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come worst off... His attentlon was wholly « Prince. T do not-know him,

directed 'tq the’ youngest Schulin, who ap- * * Author. Your llighness has not yet,

pearéd to’indulge a wilful mood, by tea- I presume, begun 0 read English.

sing the Prince, and telling him that he “ Prigce. No. 1have not. '

might rest satisfied with what ho had got. Author. But French?

The Prince, on the other hand, highly co- ¢ Prince, O yes! L
louring; told hiny that he had.got enough, ¢ Author. Your Highness is probably
held a short twig to Schulins nose, and did o great Frenchman? * e
all that he could to provoke axenewal of the = < Prince.~ No, indecd, T am not, * -

combat.i!- At last the Prince’s tutor called % Author. And shall T telt you, that
his attention to the drawings for this work.:  you never will be. -

seemed 0. buiorest and plessc him. ¢ Prince. (Smiling, and lonking ut e
g at the view of the Sound, the with earncstness.y Iow so ? aﬁdlv Lo

The
Loo

Sy

Prince demanded, ¢ Pray, what is the ¢ .uthor. You are too fond of the sca,
meaning of the little flag on the fore-top as T have been told by a naval friend of

of the guard-ship #°

mine.

& Anghor” When that is flying shipy  © Prince. (With enthusiasmi.) Yes ! b

King of Denmark. - ,

need not strike their flags and mm% to the do love the sea.

¢ The Prince fooked ‘over the other

“ Prigee. What! must ships ‘strike drawing, and then proceeded to his care
mumwgm_.gﬂr&e?mﬂmam.om Denmark 7 riage, which was &Mﬂd up to the grand
¢ Author.: nw_mw,.B:mn,. do more: ‘the entrance of the palace. As lie was going
captains, re obliged to come on shore, and - te step into the carriage, he: pulled off his
pay & toll ta the King of Denmark, The hat, and, making a polite bow, exclaimed,
other day, an English ship, witha cargoof ¢ I thank yon much, sir, for the sight of

cotton twist, paid L.1500 in toll

those beautiful drawings ; I hope they will

"¢ Prince, Indeed ! that was a fine ship, like them in England, and 1 wish you &

1 wish such an one would come every day. prosperous voysge.

But how is it that ships pay this toli ?

13
-

 Author. They do so to refund the ex- ‘We have now discharped a public-

penses his. Danish Majesty incurs on ac- duty, in calling the attention of the
count of lighthouses, beacoris, &c. . It s literary world thus early to a work

an old custon;’of which the English, in -~ Which is undoubtedly destined'to ren- |

particular; wré, very: fond.: The® English - der the name of ita:author iminortal,

mariners are very partial to Holland's gin,

‘We once more call upon Mr Feldberg

which they get cheap, and in great perfec-  to proceed fearlessly in ‘his high
vt they get cheap, 8  pert ! y in his high ca-
wﬁugw%uw. .uﬂ..mna. they. buy knick- yeer, till he reaches the goal of glory
vsgwﬂmﬁ.se—. 5 M._:. Eﬂa and iswest-  angd of fame, to which the completion
ta;-and, the passengers have an 0ppOr~" of Lhis labours must inevitably conduet

tunity of visiting Hamlet’s Garden.

% Prigcs, Hamlet's Garden ! Where is

that. ;
“ Author, Close to Elsinore.
“« Prince, Who is Hamlet ?

¢ Aduthor.” According to Shakespeare,

themost accomplished prince Denmark ever splendid success,

him. We shall not fail to give our
readers due notice of the future pro-
gress of a work, of which it woul ‘be
unjust to the discernment of the pub-
lic to augur any thing but the most:

produced. .
The e bt .- - . o
¥ il oo+, WHY ANE POETS TNDIFFRRENT cuitics? R
Mz Epitox, to ‘Troilus and Cressida, and Mr Pope,

. APugvariorum notes on Shakespeare
g reading, and have pro-

haveconcurred in thinking, that Shake-

- speare produced this long passage with

are
hably: been:the cause of many 2 man’s- design to ridicule and expese the bom--

looking ‘into ‘the works of the great
poet, who wotld never have troubled
them from-pure love of the sublime or
pathetie. * It ‘is not; then, too much,
perhepi, to presume, thatimost gence
ral readers will pretty well recollect
Warburton’s elaborate note on the
players’ speech in Hamlet, as well as
?&S:%Ssaoéwﬁwimgmneoin%
it is.appended. “ The greatest poct
of this and the last age,” says War-
burton, #Mr Dryden, in the preface

¥

- bast of the play from whence it was:
taken, and that Flamlet’s commenda~

tion of it is purely ironical. . This is:-

become the general opinion. I think”
just otherwise; ond that it was given
with commendation, to upbraid the
false taste of the audience of that time,
which would net suffer them to do
justice to the simplicity and sublime of
this production,” Warburten goes on, -
as usual, through a variety of ingeni--
ous and unsatisfactory argwments in
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.anmort of his opiufon; but T must whether Intuitively or by a eerles of -
wﬁmm M:: in his Hm—oaaﬁmmon I.sm in- acts cwnrm.caznﬁa&..&—_m. filled and ga-
clined for the 1ost part to agree. Not turated with the mm_.umwné?.nr springs
that 1 can bring myself to think, as he from some favourite poetical style.
does, the style of the speech a good THis style must be Aés own 5 and 1t is
style, nor that his reasoning, a3 to only by the perfect non:._qeraun_m?”
what Hamlect seys of it, however sub-~ and intense admiration of its peculia=:
tle, appears to me at all convineing ; rities and its beautics, Eﬁ_ﬂ:_.cﬁ_ E.:é..
but because it is very possible that become an original poct. I'his feeling
Shakespeare may have been fond of of delight, in a particular style of dom_“..ﬂ
the lines, although they arc not good ry, may bave arisen, a8 it po doubt
in any point of view. Nor is it impro~ often arises, uneonsciously. The npum-~
bable that he was so. 'That Lie him. berless steps, of perception after per-
gelf wrote them, there cannot, I think, ception, and of associetlon after asso-
be much doubt. The Shakespearian ciation, may have been originally so
vein shews itself here and there. The imperceptible, or so noiﬁnn&w for~
style, indeed, exhibits much more of gotten ultimately, as to give the whaole
his nerve and mannerthanthat of seme  process the appearance of instinct,—or
of the plays which are attributed to 1t may have been o decided creation
him. Titus Andronicus, for instance, of the E_@awﬂ»u&um. Tt .nuy have
which it is a wonder, by the bye, that oririnated in the nicest discrimination
the critics haveneverattributed to Mar- - an the most Hﬁo.mc..-.zm.ms.&ﬁz. It
Tow, for the turn of the versification, may have been artificial in its concep~
and the atrocity of the characters, are tion, in its birth, and in ity esscnee.
in cxact keeping with the © Jew of Still the style modcwuwm onﬂrmuﬁo be
Malta.”—But that the playere’ speech truly the < chosen one” the only be-
is not turgid, and in bad taste, and as loved ;” and the modes of choice-can

anlike the style 'of the ancients as only differ as the romantic'* love-at .

« Hyperion to o sat; r,” Warburton first sight” of the stripling differs from

will succeed in persuading few readers. the gradual and intelligent affection of
His parallel quotations, 38 he would the man. T
have them thought, from Troilus and  Under the first suppositi::. it is near=
Cressida, and from Anthony and Cleo- ly impossible to imagine thot a mind,
patra, areutterly worthless ; the piece, influenced b ‘such exclusive and deep-
in which the first occurs, is only half ly-seated feclings, should not be dis-
in earnest throughout; and the last qualified im artially to compure the ef-
nobody but Warburton would have fusionswhich produce 903“5.?2&5
produced us a similur passage. still which do not. In the second instance,
Shakespeare may haveliked the players’ it is difficult toimagine this, When we
speech, though lie never wrote it,as the have long and steadily preferred -any
learned doctor supposes, in imitation of thing, ﬁﬂéw in poetry, that pre-
the ancients ; as o plager, itis the very ference, almost ﬁanﬁmﬁnwmm&uﬁ? (or
thing that he saanw be likely to deem if the SH.E..EEmwmmb improves into'a
atiractive ; and poets are, in truth, sort of amiable but unre: sonable do-

seldom good eritics, that is to say great 1age. "T'he lover may be Diought to 0wz *

poets are seldom judicious critios of thathis mistressis, in the mummgnr..wn,-m
poetry. Nor is it natura} that they handsome than some other woiman;
should be, for which the reasons are but he cannot practically think that she
tolerably obvious. ) is 50, because he cannot feel that she is
Whether poets are inspired beings so. Her name must cver be to his ears
or not, does not much alter the bear- ¢ more musical than is Apollo’slute,
ings of this question. We have, to be mmn.rm_‘: play what tune he pleases. As
sure, their own word for it that they it is in love, sois it poetry. ‘Weare
are, and they should know best, as infatuated with a word, 2 very mon.E_.
Count Caylus argued when he assured The poct may exclaim, © W hat's in 3
his officions ghostly advisers, to their name I as long as he will, butit1s.2
great perplexity, that he had 1o soul. mistake to say that, to thie poct,
But then the word of a poet is none of “ A coso -
the most credible, especially upen sub- g y any other name would smell asweet”—
jeets like these, Be this as it may, o
however, still it is impossible to cou- 1t would not do so- .,.w )
ccive of a great poct but as beivg, liow a wind impregnated with suc
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wlfiige should Judge truly o?&e MET
i¢al 18 inoomprehensible, A jaun iced
eye might ss well distinguish colours.
In order to judge of poetry, according
to Burne’s indignant expression, Wy
the square and rule,” & poet must dis-
misw for the acession that < in which
g Lives,” which, “is his life.” He
must go ouk of the very element in
which he breathes to inhale some new-
ly.discovered gas. He must ghuffle off
patare,and commithigh treason against
tha.very bent and constitution of his
goul and intellect. < He must divide
and, go. to huffets with himself—

% m_.. :ﬁa-g&nm.nsﬁ.a&"saﬁg
el

iy

o4 to sit-down and eoolly examine
hs ?Eﬁm&:s& arouses his finest
wions, aud act the unbiassed judge in
i tause a8 to which he has been full of
.wi:&ﬁ from the very hour of his
bixth; that thestruggleto gothroughso
unnatural a task as this,shouldoceasion
all sorts of extremes and absurdities is
notextraordinary. Poeticalcriticismde-
mands other than poetical nerves. ¢ is
gne man's calling 10 create o besutiful
metaphor, and another’s to dissectit. It
is for your cold-blooded experimental-
‘ist to stare & simile gutof countenance,
~'pn, pretence of critieising the regularity
of 1ts features, or to meke moutha at
‘thie pathatic, under a pretext of subject-
‘ingit to the test of ri jcule, as anurchin
rins in your face in the hope of ma-
king you us ridiculous as himself.
" Of the fact of good poets being, in
general, bad crities, the instances are
* as plenty as blackberries.” His lord-
ghip of Byron is oneof the most modern
and emineht examples. This is appa-
rent,” not ouly in the recent Bow.
Controversy—to which one wonders at
~ those who are no:.w._”rﬂ he ¢ conde-
scends,” for it is highly witty and amu-

* #ing, snd cannot hurt his reputation as

& peet. with any one who has common
sense,~but may be, more or less, de-
tected in many other transactions of
his life. “Bjron is truly a poct by ins
" tnition.  In his qusma poems, that
tepdency to sane choly, and to the
depicting the darker passions, which
has all alon characterized him, is de-
cidedly developed. He waa then too

" young to suffer it to take buch complete

.
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possession of him-as it has sigee done,. .

nor had he then sttained to that ner-
vous ptrength, cither of thought on
language, which imparisa double force;
to his misanthropical reflections. He
accordingly wrote less from his own
idess of style and subject then from
those of others ; and whenever Lord
Byron has been an imitator, he has, in;
one or other sense of the word, failed.
With a predisposition, thus early, to-
wards a certain style dnd colouring of
thought, his judgment has been con-
stantly overpowered by the peculiarities
of his peetical temperament. This is
evident even in what he has said. re-
cting the Elgin marbles ; difference
opinion is common, but there hins
been noimensute in his wrath. He will
find very few to join him in his exag~
gerated 1"5.5@3@ of the noble co-
noissear, for rescuing these exquisite
remains from the hands of Time and
the Turk. The only pity is that it had
not been done five hundred years
sooner. But the eye of Byron had seen
these unmatched mocw%n&.mm in their
original situation ; and he Joved them
with the enthusiasm of a poet.* With
such feelings it were in vain to resson.
Talk of atility or expediency I we
might us well ﬁwﬂg the lover to cut
off his mistress's beautiful hair to pre-
vent it coming out, or draw her front-
teeth to preserve the rest from caries.
His opinions on poetry, even when
he has endeavoured to rest them on
first principles, or logical deductions,
seem to have veered and varied all his
life ; and with his o inions, variable
as &6« ‘have been, his practice has
enerally contrived to be inconsistent.
n his criticismain the satire of “Eng~
lish Bards and Scotch. Reviewers,”
aven when they are not war] ed by
irritated passions, it would be ifficult
to shew any one rule to which he has
adhered throughout ; if there be any,
it is the rule of contrariety. His imita~
tions have not been less inconsistent,
nor less unfortunate, They are, how-
ever, often fortunately unfortunate,
Unfortunate in not being like the style
imitated, and fortunate in being bet-
ter. The versification, for instance,
of the ¢ Bride of Abydos” is clearly
intended to resemble that of Sir Wal-

tet Scott,~~whose poems, by the bye,

- . This is not correct. ‘The marbles were removed from the Parthenon c.nmeuﬂu. his

Jardship vigited Athens.—C. N.
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he had ridiculed,~but it js more con-
denged and more corxect. than, that of
Sir Walter. Again, he has nearly
spoiled the third canto of ¢ Childe
Harold,” by mixing some unintelli-
gible mysticism, about mountains and
storms, with his own vigorous and
well defined conceptions, under an
jdea that he wasziv ing Wordsworth,

« When Southey’s read, and ‘Wordsworth
understood,

1 can't help putting in my clsim to
.—u-.&_un..-

Don Juaw.
The controversy with Bowles is a0~
pther instance of the work which po-
etical preposscssions make with the
critical mﬁm%.”wﬁ of 8 poet. J.ord By-
ron may persuade himself, if he cany,
that Pope is, after all, the greatest of
ts—and that he thinks him 60 3 but
¢ shall not persuade the public to
believe either of these propositions, for

" ll the syllogisms that he has yet put

forth. In truth, it is ten to one but
he hates Pope and his poetry from the
very bottom of his soul, and if he were
to make an affidavit of the nous.ﬁm
to-morrow, the question would st
remain where it was. Hels, in fact,
the dupe of his own feclings. Aware of
the occasional hollowness—the soine=
time extravagance, of those buxsts of
exalted poetry, which are congenial
and natura! to his own mind, he dis-
trusts himself, Suchpoetry is an every=
day feeling with him, and he tires of
himeelf. Like the benk, he can com=
mend an unlimited issue of his own
coin, and he depreciates himself, With
these feelings, he endeavours to erect
an artificial standard of merit, in di-
rect opposition to that which ?N\.R.w
to be the true standard, and, in oing
um. he has, _me.. Iack of better, mo%% -
ed upon the precious piece o ic,
%»ew.ogsﬁmﬁﬁam nwm the w%mu of
studies, and Pope has written moral
essays in Thyme, therefore Pope is the
best of poets. He might as well say,
that because mahogany is the best of
woods, therefore an om» to Honduras
roust exceed all possible odes to any
ﬁ”m&z& collection of trecs; or, that
cause the prospect of Eton is the
best of prospects, and Eton the best
of colleges, therefore, Gray's ode Toust
be the best that could be written on
the Prospect of a College. If reasoning
like this may hold, the celebrated me-
irical version of the Holy Scriptures
deposited in the University library at

WY GrG L oLed saggy e v =

Glasgaw, tut mhish the woridy pro-
fessors are 80 atrsogely. &#&%ﬁﬁﬁ.
must be, to all Christian regders, .the
aragon of ail earthly poetry,~—that is,
mﬁ gw_w Mw._%umﬂmc. _ Msvww-_ mind
gifted like that of the guthor 'Childe -
Harold, should prefer Pope, é
witty, and elegant as he is, to Shako=.
e, to Milton, or to himeelf, apd
or such a Teason as this, is next to
w_ﬂwomaﬁm.l...%nﬁ we must believe this
ore we can put faith in Lord, By~
ron's criticism. T
Lord Byron has been mentioned first
ga being perhaps the most notariovns
instance of the principle which these
remarks are intended to enforce. Cor-
roborative examples, however, aresuf-
ficientlyabundant, Milton, like Byron,
scemns to have been born a peet, Eocmw_“
to his native loftiness and fire, he
uwwa.i%p all the majestic and fanci-
f

aceawhich a profound knowledge
of om.i try could afford him. His
genius gvidently to the higher
beauties of poetry,—tothe sublime and

%m?%mﬂa.unﬁg E‘..wn.dws.wmw‘.
the ingenious, or the elegant. ° ike
Byron, however, Milton is known to
have preferred_the wotks of one, the
tendencies of whose genius were as op~
posite to those of his own, aa cant well
be conceived. Cowley, the quaint,
the En.ﬁwwua&. the artificial Cowley,
was the favourite of Milton, who pre-
farred him to Dryden. Dryden, Ro-
chester, and the rest of King Charles
the Second’s pet poets, however, Yew
turned the compliment, and ‘were in-
judicious enough to express their con-
tempt of Milton, whose Paradise Lost
-was characterized amongstthe courtiers
as &  dull poem,” by one Milton, a
blizd old rebel, who been Latin
secretary to Cromwell, and narrowly
escaped hanging at the Restoration,
which, if he had not, they scem to
have thought would havebecn no great
matter for regret. = )

Pope is another instance of the ina-
bility of great m._oﬁm to become good
critics. He is the poet of good sense,
wit, and judgment. His style, how=
ever, is plainly the effect of intense
Jabour. Its polish is the result of ve-
peated touches, and its corregtness; of
anxious and perpetual pruning. A'ge-
nius like that of Pope could not cof-
dially relish the natural ind luxurious
freedom of the older poets. Their
thoughts rushed on like the stream of
s mountain torrent, whilst his fowed
on with the cquable current of a ca-
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sible that he Mrz Dehn, were esentially commone
rorks of men  pluce, and he, like them, n_vwmw umEEmen
enjoy them. able for theart of unravelling plots, or
ecord thathe contrasting characters, After mmw.wnm
Ben Jonson, that Fieel-street was his favourite pro-
. His sen= spect, it was natural to expect- that he
it he was 3 should run down Pastorals. The poet
-sense”—bhut of * London” was not likely to re-
nost mn.oumwu. lish 'T'asso, Guarini, or Allan Ramsay.
1kespenre 13 Nor wes he s very fair judge of Qs
r-published, sian, or even Dr Percy's ballads, = .
wions, _qo_z.".. , Amongst the living poets the same
Warburton’s intempcrate judgments are daily ma-
mﬁ&& sworst nifested. Byron, * in his own despite,”
y and woe- sets up Pope for a model ; deprecates
canzonet oc« cant in one breath, and cants about
toore’s Irish, morals in'the next. Percy Shelley, and
8, could not  the rest of the school o»«  natarals,”
“‘Theobald, gibe at the ¢ artifice” and *sing song™
' Punciad— of Pope,'and are in love with the un-’
called him, intelligible beauties of Chaucer, ma-
Syzmw:w fal- king out in the excesses of their m—.m&u,
plet %z_w_m “ All discord, harmony—not understood.”
iy on Criti- 1Nay, there was Leigh Hunt, the other

Stise it. day, _Hc"..mwmm.:vo:w%m exquisite pro-
. nunciation of ‘* tobacen,” as a rhyme
» themaelves, Mcz.nm wn_.c.:..lgﬂgcnuwmmssm ::wﬂ.
ce Q€ avowing his fondness, to the
E,.psmﬂam_.r Eczmmnnaon of all those who feel mouw.
Pope’s'and at the jokes lutely played ot on-the
kespeare, is peculiarities  of: what- s termed ‘the
axim. “¢ Cockney School of Poetry.”* -The
er our own Lake poets sneer at every body, and if
wryopinions Dr Southey be not careful with his
ce Walpole, hexameters, they run some risk of a
rowness in  return. Indeed, the Laureat’s  Spe-
.Mw predict-  cimens” of English Poetry are in them-
ally, disco~  selves no bad specimen of that perverse
the young singularity of judgment which haunts
paucity of the tribe of poets ; nor is Mr Camp-
neelt were bell’s selections without some tenden-
: preferred. cies of this sort, though more judicious
passage in than Southey’s. Sir Whlter Scott’s
ide, to be confirmed predilection for antiquarizn
: than any -description, and heroes who *“cannot
nd Horace spell,” is well known ; and to complete
—uw him ge-  the list, this infirmity of judgment, so
ramatists fatal togreat poets, is apparent cven in
the Doctor the venerable father of ¢ The Leg of
& from the Mutton School,” who, it is plain, must
admirable have taken the hint of praising all his
e become great dining acquaintance from Pope's
by ENEm idea of writing * panegyrics on all the
ssege trom  kings in Europe,” unmindful that the
:n of his plan was, upon second thoughts, aban-
ent, “who doned by its originel and equally il-
ale of the lustrious author.
re’s mate- - In this principle may be found the
-atlivre, or  origin of that ..m:g habit more or

.;o Works of Charles wae.‘.mmnamanﬁ.
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less coramon to all nations, of depre~..
cinting -each other’s literature, aud
especially poetical literature.

-'A nation, like a poet; mecessaril
lios a favourite style;. the natio
style is ounly more extended than that
of the individual,. Any national stand-
ard of taste must, of course, be to the

nation that owns it, a3 near perfection

as possitile ; and because one people is.
incapable of entering into some of the
peculior feclings of another, - these
feclings are ridiculed, or even denied
to exist. ‘Thus the French, bigotted
to the dramatic unitics, and believing
that nature and Aristotle are the same,
designate the works of Shakespeare,
€ monstrous farces.” And when Lord
Byron, in his Don Juan, first fairly
introduced into Iinglish literature that
fantasticmixture of the serious and co-
mic, in which Pulei, and some of the
other precursors of Ariosto, and Ari-
osto himself delighted, many of our
horror-stricken critics imagined, that

the noble poet sat deliberately down to -

insult and confound the best feelings
of our nature. Theirvery hair stood
on cnd at such couplets as,
< They grieved for those that ‘perish'd
with the cutter,
And likewise for the bisquit.casks and
butter.” .

So difficult is it to reconcile one’s self
at first to any thing that is in.opposi-.
tion to apreconceived standard of taste.
The Edinburgh Review has lately let
itsclf down, by shewing some feelings
of this sort with respect to French li-
terature ; but it is most apparent in
our dramatic criticisms, which go be-
yond all bounds in expressing contempt
forthevery oppesite styles of our neighe

mot great genius, might have beei'ex«:

cendantly unjust,:and divertiugly ims,
pudent, that it is. impossible'to help gi~,
vingit, oncefor all, especiallyus it comes®
from a quarter in which'good sense, if"

pected. It ia the prefatory address pren;
fixed to Shadwell’s ©* Miser,” which.,

commences thus: wt

“ Reader, the ‘foundation of thid?

play I took from one of Meotiere’s, cll-
ed L'Avare; but that having too few
persons, and too little action for an-
Lnglish theatre, 1 added to both so
-much that I may call more than half
of this play my own, and I think I may
say, without vanity, that Moliere's part
has not suffered in my hand ; nor did
1 ever know a French comedy made use
of by theworst of our poets, that was not
betered by 'om. *'Lis not barreancas of
wit or invention that makes us horrow
from the Freneh, but laziness— ; and
thig was the occasion of my making use
of L’ Avare ! —Poor Moliere 1.1t is dif-
ficult to read such things asthis with«
out thinking of Priorswell-known epi-
gram,— Ned” had probably hit up-
on this sally of Shadwell's,. amongst
his other Wgomm of the absurdities of
poets ; and could his “ inverted rule,”
a8 Prior wishes, .
# Prove every fool to be a poet,”

T am not inclined to think he would
have turned out half so great a one as
the mwmm.pua and witty epigrammatist.
It may be abserved, in conclust i, that
Prior himself was one of the rmany
poets who have preferred ‘their worst
work. As Milton doated upon ¢ Pa-
“radise Regained,” so' Prior'was enrap-
 tured smﬁm his prosing poem of * So-
lomon,” and is said to have been highl
vexed on hearing that some ome rwm

bours. 1tis hardly necessary toinstance  put it below the humorous and exqui=
any particular passage; but a specimen  site Alma.” e
occurred to me the other day, so trans. - T D,

Wz have inserted this ingenious paper, on account of its Jitezary 1nerits ;
but we must take leave to enter our protest against the docirine which the au-
thor attempts to inculcate.—We think it indisputable, in so much a8 poetry
is an art, that poets, like other artists, must be the best judges of each other’s
skill. In what, therefore, relates to the rhythm, the construction of the verse,
and to the melody of the numbers, a poet, we conceive, must necessarily be a
better judge than any ordinary critic, precisely as a painter is 2 better judge of
pictures, that is, of the style, the drawing, and the colouring, than any ordi-

We think it is paradoxical, thercfore, to deny the superiority

nary spectator.
to the

of a poct’s critical judgment ;—and we think so too with respect even
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ment of poesy i Tikel
element of iteclf, The taste of & gay and jovisl Anacreon, is not likely
&pwmw the same delight in the solemn and serious compositions of s Milton, 8
Danté, or s Byron, that he would in those of & Moore : but it does not gure-
Iy follow, that be ié less judge of poetry than the eritic wha does not possese
the same delicacy of tact in any class of the art. We donot, however, wish to

ter nto a controversy on, the subject, but merely to give a caveat against the
principle assumed by our Tespected correspondent.—C. N.]

R ... GRACIOUS RAIN.

“mpx east wind has whistled for many s day,

#il 0+ Qgre and winwry o'er Summer's domain ;
565 | Amd' the sun, muffled up in & dull robe of grey,
M € 7Y ook’ puilenly down en the plain.

-3 N B T R R T
g _ _.m?,,.?ﬂm,._u tterfly folded her wings asif dead,
L BN, %nd._ -e'ex the full mﬁﬂs&ﬂbo". oo
; AR over Ahrank inward, or hung down its head

'a young esrt, grief struck dn its prime.”
. %889 %Y too shrunk and shiver'd, and eyed the cold earth, " -
..mr. 3+ The cold rmﬁﬂﬁu with comfortless looks; 7

* And T listen’d in"vain, for the summer bird's Eﬁm__u

+"And the music of rain-plenish’d brooks.
Bt Io! while  listen'd, down heavily dropt
i+ 1A few tears, from a low-sailing cloud ! .
o H.Em_m and slow they descended ; then thicken’d~then stopt — -
Then pour'd down abundant and loud. ST
.. Oh, the rapture of beauty, of sweetness, of sound,
" That succeeded Eﬁmo?m&oﬁu&u_
" 4With laughter and m:%um e yallies rang round,
"/ Andthe little bills shouted again.
. The wind sunk away, like a &Rumum child’s breath;
“The pavilion of clouds was unfur d;,
. And the sun, like a mﬁr triumphant o'er desth,
. Smiled out on this beautiful world | :

.“.._..,,..,‘ouuw:vawﬁﬂgﬁoan_lmznrw&uamo wamuﬁuﬂnoz%;..._..,
' " By those few blessed drops.—Oh! the ssme. - - - s
On some cold stony heart might be work'd too (methought,}

.- Sunk in guilt, but not genseless of shame, - - :

\

“itiy

e e g g

St . Toueh'd its xrhaps the grain.

=% “loigt 'was sown there am%w_,ooe&..go:my lohg seeming dead; i
et Might shoot up and flourish again. . . -

7 . e

v And ile of the virtuous, like sunshine from heaven,
.. Might chase the dark clouds of despeir, I
And remorse, when the r s flinty surface was riven,
* Might gush out, and soften all there. . - .
Oh! to work such a change—b ’s grace to recal
A goul from the:death-sleep—to this!
To this joy that the angels partake, what wcre sll )
That the worldly and eensual call bliss?
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A MOTHER'S DIRGE OVER HER CHILD,

Brinc me flowers all young and sweet,
That 1 may strew the winding sheet, o o
Where calin thou sleepest, baby fair, o
With roseless cheek, and auburn hair!

Bring me the rosematy, whose breath
Perfumed the wild and desart heath ;
The lily of the vale, which, too,

In silence and in beauty grew.

Bring cypress: from some sunless spot,
Bring me the blue forget-me-not,

That I may strew them o'er thy bier

With long-drawn sigh, and gushing tear!

Oh what upon this earth doth prove
So stedfast as o mother's love!

Oh what on earth can bring relief,
Or solace, to a mother’s grief !

No more, my baby, shalt thou lie - o
With drowsy smile, and half giut eye,” « .0
Pillow'd upen my meﬁﬁm:m breast, . vt
Serenely sinking intorest! . .

The grave must be thy cradle now; °
"The wild-lowers o’er thy breast shall grow,
‘While still my heart, nbw fuil of thee,
In widow'd solitude shall be.
N taint of earth, no thought of sin,
E'er dwelt thy stainless breast within ;
And God hath laid thee.down t0-sleep,
Like a pure pear] below the deep.
R . L. T AR T B
Yea! from mine arms thy-soul hath-flown-: -
Above, and found the heavenly:throne, - -
To join that blest angelic ring; :
That aye around the altar sing.

Methought, when years had roll'd away,’
That thou wouldst be mine age’s stay,
And often have I dreamt to see

The boy—the youth—the man in thee! .

But thou hast past! for ever gone
To.leave me childless and alone,
Like Rachel pouring tear on'tear,
And looking not for comfort here!

Farewell, my child, the dews shall iRl

At mom end evening o'er Ew pall;- - i
And daisies, when the vernal year T
Tevives, upon thy turf appear. :

The earliest snow-drop there shall spring, -~ =«
And lark delight to fold his wing, o
And roses pale, snd lilies fair, :
‘With perfume load the summer air !




