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epitome of the vital principle. The
other boy, standing up with the
Eitnhnr in his hand, and a crust of
read in his mouth, is scarcely less
‘excellent. His sulky, phlegmatic in-
difference speaks for itself. The com-
panion to this picture, 324, is also
very fine, Compared with these imi-
tations of nature, as faultless as t
are I!Firitnd, Murillo's Virging an
J\nﬁe s, however good in themselves,
Yook vapid, and even vulgar. A Child
Sleeping, by the same painter, is a
beautiful and masterly study.— No.
329, a Musical Party, by Glorgione,
is well worthy of the notice of the con-
noisseur.—No. 331, St. John preach-
ing in the Wilderness, by Guido, is an
extraordinary picture, and very un-
like this painter’s nsual manner. The
colour is as if the flesh had been
staived all over with brick-dust.
There Is, however, a wildness about
it which accords well with the sub-
Jeet, and the figure of 8. John is full
of grace and gusto.—No, 344, The
Moartyrdom of St. Sebastian, by the
same, I8 much finer, hoth as to
execution and expression. The face
is imbued with passion.—No. 345,
Portrait of a Man, by L. da Vinei, is
truly simple and grand, and at once
carries you back to that age.—Roors
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“They are like hard-ware toys.—
‘354, a Cardinal Messing a I{n

‘853,
by Annibal Caracei, iz an claborate,
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Merry Making, by Ostade, is fine;
but has little business where it is.
Yet it takes up very little room,—No.
347, Portrait of Mrs. NSiddons, in fhe
‘character of the Tragic Muse, by Sir
Joshua, appears to us to resemble
neither Mrs. Siddons, nor the Tragic
Muse. It is in a bastard style of art.

8ir Joshua had an importunate theo
of improving upon vature. He might
improve upon indifferent nature, gut
when he had got the finest, he thought
to improve upon that too, and anly
spoiled it—No. 349, The Firgin and
‘hitd, by Correggio, can O‘Ilé' be a
copy.—No. 332, The Judgment of
Paris, by Vanderwerf, is a picture,
and by a master, that we hate. He
always chooses for his subjects naked
figures of women, and tantalizes us
‘by making them of coloured ivory.
No

est, hr
P. Veronese, is dignified and pic-
turesque in the highest degrre.—%n.

;‘h Adoration of the Shepherds,

but not very successful performance.
-~ No. 356, Christ bearing My Cross,
by Morales, coneludes this list, and is
worthy to conclude it.

W. H.
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A CHARACTER OF THE LATE ELIA,

BY A FRIEND.

Tuis gentleman, who for some
months past had been in a declining
way, hath at length peaid his final
tribute to nature. He _rﬂ
enough (it was what he wished) to
see his papers collected into a volume,
The pages of the Loxvowy Maca-
zive will henceforth know him no
more,

“xactly at twelve last night his -
‘that much which I have heard ob-

queer spirit departed, and the bells
of Saint Bride's rang him out with
the old year. The mournful vibra-
tions were caught in the  dining
room of bis {riends T. and H. ; and
the company, assembled there to
welcome in another First of January,
checked their caronsals in mid-mirth,
and were silent. Janus wept. The
ﬁu:t!a P t, in @ whisper, signj-

eid his intention of deveting an
Elegy; and Allan ———, nobly
fuuﬁﬁﬂ of his countrymen’s wrongs,

ust lived long -

“called) that should be strange

vowed a Memoir to his manes, full
and friendly as a Tale of Lyddal-
CrOsA.

To say truth, it is time he were
gone. e humour of the thing, if
there was ever much in it, was

‘pretty well exhausted; and a two

years' and & half existence has been
a tolerable duration for a phantom.
I am now at liberty to comfess,

jected to my late friend’s writings
was well-founded. Crude they are,

‘1 grant you—a sort of unlicked, in-

condite things—villainously pranked
in an aﬁi&eleg array of antique modas
and phirases, They had not been Ads,
if they had been other than such;
and better it is, that a writer should
he natural in a self-pleasing quaint-
ness, than to affect a paturalness (so
to
him. = Egotistical they have been



=
t:;numﬂl some who did not
ow, that what he tells us, as of

himself, was often true only (histo-
rically) of another; as in his Fourth
Essay (to save many instances

where under the first person (his fa-
vourite figure) he shadows forth the
forlorn estate of a country-boy placed
at a London school, far from his
friends and counectious—in direct
opposition to his own early history.
—If it be e to imply and
twine with his own identity the
griefs and affections of another—
making himself many, or reducing
many unto hlmuelf—l.ﬁen is the skil-
ful novelist, who all along brings in
his hero, or heroine, speaking of
themselves, the greatest egotist of
all ; who yet has never, therefore,
been accused of that narrowness.
And how ghall the intenser drama-~
tist being faulty, who doubt-
less, uns:r cover of passion uttered
by another, oftentimes gives blame-
less vent to his most inward feelings,
and expresses his own story mo-

destly ?
My late friend was in many res-
pects a singular character. Those

‘who did not like him, hated him ;
and some, who once liked him, after-
wards became his bitterest haters.
The truth is, he gave himself too
little concern what he uttered, and
in whose presence. IHe observed
neither time nor place, and would
e'en out with what came uppermost.
With the severe religionist he would
pass for a free-thinker ; while the
other faction set him down for a
‘bigot, or persnaded themselves that
he beli his sentiments. Few
understood him ; and I am not cer-
tain that at all times he quite under-
stood himlet;f..n He too much af-
fected that dangerous figure—irony.
He sowed doubtful speeches, and
reaped plain, unequivocal hatred.—
He w interrupt the gravest dis-
cussion with some light jest; and
yet, perhaps, not quite irrelevant in
ears that could understand it. Your

and much talkers hated him.
The informal habit of his mind,
Jjoined to an inveterate hmpediment
of speechb, forbade him to be an
orator ; and he seemed determined
that wo one else should wplay that
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Eranger, sit s, and be susperted
etranger, sit silent, i ted
for an odd fellow ; till some l:f;’ﬁckj'
occasion provo it, he would stut-
ter out some senseless pun ‘nﬂt alto-
gether senseless perhaps, if rightly
taken), which has atnml)ed his cha-
racter for the evening. It was hit or
miss with him ; but nine times out
of ten, he contrived by this device
to send dway a whole company his
enemies. His conceptions rose {lnﬂ.
lier than his utterance, and his hap-
piest imprompius hod the appearance
of effort. He bas been accused of
trying to be witty, when in truth he
was but struggling to give his poor
thoughts articulation. He chose his
companions for some individuality of
character which they manifested.—
Hence, not many persons of science,
and few professed liferati, were of his
councils. They were, for the most part,
persons of an uncertain fortune ; and, -
as to such people commonly nothing is
more obnoxious than a gentleman of
settled (lhmlﬂl mndernteg‘!::lmme,
he passed with mest of t for a
great miser. To my knowledge this
was a mistake. His infimados, to
confess a truth, were in the world’s
e a ragged regiment. He found
them floating on the surfuce of so-
ciety ; and the colour, or something
else, in the weed pleased bim. The
burrs stuck to him-—but were
ood and loving burrs for that.
e never greatly cared for the societ
of what are called people. If
any of these were scandalised (and
ces were sure to arise), he could
not belp it. When be has been re-
monstrated with for not making more
concessions to the feelings cﬂ: good

people, he would retort by “H"T;
what one point did these
ever concede to him? He was tem-

rate in his meals and diversions,

nt always kept a little on this side
of abstemiousness. Only in the use
of the Indian weed he might be
thought a little excessive. He took
it, he would say, as a solvent of
speech. Marry—as the friendly va-
pour ascended, how his prattle
would curl up sometimes with ijt!
the ligaments, which tongue-tied
him, were loosened, and the stam-
merer proceeded a statist |
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to be found out. He felt the ap-
proaches of age; and while he pre-
tended to cling to lite, you saw how
slender were the ties left to Dbind
him. Discoursing with him latterly
on this subject, he expressed himself
with a pettishness, which 1 thought
unworthy of him. In our walks
about his suburban retreat (as he
called it) at Shacklewell, some chil-
dren belonging to a school of indus-
try had met us, and bowed il curt-
seyed, as he thought, in an especial
manner to him. * The{ take me for
a visiting governor,” he moutterad
earnestly. e had a horror, which
be carried to a foible, of looking like
any thing important and parochial.
He thought that he approached nearer
to that stamp daily. He had a ge-
neral aversion from being treated like
a grave or respectable character, and
kept a wary eye upon the advances of
age that should so entitle him. [le
bherded always, while it was pos-
sible, with penple younger than him-
self. He did not conform to the
march of time, but was dragged a-
Joog in the procession. His wanners

behind his years. He was
too much of the boy-man. "The fogu
wmirilis never sate gracefully on his
shoulders. The impressions of in-
fancy had burnt into him, and le re-
sented the impertinence of manhood.
These were weaknesses ; but such as
they were, they are a key to explicate
some of his writings.

He left little property behind him.
Of course, the little that is left
{chiefly in India bouds) devolves

his cousin Bridget. A few eri-
tical dissertations were found in his
esciutoire, which have been handed
over to the Editor of this Magazine,
in which it is to be hoped they will
appear, retaining his accus-

tomed signature.

He has himsell not obscurely
hinted that his employment lay in a

blic office. The gentlemen in the

port  department of the East
Inifia House will forgive me, it 1 ae-
knowledge the readiness with which
they assisted me in the retrieval of
his few manuseripts. They pointed
out in a most oblicing wmanver the
desk, at which e had been planted
for forty vears; showed me ponder-
ous tomes of figures, in his own re-
markably neat hand, which, mare
?r?)erly than his few printed tracts,
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might be called his ¢ Works.” They
svemed affectionate to his memory,
and universally commended his ex-
]:Erlut'li.'! in book-keeping. It scems
e was the luventor of some ledger,
which should combiue the precisiou
and certaivty of the [talian double-
entry (I think thev called it) with
the hrevity and facility of some newer
German system—bhbut I am not able
to uppreciate the worth of the disco-
very. 1 have often heard him ex-
press a warm regard for his asso-
ciates in office, aml bow fortunate he
cousidered himself in haviug his lot
thrown in amongst them. There is
more sense, wore discourse, wore
shrewdness, and even talent, among
these clerks (be would say) thau in
twice the number of authors by pro-
fession that I have conversed with.
He would brighten up sometimes
upon the < old days of the India
House,” when ke consorted with
Woudroffe, and Wissett, and Peter
Corbet (a descendant and worthy re-
presentative, bating  the point of
sanctity, of uld facetious bishop Cor-
bet), and Hoole who translated Tas-
so, and Bartlamy Drown whose
father (God asseil him therefore) mo-
demmized Walton—mud sly warm-
hearted ol Jack Cole (Iing Cole
they ealled him in those days), and
Cumpe, and Fombelle—and & world
of choice spirits, more than I can re-
member to none, who associated in
those days with Jack Burrell (the
bor pivant of the Sonth Sea House),
and little Eyton (said to be a jue
simile of Pope—he was a miniature
of a gentlenian) that was cashier
under him, amd Duan Voight of the
Custom House that left the famous
library.

Well, Elia is gone—for aught I
know, to be reunited with them—
and these poor traces of his pen are
all we have to show for it. How [it-
tle survives of the wordicst authors !
Of all they said or did in their life-
time, a few glittering words only!
His Essavs found soive favourers, as
they appeared separately ; they shuf-
fledd their way in the crowd well
enough singly ; how they will 2end,
now they are brought together, is a

uestion for the publishers, who have
Itlllus ventured to draw ont into one

picce his  weaved-up follies.”
Puii-Evis.
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