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ON THE

LITERATURE OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY.

{ To Christopher North, Esq. the Editor of Blackwood's Magasine.

My pzar Cunisroruza,

Excusz me for addressing you by
10 endesring aterm,as I have had nei-
ther the pleasure nor the displeasure
of being ever acquainted with you ;
but as I understand that you intend

ing down alil the literary ideots

B Athons and Babel, by which cities I
you mean London and West-
m and us | have formed an in-
teation of doing the same myself,
mrely you and I should be dear to
wch other, engaged as we are in the
mme cause,  Pope, it is true, put
down all the scribblers of his age sin-
ge-banded, but would he have done
0 hed you or I been alive at the
time to become their advocates, and
prove that he himself was a mere
:ynar, a creature who had “ learn-

‘to erawl upon poetic feet,” and

rely fit to write such doggrel ns
* Number a hundred,” prefixed to the
:dl;umber of your Magarine, But,

n me, my dear fellow, I forgot
that this d yl was written by yo%?’-
wif. - But let this pass— Homer him-
wif bas nodded, and you who write
an enormous mass of matter
wonth, must surely write some

. t:‘of it half asleep. Besides the

m which 1t appears you
m;alptp:n’u the mn;pent, have a
most sbmui s effect, But to the
polat. You have determined to crush
all the ki ideots i London and
Westmiinster, for thus 1 interpret your
weining, and 1 have determivied to
dothe same. Now we must either
nhndinhmd or each other;

my motto is not,’ Auf Carsar

SE R e
rone, I canoot

s mperior, fadare

20l §dmit me as & partner in the

If, therefore;you will’

are too wise or too cautious to refuse
acceding to the friendly offer which I

now m to you, I feel it nec

to sscertain tﬂe principles by m
you intend to be guided in this grand
affair, for unless you and I agree

principles of a fixed and deﬁniulﬁ
racter, we shall be eternaily ot log-
gerheads, and instead of proving
others to be dunces, our want of har-
thony toay prove us dunces ourselves.)
At least the worid may iaugh at us for
uniting in a design where one of us is
eternally overturning the superstrue-
ture which the other has laid. A
divided house cannot stand, and if it
fall, we may be both buried under the
ruins. 1 shall, therefore, propose to
you what I consider most likely to
promote the interests of literatures,
and the extinction of that brood of
scribblers, . who infest the literary
world, and who, while they corrupt
good taste and good morals, create in
their stead that iutellectual anarchy
which now extendy the empire of
dullness to vast and fearful limits.
There are now, as there ever have
been, three distinct species of writers.
The first have instruction only for
their object ;—the second, acoording
to the precept of Horace, love to
mingle instruction with delight ;—and

the third, incapable of impl.runﬁ' LT
species of instruction or knowedgz
ranks above truisms or common

‘place ohservations, or, in other words,

any thing that is worth the ink with
which it is printed, seek merely to
make you laugh at their namby-pamby,
clap-trap, buffoonery snd literary
swaggening. To the ' first of these
cizsees belong all writers on science
md the arth. .Tll‘o th.- clase of
writers we owe not on e "es
:‘fl sﬁnence, but;.t‘hat- chned .gm

uxury, otium- cum dignitate
which the useful arts have introduced
into social and domestic life. These
writers -cannot do harm; whils m
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the two latter classes, because their
writiy inventions, sind discoveries,
are addresscd to the undemstanding,
rewsoning, and perceptive faculties
olohe; meither can they pervert
the understanding, because what-
cver  powers, euwergi abstrac-
tions, or combinations of ideas they
may be ohbliged to exercise, betore
they can produce any cuntemplated
offect, through the agenzeof art, or
the instrumentality of laws of
nature; we know nstuntly, when we
see the effect produced, whether it
be just as they describe it to be, or
wot, because in these cases, we are
slways guided by the testimony of
the senses, which can oo more de-
ceive the savaze than the philoso-
pher. ‘Fhere is no reasoning on mat-
ters of fact, so that peither he who
has produced the fact, can convince
us, by any power uf reasoning, that
he hus not produced it, nor can he
who has not produced it, persuade uy
that he has. We lhave no inter-
‘et in deceiving ourselves in matters
of science and experimental disco-
veries ; and even if we had, the tes-
timony of our senses is too powerful
f..r the doubts and besitations of sc. p-
ticism. We mnst believe, whether
we will or will not. This class of
writers, then, is always harmless, to
say the worst that can be said of them;
for thmnnot, like poets and ore-
tors, in & usurped reputation:
they casnot convince the world that

have discovered what they have
‘not discovered, nor pmdM what
they have not produced.  Neither
can they vitiate public taste, either in
writing of in thearts, for in neither are
‘they looked upon ss moduh, nor do
‘ wioet it.  With this class of

from them. ¥ they

‘dot do good, they cannot ‘posibly
do harm. R is true that tive same
‘davse which prevents them from vi
publc taste, prevents them

ing it. This is re-

wnd third tlasses

secondd clms, ws [ have ob-
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and promote our social happines ang
mwental delight.  But how i thy
plessure commnunicated ? It u ip the
resolution of this question that the
t secret of writing consigyg
"hings are sometimes pleasing in thei
own nature, sometimes from the myg,
ner, in which they are presented 1o
us, Where the things described o
extremely pleasing in themselves, the
only art required is to paiot them
simply ws they are, without additon
or subtraction.  Beauty, when us
adoroned is adorned the most.  Whe
can improve the Apolio of Belvidere,
or the Venus de Medicis, by giving
them a new attitude or & new ex
sion 7 Who would not diniinish ther
effect by removing any ideal blemish
which his imagination wmay discove
in them? What is then already bean
tiful, requires neither the clothing of
art, nor the nnagery of funcy, to give
it new charms; it is only where we
describe objects that are ot perfectly
beautiful 1 thewsclves, or wher
the beauty is veiled by some sce
dental diaguise, that we are obliged
to have recourse to the ad o
art, in order to remove the disguise,
or in the former case to steal frow
some other portion of nature—
from some beings of kindred mould,
but of more beautiful form or delr
cate hue, that grace or attraction
which gives the object we would
paint, nﬁ the elegance and simplicity
which had been denied to it by nature.
Hence it is, that the duice, the ples
sure, imparted hy writers, cousist
sometimes in the simple idea or co
ception, and sometimes in the
or manoer of describing it; so tha
eleﬁnnce of style, whatever some Jobs
Bull writers, who look to the sub
stance and not to the dress, may thisk
to the eontrary, is as ossentially nece
22'00 produce that pleasure, the
which Horaco prized not les
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grel .writers.  They are always sick
of good company; but whether you
are weary of me or not, I will dismiss
this second class of writers by saying,
that while they succeed in producin
that pleasure and instruction whic
they seck to produce, they are, in my
opinion, not only a legitimate class

writers, but the most agreeable
comppanivns which we meet with in
our wanderings through the moral
aod intellectual world.  They are
not, therefore, proper game for us:
fet us turn to the third class, «nd we
shatl find that they are the hornets
who consume the houey without cul-
lecting the sweets, and who conse-
guently ought to be all laid prostrate
Jong before the destroying angel of
mumber two hundred, brandishes his
faming sabre over their devoted
heads.

This class, as ! have already ob-

served, seck merely to make
you laugh at their clap-traps,
and buffoonery. The pleasure they
impart i not the handmaid of

Jastruction, and consequently they
m only the canaille, who throw
ction to the dogs. Hence, like

the butterfly, they are only beings of
day. Their gaudy colours attract
“Tor & moment, and the next moment
they are cast aside, and generally
perish in the fall. But even while
their novelty gives them a factitious
interest and importance, they are

ql{:n.ing only to children and fools.
‘ delicate eye of taste can never

rest upon their productions, and it
views them with averted glance, or
phjlosophic pity. But these gentle-

... men are not to be mortified by con-
-ty No, no, they are ‘better
versod in the tactics of literary war-

- fare nad fiterhry cunving.  They have
ys  the. laugh on lflcir own side,
 ptemps to say something clever,
imagioing they have succeeded ;
stare at you like the clown, with
face, if not of praise, at least
ory expectation. They laugh
4ir very sttempt at excellence,
] expeit you will laugh also to keep

o8B in countguance. This ju the
i u’h'gbt.o_f their ambition. If

h they know you are pleased;
Y srepleu«f. ,yenues

. :‘
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outdreﬂecting that thofi_re are differen dt
modes and species of plessure, an
that the maa m luughsu'diei; folly
to-day, will turn from it to-motrow
with disgust; whilst he always re-
turns to the refined pleasures of taste
and fancy with renewed delight.
Your mouncy is all they want, und
they have philosophy enough, or
cunning enough, to know that no man
but a fool pa ts with his money with-
out some equivalent. Accordingly,
fceling their own inability to make
you more wise, or more learned than
you are already, or ratber afraid of
cxposing their own absurdity by mak-
ing the uttempt, the only equivalent
they can give you for your two and
sixpence, or three and sixpence, is
that of muking you laugh st their
own absurdity, lite capers, and
high-sounding pretensions,  Is not
this a truth, Kit, which you know &y
experience? Do you not know that
more than half the world are fo ls,
and derive more plcasure from laugh-
ing at each others’ fully, than from
imbibing the wisdom of Solomon, or
the philosophy of Socrates.

Tuus les bommes sont faus

Et malgre wut leur sain,

11l ne different eutre eux,

Que du plus ou dv moins,

Now, my dear Kit, is it to be ea-
dured that these literary jack pud-
dings, who live solely eXposi
thetr own folly, should succeed‘awer
than you or I, who look down from
the proud eminence to which we
haye exalted ourselves, not only by
those stores of acquired and treasured
knowledge,which have been s0 Tndus-
triously collected, and so uy
dispenmk:ut 2ls0 by the bold, rest-
less, and daring energies of oug pative

genius, 8 genius tzahat mo ~nto
grace egance those rough

of sh crude, and.upwm
know which we had 30 labori-
ously and tardily collectad the

rust and dregs of antiguity. Wa onl
look to the prase cod s o
those whose esteem is

ambition, but they seek the
of the canaille, They gre.
lilmo be looked upop as foqls,
vi i g b thaip

aur
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most i ent, and you know better
than I do the irresistible and magic
effdct of impudence. Demosthenes
was aware of its power, and Bacon
stuibutes to its potent spell ail the
trivmphs of cratory. All pretenders
to literature, and to that species of
knowledge which is just placed be-
yond the ken of vulgar apprehension,
are perfectly harmless, however ig.
nomsat, unless these pretensions be
w;;l;oned by their impudence and
buBtoonery. The reason is very obvi-
ous: the greater portion of mankind
are naturally ignorant, at feast the
fancied perfectability of human rea-
son is yet a mere speculative hypo-
thedis, lor the radiance of science
and of universal knowledge sends
forth as yet no dawning ruys, no aus-
picious snd welcome harbingers of
1ta dazzling, cloud compelling, and
irradiating influence. As the great
bulk of mankind are therefore igno-
rant, partly from native indolence
and meontal imbecility, partly from
the sources of, and avenues to, know-
ledge being placed beyond their
reach, snd partly from their avoen-
tions in life requiring an exclusive
lg:vprt)prinl.iour::J their time and la.
bour, we are not to be surprised that
they are more liable to attend to
those literary quacks, who are placed
just one degree above themseives,
and who, from a koowledge of their
credulity, know they believe every
thing tgﬂ is dogmatically and un-
hesitatingly stated, without ever en.
quiting ioto the grounds of their
belief, than to writers who forget
their existence altogether, and ad-
dress themselves solely to minds of »
highar and sublimer order. It is
then our duty, as well ms our interest,
to extirpate this brood of literary
heretice from the face of the earth,
for you kmow well that dulness will
preserve her ancient right while they
are to exit; and what is
worse, Kit, you and I maust slumber
in the shade, while they are permitted
to vitiate public taste and public mo-
rele p for you know we bave too much
genius to write nonsense. and too
much greatness of soul and stub-
bernoess of principle to trate
those higher fu:urtiel with which
wyl melior metxrs has en-
on;l&nl - 'iethoud
y to

whew our wblimer sod diviner mu-
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sings will appear the freptied ebulfi.
tious of insanity. It is then only by
extirpating this class of writers thai
we can ever hope to gain the ear of
the public.- B{ the public T mesq
the majority of readers, for all men
are now-a-days readers of books, how.
ever ignorant of their contents,
These readers must naturally tum
over to us the moment their present
favourites rre extinguished; and the
consequence will be, that they must
either learn good sense, good taste,
good manners, and good morals, or
iay down their books, and rest con-
tent with their native ignorance,
Now this will be as it ought to be
for it is much safer to study from the
book of nature, than from the ¢
productions of those scribblers whom
we purpose to extinguish  But here
I should apologize for using the plu-
ral pronoun we, for as yet I am igno-
rant of the class of writers who are
to fall victims to the lightnings of
your fulminating wrath. I merely
suppose them to be the class whom
I have just described, for against
what other class could my worthy
friend turn his potent arms. It is
true, indeed, that [ should not hai.
tale to rank you with this doomed
and devoted tribe of scribblers, were
I to judge of you by the character of
the magazine which you conduct;
but as you tell us yourself that no
person has ever doubted your Literary
prowess, or your ability to strangle
alt literary pretenders, I can easly
rceive that having once sccured
ummortality by your writings, you
now take your rest, and leave the
conduct ofy your magazine to un-
disciplined and uninitiated under-
strappers, who travel in the same
road to fame with the scribblers whom
I have just desctibed. Let me tell
you, however, that highly as I valoe
your aid, and redoubtable 2s I e
teem you, no partnership shall ever’
be formed between you and me, un-
less you discharge those miscreants,
and evince your real for the extirps-
tion of dunces and the reformation
of literature by putting your own
shoulders to the wheel. [ really
think, Kit, that so far from attending”
to the editorship of your magasive,
you do ‘ot even rend it it
pmblgsbcd.‘l-:t B, in r:’u'mtli, et
stupid, ss laboured, and as
as the New Monthly. You know,
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Kit, the New Monthly is like the
mountain in labour, 1If it eanmot
hold of any thing grest in na-
ture, it flies to er-sireet, or some
of the squares, and lays hold of
something great in art. Mr. Camp-
bell, howeves, should recollect that,
sccording to Mr. Bowles, there is
nothing great or sublime in art, and
Mz, Bowles’s theory should hold good
untll the contrary is proved. gow
Mr, Campbell has attempted to prove
the contrary, but he has not suc-
ceeded, even aided as he was by the
genius of Lord Byron, and a host of
some other ten or a dozen writers
sod reviewers. Mr. Campbell then,
for decency’s sake.should avoid all
commerce with art. Such a com-
merce must always be attended with
j le associations, and remind
him not only of Bowles's triumph, but
teach him that while he draws his
images from art, he sinks from the
loft rﬁ.ona to which the descriptive
lnj etic muse had been supposed
to elevate him, and mingle witE the
areatures of every day life. Mr.
Campbell, however, seems to have
eptirely altered his opinion on the
sibject of the controversy between
kim and Mr. Bowles, and to think at
pessent that it matters not a rush
where or from wha_tdeugu:;e we de
rive our images, provi ey are in
themselves, or by some kind of asso-
clation connected with the bon ton
of fashionable life. He who is al-
ways talking of high life is supposed
to amsociate only with people in the
circles; and,asthe language of

this circle is the l.ngnnﬁofm and
i is a bore to them,

as na
the sublimer i and con-

ml: the muse lutely un-
8o neither can they en-
mmy novgltho;‘lﬁriod.ial that

jhet stuffad wi operas, mas-
querades, the theatre, Vauxhall, Carl-

WWLMmMe&
2.0y way of contrast, and as a fall

tq greatness, all the resorts of
d{t. pobility. %tg is nature
3&&0 art in the New Monthly;

Instead of being itted to
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scrapes,  contortions, and elegant
prostrations of Monsiour e, the
devil knows who, some French or
Italian protegée of the Duchess wnee,
but we must not use roai names, and
we hate mystery. If we cannot

out, we choose not to ot
all.  What a pity, Kit, that the New
Monthly should thus forsake all com-
merce with nature, and the human
mind, as it exists in rational and na-
tural society, to play such tricks, if
not before high heaven, at least be-
fore high people, ss to make any
perion who is acquainted with Tom
Campbell lament his fate, and those
who are not, to conceive him & dan-
ciog mester, or & master of cere.
monies,

But is there not in the whole range
of {ashionable life, and in all the va-
ried scenes of dissipation, affluence,
wretchedness, and reverses of fortune
that follow in its train, any thing to
relieve the tedium and nauses of the
hours that the distempered fop and the
fashionabie profli t:ke to recover
the exhaustion of their physical and
mentale nergies, but a drycatalogue of
fashionable and uaflashionable sureets
and ? Is there nothing to
amuse them but the residence of the
great? Or is the object of the Bdi-
tor merely to shew that he is intimate
with all the dashing, and fashionable
people in London ?  If so, I regret it
on his own account, both as an editor
and as a poet. Buch an intimacy
cannot exist without a complete sacri-
fice of his time; and, itisto
:.}tn’ils sl::lriﬁce, not to his unconquer-
abic laziness, as is generally supposed,
that we should attribute '.L

to fashionable follies
tastes, what will be the result ?
that neither those who write to in-
struct, nor those who love to mi
pleasure with instruction, will
read, and the republic of letters wi
be laid open to the devaststions and
impurities of scribbless alove. Scieace
must stand still for a moment.

$

“ Yeot, yut & moment one dim my of

And thea bail to great chaos aod eternal
night.
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With rd to instruction, with rd
tn principles of reasoning asd, 5:\01,
tion, regard to invention. discove-

ry,sndevery thing that expandsand im-
bues the mind with moral, physical,and
intellectoal knowledee, where are we
to look forit? Why in those few
works that frequently perish as soon
as they mmke their appearance, he-
cause their fame and circulation de-
pends, in the first instafice, ‘dn the
riodical works of the day, whether
eviews, Magazines, Journil, Chrov
nicles, Guzettes, Albung, Magnets,
or call-thems by whatever name oe
denomination l3‘r<:m will, far they all
ocemionslly take upon thewmselves the
ofies of reviewers. Now, Kit, need
we tell you, that when works of pro-
foubd erudition are sent afioat mnto
the wopld, they must sal between
Scyfla- and O s, while their
fame resty spon the periodicnl press,
whepe, if they be not engulphed,
“riss; mot by the press, but
n the wery teeth of its cenmwure,
or ‘wmid the affected slumbers of i
: md tilence. -And how could
it bd-etherwise? ork hed,
a new work is publis
! fwhry merit; the ml?-

fect i tengesge, style; oratery, phi-
w«. mebphz:::, mathe~
tublime, the tiful, the
plevisrediue, or ar;y‘othet subjoct that
o : thinking and ox«
mmﬂ Buppoee the suthor
dl"&b'io!;‘::be unknown tofotr]:ne
putitisffor-if he be not we must
dithes 'ih erropesirs estitmation, or a
:'rlm by chanee, of the influence
shul veview; in extending the circu~
tutiow’ ol ‘vhe -book ' emd - the fame of

3

2

the dather, 35 w writer ‘once cele
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it. He says nothing about it, lest he
oyld bis own ignorance b
qc:fmm&ng na lub"egt:‘t1 which he
does not understand. If, on the con.
tHary, there be some points or paw
sages in this work, as there must be
in every work of any length, which
comes within the little range of his
nicely selected and sprucety decorated
knowle#e he lays his claws on it
with off Hhé: tetaéity o a cat, and
seeks, with all the toil of laborious
dullness, to” provs. that ‘this poing o
this s either below medo-
crity io style or in mgyment, or, s
lenst, not equad ta what wight be ex. .
pected from a writer who. veggured,
on so hazardous -and arduous an ua.
derakdng. And why does he &7
Why, forsooth, because if he can cag.
vince yoa that he is acquainted with
any part of the work, he thinks voy
have a right to teke it for granted
that he is scquainted with the wholg, .
and could snalyse its most knely
and profound points with ectml ease,
What, then, hes such a wor. tom
bv the cooperatiow of the reviewets, .
who either totally neglect it, or rane |,
their owa reputation at its expense.
Had 'there heen no reviews, no flungy .
periodicals, this would not be the
¢ase. The public would then be
obfiged to judge and examine for
themeelves, and the result would al.
ways be favourshle to works of méri,
But it is now late, and I must
my leave of you, hoping to convinog
you in my next letter, that it is oaly -
works of merit thst suffer by the rsy
viewers; that works of no rmerit woald
die a natural death, had there ngt
beeh a reviewer in existence; and (s,
works of merit have nothing to{awy.,
éxoept fronr ignerant, s i ve,
viewers, .and the peciodical Priio:
Until then, beliave me to ba.as 2¢a
in ‘the cabse of literary - reforma
and: &5 veplete with' the ww
A
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