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XPH A’EN TYMIOZIN KYAIKQN INEPINIZZOMENA QN
HAEA KQTIAAONTA KAQHMENON OINOITOTAZEIN.
pHOC. ap. Ath.

[ This is a distick by wise old Phocylides,

An ancient who wrofe crabbed Greek in no silly days ;

Meaning, ©“"T18 RIGHT FOR GOOD WINEBIBBING PEQPLE,
““NOT T¢ LET THE JUG PACE ROUND THE BOARD LIKE A CRIPPLE;
“BUT GAILY TO ¢HAT WHILE DISCUSSING THEIR TIFPLK.”
“An excellent rule of the hearty old cock “tis—

And a very fit motto to put o our Noctes.]

C. N. ap. dmlr.

Blue Parlour.=Noata and TICKLEE.

NORTH.

‘With what admirable ingenuity hath our Ambrose contrived to proenre a
perpetual play of Zephyr, even ME..Em the summer noon, in this Sanctum
Sanctorum !

TICKLER.
' ‘What a scientific thorough-draught ! How profound these shadows ! Not
a leaf is withered on that beautiful geranium ! Never was that flowering myrtle
more “ brightly, deeply, beautifully green,” Week after week that carnation
tree displays new orbs of crimson glory.  Saw ye ever, North, such a tiger-
lily, =0 wildly, flercely beautiful, like its forest brother, the animal that terrifies
the desert with his glittering and gorgeous motion, as he bounds over brake
and jingle in famine or in play.

NORTH,

Timothy, Timothy, Timothy ! First Timothy ?

TICKLER.

Too poetical? Why, that red champaigne has stirred _h% all the etherial
particles that mysteriously conatitnte »WM soul ; and, as Jeffrey said to Cole-
ridge, * Why, sir, my whole talk is poetry.”

 NORTH.

‘Whoever wishes to know what poetry is, to know it clearly, distinetly, and
permanently, let him read Barry Cornwall’s article thereon in’ the last Number
of the Edinburgh Review. ’

TICKELER.

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

: NORTH.

The image is not unamusing ; a slight, elim poetaster mincing a-muck
among Eﬂmﬁvﬂ English bards! I love Barry ; for he writes pretty—very pretty
verses—2nd has an eye for the beautiful—but in the character of eritic.. ..~

TICKLER,

He courts the world’s applause, by endeavouring to imitate Leigh Hunt,
Hazlitt, Jeffrey, the London Magazine, himself, Johnny Eeates, and the morn-
ing papers ; and in such slang he jargons the characters of Shakspeare and
Milton. 1t is, indeed, despicable to sce the old Blue and Yellow reduced to
such drivelling as this ;—but what are you reading, North?

NORTH.

‘The acecount of the Lion-fight at Warwick ; a most brutal business—hideous
and loathsome. But why confuse such infamous cruelty with such a chearful

astime as pugilism # 'Would WEH believe it, that the editor of the New Tincs

discontinued those admirable accounts of all the great fights that made
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his paper as much prized in the mvoumum as it has long been in the polit
and g_onwv? world ¢ I do not find that he hes mw__m his SF:EM m.o HMMMMM
grossly indecent quack advertisements, that render newspapers unfit to lic on
the breakfast-lable of an honest family. Is this consistent P
v 1 B 1 h TICKLER.
ery silly. By so doing, he disappoints a vast number of his subscribers
‘What right has he to disappoint five w.&:a&& coun, ntlemen, all anxious
to know the character and result of any battle ? oy g A
NORTH.

None. They take his paper, to be sure, for other and higher reasons :
they are entitled to find in its colums full and Esbww_wmgwusﬂ of w_m.mwm.“
contests, for, right or wrong, they form part of our national pastimes, cregte
prodigious interest among all classes, and a man Iooks and feels like a ninny
on golng into company in wtter ignorance of that event which furnighes the
sole conversation of that one day. I trust this hint will be taken,

TICELER,

Confound all cruelty to anitnals '—but I much question the ef
to protect the inferior creation against the wﬂEM.-. Let that nﬁ%“.urﬁ
found in the moral indignation of the people. That Irish jackass, Martin
throws an air of ridicule over the whole matter by his insufferable idiotism,
I hope'to see his skull, thick as it is, cracked one of these days ; for that
q.r_ﬁu and angry gabble with which he weekly infests the Police-Offices
of the metropolis, is a greater outrage to humanity than any fifty blows ever
Em_nwﬁm on M muow_.. nﬁm —w or the w:m.noa_nn of beeve ; blows which, in one
and the same breath, the blustering and blundering blockhead i
secute, punish, and H.E_bo:. " would fain pro-

It is not possible to define cruelty to &

is not possible to deflne cruelty to animals, so a8 to bring it within th

salutary operation of law. That being the case, there should eomuc law on EM
subject. I am an old, weak man now, but I was once young and strong ; and
this fist, Timothy, now with difficulty folded into a bunch of fives,—for these
chalk-stones forbid,—has levelled E._Em a brute in the act of unmercifully
beating his horse, his ass, or his wife. Every man ought to take the law into
hie own hands on sach occasions. Thus only can the inferior animals walk the
strects of London in any degree of security.

Pray, Mr Richard M did o ever t

ray, Mr Ri artin, did you ever try to drive a pig? or to keep a flock
of sheep, or a drove of BE.m. together, in the midst of m_m Tiot, EWWF and
confusion of Smithfield ? Xt is no such easy job, I can tell you ; and nothing
short of a most impertinent and provoking puppy must that person be, who
stops short a drover in all his agonies of exagperation, for merely banging the
hide of an over-fed ox, about to join the colours of another regiment.
NORTH,
Why don’t they murder him at once ?
oht b TICKLER.
< he cannot expect to sit in another Parliament. I k;
that he is to be Chancellor of the University of H.o_”.gczw presime you Tnow
L NORTH,
. Hw mﬁwo Mwu.qﬁm.& of London _mdﬁur what an air of pride will 2 young man
look about i, in a company of poor Oxenians and Cantabs, wh
Just finished his education in the University of H_oumoum.. W0 may bave

Ti [ 1 b M.unﬁhﬁwu
. Tims, I am told, is to be a Professor. Yet, joking apart, I am sorry ¢
i8 10 be no theological chair. 1 had intended oceupyine it snc hod even e
ed out a course of lectures ; but underatanding that ODoherty was a candidate
Y retired before the claims of the Adjutant. ’

NORTH.

The Adjutant! Do you mean to tell me that the Standard-Bearer is an Uni-
tarian ? Impossible ! ODoherty could never have intonded to accept the ogw..
TICHLEHN.

On the whole it is better, perhaps, that he is to be appointed Professor of
Twsu.mmnnm ? Clias does not mean to oppese himn, and n_“wwamﬁm. for the Ad-
Jjutant’s sake, let ws drink success to .—Em Institation :— Sir Morgan ODolier~
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ty, and the University of London ;" with all the honours. Py Aip, Bip—
. . . NORTH. . . .
good fri ill, no doubt, get information of various
495m»mﬁuo—%.ﬁ.uwmo= dﬂmﬁw—,ﬂ.ﬂ%m but it will qunwm be a vulgar, coarsish
e uﬁm ondac

i : F & cort d gentleman-
kinds at True it is, that the expense of 2 complete an
sort of hﬂowﬂmu pnn.%mm.oa ow Hoamg.amn is a serious thing, and must deter many
ly educa

. . hither ; but such education as this metropo-
mnuau..mrm..owuﬂmom.mﬁm m.”ﬁﬂmmﬂ%.m%mm GMneoqun_.o@ as a mwcmmwozm.w mﬁ%ﬂ.ﬂ”ﬁ?
Eurm cﬂwm—. ammumwwuw the heads of families, or the young m_n....nma:hm@n Ba
e o d it s plain that the students must be of a low gradei Socle Ny..-m?
M.MHM%@ “ﬂsm well. Let its real character be EWE.MQ_”S&_W””% Mﬂww—wnﬂnwmoﬁ %azm
H " B 3 Just as
i the scheme will fall to the ground ; j . i
M%MM mew will do, now absurdly cxaggerated and misrepresented
TICKLER- Classics 1~-What a Menagerie it
. w H 1 o o .
s B B e N
w
Review. NGRTH- T
Tickler, have you read Milton’s Treatise on Christianity ?
Pray, 11 s .-.Hnu;.r? in his doctrine of polygemy
. i t with him in his doc . .
[ have ; numummmwwopmwwwww %En.mcﬁduw without a wife ; and since z.% ” MmM“
For many yex onogamist. But I confess that there is a sameness in _w a N -
d By b Tike sauch to try polygamy for a few yeare. | M,a__ nay be of 8
o .nwpwwm duties of a polygamist ; for it is possible .ﬂuﬁ © M_Mwonﬁ_u:-
mgﬂﬂm.._.ﬂ icate GQEV_.EHOM-Q”SQ unbounded —‘-.M.—.ﬂ_h..ﬁv and t| NWH‘.:.“». uld not be
Mot EMEE. ate business might be thrown on oue’s hands, that it co he mishe:
Jation 0 mu”..,o». an elderly gentleman to overtake i¢ ; occupied, too, wow. che nm .
in the woﬂpm own case, in contributing to the Periodical Literature ge.
b be found to work well in this climate. Milton
. t oun w L '
Sir, the system would no divine, and a miserable politician.
was a great poet ; but & bad ..-nnwvu?

How can that be p~—Wordsworth says that a great poet must be great in all
things. NoRT
idi so than when he
ites like an idiot ; and never.more 8o ) b
uﬂo&nﬂuﬁﬂwﬂp mmﬁ“._u M.”p_ was like @ star, and dwelt apart!” For ”_N %MMM%M
- oﬂm umsm mischief, and rebellion. Wordsworth is, in ail things,
M_mﬂwm_msuln good man, and a bad mom.wnu
TIC . ) \
‘What !—That Wordsworth whom Maga cxies up as the Prince of Pocts
) NORTH. )
i friends. But had that
it s0; humour the fancies of some of my _Bu ;
wm..wmnﬂam . Nﬁﬂo@“ﬁn would have produced a deep wu.w EMM% _.“%__.Mwﬁ”
on 8 .Emﬂm England ; whereas his verses are gnosu.ﬁm ess nd less kn
ev »ro_ﬂw and he is, in good truth, already one of the illustriou
every € TICKLER. ) L
hought him move than a very ordinary man—with woﬂmm pﬂwﬁm“ﬂ
o et Hc but with no grasp of understanding, and apparen _w  ac-
QMWHMMSMM" "¢the history of his kind- My God! to compare such a w
q

: !
with Scott and Byron NORTH.

»—That
d vet, with his creed, what might not a great _wa» have MMWM _'%Mw”
g age of poetry is but the language of strong 1uman pa | That
the languog Jlcmentary principles of thought and mgr:mu_ooa.nuon 0 all the
in the mzwm»#m ct-matter of poetry is to be sought and found L—That enj W o
T e, s they wring and crush, or expand and elevate, men’s hea ts.
and mcm.m«:._.m. mom. mow.m 1—And what, pray, has he made out of z:w Ecos wz._
are the m“cm%omg& #—A few ballads, M@qm:w at the best,) two or t MM*._SE-
wrmwwmmo mhuo nataral description of scencry, and half 2 dozen narrative
a 3

1825.7] Noctes Ambrosiane. No. X XI. 381

mon distress or happiness. Not one single character has he ereated—=not one
ineident—not one tragical catmstrophe. He has thrown ng light on man’s

Q?Srnqnc&o#..gaoavg.in::wmn defects, stands irnmeasurably above
Wordsworth as the Poet of the Poor,

TICKLER.
Good. And yet the youngsters, in that absurd Maegazine of yours, set him
up to the stars as their

idol, end kiss his very feet, as if the toes were of gold.
NORTH.

" Well, well ; let them have their own way awhile. I confess that the « Ex-
cursion™ is the worst poem, of any character, in the m..n.m:__w language. It
contains about two hundred sonorous lines, some of whi appear to be fine,
even in the sense, as well as the sound. The remaining 7300 are quite inef-

fectual. Then what labour the builder of that lofty rhyme must have under-

menm __ —ﬁamumﬁoausﬂw.wgecannemwww&.wgnzgﬂ by a single
inan ! .
TICKLER.

Wipe your forehead, North ; for it is indeed a most piring thought. I
do not know whether my m”:nun.w blinds me, but I w—d%nmﬂ much of the female
to the male poetry of the day.

NORTH,
O thou Polygamist !
TICKLER.

There is Joanna Baillie. Is there not more genius, ion, poetry, in the

tragedy of Count Basil, than in any book of Wordsworth ?

. NORTH.
Ten times.

TICILER
There is Mrs Hemans. Too fond, certes, is she of prattling about Greece
and Rome, and of being classical, which no Iady can hope to be who has never

been at one of the English public schools, and sat upon the fifth form., But is
there not often a rich glow of imagery in her compositions, fine feelings and
fancies, and an unconstrained and even triumphant How of versification which
murmurs poetry ?

NORTH.

There is.
TICKLER.

Is not L. E. L. a child of genius, as well as of the Literary Gazstte ; and

does she not throw over her most impassioned strains of love and rapture a de-

ﬂmﬂoﬁn Wum gentle spirit, from the recesses of her own pure and holy woman’s
t

NORTH.
She does.

TICELER.

biiﬁu&ﬂm_a»: angel, if ever there was one on earth, beautiful, airy,
and evanescent, as her own immortal Psyche

NORTH.
She was.

TICKLER.

And what the devil then wouldjyou be at with your great bawling He-Poets

from the Lakes, who go round and round about, strutting upon nothing, like
80 many turkey-cocks gobbling with a long red pendant at their noses, and
w&m&ﬁ-&.m away the fuir and lovely swans as they glide down the waters of jm-
mortality

NORTH.

With Fahrenheit st 80 in the shade, I praise the poctry of ne man, You
have carte blanche to abuse everybody, Tickler, till the thenmometer is less
ambitious.

TICKLER.

Wordsworth is a poet—but unluckily is a weak man. Jlis imagination
shows him fine sights, but his intellect knows not how to deal with them, so
that they evanish in glittering and gorgeous evaporation.

Vou. XVIII, 3C
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NOBTH.
Just g0, Tickler—and then how ludicrously he over-rates his own powers.
This we all do, but Wordsworth’s pride is like that of & straw-crowned king
in Bedlam. For example, he indited some silly lines to a v&m?a—v-aimw
nest with five eggs, and, years afterwards, in = fit of exultation, told the ﬂs._ .
in another poem equally childish, that the Address to the Sparrow was “ one
strain that will not die?” Ha! ha! ha! Can that be a great man ?
TICKLER.
in youth become the member of any profession, {which all
E-WuMWw “qwnﬂ“huaqh do,) he would soon have learned in the tussle to rate
is powers more truly. How such a man as Jeffrey, with his n:m_omu.qo—n.m
bility of ingenious srgumentation, would have !_g?mmw& him before a jury !
Suppose him Attorney-general in the Queen’s trial, stammering beforc
Brongham, who kept lowering upon him with that cadaverous and cruel coun-
tenance, on a sudden instinet with a hellish scorn ! Or oﬂ?m& in Parliament
to the rapier of Canning, that even while glancing brightly before the eye, has
already inflicted twenty disabling wounds! Or editor of a Poetical, Philoso-
phical, and Political Journal, and under the influence of a malignant uﬁqﬂ
o—ﬂenm.m, vi ¢f armis, to Christopher North, the Victor in a Thousand Fields }
NORTH.
Ay, ay, Tickler—my dear Tickler—He would have found his level then—
but ww_ excessive vanity . . . .. .
i .-.S.Mr ww..um& retiring modesty—I might say
trasted with the unassuming, and in T —
EM%MH—..@%..&». your mind and manners, sir, the arrogance of n«s stamp-mas-
| 1= S I
Hush~no illiberal illusion to a man’s trade.
perso u.._%ﬂ%w_w. "this very peint than our lyrical
I ask on. No n more illi on' this
E&;zﬁmﬁ. His whole writings, in verse and prose, are full of sneers ut
almost every profession but his own—and that being the case. . . . .
NORTH,

Scott's poctry puzzles me—it is often very bad.
TICKLER,
Very.
e NORTH.

Except when his martial soul is up, he is but a tame and feeble writer.
His Hwamnhmos in general flows on easily—smoothly-—almost sonorously-—
but seldom or never with impetuosity or grandeur. There is no strength, no
felicity in his diction—and the substance of his poetry is neither rich por
rare. The atmogphere is becoming every momert morc oppressive. How
stands the Therm. ?
. i n_n.nm.mur_ is up, =nd up it is at sight of 2
Ninety. But then when his martisl soul is up, Y
uv@an.m!man or a pennon, then indeed you-Rear the true poet enn_.m:ﬁ_ww.
What care I, Kit, for all his previous drivelling—if drivelling it be—and God
forbid I should deny drivelling to any poet, ancient or m emn—for now he
makes my very soul to burn within me,—and, coward and civilian though I
be,~—yes, 2 most intense and insuperable coward, prizing life and limb beyond
all other earthly possessions, and loath to shed one single d of blood either
for my King or country,~yet such is the trumpet-power of the song.of that
80n of genius, that I start my old elbow-chair, up with the poker, tongs,
or shovel, no matter which, and fiourishing it round my head, ay,

“ Charge, Chester, charge ! On, Stenley, on I
and then, dropping my voice, and returning to my padded aoﬁnwa_u whisper,
“ Were the last words of Marmion !"—

NORTIL.
Bravo—bravo—bravo !
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TICKLER.

I care not one single curse for all the criticiem that ever was canted, or de-
canted, or recanted, Neither docs the world. The world takes poet as it
finds him, and seats him accordingly above or below the salt, T world js
as obstinate as a million mules, and will not turn its head on one side or an.
other for all the shouting of the eritical population that ever was shouted. It
is very wozm_u_a that the world is a bad Judge, Well then-appea! to posterity,
and be hanged to you—and posterity will affirm the judgment, with costs.

: NORTH.

How you can jabber away go, in such a tem ture as this, confounds me,

You are indeed mmmﬁmzrz. oﬁ— man. perm ’
TICKLER.
Therefore I say that Scott is 2 Homer of a poet, and so let him doze when

vOEEsEmE_S: ; for no man I know is better entitled to an occasional
half-canto of slumber.
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NORTH.

Did you ever mect any of the Lake-Poets in private society ?

) TICKLES,

Five or six times. Wordsworth has a grave, eoletnn, pedantic, awkward,
out-of-the-worldish Jook about him, that rather uzzles you as to his probable
profession, till he begins to speak—and then, to be sure, you set him down at
once for a methodist preacher.

NORTH.

I have seen Chantry’s bust.

TICKLER,

The bust flatters his head, which is not intellectual. 'The forehcad is nar-
row, and the skqll altogether too scanty. Yet the baldness, the gravity, and
the composure, are impressive, and, ou the whole, not unpoetical. The eyes
are dim and thoughtful, and a certain sweetness of smile occasionally lightens
up the strong lines of his countenance with an expression of courteousness and
_,m._z_&a&.

NORTH.

Is he not extremely eloquent ?

TICKLER.

Far from it. He labours like 2 whale spouting—his voice iz wearisomely
monotonous—he does not know when to have done with g subject—oracnlarly
announces %WJ&:E troisms—never hits the nail on the head—and leaves you
amazed with all that needless pother, which the sitnple bard opines to be elo-

uence, and which passes for such with his Cockney idolators, and his cate-
chumens et Ambleside and Keswick.
NORTH.
Not during dinner, surely ?
TICKLER.

Yes—during breakfast, lunch, dinner, te, and supper,—every intermediate

moment,—nor have I any doubt that he proses all wight long in his sleep.
NORTH.

Shecking indecd. In conversation, the exchange should be at par. That
is the grand seerct.  Nor should any Christian ever exceod the waxiwum of
three consecutive sentences—except in an ancedote.

TICKLER. .

O mercifnl heavens ! my dear North—What eternal talkers nost men are
now-a-days—all at it in a party at once—each farthing candle anxious 1o
shine forth with its own vile wavering wick—tremulously apprehensive of
snuffers—and stinking away after expiration in the socket !

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

The surgeon ! The dominic! The ol minister's assistant and successor !
The president of the Speculative Sucicty ! 'T'wo landscape painters ! The re-
Jected contributor to Bluckwood ! e agricultural reporter of the county !

J
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The surveyor ! Captain Campbell! The Laird, his son ! The stranger gen-
tleman on & tour ! The lecturer on an orrery ! The poet about to publish by
subscription ! The person from Pitkeathly ! The man of the house himself—
My God ! his wife and daughters! and the widow, the widow ! I can no more,
the widow, the widow, the widow ! (sinkaback in his chair.)

NORTH.

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

TICKLER,
Add him to my list—and the band of instrumental music is complete.
NOATH.
What stuff is spoken sbout the oratory of pulpit and parlisment t
TICKLER.

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

NORTH.

Brougham’s invective is formidable chiefly for its vulgarity. One hatcs,
Toaths, feers to be pelted with the mud and missiles of an infuriated dema-
gogne—just as & gentleman declines the proffered combat with a carman, al-
though conscious that in three rounds he would leave the ruffien senscless in
the ring.

TICKLER.
That sometimes oocurs—as in the case of Canning.
NORTH:

The straight hitting of the Foreign Secretary soon dorses your round-about

band-over-head millers, like Harry Brougham.
TICKLER.

Yet how that outrageous violence and fury, arms aloft, eyes agog, cheeks
convulsed, and kps n_&ﬂu&_m. passes with the multitude for MqB..:mﬂnno: of
strength and science

NORTH.

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

TICKLER.

Notwithstanding the truth of 21l this, I am a great admirer of Brougham.

He is unquestionably a man of great and versatile talents.
NORTH.

Yes—and to hear his lickspittles speak, you would think that 2 man of great
and versatile talents was a miracle ; whereas there are some thousands of thom
publicly acknowledged in England at this day. We hear of his wonderful li-
terary ialents—wherein exhibited ?

TICELER.

The Edinburgh Review.

NOKTH. )

Very well—many able papers in the Edinbwgh Review no doubt—which
are his? Let us suppose all of them, and that the trash is Jeffrey’s, Smith's
Mackintosh’s, &e. ; are the hest of those papers astounding, prodigious, mira-
culous, prophetic of the Millenium ? T read them without awe—iny hair does
not risc—my knees do not tremble—No cold swuat overspreads iny aged frame
—1 read on—on—on—a pleased to see intuitively the fallacy of all he writcs
——and fall asleep with a calm conscience.

. TICKLER.
He is a great mathematician.
NORTIE.
S0 is his brother Billy, wiw was tu have beaten Joshua King at Canburidge.
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and come forth from the Senate-house senior Wrangler, with « I -
bilis” at his name. But on the day of trial he was mcm-.a.aw:m:m.lwmm*“w“ﬂ;
ed EMWS_H :.M_ Banwnﬁ»emﬁﬂaﬁ wwr although he too, it is said, writes his
seientific articles in the Edinbu Review. Y i i

iy rg es! he is the Euclid of the

His Colonial Policy ?

TICKLER.

NOBTH.
Speeches in the Speculative Society, and trial-essays for the Edinb
. - N : —.— =
MMMM.I%*. Mﬂ__ww mpﬁﬂsiﬁuﬁr awr some subjects Wmu_.»mmn the mmuo_“.m.n MM-
¢ boy there exhibited, to the instructed h i in hi
late bellowings on Slavery and the Blacks. : ypocriey of the man in bis
TICKLER.
Then what gay you to his Glaspow affair ?
Why, as to his [ | Discourse it §
1y, a8 10 his Inaugural Discourse, it is far from beinga bad
but stiff, —ua@wg.—n. and cumbrous. Hn.imw written, he Smn the wﬂﬂ.m:“wuﬂm
Northern Circuit ; and his childish sycophant in the Edinburgh Review opens
his mouth to 2 dangerous extent at this wonder of wonders, braying, that < it
sounds like monstrous and shocking exaggeration, or fabulous invention.”
The short and the long of it is, then,
ort and the long it is, then, that, when inguired int
w_.ozﬁ“aﬂ s literary and scientifie m.ndgummoum sink inte m%m&ﬁn uonw.mnﬂnmmwm—.%
and that there are st this moment at least fifty thousand men in m_.m_ﬁ__m
MMMM. ”M n_zu qn&v igy in all the attainments of scholarship, and certainly not
auwnnmnwwn en thousand his superior, incomperably, both in argument and
Daubtless, Tickler,—add his Bar practice and
. ess, er, =4 is Bar practice and Parliamen howli
still ke can be accounted for without the aid of ** fabulous W—wwmu%“”._.b.m.m. and
TICKLEE.
He i a first-rate fellow in his way, and that I cansay, without ¢
or shocking exaggeration.” But his statare does not ﬂwmar the mwwahm_m“u_w: n
his head is frequently in the clouds. Copley is hia master. ’ 8
. ) . NORTH. .
5..35 _m a upv“n—.ﬁz% on »rnzb-dﬁu in the last number’of Magn. It cuts
your do in your spri i ’s Babi ith ci.
Rl 3 In your sprightly review of Doubleday’s Babington, with ci-
Xndeed ! What I asserted in my sprightl _
leed ! 'What I as in my sprightly review of Doubledzy" i
was simply this, that it was-easier for & man of great poetical m.w_hswww:ﬂnhmw
dramatic poetry, than any other kind. In the course of my very sprightly re.
view I remarked, that * with a powerful intellect, a vivid imagination, and a
keen insight inte human nature, particularly into its passiens, where is the
prodigious difficulty of writing a good tragedy 2"
NORTH.
Why, I confess I see none.
But h friend To th I answer
ear our friend.—** To this I answer, None whatever ; and when
a_ww__u mﬂm first-rate ﬁpaa:onr imagination, and knowledge of human uwmmm“”.”
Mwn ,c%p 4, “ﬂm shall have found the true writer of tragedy, and the true Phoe
NORTH.
And what say you in reply ?
: that 1 . TICKLER.
say, that 1 cannot but wonder at such a sentence from so clever ¢ e
spondent. 'Why, are not all great pocts that ever existed such N%.M,_J.M —o wﬂ”n
Mmmaﬁ_gamw There was no description of a Pheenix, but of any one of some
_wm.wno%u or perhiaps thousands, or tens of thousands of men and Christians.
M E“w quon pﬁm..-m the question at any great leugth; but I made out my point
mn‘.lnnﬂ.ﬂrmu that epic poelry (for example) was wore diflicult than drama-
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NORTH.

Come, come—nobody remembers one single word that elthex of you have
said upon that, or any other subject. It is pleasant to know how iminediately
everything said or done in this world is forgotten. Murder a novel, or a man,
or 8 poem, or a child—forge powers of .attorney without cessation during the
prime of life, till old maids beyond all. computation have been sold unsuspect«
ingly out of the stocks in every country village in England—for a lustre fur-
nish Balasmn to & London magazine, at thirty shillings per bray—in short, Iet
any man commit any enormity, and it is forgotten before the first of the
month ! Who remembers anything but the bare names—and these indis-
tinetly—of Thurtell, and Hunt, and Fauntleroy, und Hazlitt, and Tims, and
monEn-.. and Southeran. Scap-bubhbles all—blown, burst, vanished, and for-
gotten !

TICKLER

‘Why, you might almost venture to republish Maga herself in numbers, un-
der the smirk of & New Series. I know a worthy and shle minister of our
church, who has been w..nsrm:m (and long may he preach it) the self-same
sermon for upwards of forty years. Ahout the 1802 I began to suspect him ;
but having then sat below him only for some dozen years, or 0, 1 could not,
of course, in a matter of so much delicacy, dare trust to my very imperfect
memory. Daring the Whig ministry of 1806, my attention was strongly
rivetted to the ** practical illustrations,” and I could have sworn to the lzgt
twenty minutes of his discourse, as to the voice of a friend familiar in carly
youth. About the time your Magazine first dawned on the world, my belief
of its identity extended to the whole discourse ; and the good old man bim-
self, in the delight of his heart, confessed to me the truth a few Sabbaths after
the Chaldee.

c o1l me the truth rpzow._.n. .

ome, now, tell me the truth, have you ever palmed off an tof itu
me in the shape of an article? y pet 7 par pon
TICKLER.

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

NORTH.

Tickler, you think yourself a reader—there is Southey’s new poem
“ The Tale of Paraguay:” mwosrmo& y ’
TICKLER.

I read well—although hardly a John Kemble or a James Ballantyne, Ido
not read sccording to rules, but I follow my feelings, and they never mislead
me. Accordingly, I never read the same composition in the same way, yei
each way'is the right one. But judge for yourself . . . . Give me Southey
+ + « « (Riscs and reads.)

“ He was a man of rarest qualities,
Who to this barbarous region had confined
A spirit with the Jearned and the wise
Worthy to take its place, and from mankind
Receive their homage, to the immortal mind
Paid in it just inheritance of fame,
Bat ke to humbler thoughts his heart inclined ;
From Gratz amid the Styrisn hills he came,
And Dobrizhoffer was the good man’s honous'd name.

“ It was his evil fortune to behold
The labours of his painful life destroy'd ;
His flock whick he had brought within the fold
Dispersed ; the work of ages rendes'd void,
And all of good that Paraguay enjoy'd
By blind and suicidal power o'erthrown,
So he the years of bis old age employ'd,
A faithful chrovicler, in handing down
Namies which he loved, and things well worthy to Le known.

A
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“ And, thus when exiled from the dear-loved scene,
In proud Vienna he beguiled the pain
Of sad remembrance : and the Empress Queen,
That great Tercsa, she did not disdain
In gracious mood sometimes to entertain
Discourse with him both pleasurable and sage ;
And sure a willing ear she well might deign
To one whose tales may eqnaliy engage
The wondering mind of youth, the thoughtful heart of age.

" But of his native speech because well nigh
Disuse in him forgetiulness had wrought,
In Latin he composed his history;
A garrulous, but a lively tale, and fraught
. With matter of delight and food for thought,
And if he conld in Merlin's glass have seen
By whom his tomes to speak our tongue were taught,
The old man would have felt as plessed, 1 ween,
As when he won the ear of that great Empress Queen.

“ Little he deem'd when with his Yndian band

He through the wilds set forth upon his way,

A Poet then unborn, and in a Jand

‘Which bad proscribed his order, should one day

Take up from thence his moralizing lay,

And shape a song that, with no fiction drest,

Should to his worth its grateful tribute pay,

And sinking deep in many an English breast,
Foster that faith divine that keeps the heart at rest.™

NORTH.
Very bad—very bad.
TICKLER. .
¥ offer to read you for & rump and dozen. Sir, which of us call you bad—
the poet or the spouter ?
NORTH.
Both, both—bad, bzld, mean, and miserable !
_ TICELER.
Bald | —Can’t help that. Would you have me wear a wig ?—~But here's at it
again.—( Reads.)
“ The Moon had gather'd oft her monthly store
Of light, and oft in darkness left the sky,
Since Monnema a growing burthen bore
Of life and hope. The appointed weeks go by ;
And now her hour is come, and nene is nigh
To help: but human help she needed none.
A few short throes endured with scarce a cry,
Upon the bank she laid her new-horn son,
Then elid into the stream, and bathed, and all was done.

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

# This could not then be done; he might not lay
The bow and those unerring shafts aside :
Nor through the appointed weeks forego the prey,
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Still to be sought amid those regions wide,
None being there who should the while provide
That lonely household with their needful food ;
So still Quinra through the forest plied
His daily task, and in the thickest wood ol
Still lnid Lis snares for birds, and still the chace pursued.
the trae spi it of a howdie!
i It forth in the true spirit of a bo e
Qoéﬂm&ﬁwﬂnﬂwﬂm into the stream, and bathed, and ol was done !
TICKLER. N . .
Lock at the , North, with your own eyes. You sce it—so do I.
Shall I ring the bell for Ambrose and other witnesses ?
NORTH. . .
« What is writ is writ.” But oh! how unlike the spirit of Byron! Itis
intleed pitiable.

[Sept.

TICKLER. . .

What the devil are you whimpering at 7—Not a poet living who has not in-
dulged in hia drivel. -
NORTH.

Oh ! not surely to that degree !
Then hes hy le in Parliament. What
H d the superlative. Then hear the people I 1
Em.MM_.MmuvmW%uﬂv&G. mmmmwm enunciation of old, decrepid, emaciated truths,
walking arm-in-arm with skeleton falsehoods ! Are there, I ask you, six men
in the House of Commons who could support a part in our Noctes Ambro-
siang ?
NORTH.
1 intend shortly to try. We shall then sec of what metal they are meade.
TICKLER.
‘Who are the first men in England ?—The spirits of a_um age?
relves. Th 14 tires speedily of every
ior to our two selves. e WO, eed -
«Emﬂmruhaﬂ ﬂm.awnuamw.m”“@ﬂ The Magazine. All the other periodicals scem to
icken their subscribers. To conduct the state is, 1 verily believe, much easier
than to conduct Ebony. The state goes on of itself. All that the ministry is
expected to do, is not to stop the state. But we carry the Maguzine on. A
national bankruptcy would be nothing in comparison to our stopping pay-
ment. .
TICKLER. )
1 know not whether your death, or that of the Great Unknown, would most
ipso the gaiety of nations,
fially ecipee v NORTH.
Mine.
ﬂnxruw.a
ist f=—] ullion, H and QOdol .
List 1=t hear 3 » HoBS ﬁbws_.. burst open, and they enter.)
zcuqm..m kI d I have been discussing
d ou, tlemen. Here, Tickler, an ave iscuss
Ummr_»ghunmoa EM ﬁpmﬂienﬁ. Southey and Broughem, till we are fairly tired
of the whole set.
TICKLER.
To change the sabject, Mullicn, will you give us a song.

MULLION. s
‘With all my heart. [ Sings.

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

. - . - e of
* See Tabelais Pantagruel, Livre V. Chap. xliv.  After arriving at the orac
tlie holy bottle, and asking F.._ advice, ¢ de la sacree bouteille yssit ung bruit tel que
8

T
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And jollily cruizing, carousing, and boozing,
To the oracle came in o full tide of mirth.

Pray what was its answer ? come tell if you ean, sir ;
"['was an auswer most splendid and sage, as I think ;

For sans any delaying, it summ’d up by saying, .
‘The whole duty of man is one syllable— Dpixx,”

2,
© bottle mirific!” advice beatific! .
A response more celestial sure never was known ;
T spesk for myself, I prefer it to Delphi,
Though Apollo himself on that rock fix'd his throue ;
The foplings of fashion may still talk their trash on,
And declare that the custom of toping should sink ;
A fig for such asses, I stick to my glasses,
And swear that no fashion shall stint me in drink.

3.
And now in full measure I toast you with pleasure,
The warrior—
LTo Six Moreax ODoneryy, who bows.]
—the poet—
{70 Mg Hoce, who bows.”]
—~the statesman—
[to Mr Trckvrer, who bows.]
~—and sage ; :
[ To Mz Nortu, who bows.)]
Whose benign constellation illurnines the nation,
And sheds lively lustre a1l over the age ;
Long, long may its brightness, in glory and lightness,
Shine clear as the day-star on morning’s sweet brink!
May their sway nc'er diminish ! and therefore 1 finish,
By proposing the health of the four whom I drink.

NORTY, HOGG, ODOHERTY, TICKLER.

Thank ye—thank ye—Bravo !~Bravo !—A capital first-rate song.
NorTa, {(aside fo noca.)

A poor effusion that of Mullion’s ; I think he grows worse every day.
HoGa, (aside to NoxTI.) :

Awfu’ havers. It maist gart me gie up my stomach.

ODOMERTY, m“.&n #6 TICKLER.)
Stuff, by all that’s bad.

TICKLEL, (aside fo opomeRTY.)
Stupid trash.
MULLION.
Yam glad it has pleased you all 80 much. Mr North, I believe it is your
turn.
- NORTH.

Faith, Doctor, you know I seldom sing. However, I shall give you one
which I used to hear a long time ago in Paris, when I was at the dear petits
soupers of the divine Duchesse de ——. Pshaw !—no matter, It was written by
Coulanges, when he was about eighty. And I heard it first sung by a man
of the same age, who had heard Coulanges himself singing it a very short time
before he died.

HOGG,
When was it that that Cool-onj ye speak o' dee'd ?

font les ubeilles naissantes de la chair dung jeune taureau occiz et accoustre selon
Vart et invention d' Aristeus ; o tel que faict wne guarot desbandant Iarbaleste, ou,
€D este, une forte pluye scabdainement tymbiant. Lors feut ouy e mot, TaiNg,™

which Bacbue the priestess' son interprats to Lz o panomplean, signifying Dyink.
Vou, XVIIT. 3D
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ORTH. .
Somewhere about the fifteen—I Mosn 1715, or perhaps 16: I heard it per-
haps sixty years after, if not more.

T
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.q_n voudrois & uwoﬁ dge, (Il en se-roit temps,) E - tre moing vo-
i . "
— I‘nls.ﬂﬂu - -
LLH.H EE u_.ltHumuH_ﬂmn
Is- ge Que les jeu-nes gens, Et mettreen u - sa-ge D'un veillard bien

3
1 ) -
1 |

£

[ 185

;

|
kv A 1 1 e - 1] r e | [—— b 1

.NMWWHHM u i — u“mmmmmmumm _ T

" sa-ge Q.oﬁ.uon sen -ti-mens, Je %:mﬁow_ du viel homme E - ire se-pa-

R iy =d TR s _m :
B ] "
ré: Le morcean de pomme N'est pas di- gé-ré Genp de bien, gens d’hon-
Hr— ﬁlwllk.m“_m —
1 1 A - X - " m 1™ -

r

neur, A vo-tre scavoir fainre Je li- vre mon ceeur; Mais laissez en-

H r'y
ugnﬂ 1 =3 A T T sl T W T T )

o muﬂd Et l.bre car-ri-ere A ma belle humeur.
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tnk i and, Heaven forgive me ! T am afraid, with such com-
! ormﬁw Mmmu.ﬂh.m Na.”mmom but teo well suits the character T, no mattex how unjust-

y, have got in the world.

HOGE- o
Weel, weel, I was born a true Scot, and dinna care 2 bodle aboot sic clish~
maclavers o’ ayont-the-water jauberin. .
TICKLER- .
Why, Hogg, ODoherty here says that he can translate extempore ; ask him.
NORTH.
‘What say you, Sir Morgan ; are you an Improvisatore 2
ODOHERTY.
No, sir ; I am a thick-and-thin Tory ; but 1 shall try. What are we 8v8=
$t—Mr Norih's apolegy for presiding at Ambrose’s in his seventieth year ?
TICKLER, (aside.) .
Eightieth, I believe ; but no matter.
ODOHERTY:
At my time o’ day
It were mwcw«-. in truth,
If I could be less gay
Than your frolicksome youth ;
And now old and gray,
To plod on my way
Like a senior, in sooth.
I wish my old tricks ~
T could wholly forget;
But the apple here sticks,
Undigested as yet. .
Let the good folks who will
With my plan disagree,
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They may scold me their i1,
If I only am free
To retain in full glee

All my good humonr still.

HOGG-

T canna say I like the harmony o’ yer ditty, captain.

ODOHERTY,

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

HOGG.

I wush, my lad, ye wad write a vollom yersell, and no be jockin" at the
warks o’ ithers. Ye wad find an unco &hw..nnon between jeerin’ at authors
and bein’ ane yersell,

NORTH. .’ -

Yes, Hogg, 1 confess there is 2 degree of unfairness in the critics of the pre.
sent age. Who are the great reviewers—the persons whose literary opinions
guide the British public ?—Jeffrey, John Coleridge, ODoherty—yet not one of
these gentlemen ever wrote a book.

HOGG.

Nae mair than yersell, Mr North,

NOETH.

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

HOGG, (axide.)

Auld baundron's buck’s up, I see. (7% Mr NorTH.) O, as for a sang, here
goes—Waunken up Mr Tickler.

TICKLER, {wakes.)

It’s no use, Jamie, ill your song is over, for that will inevitably put me to
sleep ; g0 let me nap till then, and then I'll stay awake for the remainder of
the evening, [ Relapses into shumber.}

HOGG.

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

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

Chorus—ye neerdoweels, chorus.

Chorus.
The glass and bowl, &ec.

We never paddled in the burn,
Nor pull'd the gowan droll—
ODOHERTY.
The gowan droll ! What is there droll about 2 gowan ? The gowan fine,
you mean,
. HOGG.

Sir Morgan ODoberty, if ye be Sir Morgan, ye'll hae the goodness to 1mnak
uwnﬂm for wm;nmr and no for me. It was, nae doubt, ** gowans fine,” in Burns,
for he wanted it for & rhyme to “ Auld lsngsyne.” Now I want it to thyme

to “ bowl,” a word far different. And besides, the gowan is a droll-like sort
of crater s ye wad see in a field.
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