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MODERN LITERATURE.

Here fleeting phantoms of the heated brain

Swarm forth like locufts from the prefs of
Lawne;

Crim-vifagcd heroes, clafs’d in martial hofts,

And walking fkeletons, and fheeted ghoits,

Here hold their court, from German fetters
free,

And doom poor common fenfe to flavery.

Ye female feribes ! who write without a blot,

“  Myfterious Warnings” of —the Lord
knows what ;

O quit this trade, exert your proper fkill,

Refume the needle, and lay down the quill.

Vira.

L ITERATURE, like States and
Empires, has its period of prof-
perity and decay ; profperity which
human power has ever been unable to
prolong, and decay which no fagacity
can forefee or prevent. All that hu-
man wifdom can effed, is to confider
the ftate of learning in remote times ;
and, by comparing the probable caufes
of its downfal with thofe appearances
that at prefent exift, endeavour by
analogy to prevent thofe confequences
which hiftory in fimilar cafes has re-
corded. It has been well obferved,
that a paffion for the marvellous is the
difb'nguiﬂ)ing chara&eriftic of a na-
tion emerging from, or finking into,
barbarity ; as man, in the oppofite
extremes of childhood and old age, re-
quires rocking in a cradle. If this
ftatement be true, and hiftory certainly
confirms it, the profpeés of the pre-
fent age are of a nature extremely
alarming ; for perhaps there never was
a period, fince the days of Charle-
magne, that teemed with fuch extrava-
gant romances. I have, during my

- peregrinations, watched with fome
attention the decline and fall of novels
in the prefent age. I remember the
time when genuipe nature was the teft
of the town ; when we condefcended
to be pleafed with the tranfa&ions of
an inn, ora kitchen fire-fide, delineat-
ed by the mafterly pen of a Fielding
or a2 Smollett : wit was then thought
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a neceflary appendage to a wiiter, and
the fimple defcriptions of real life were
perufed with avidity and fatisfaction.
This period, however, vanifhed ; and
“ Britain changeful as a child at
play,” grew fo luxurious and dainty,
that common life ccafed to intereft
her. Sentimental delicacy fucceeded
next, and a whole holt of fighing
{waine, with the voluminous Richard.
fon at their head, continued to en-
tangle the town in delicate diftrefles,
errors of innocence, and exceflive
{enfibility.  Nature, though thrown
in the back ground, was yct not to-
tally deferted; but was occafionally
brought forward, like inferior objeéts
in a pi@ure, to increafe the effed. Tt
was referved for the prefent times to
¢ out-herod Herod,’ and introduce ex-
travagancies hitherto unheard of, and
cataftrophes which the moft fertile
imagination could not have conceived.
Not that the fentimental clafs js to-
tally excluded ; we have ftill a flying
{quadron (as any one who takes the
trouble to perufe Mr. Lane’s catalogue
may perceive), compofed of embarrafl-
ed attachments, exalted attachments,
errors of fenfibility, exceflive fen-
fibility, &c. &c. but the main body is
put to flight, and in their ftead a race
of exotics is introduced, incumbered
with the Gothic pomp of German
armour, which I fincerely hope, for
the credit of our nation, will not be
long fuffered to keep their ground.
We have generally and juftly been reck-
oned an honeft and upright people ;
but fhould a foreigner of ordinary
nerves take up acatalogue of our pre-
fent publications, he would certainly
fuppofe us a fet of the moft invidious
and fanguinary creatures that ever
infefted the world. The Danith Maf-
facre, The Myferies of Udolpho,
Myfterious Warnings, Phantoms of
the Cloifters, or the Myfterious Ma-
nufcript, interfperfed (as the fair au-
thor kindly inf%rms us) with Zeauite
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Jul pieces of Poetry. The Myfteries

""of the Black Tower, The Sorcerer,
with a countlefs ef catera of books of
the fame tendency, would certainly
deprive us of all claims to opennefs
and candour, ifthe manners and
difpofitions of a people are to be
difcovered from the ftate of Literature
among them,

Thus it appears that the Litérature
of our country has been divided into
three clafles, the natural,” the fenti-
mental, and the marvellous, anfwer-
ing precifely to the periods of pro-
fperity, decline, and fall of the Ro-
man Empire ; and perhaps the caufes
of both'may be traced to the fame
fource, namely, an enormous imcreafe
of luxury, and the repeated inroads
of Gothic barbarians.

It is wor'thy obfervation, that moft
of the romances above enumerated are
the produ&ions of female pens ; and it
will be difcovered, that Mr. Lane is
obliged to the female fex for furnifh-
ing at leaft three-fourths of his ample
library, where, to quote his own words,
¢ the foft, tender, fympathetic foul,
who wifhes poetical amulfements, will
find folace ;" and where, % for his gay
volatile friends, whofe defires center in
a chearful amufement of their leifure
hours, an affiduous colle@ion has been
made of every novel and romance that
has ever been publifbed I’ Heavens,
what a flough of defpond to wade
through ! how inexpreffibly is the
world obliged to him for his care and
attention ! What praifes are fufficient
to celebrate this Mzcenas of the age ;
and how much more fhould we be
delighted, if, inftead of the prefent
emblematical device in the frontif-
piece of his catalogue, of Minerva
proteting Literature, he had depi&-
ed himfelf, like another Jupiter, fit-
ting in ftate, with his inferior deities
around him, and Minerva iffuing from
his head.

I was led into this train of thought

by a converfation which I lately over-
heard in a circulating library. I hadnet
been many minutes there, when the
appearance of two very pretty women
drew my attention, between whom the
following converfation paffed : « My
dear Laura, have you read the new
novel 1 recommended to you, The
Animated Skeleton ? I affure you it
is the prodution of a very young lady,
and is her firlt appearance in that
charadter.”—7,. ¢ Heaven grant it
may be her laft ! What, a young lady
in the chara&er of an animated flkele-
ton ? I proteft I fhudder at the bare
idea.”—¢ Pooh! You .will kaow
better foon ! To be fure they ufed to
frighten me a little at firft, but it is
nothing when yéu are ufed to it 3 th;z'e
is nothing elfe read now, and for ¥
part I would not give a farthing for
a novel that had not fomething about
ghotts, and fkeletons, and hobgoblins,
and Emily walking alone with a great
lamp in her hand through a parcel of
damp cellars, in fearch of fomething
to terrify her to her heart’s content.”
—L. ¢ Well, it is furprifing to me
what pleafure you can take in fuch
fhocking books, that ought to infpire
you with horror ; for my part I never
touch a novel that is not recommend-
ed by Capt. O—, and he always fends
me Difinterefted Love, Exceffive Sen-
fibility, Delufions of the Heart, and
all thofe charming books that melt,my
very foul, and make me weep while
fitting under the great Ozk in our
garden.” Here the converfation funk
to fo low a whifper, that I could not
overhear what paffed, but retired, con-
vinced of the error of the race of fnar-
ling moralifts, who find fault with the
tendency of thofe innocent recreations.
To fpeak ferioufly, I cannot ap-
prove of the prefent rage for writing
that infefts our fair cuuntrywomen ;
the pen in the hands of a woman
(when thus applied) is almoft as un-
couth an inftrument as a lance or a
mufquet 3
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mufquet ; and if, like the Amazons
of old, they are determined to wield
the arms of men, they will, like thofe
warlike virgins, be obliged to disfigure
themfelves in order to be qualified for
the undertaking. Authorfhip is at
beft but an idle trade, and all the

private anecdotes I have been able to-

colleét of thofe females who have de-
voted themfelves to its perils, have
not “induced me to alter my opinion.
The fate of many a female writer may
be confidered in two points of view.
In youth fhe is perhaps handfome in
her perfon, and pofleffed of an ardent
imagination, ftrong paffions, and weak
judgment, She {fets out with a de-
termination to diitinguifh herfclf in
the world, but unluckily is not very
nice with regard to the manner. From
her eccentricities the is fhut out from
the few modes by which a woman
may render herfelf independent, and
thus at an early age relics on the
exertions of” her pen for fupport. If
fuch a woman be any way attraltive
in her perfon, fhe cannot fail to fall
aJacrifice to fome artful fuitor, who,
attacking her with her own arguments,
perfuades her to live with him unfhack-
led by the marriage tie. The con-
fequences of fuch an union are eafily
forefeen ; a few months of joy, then
indifference on the one fide, and frantic
upbraidings on the other : a feparati-
on enfues, and if the lady be a thorough-
bred modern philofopher, fhe claims the
liberty of doing as fhe pleafes with her
own perfon, and quits the world in a
rage. 1f this event does not ‘take
place, fhe in her eccentric courfe
attaches herfelf to fome man, who,
having like her tafted of the fruit of
perverted knowledge, is, like her,
felf-exiled from the paradife of focial
pleafure. With him fhe labours in the
vinevard of inflovation, and rails,at her
fex for not adopting maxims, which
to her have brought nothing but dif-
appointment and mifery. Such are
her purfuits while youth and beauty

Odds and Ends.

in fome fort extenuate her foibles; but
when old age approaches, that time in
which fingularities of any fort are lefs
eafily tolerated, her fituation becomes
much worfe. She is now negligent in
herappearance, flighted byheracquain-
tance, and ridiculed by the world;
and fits like the female Writer of
Tragedy, fo well defcribed by Smol-
lett, in all the confufion of genius
and literary difhabille, ¢ while hens
znd dogs and hogs are feeding by.”
Happy the woman who is content
with the lot in which Providence has
placed her; who can improve herfelf
by the* literary labours of others,
without wifhing to become one of the
fraternity ; and who, in old age,
looks back with tranfport on her paft
life, confcious that the well-educated
family around her are indebted to
her fteadinefs and prudence for the
various advantages they enjoy.
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MILTON’S DAUGHTERS.

S Milton at his death left his
affairs very much in the powcr

of his widow, though fhe acknowledg-
ed that he died worth fifteen hundred
pounds, yet fhe allowed but one bund-
red pounds to each of his three daugh-
ters. Anne, the eldeft, was deerepid
and deformed ; but had a very hand-
fome face; fhe married a mafler-
builder, and died in child-bed of her
firlt child, who died with her. Mary,
the fecond, lived and died fingle. De-
borah, the youngeft, in her father’s
life time went over to Ireland with a
lady ; and afterwards was married to
Mr. Abraham Clarke, a weaver in
Spitalfields, and died in Auguft, 1727,
in the 76th year of her age. She is faid
to have been a woman of good under-
ftanding and genteel behaviour, though
in low circumftances. As fhe had
been




