as the
drove-road pessed at po great distance
from the spot, he first called, but re-
ing no answer, he went up to the
and behold it was the above-men-
young man, who had hung
hiwself in the hay rope that was tying
down the rick. This was accounted &
wounder, and every one ssid, if
devil had not assisted him, it was
have been
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in view, he could almost give Ais oath
that be saw two people engaged busily
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about the hay-rick, going round it and
round it, and he thought they were
dressing it. If this asseveration ap-
proximated at all to truth, it makes
this evident at least, that the unfortn-~
nate young man had hanged himself
after the man with the lambs came in
view. He was, however, quite dead
when he cut him down. He had fas-
tened two of the old hay ropes at the
bottom of therick on one side, (indeed
they are all fastened so when first laid
on, ) so that be had nothing to do bu
to loosen two of the ends on the other
side ; and these he tied in a knot round
his neck, and then, slackening his
knees, and letting himself lean down
gradually till the hay rope bore all his
weight, he contrived to put an end to
his existence in that way. Now the
fact is, that if you try all the ropes that
are thrown over all the outfield hay
ricks in Scotland, there is not one
among a thousand of them will bang
a colley that the manner of
this wretch’s death was rather a sin-
gular circumstance.

Early next morning Mr Anderson’s
servants went reluctsntly away, and,
taking an old blanket wita them for a
winding-sheet, they rolled up the bod
of the , first in his own plaid,
letting the hay-rope still remain about
his neck, and then rolling the old blank-
et over all, they. bare the loathed re-
mains away the distance of three miles
or 30 on spokes, to the top of Cowan’s
Croft, at the very point where the
Duke of Buccleuch’s land, the laird of
Drumelzier’s, and Lord Napier’s meet ;
and there they buried him, with all.
that he had on him and about him,
silver knife and fork and all together..
Thus far went tradition, and no one

ever disputed one jot of the disgusting
aral tale.

A nephew of that Mr Anderson’s,
who was with the hapless youth that
day he died, says, that, as far as he can
gather from the relstions of friends
that he remembers, and of that same
uncle in particulax, it is one hundred
and five years next month, (that is,
September 1893, ) since that event hap-
pened ; and I think it likely that this

v sandry other people, much ader

ut sun er peo) m
than he whom I have consulted, pre~
tend that it is &ix or seven years more.
They say they have heard that Mr
James Anderson was then a boy ten
years of age; that he lived to an old
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age, upwards of four score, and it is
two-and-forty years since he died.
Whichever way it may be, it was
about that period some way, of that
there is no doubt. Well, you will be
saying, that, excepting the sraall orna-
mental part of the devil and the hay-
rope, there is nothing at all of what
you wanted in this ugly traditional
tale. Stop a wee bit, my dear Sir
Christy. Dinna just cut afore the
int. Ye ken auld fools an’ young

s shouldna see things that are
half done. Stop ,iust a wee bit, ye
auld crusty, crippled, crabbit, editor
body, an’ I'll let ye see that the grand
phenomena of Nature's 8’ to come to

Yyet.

It 8o happened, sir, that two young
men, William Sheil and W. Sword,
were out on an adjoining height, this
summer, casting peats, and it came
into their heads to open that grave in
the wilderness, and see if there were
any of the hones of the suicide of
former ages and centuries remaining.
They did so, but opened only about
one of the grave, beginming at the
head and about the middle at the same
time. It was not long till they came
upon the old blanket,—I think they
said, not much more than a foot from
the surface. They tore that open, and
there was the hay-rope lying stretched
down alongst his Hreast so , that
they saw at first sight it was made of
risp, & sort of long sword-grass that

about marshes and the sides of
es. One of the young men zeized
the rope, and pulled by it, but the old
enchantment of the devil remained.
It would not break, and so he pulled
and pulled at it till behold the body
cmpe up into a sitting posture, with a
broad blue bonnet on its head, and its
plaid around it, as fresh as that day it
was laid in. I never heard of a pre-
servation so wonderful, if it be trueas
was related to me, for still I have not
had the curiosity to go and view the
body myself. The features were all 50
rlain, at an aequaintance might easi-
y have &m{ him;hQOne of th:h ﬁ
ace of the corpse with hi
ppe(:nd thumb, and the cheeks felt
quite soft and fleshy, but the dimples
remained, and did not ing out
3:in. He had fine yellow hair about
e inches long, but nota hair of it
could they pull out, till they cut part
of it -off with a knife. They also cut

A Scots Mummy.

[Aug.
off some portions of his clothes, which
were all quite fresh, and distributed
them among their acquaintances, send-
ing a portion to me among the rest, to
keep as natural curiosities. Several
gentlemen have in a manner forced me
to give them fragments of these en-
chanted garments; I have, however,
retained a small portion for you, which
I send along with this, being a piece
of his plaid, and another of his waist-
coat breast, which you will see are stili
as fresh as that day they were laid in
the grave. His broad blue bonnet was
sent to Edinburgh several weeks ago,
to the great regret of some gentlemen
connected with the land, who wished
to have it for a kecpsake. For my
part, fond as I am of blue bonnets,
and broad ones in particular, I declare
I durst not have worn that one. There
was nothing of the silver knife and
fork discovered, that I heard of, nor
was it very likely it should ; but it
would appear he had been very near
run of cash, which, I dare say, had
been the cause of his utter , for,
on searching his pockets, nothing was
found but old Seots i
These young men meeting with an-
other shepherd afterwards, his curi-
osity was so much excited, that they-
went and dﬁed uwp the curious re-
mains a second time, which was a pity,
as it is likely that by thése exposures
to the air, and from the impossibility
of burying it up again so closely as it
:asbefote, the flesh will now fall to
ast.

These are all the particalars that
I remember relating to this curi-
ous discovery ; and I am sure you will
confess that a very valuable receipt
may be drawn from it for the preser-
:;:!.u;:l o{ dead bo(‘hl‘les. If you should

ink of tryi e experiment on
yourself, youngnve nothing more to
do than hang yourself in & hay
which, by the by, is to be made
riq;; and: leave orders that you are to
be buried in & wild height, and I will
venture to predict, that though you
repose there for sges an inmate of
your mossy cell, of the cloud, and the
storm, you shall set up your head at
the last day as fresh as a moor-cock.
I remain, my worthy friend, yours
very truly,

Janes Hoea.
Altrieve Lalke, Aug. 1, 1823,



