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tion it to you? Mr. Robinson's asking him 
how he liked our Meryton assemblies, and 
whether he did not think there were a great 
many pretty women in the room, and wkich 
he thought the prettiest? and bis answering 
immediately to the last question -'Oh I the 
eldest Miss Bennet, beyond a doubt; there 
cannot be two opinions on that point."' 

"Upon my word 1-Well, that was very 
decided indeed - that does seem as if - but, 
however, it may all come to nothing, you 
know." 

"Jfy overhearings were more to the pur· 
pose than yours, Eliza," said ~har!otte. "M~. 
Darcy is not so well wo~ hstemng to as. hJS 
friend, is he?- Poor Eliza l - to be only JUSt 
tolerable." 

"I beg you would not put it into Lizzy's 
head to be vexed by bis ill-treatment, for he is 
such a disagreeable man, that it would be quite 
a misfortune to be liked by him. Mrs. Long 
told me last night that he sat close to her for 
half-an-hour without once opening bis lips." 

"Are you quite sure, ma'am? - is not there 
a little mistake?" said Jane. "I certainly saw 
Mr. Darcy speaking to her." 

"Aye - because she asked him at last how 
he liked Netherfield, and he could not help 
answering her¡ but she said he seemed very 
angry at being spoke to." 

"Miss Bingley told me," said Jane, "that 
he never speaks much, unless among bis inti­
mate acquaintance. With IMm he is remark­
ably agreeable." 

"Ido not believe a word of it, my dear. lf 
he had been so very agreeable, he would have 
talked to Mrs. Long. But I can guess how it 
was; everybody says that he is eat up with 
pride and I dare say he had heard somehow 
that Í.frs. Long does not keep a carriage, and 
had come to the hall in a hack chaise." 

"Ido not mind his not talking to Mrs. Long," 
said Miss Lucas, "but I wish he had danced 
with Eliza." 

"Another time Lizzy," said her mother, 
"I would not dadce with Jiim, if I were you." 

"I believe ma'am, I may safely promise you 
never to dan~e with him." 

"His pride," said Miss Lucas, "does not 
offend me so much as pride often does, because 
there is an excuse for it. One cannot wonder 
that so very fine a young man, with fam~y, 
fortune, everything in his favour, should ~hmk 
highly of himself. If I may so express 1t1 he 
has a rigkt to be proud." 

"That is very true," replied Elizabeth, "and 

I could easily forgive his pride, if he had not 
mortified mine." 

"Pride " observed Mary, who piqued her­
self upod the solidity of her reflections, " is 
a very common failing, I believe. By ali that 
I have ever read, I am convinced that it is very 
common indeed; that human nature is par­
ticularly prone to it, and that there are very 
few of us who do not cherish a feeling of self­
complacency on the score of sorne quality or 
the other, real or imaginary. Vanity and pride 
are difierent things, though the words are often 
used synonymously. A person may be proud 
without being vain. Pride relates more to our 
opinion of ourselves, vanity to what we would 
have others think of us." 

"If I were as rich as Mr. Darcy," cried a 
young Lucas, who carne with bis sisters, "I 
should not care how proud I was. I would 
keep a pack of foxhounds, and drink a bottle 
of wine every day." 

"Then you would drink a great deal more 
than you ought," said Mrs. Bennet; "and if I 
were to see you at it, I .should take away your 
bottle directly." 

The boy protested that she should not; she 
continued to declare that she would, and the 
argument ended only with the visit. 

CHAPTER VI 

The Jadies of Longbourn soon waited on 
those of Netherfield. The visit was returned 
in due forro. Miss Bennet's pleasing manners 
grew on the goodwill of Mrs. Hurst and Miss 
Bingley; and though the mothe_r was found to 
be intolerable, and the younger s1sters not ~orth 
speaking to, a wish of being better acquamted 
with tliem was expressed towards the two 
eldest. By Jane, this attention w_as receiv~d 
with the greatest pleasure¡ but Ehzabeth sttll 
saw superciliousness in their treatment of every­
body, hardly excepting even_ her_sister, and could 
not like them; though therr kmdness to Jane, 
such as it was, had a value as arising in ali 
probability from the influence of their brother's 
admiration. lt was generally evident when­
ever they met that he did admire her¡ an~ to 
her it was equally evident that Jane was y1eld­
ing to the preference which sbe had begu? to 
entertain for him from the first, and was m a 
wa y to be very m uch in !ove; bu~ sbe conside~d 
with pleasure that it was not hkely to be d1s­
covered by the world in general,. since Jane 
united with great strength of feehng, a com · 
posure' of temper and a uniform cheerfulness 
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of manner which would guard her from the 
suspicions of the impertinent. She mentioned 
this to her friend Miss Lucas. 

"lt may perhaps be pleasant," replied Char­
lolte, "to be able to impose on the public in 
such a case; but it is sometimes a disadvan­
tage to be so very guarded. If a woman con­
ceals her affection with the same skill from the 
object of it, she may lose the opportunity of 
fixing him ¡ and it will then be but poor con­
solation to believe the world equally in the dark. 
There is so much of gratitude or vanity in 
almost every attachment, that it is not safe to 
leave any to itself. We can all begin freely­
a slight preference is natural enough: but there 
are very few of us who have heart enough to 
be really in Iove without encouragement. In 
nine cases out of ten a woman had better show 
more affection than she feels. Bingley likes 
your sister, undoubtedly; but he may never 
do more tban like her, if she does not help 
him on." 

"But she does help him on, as much as her 
nature will allow. lf / can perceive her regard 
for him, he must be a simpleton, indeed, not 
to discover it too." 

"Remember, Eliza, that he does not know 
Jane's disposition as you do." 

"But if a woman is partial to a man, and 
does not endeavour to conceal it, he must find 
it out." 

"Perhaps he must, if he sees enough of her. 
But, though Bingley and Jane meet tolerably 
often, it is never for many hours together; and 
as they always see each other in large mixed 
parties, it is impossible that every moment 
should be employed in conversing together. 
Jane should therefore make the most of every 
half-hour in which she can command bis 
attention. When she is secure of him, there 
will be leisure for falling in love as much as 
she chooses." 

"Your plan is a good one," replied Elizabeth, 
"where nothing is in question but the desire of 
being well married; and ü I were dcterrnined 
to get a rich husband, or any husband, I dare 
say I should adopt it. But these are not J ane's 
feelings; she is not acting by design. As yet, 
she cannot even be certain of the degree of 
her own regard, nor of its reasonableness. She 
has known him only a fortnight. She danced 
four dances with him at Meryton ¡ she saw 
him one moming at bis own house, and has 
since dined in company with him four times. 
This is not quite enough to make her under­
stand his character." 

"Not as you represent it. Had she merely 
dined with him, she might only have discovered 
whether he hada good appetite; but you must 
remember that four evenings have been also 
spent together - and four evenings may do a 
great deal." 

"Yes; these four evenings have enabled 
them to ascertain that they both like Vingt-un 
better than Commerce¡ but with respect to any 
other leading characteristic, I do not imagine 
that much has been unfolded." 

"Well," said Charlotte, "I wish Jane suc­
cess with ali my heart; and if she were married 
to him to-morrow, I should think she had as 
good a chance of happiness as if she were to 
be studying bis character for a twelve-month. 
Happiness in marriage is entirely a matter of 
chance. If the dispositions of the parties are 
ever so well known to each other or ever so 
similar beforehand, it does not advance their 
felicity in the least. They always continue to 
grów sufficiently unlike afterwards to have their 
share of vexation; and it is better to know as 
little as possible of the defects of the person with 
whom you are to pass your life." 

"You malee me laugh, Charlotte¡ but it is 
not sound. You know it is not sound, and tbat 
you would never act in this way yourself." 

Occupied in observing Mr. Bingley's atten­
tions to her sister, Elizabetb was far from sus­
pecting that she was herself becoming an object 
of sorne interest in the eyes of his friend. Mr. 
Darcy had at first sca~cely allowed her to be 
pretty; he had looked at her without admira­
tion at the hall; and when they next met, he 
looked at her only to criticise. But no sooner 
had he made it clear to himself and bis friends 
that she had hardly a good feature in her face, 
than be began to fiad it was rendered uncom­
monly intelligent by tbe beautiful expression of 
her dark eyes. To this discovery succeeded 
sorne others equally mortifying. Though he 
had detected with a critica! eye more than one 
failure of perfect symmetry in her form, he was 
forced to acknowledge her figure to be light and . 
pleasing; and in spite of his asserting that her 
manners were not those of the fasbionable 
world, he was caught by their easy playfulneS!I. 
Of this she was perfectly unaware; - to her 
he was only tbe man who made himself agree­
able nowhere, and who had not thought her 
handsome enough to dance with. 

lle began to wish to know more of her, and 
as a step towards conversing with her him­
self, attended to her conversation with others. 
His doing so drcw her notice. lt was at Sir 
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\'.'illiam Lucas's, where a large party were 
assembled. 

"What does Mr. Darcy mean," said she to 
Charlotte, "by listening to my conversation 
with Colonel Forster?" 

"That is a question which Mr. Darcy only 
can answer." 

"But ií he does it any more I shall certainly 
Jet him know that I see what he is about. 
He has a very satirical eye, and if I do not 
begin by being impertinent myself, I shall soon 
grow afraid oí him." 

On bis approaching them soon aítenvards, 
tbough without seeming to have any in_tention 
of speaking, Miss Lucas defie_d her íi:1end_ to 
mention such a subject to h1m; wh1ch 1m­
mediately provoking Elizabeth to do it, she 
tumed to him and said: -

"Did not you tbink, Mr. Darcy, that I 
expressed myself uncommonly well just n~w, 
when I was teasing Colonel Forster to g1ve 
us a hall at Meryton?" · 

"With great energy; - but it is a subject 
which always makes a lady energetic." 

"You are severe on us." 
"It will be J,er tum soon to be teased," 

said Miss Lucas. "I am going to open the 
instrument, Eliza, and you know what follows." 

"You are a very strange creature by way 
of a friend 1-always wanting me to play and 
sing before anybody an~ everybody l If my 
vanity had taken a musical tui:n, . you would 
bave been invaluable; but as 1t 1s, I would 
really rather not si_t down ~fore those who 
must be in the hab1t of hearmg the very best 
performers." On Miss Lucas's persevering, 
however she added, "Very well; if it must be 
so, it ~ust." And gravely glanci~g at ~Ir. 
Darcy, "There is a fine old say~ng, ~h1ch 
everybody here is oí ~urse fam1har. w1t~ -
' Keep your breath to cool your porndge, -
and I shall keep mine to swell my song." 

Her performance was pleasing, though by 
no means capital. After a song or two, and 
before she could reply to the entreaties of 
several that she would sing again, she was 
eagerly succeeded at ~he i_nstrument by her 
sister Mary, who havmg, m con~uence of 
being the only plain one in the fam1ly, worked 
hard for knowledge and accomplishments, was 
always impatient for display. 

Mary bad neith~r genius no~ t~te;. and 
though vanity ha? g1ven her a~plu:~t1on, 1t had 
given her Jikew1se_ a pedantic a1r .a~d con­
ceited manner, wh1ch would bave mJured a 
higher degree of excellence tban she had 

reached. Elizabeth, easy and unaffected, bad 
been listened to with much more pleasure, 
though not playing half so well; and Mary, 
at the end of a long concerto, was glad to 
purchase praise and gratitude by Scotc~ and 
Irish airs, at the request of her younger s1sters, 
who with sorne of the Lucases, and two or 
thre~ officers, joined eagerly in dancing at one 
end of the room. 

Mr. Darcy stood near them in silent indig­
nation at such a mode of passing the evening, 
to the exclusion of ali conversation, and was 
too much engrossed by bis thought~ to per­
ceive that Sir William Lucas was hJS ne1gh­
bour, till Sir William thus began, 

"What a charming amusement for young 
peo ple this is, Mr. Darcy 1 ~her~ is nothing 
like dancing. aíter ali. I cons1der 1t as one of 
the first refinements of polished societies." 

"Certainly, sir; and it has the advantage 
also of being in vogue amongst the less pol­
ished societies oí the world. Every savage can 
dance." 

Sir William only smiled. "Your friend per­
forms delightfully," be continued aíter a pause, 
on seeing Bingley join the group;- "and I 
doubt not that you are an adept in the scienet> 
yourselí, Mr. Darcy." 

"You saw me dance at Meryton, I believe, 
sir." 

"Y es, indeed, and received no inconsider­
able pleasure from the sight. Do you oíten 
dance at St. J ames's ?" 

"Never, sir." 
"Do you not think it would be a proper 

compliment to the place?" 
"It is a compliment which I never pay to 

any place if I can avoid it." 
"You have a house in town, I conclude?" 
Mr. Darcy bowed. . 
"I had once sorne tboughts of fixing in 

town myself - f?r I am fon_d of s~perior 
society; but I d1d not feel qmte ce~tam tbat 
the air of London would agree w1th Lady 
Lucas." 

lle paused in hopes of an answer; but bis 
companion was not ~isposed to _make any; 
and Elizabeth at that mstant movmg towards 
them he was struck with the notion of doing 
a very gallant thing, and called out to her -

11 My dear Miss Eliza, why are not you 
dancing?- Mr. Darcy, you must allow me 
to present this young lady to you as a very 
desirable partner. You cannot reíuse to 
dance I am sure, when so much beauty is 
befor; you." And, taking her hand, he would 
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have given it to Mr. Darcy, who, though ex­
tremely surprised, was not unwilling to receive 
it, when she instantly drew back, and said 
with sorne discomposure to Sir William -

11Indeed, sir, I bave not the least intention 
oí dancing. I entreat you not to suppose that 
I moved this way in order to beg for a partner." 

Mr. Darcy, with grave propriety, requested 
to be allowed the honour of her hand, but 
in vain. Elizabeth was determined; nor did 
Sir William at ali shake her purpose by bis 
attempt at persuasion. 

11You excel so mucb in the dance, Miss 
Eliza, that it is cruel to deny me the happiness 
of seeing you; and though this gentleman dis­
likes the arnusement in general, he can have 
no objection, I am S\.U'e, to oblige us for one 
half-hour." 

"Mr. Darcy is ali politeness," said Eliza­
beth, smiling. 

"He is indeed; but considering the induce­
ment, my dear Mi~ Eliza, we cannot wonder 
at bis complaisance - for who would object 
to such a partner?" 

Elizabeth looked arcbly, and turned away. 
Her resistance had not injured her with the 
gentleman, and he was thinking of her with 
sorne complacency, when thus accosted by 
Miss Bingley -

11 I can guess the subject of your reverie." 
111 should imagine not." 
"You are considering how insupportable it 

would be to pass many evenings in this man­
ner - in such society; and indeed I am quite 
of yout opinion. I was never more annoyed ! 
The insipidity, and yet the noise - the noth­
ingness, and yet the self-importance of ali 
these people I Wbat would I give to hear 
your strictures on them ! " 

"Your conjecture is totally wrong, I assure 
you. My mind was more agreeably engaged. 
I have been meditating on the very great 
pleasure which a pair of fine eyes in the face 
of a pretty woman can bestow." 

Miss Bingley immedialely .fixed her eyes 
on bis face, and desired he would tell her 
what lady had the credit of inspiring such 
.-eflections. l\1r. Darcy replied with great 
'ntrepidity: -

"Miss Elizabeth Bennet." 
"Miss Elizabeth Bennet I" repeated Miss 

Bingley. "I am ali astonishment. Ilow long 
has she been such a favourite? - and pray, 
when am I to wish you joy?" 

"That is exactly the question which I ex­
pected you to ask. A Iady's imagination is 

very rapid; it jumps from adrniration to !ove, 
from love to matrimony, in a moment. I knew 
you would be wishing me joy." 

"Nay, if you are so serious about it, I shall 
consider the matter as absolutely settled. You 
will have a charming mother-in-law, indeed; 
and, of course, she will be always at Pemberly 
with you." 

He Iistened to her with perfect indifference 
while she chose to entertain herself in this 
manner; and as bis composure convinced her 
that ali was safe, her wit llowed long. 

CHARLES LAMB (1775-1834) 

THE TWO RACES OF MEN 

The human species, according to the best 
theory I can forro of it, is composed of two 
distinct races, tite 111~ who borrow, and tite 
mcn who le11d. To these two original diver­
sities may be reducecl ali those impertinent 
classifications of Gothic and Celtic tribes, 
white meo, black men, red meo. Ali the 
dwellers upon earth, 11Parthians, and Medes, 
and Elamites," flock hither, and do naturally 
fall in with one or other of these primary 
dist.inctions. The infinite superiority of the 
former, which I choose to designate as the 
great race, is discernible in their figure, port, 
and a certain instinctive sovereignty. The 
latter are boro degraded. "He shall serve 
his brelhren." There is something in the air 
of one of this caste, lean and suspicious; con­
trasting with the open, trusting, generous man­
ners of the other. 

Observe who have been the greatest bor­
rowers of ali ages - Alcibiades - Falstaff -
Sir Richard Steele - our late incomparable 
Brinsley- what a family likeness in ali four ! 

What a careless, even deportment hath your 
borrower I wbat rosy gills ! what a beautiful 
reliance on Providence doth he maniíest, -
taking no more thought than lilies I What 
contempt for money, - accounting it (yours 
and mine especially) no better than dross ! 
Whal a liberal confounding of lhose pedantic 
distinctions of meum and tuum/ or rather, 
what a noble simplification of language (be­
yond Tooke), resolving these supposed oppo­
sites into one clear, intelligible pronoun adjec­
tive ! - What near approaches doth he make 
to the primitive com1111mity, - to the extent oí 
one-half oí the principie at least 1 

lle is the true taxer II who calleth ali the 
world up to be taxed" ¡ and the distan ce is 
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as vast between him and one of 1,s, as sub­
sisted betwixt the Augustan Majesty and the 
poorest obolary Jew that paid it tribute­
pittance at Jerusalem ! - His exactions, too, 
have such a cheerful, voluntary air ! So far 
removed from your sour parochial or state­
gatherers, - those ink-hom varlets, who carry 
their want of welcome in their faces! He 
cometh to you with a smile, and troubleth you 
with no receipt; confining himself to no set 
sea.son. Every day is his Candlemas, or bis 
Feast of Holy Michael. He applieth the lem 
tormentum oí a pleasant look to your purse, -
which to that gentle warmth expands her 
silken leaves, as naturally as the cloak of the 
traveller, for which sun and wind contended! 
He is the true Propontic which never ebbeth ! 
The sea which taketh handsomely at each 
man's hand. In vain the victim, whom he 
delighteth to honour, struggles with destiny; 
he is in the net. Lend therefore cheeríully, O 
man ordained to lend - that thou lose not in 
the end, with thy worldly penny, the reversi~n 
promised. Combine not preposterously m 
thine own person the penalties of Lazarus and 
oí Dives ! - but, when thou seest the proper 
authority coming, meet it smilingly, as it were 
half-way. Come, a handsome sacrifice ! See 
how light he makes oí it 1 Strain not courtesies 
with a noble enemy. 

Reflections like the foregoing were forced 
upon my mind by the death oí my o~d f~end, 
Ralph Bigod, Esq., who departed tb1s life on 
Wednesday evening; dying, as he ha~ lived, 
witbout much trouble. He boasted h1mself a 
descendant from migbty ancestors oí that 
name, who heretofore held ducal dignities in 
tbis realm. In bis actions and sentiments he 
belied not the stock to which he pretended. 
Early in life he found hi11;1self invested wi_th 
ample revenues; which, w1th that noble dis­
interestedness which I have noticed as inherent 
in men of the great race, he took almost im­
mediate measures entirely to dissipate and 
bring to nothing: for thcre is S?methin~ re­
volting in the idea oí a king holding a pnvate 
purse; and the thoughts of Bigod were ~11 
regal. Thus furnished, by the very act of d1s­
fumishment; getting rid of the cumbersome 
luggage of riches, more apt (as one sings) 

To slacken virtue, and abate her edge, 
Than prompt her to do aught may merit praise, 

he sets forth, like sorne Alexander, upon bis 
great enterprise, "borrowing and to borrow !" 

In bis periegesis, or triumphant progress 
throughout this island, it has been calculated 
that he laid a tithe part oí the inhabitants 
under contribution. I reject this estímate as 
greatly exaggerated: but having had the 
honour of accompanying my friend, divers 
times, in his perambulations about this vast 
city, I own I was greatly struck at first with 
the prodigious number of faces we met, who 
claimed a sort oí respectful acquaintance with 
us. He was one day so obliging as to explain 
the phenomenon. It seems, these were bis 
tributaries; feeders of bis exchequer; gentle­
men, his good friends (as he was plea~ed to 
express himself), to whom he had occas1onally 
been beholden for a loan. Their multitudes 
did no way disconcert him. He ra~her took a 
pride in numbering them; and, w1th Comus, 
seemed pleased to be "stocked with so fair a 
herd." 

With such sources, it was a wonder how he 
contrived to keep bis treasury always empty. 
He did it by force of an aphorism, which he 
had often in bis mouth, that "money kept 
longer than three days stinks." So he made 
use of it while it was fresh. A good part he 
drank away (for he was an excellent toss-pot), 
sorne he gave away, the rest he threw away, 
literally tossing and hurling it _vi~lently from 
him - as boys do burs, or as if 1t had been 
infectious - into ponds, or ditches, or deep 
boles, - inscrutable cavities of the earth: -
or he would bury it (where he would never 
seek it again) by a river's side under sorne 
bank which (he would facetiously observe) 
paid 

1

no interest - but out away ~rom hi~ it 
must go peremptorily, as Hagar s offspnng 
into the wilderness, while it was sweet. He 
never missed it. The streams were perennial 
which fed bis fisc. When new supplies be­
carne necessary, the first person that had the 
felicity to fall in with him, friend or stranger, 
was sure to contribute to the deficiency. For 
Bigod had an Utuieniable way with him. He 
had a cheerful, open exterior, a quic~ jovial 
eye a bald forehead, just touched ·w1th grey 
(ca:1a fides). He anticipated no excuse, and 
found none. And, waiving for a while my 
theory as to the great race, I would put it to 
the most untheorising reader, who may at 
times .have disposable coin in bis poc~et, 
whether it is not more repugnan! to the kmd­
liness of his nature to refuse such a one as I 
am describing, than to say no to a poor peti­
tionary rogue (your bastard borrower), who, 
by bis mumping visnomy, tells you that he 
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expects nothing better; and, therefore, whose 
preconceived notions and expectations you do 
in reality so much less shock in the refusal. 

When I think of this man; bis fiery glow 
of heart; bis swell of feeling; how magnifi­
cent, how ideal he was; how great at the mid­
night hour; and when I compare with him 
the companions with whom I have associated 
since, I grudge the saving of a few idle ducats, 
and think that I am fallen into the society of 
lenders, and little men. 

To one like Elia, whose treasures are rather 
cased in leather covers than closed in iron 
coffers, there is a class of alienators more 
formidable than that which I have touched 
upon; I mean your bomrwers oj books - those 
mutilators of collections, spoilers of the sym­
metry of shelves, and creators of odd volumes. 
There is Comberbatch, matchlcss in bis depre­
dations ! 

That foul gap in the bottom shelf facing you, 
like a great eye-tooth knocked out - (you are 
now with me in my little back study in Blooms­
bury, Reader 1) - with the huge Switzer-like 
tomes on each side (like the Guildhall giants, 
in their reformed posture, guardant of noth­
ing) once held the tallest of my folios, Opera 
Bonaventurae, choice and massy divinity, to 
which its two supporters (school divinity also, 
but of a lesser calibre, - Bellarmine, and 
Holy Thomas) showed but as dwarfs, - itself 
an Ascapart ! - that Comberbatch abstracted 
upon the faith of a theory he holds, which is 
more easy, I confess, for me to sufler by than 
to refute, namely, that "the title to property 
in a book" (my Bonaventure, for instance) 
"is in exact ratio to the claimant's powers of 
understanding and appreciating the same." 
Should he go on acting upon this theory, 
which of our shelves is safe? 

The slight vacuum in the left-hand case -
two shelves from the ceiling - scarcely dis­
tinguishable but by the quick eye of a loser 
- was whilom the commodious resting-place 
of Browne on Urn Burial. C. will hardly 
allege that he knows more about that treatise 
than I do, who introduced it to him, and was 
indeed the first (of the modems) to discover 
its beauties - but so have I known a foolish 
lover to praise bis mistress in the presence of 
a rival more qualified to carry her off than 
himself. - J ust below, Dodsley's dramas want 
their fourth volume, where Vittoria Corom­
bona is I The remainder nine are as dis­
tasteful as Priam's refuse sons, when the 
fates borrowea Hector. Here stood the Anat-

omy of Melancholy, in sober state. - There 
loitered the Complete Angler; quiet as in life, 
by sorne stream side. - In yonder nook, John 
Buncle, a widower-volume, with "eyes closed," 
mourns bis ravished mate. 

One justice I must do my friend, that ü he 
sometimes, like the sea, sweeps away a treas­
ure, at another time, sea-like, he throws up as 
rich an equivalent to match it. I have a small 
under-collection of this nature (my friend's 
gatherings in bis various calls), picked up, he 
has forgotten at what odd places, and de­
posited with as little memory at mine. I 
take in these orphans, the twice-deserted. 
These proselytes of the gate are welcome as 
the true Hebrews. There they stand in con­
junction; natives, and naturalised. The latter 
seem as little disposed to inquire out their 
true lineage as I am. - I charge no ware­
house-room for these deodands, nor shall ever 
put myself to the ungentlemanly trouble of 
advertising a sale of them to pay expenses. 

To lose a volume to C. carries sorne sense 
and meaning in it. Y ou are sure that he 
will make one hearty meal on your viands, if 
he can give no account of the platter after it. 
But what moved thee, wayward, spiteful K., 
to be so importunate to carry off with thee, in 
spite of tears and adjurations to thee to for­
bear, the Letters of that princely woman, the 
thrice noble Margaret Newcastle?- knowing 
at the time, and knowing that I knew also, 
thou most assuredly wouldst never turn over 
one leaf of the illustrious folio: - what but 
the mere spirit of contradiction, and childish 
!ove of getting the better of thy friend? -
Then, worst cut of ali! to transport it with 
thee to the Gallican land -

Unworthy land to harbour such a sweetness, 
A virtue in which all ennobling thoughts dwelt, 
Pure thoughts, kind thoughts, high thoughts, her 

sex's wonder 1 

- hadst thou not thy play-books, and books 
of jests and fancies, about thee, to keep thee 
merry, even as thou keepest ali companies 
with thy quips and mirthful tales? Child of 
the Greenroom, it was unkindly, unkindly done 
of thee. Thy wife, too, that part-French, 
better-part-Englishworoan 1- that sl1e could 
fix upon no other treatise to bear away, in 
kindly token of reroembering us, than the 
works of Fulke Greville, Lord Brook - of 
which no Frenchman, nor woman of France, 
Italy, or England, was ever by nature con• 
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stituted to comprehend a tittle l W as there mJt 
Zimmermann on Solitude? 

Reader, if haply thou art blessed with a 
moderate collection, be shy of showing it; or 
if thy heart overfloweth to lend them, lend 
thy books; but let it be to such a one as 
S. T. C. - he will retum them (generally 
anticipating the time appointed) with usury; 
enriched with annotations, tripling their value. 
I have had experience. Many are these 
precious Mss. of bis - (in 1110/lcr oftentimes, 
and almost in quantity not unfrequently, vying 
with the originals) in no very clerkly hand -
legible in my Daniel; in old Burton; in Sir 
Thomas Browne; and those abstruser cogi­
tations of the Greville, now, alas! wandering 
in Pagan lands. - I counsel thee, shut not thy 
heart, nor thy library, against S. T. C. 

MRS. BA TTLE'S OPINIONS ON WHIST 

"A clear fue, a clean hearth, and the rigour 
of the game." This was the celebrated wish 
of old Sarah Battle (now with God), who, 
next to her devotions, loved a good game of 
whist. She was none of your lukewarm 
gamesters, your half-and-half players, who 
have no objection to take a hand, ü you want 
one to make up a rubber; who affirm that 
they have no pleasure in winning; that they 
like to win one game and lose another; that 
they can while away an hour very agreeably 
at a card-table, but are indifferent whethcr 
they play or no; and will desire an adversary 
who has slipped a wrong card, lo takc it up 
and play anothcr. These insulierable triflers 
are the curse of a table. One of these flies 
will spoil a whole pot. Of such it may be 
said tbat tbey do not play at cards, but only 
play at playing at them. 

Sarah Battle was none of that breed. Sbe 
detested them, as I do, from her heart and 
soul; and would not, save upon a striking 
emergency, willingly seat herself at the same 
table with them. She loved a thorough-paced 
partner, a determined encmy. She took, and 
gave, no conccssions. Shc hated favours. 
She ncver made a revoke, nor ever passed it 
over in her adversary without exacting the 
utmost forfeiture. She fought a good light: 
cut and thrust. She held not her good sword 
(her cards) "like a dancer." She sat bolt 
upright; and neither showed you her cards, 
nor desired to see yours. Ali people have 
their blind side - their superslitions; and I 

have heard her declare, under the rose, tbat 
Hearls was her Iavourite suit. 

I never in my lüe - and I knew Sarah 
Battle many of the best years of it - saw her 
take out her snufI-box when it was her turn 
to play; or snufI a candle in the middle of a 
game; or ring for a servant, till it was fairly 
over. She never introduced, or connived at, 
miscellaneous conversation during its process. 
As shc emphatically observed, cards were 
cards; and if I ever saw unmingled distaste 
in her fine last-century countenance, it was at 
the airs of a young gentleman of a literary 
turn, who had been with difliculty persuaded 
to take a hand; and who, in bis excess of 
candour, declared, that he thought there was 
no harm in unbending the rnind now and 
then, after serious studies, in recreations of 
that kind ! She could not bear to have her 
noble occupation, to which she wound up her 
faculties, considered in that light. It was her 
business, her duty, the thing she carne into 
the world to do, - and she did it. She un­
bent her mind afterwards - oYer a book. 

Pope was her favourite author: bis Rape 
of the Lock her favourite work. She once 
did me the favour to play over witb me (with 
the cards) bis celebrated game of Ombre in 
that poem; and to explain to me bow far it 
agreed witb, and in what points it would be 
found to differ from, tradrille. Her illustra­
tions were apposite and poignant; and I bad 
the pleasure of sending the substance of them 
to Mr. Bowles; but I suppose they carne too 
late to be inserted among his ingenious notes 
upon that author. 

Quadrille, shc has often told me, was her 
first ]ove; but whist had engaged her maturer 
esteem. The former, she said, was showy and 
specious, and likely to allure young persons. 
The uncertainly and quick shifting of partners 
- a tbing which the constancy of whist ab­
hors; the dazzling supremacy and regal in­
vesliture of Spadille - absurd, as she justly 
observed, in the pure aristocracy of wbist, 
where bis crown and garler give him no proper 
power above bis brother-nobilily of the Aces; 
- the giddy vanity, so taking to the inexperi­
enced, of playing alone; above ali, thc over­
powering attractions of a Sa11s PrC11dre V ole, -
to the triumph of which there is certainly noth­
ing parallel or approaching, in the contin­
gencies of whist; - ali these, she would say, 
make quadrille a game of captivalion to the 
young and enthusiastic. But whist was the sol­
ider game: tbat was her word. It was a long 
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mea!; not like quadrille, a feast of snatches. 
One of two ru~bers might co-extend in dura­
tion with an evening. They gave time to form 
rooted friendships, to cultivate steady enmities. 
She despised tbe chance-started, capricious, 
and ever-fluctuating alliances of the other. 
The skirmishes of quadrille, she would say, 
reminded her of the petty ephemeral embroil­
ments of the little Italian states, depicted by 
Machiavel: perpetually changing postures and 
connections; bitter foes to-day, sugared darlings 
to-morrow; kissing and scratching in a breath; 
- but the wars of whist were comparable to 
the long, steady, deep-rooted, rational antipa­
thies of the great French and English nations. 

A grave simplicity was what sbe chiefly 
admired in her favourite game. There was 
nothing silly in it, like the nob in cribbage -
nothing superfluous. No .flushes- that most 
irrational of ali pleas that a reasonable being 
can set up: - that any one should claim four 
by virtue of holding cards of the same mark 
and colour, without reference to the playing 
of the game, or the individual worth or pre­
tensions of the cards tbemselves I She held 
this to be a solecism; as pitiful an ambition 
at cards as alliteration is in authorship. She 
despised superficiality, and looked deeper tban 
tbe colours of things. - Suits were soldiers, 
she would say, and must have a unüormity of 
arra y to distinguish them: but what should 
we say to a foolish squire, who should claim 
a merit from dressing up his tenantry in red 
jackets, that never were to be marshalled -
never to take the field? - She even wished that 
whist were more simple than it is; and, in my 
mind, would have stripped it of sorne ap­
pendages, which, in the state of human frailty, 
may be venially, and even commendably, 
allowed of. She saw no reason for the decid­
ing of the trump by the turn of the card. 
Why not one suit always trumps? - Why 
two colours, when the mark of the suit would 
have sufficiently distinguished them without it? 

"But the eye, my dear madam, is agree­
ably refreshed with the variety. Man is not 
a creature of pure reason- he must have bis 
senses delightfully appealed to. We see it in 
Roman Catholic countries, where the music 
and the paintings draw in many to worship, 
whom your quaker spirit of unsensualising 
would have kept out.- You, yourself, have a 
pretty collection of paintings - but confess to 
me, whether, walking in your gallery at Sand­
ham, among those clear Vandykes, or among 
tbe Paul Potters in tbe ante-room, you ever 

felt your bosom glow with an elegant delight, 
at ali comparable to that you have it in your 
power to experience most evenings over a 
well-arranged assortment of the court-cards? 
- the pretty antic habits, like heralds in a 
procession - the gay triumph-assuring scarlets 
- the contrasting deadly-killing sables - the 
'hoary majesty of spades' - Pam in ali bis 
glory!-

" Ali these might be dispensed witb; and 
witb their naked names upon the drab paste­
board, the game migbt go on very well, pic­
tureless; but the beauty of cards would be 
extinguished forever. Stripped of ali tbat is 
imaginative in them, they must degenerate 
into mere gambling. Imagine a dull deal 
board, or drum head, to spread them on, in­
stead of that nice verdant carpet ( next to 
nature's), fittest arena for those courtly com­
batanls to play their gallant jousls and tourneys 
in! - Exchange those delicately-tumed ivory 
markers - (work of Chinese artist, uncon­
scious of their symbol, - or as profanely 
slighting tbeir true application as tbe arrant­
est Ephesian journeyman tbat turned out those 
little shrines for the goddess) - exchange them 
for little bits of leatber (our ancestors' money), 
or chalk and a slate ! " -

The old lady, with a smile, confessed the 
soundness of my logic; and to her approbation 
of my argumenls on her favourite topic that 
evening I have al.ways fancied myself indebted 
for tbe legacy of a curious cribbage-board, 
made of the finest Sienna marble, which her 
maternal uncle (old Walter Plumer, whom 1 
have elsewhere celebrated) brought with him 
from Florence: - this, and a trifle of five 
hundred pounds, carne to me at her death. 

Tbe former bequest (which I do not least 
value) I have kept with religious care; though 
she berself, to confess a truth, was never 
greatly taken with cribbage. It was an essen­
tially vulgar game, I have heard her say, -
disputing with her uncle, who was very par­
tial to it. She could never heartily bring her 
moulh to pronounce "Go," or "Tltat's a go." 
She called it an ungrammatical game. The 
pegging teased her. I once knew her to for­
feit a rubber (a five-dollar stake) because she 
would not take advantage of the tum-up 
knave, which would have given it her, but 
which she must have claimed by the disgrace­
ful tenure of declaring "two for his heels." 
Tbere is something extremely genteel in this 
sort of self-denial. Sarah Battle was a gentle­
woman boro. 
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Piquet she held the best game at the cards 
for two persons, though she would ridicule the 
pedantry of the terms - such as pique - re­
pique - the capot - they savoured (she 
thought) of affectation. But games for two, 
or even three, she never greatly cared for. 
She loved the quadrate, or square. She would 
argue thus: - Cards are warfare: the ends 
are gain, with glory. But cards are war, in 
disguise of a sport: when single adversaries 
encounter, the ends proposed are too palpable. 
By themselves, it is too close a fight; with 
spectators, it is not much bettered. No 
Iooker-on can be interested, except for a bet, 
and then it is a mere affair of money; he 
cares not for your luck sympathetically, or for 
your play. -Three are still ~orse; a mere 
naked war of every man agamst every man, 
as in cribbage, without league ?r alli~nce; or 
a rotation of petty and contrad1ctory mterests, 
a succession of heartless leagues, and not 
much more hearty infraclions of them, as in 
tradrille. - But in square games (she meant 
whist), ali that is possi~le to be attained in 
card-playing is accomphshed. There are the 
incentives of profit with honour, common to 
every species - though the latter can be but 
very imperfectly enjoyed in those other games, 
where the spectator is only feebly a partici­
pator. But the parties in whist are specta­
tors and principals too. They are a theatre to 
themselves, and a looker-O!} is not want_ed. 
He is rather worse than nothing, and an im­

pertinence. Whist abhors neutrality, or in­
terests beyond its sphere. You glory in some 
surprising stroke of skill or fortune, not because 
a cold - or even an interested - bystander 
witnesses it but because your partner sym­
pathises in the contingency. You win for two. 
You triumph for two. Two are exalted. 
Two again are mortified; which divides their 
disgrace, as the conjunction double~ (by tak­
ing off the invidiousness) your _glones. Two 
losing to two are better reconc1led, th~n one 
to one in that close butchery. The hoshle feel­
ing is weakened by multiplying the channels. 
War becomes a civil game. By such reason­
ings as these the old lady was accustomed to 

· defend her favourlte pastime. 
No inducement could ever prevail upon her 

to play at any game, where chance entered 
into the composition, Jor notlring. Chance, 
she would argue - and bere again, admire 
the subtlety of her conclusion; - chance is 
nothing, but where something else depends 
upon it. It is obvious, that cannot be glory. 

What rational cause of exultation could it 
give to a man to tum up size ace a hundred 
times together by himself? or before specta­
tors, wherc no stake was depending? - Make 
a lottery of a hundred thousand tickets with 
but one fortunate number - and wbat pos­
sible principie of our nature, except stupid 
wonderment, could it gratify to gain that 
number as many times successively without a 
prize? Therefore she disliked the mixture of 
chance in backgammon, where it was not 
played for money. Sbe called it foolish, and 
those people idiots, who were taken with a 
lucky hit under such circumstances. Games 
of pure skill were as little to her fancy. Played 
for a stake, they were a mere system of over­
reaching. Played for glory, they were a mere 
setting of one man's wit, - his memory, or 
combination-faculty rather-against another's; 
like a mock-engagement ata review, bloodless 
and profitless. She could not conceive a game 
wanting the spritely infusion of chance, the 
bandsome excuses of good fortune. Two 
people playing at chess in a comer of a room, 
whilst wbist was stirring in the centre, would 
inspire her with insufferable horror and ennui. 
Those well-cut similitudes of Castles and 
Knights, the i111agery of the board, she would 
argue (and I think in this case justly), were 
entirely misplaced and senseless. Those hard­
bead contests can in no instance ally with 
the fancy. Tbey reject form and colour. A 
pencil and dry slate (she used to say) were 
the proper arena for such combatants. 

To those puny objectors against cards, as 
nurturing the bad passions, sbe would retort, 
tbat man is a gaming animal. He must be 
always trying to get the better in something 
or other: - that tbis passion can scarcely be 
more safely expended than upon a game at 
cards: that cards are a temporary illusion; 
in truth, a mere drama; for we do but play 
at being mightily concemed, v.:here a ~ew !dle 
shillings are at stake, yet, durmg the 1llus1on, 
we are as mightily concemed as tbose whose 
stake is crowns and kingdoms. They are a 
sort of dream-fighting; much ado; great 
battling, and little bloodsbed; mighty means 
for disproportioned ends: quite as diverting, 
and a great <leal more innoxious, than many 
of those more serious games of life, which men 
play without esteeming them to be such .. 

With great deference to l?e old lady's JUd&­
ment in these matters, I thmk I have expen 
enced sorne moments in my life when playing 
at cards Jor nothing has even been agreeable. 
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When I am in sickness, or not in the best 
spirits, I sometimes call for tbe cards, and 
play a game at piquet/or lO'IJe with my cousin 
Bridget - Bridget Elia. 

I grant tbere is something sneaking in it; but 
with a tooth-ache, or a sprained ankle, - when 
you are subdued and humble, - you are glad 
to put up witb an inferior spring of action. 

There is such a thing in nature, I aro con­
vinced, as sick whist. 

I grant it is not the highest style of man - I 
deprecate the manes of Sarah Battle - she 
Iives not, alas! to whom I should apologise. 

At such times, tbose terms which my old 
friend objected to, come in as something ad­
missible - I love to get a tierce ora quatorze, 
though they mean nothing. I am subdued to 
an inferior interest. Those shadows of win­
ning amuse me. 

That last game I had witb my sweet cousin 
(I capotted her) - (dare I tell thee, how 
foolish I am ?) - I wished it might have lasted 
forever, tbougb we gained nothing, and lost 
nothing, though it was a mere shade of play: 
I would be content to go on in tbat idle folly 
for ever. The pipkin should be ever boiling, 
tbat was to prepare the gentle lenitive to my 
foot, which Bridget was doomed to apply after 
tbe game was over: and, as I do not much 
relish appliances, tbere it should ever bubble. 
Bridget and I should be ever playing. 

A CHAPTER ON EARS 

I have no ear. -
Mistake me not, Reader - nor imagine that 

I am by nature destitute of those exterior 
twin appendages, banging omaments, and 
(architecturally speaking) handsome volutes to 
the human capital. Better my mother had 
never borne me. - I am, I think, rather deli­
cately than copiously provided with those 
conduits; and I fee! no disposition to envy 
the mule for bis plenty, or the mole for her 
exactness, in those ingenious labyrinthine in­
lets - those indispensable side-intelligencers. 

Neither have I incurred, or done anything 
to incur, with Defoe, that hideous disfigure­
ment, which constrained him to draw upon 
assurance - to feel "quite unabashed," and at 
ease upon that article. I was nevcr, I thank 
my stars, in the pillory; nor, if I read them 
aright, is it within the compass of my destiny, 
that I ever should be. 

When therefore I say that I have no ear, 
you will understand me to mean - for music. 

To say that this heart never melted at the 
concord of sweet sounds, would be a foul self­
libel. "Water parted Jro,n tite sea" never 
fails to move it strangely. So does "In in­
fancy." But they were used to be sung at 
her barpsichord (the old-fashioned instrument 
in vogue in those days) by a gentlewoman -
tbe gentlest, sure, that ever merited the ap­
pellation - the sweetest - why should I hesi­
tate to name Mrs. S-, once the blooming 
Fanny Weatberal of the Temple - who had 
power to thrill the soul of Elia, small imp as 
he was, even in bis long coats; and to make 
him glow, tremble, and blush with a passion, 
that not faintly indicated the dayspring of that 
absorbing sentiment wbich was afterwards 
destined to overwhelm and subdue bis nature 
quite for Alice W-n. 

I even think that se11timentally I am dis­
posed to harmony. But orga11ically I am in­
capable of a tune. I bave been practising 
"God save the King" ali my life; whistling 
and humming of it over to myself in solitary 
comers; and am not yet arrived, they tell 
me, within many quavers of it. Yet hatb the 
loyalty oí Elia never been impeached. 

I am not without suspicion, tbat I have 
an undeveloped faculty of music within me. 
For, thrumming, in my wild way, on my friend 
A.'s piano, the other moming, while he was 
engaged in an adjoining parlour, - on bis re­
tum he was pleased to say, "he thought it 
could not be tl,,e maidl" On bis first surprise 
at hearing tbe keys touched in somewhat an 
airy and masterfql way, not dreaming of me, 
bis suspicions had lighted on Jenny. But a 
grace, snatched from a superior refinement, 
soon convinced him that sorne being - tech­
nically perhaps deficient, but higher informed 
from a principie common to ali the fine arts 
- had swayed tbe keys to a mood which 
Jenny, with ali her (less cultivated) enthusiasm, 
could never have elicited from tbem. I men­
tion this as a proof of my friend's penetration, 
and not with any view of disparaging Jenny. 

Scientifically I could never be made to 
understand (yet have I taken sorne pains) 
what a note in music is; or how one note 
should differ from another. Much Iess in 
voices can I distinguish a soprano from a tenor. 
Only sometimcs the thorough-bass I contrive 
to guess at, from its being supereminently 
harsh and disagreeable. I tremble, however, 
for my misapplication of the simplest terms 
of that which I disclaim. While I profess my 
ignorance, I scarce know what to say I am 
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ignorant of. I bate, perhaps, by misnomers. 
Sosten,tto and adagio stand in the like relation 
of obscurity to me; and Sol, Fa, Mi, Re, is 
as conjuring as Baralipton. 

It is hard to stand alone in an age Iike this, 
- (constituted to the quick and critica} pcr­
ception of ali harmonious combinations, I 
verily believe, beyond all preceding ages, since 
Juba) stumbled upon the gamut,) to remain, 
as it were, singly unimpressible to the magic 
influences of an art, which is said to have 
such an especial stroke at soothing, elevating, 
and refining the passions. - Yet, rather than 
break the candid current of my confessions, I 
must avow to you that I have received a great 
deal more pain than pleasure from this so 
cried-up faculty. 

I am constitutionally susceptible of noises. 
A carpenter's hamrner, in a warm summer 
noon, will fret me inlo more tban midsum­
mer madness. But those unconnccted, unset 
sounds are nothing to the measured malice 
of music. The car is passive to those single 
strokes; willingly cnduring stripes, while it 
hath no task to con. To music it cannot be 
passive. It will strive - mine at least will -
spite of its inaptitude, to thrid the maze; like 
an unskilled eye painfully poring upon hiero­
glyphics. I have sat through an ltalian Opera, 
till, for sheer pain, and inexplicable anguish, 
I have rushed out into the noisiest places of 
the crowded streets, to solace myself with 
sounds, which I was not obliged to follow, 
and gel rid of the distracting torrnent of end­
less, fruitless, barren attention I I take refuge 
in the unpretending assemblage of honest 
common-Life sounds;- and the purgatory of 
the Enraged Musician bccomes my paradise. 

I have sat at an Oratorio (that profanation 
of lhe purposes of the cheerful playhouse) 
watcbing tbe faces of the auditory in tbe pit 
(what a contrast to Hogarth's Laughing Au­
dience !} irnmovable, or affecting sorne faint 
erootion - till (as sorne have said, that our 
occupations in the next world will be but a 
shadow of what delighled us in this) I have 
imagined rnyself in sorne cold Theatre in Hades, 
where sorne of the jorms of the carthly one 
should be kept us, with none of the enjoyment; 
or like that 

- Party in a parlour 
Ali silcnt, and ali damned. 

Above all, those insufferable concertos, and 
picccs of rnusic, as they are called, do plague 
and embitter my apprehension. - Words are 

something; but to be exposed to an endless 
battery of mere sounds; to be long a-dying; 
to lie stretched upon a rack of roses; to keep 
up languor by unintermitted effort; to pile 
honey upon sugar, and sugar upon boney, to 
an interminable tedious sweetness; to fill up 
sound with feeling, and strain ideas to keep 
pace with it; to gaze on empty frames, and 
be forced to make tbe pictures for yourselr; 
to read a book, all stops, and be obliged to 
supply the verbal matter; to invent extempore 
tragedies to answer to the vague gestures of an 
inexplicable rambling mime - these are faint 
shadows of wbat I have undergone frorn a 
series of the ablest-executed pieces of this 
empty instrumental 1m1sic. 

I deny not, tbat in the opening of a concert, 
I have experienced something vastly lulling 
and agreeable: - afterwards followeth the 
languor and the oppression. Like that dis­
appointing book in Patmos; or, like the 
comings on of melancboly, described by Bur­
ton, doth music make her first insinuating 
approaches: - "Most pleasant it is to such as 
are melancholy given, to walk alone in sorne 
solitary grove, betwixt wood and water, by 
sorne brook side, and to meditate upon sorne 
delightsorne and pleasant subject, which sball 
affect him most, amabilis insania, and mentis 
gratissimus error. A most incomparable de­
light to build castles in the air, to go smil­
ing to thernselves, acting an infinite variety 
of parts, which they suppose, and strongly 
imagine, they act, or that they see done. -
So delightsome these toys at first, they could 
spend whole days and nights without sleep, 
even whole years in such contemplations, and 
fantastical meditations, which are like so 
many dreams, and will hardly be drawn from 
them - winding and unwinding themselves as 
so many clocks, and still pleasing their hu­
mours, until at the last the scene tums upon 
a sudden, and they being now babitated to 
such meditalions and solitary places, can en­
dure no company, can think of nothing but 
harsh and distasteful subjecfs. Fear, sorrow, 
suspicion, s11br11sticus pudor, discontent, cares, 
and wearincss of life, surprisc them on a 
sudden, and they can think of nothing else: 
continually suspecting, no sooner are their 
eyes open, but this infernal plague of melan­
choly seizeth on them, and terrifies their souls, 
representing sorne dismal object to their minds; 
which now, by no rneans, no labour, no pcrsua­
sions, they can avoid, they cannot be rid of, 
they cannot resist." 
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Something like this "scene tuming" I bave 
experienced at the evening parties, at the 
house of my good Catholic friend Nov-; 
who, by the aid of a capital organ, himself 
the most finished of players, converts his 
drawing-room into a chapel, his week days 
into Sundays, and these latter into minor 
hcavens. 

Wben my friend commences upon one of 
tbose solemn antbems, wbicb peradventure 
struck upon my beedless ear, rambling in the 
side aisles of the dim Abbey, sorne five-and­
thirty years since, waking a new sense, and 
putting a soul of old religion into my young 
apprehension - (wbether it be tltat, in which 
the Psalmist, weary of the persecutions of bad 
roen, wishetb to himself dove's wings - or 
that . other whicb, with a like measure of so­
briety and pathos, inquireth by wbat means 
tbe young man sball best cleanse his mind) -
a holy calm pervadeth me. - I am for the 
time 

-raptaboveearth, 
And possess joys not promised at my birth. 

But when this master of the spell, not con­
tent to have laid a soul prostrate, goes on, in 
his power, to inflict more bliss than lies in her 
capacity to receive - impatient to overcome 
her "earthly" with bis "heavenly," - still 
pouring in, for protracted hours, fresh waves 
and fresh frorn the sea of sound, or from that 
inexhausted German ocean, above whicb, in 
triumpbant progress, dolphin-seated, ride those 
Arions Haydn and Mozart, with their attend­
ant Tritons, Bach, Beetlil11Jen, and a countless 
tribe, whom to atternpt to reckon up would 
but plunge me again in the deeps, - I stagger 
under the weight of hannony, reeling to and 
fro at my wits' end; - clouds, as of frankin­
cense, oppress me - priests, altars, censers 
dazzle before me - the genius of liis religion 
bath me in her toils - a shadowy triple tiara 
invests the brow of my friend, late so naked, 
so ingenuous - he is Pope, - and by bim 
sits, like as in the anomaly of dreams, a she­
Pope too, - tri-coroneted like bimselfl- I aro 
con verted, and yet a Protestant; - at once 
malleus hereticorum, and myself grand heresi­
arch: or three heresies centre in my person: 
- I am Marcion, Ebion, and Cerinthus -
Gog and Magog - what not? - till the com­
ing in of the friendly supper-tray dissipates 
the figment, and a draught of true Lutheran 
beer (in which chiefly my friend shows himself 
no bigot) at once reconciles me to the ration-

alities of a purer faith; and restores to me the 
genuine unterrifying aspects of my pleasant­
countenanced host and hostess. 

WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR 
(1775-1864) 

JESOP AND RHODOPE 

SECOND CONVERSATION 

lEsop. And so, our fellow-slaves are gi\'en 
to contention on the score of dignity? 

Rhodope. I do not believe they are much 
addicted to contention: for, whenever tbe 
good Xanthus hears a signa) of such misbe­
haviour, he either brings a scourge into the 
midst of them or sends our lady to scold them 
smartl y for it. 

JEsop. Admirable evidence against their 
propensity ! 

Rliodope. I will not have you find them out 
so, nor laugh at them. 

JEsop. Seeing that the good Xanthus and 
our lady are equaIJy fond of thee, and always 
visit thee both togetber, the girls, however 
envious, cannot well or safely be arrogant, but 
must of necessity yield the first place to thee. 

R/iodope. They indeed are observant of the 
kindness thus bestowed upon me: yet they 
alHict me by taunting me continually witb 
what I aro unable to deny. 

JEsop. If it is true, it ought little to trouble 
thee; ü untrue, less. I know, for I have 
looked into nothing else o( late, no evil can 
thy heart have admitted: a sigh of thine be­
fore the gods would remove the heaviest that 
could fall on it. Pray tell me what it may be. 
Come, be courageous; be cheerful. I caneas­
ily pardon a smile if thou impleadest me of 
curiosity. 

Rltodope. They remark to me that enemies 
or robbers took them forcibly from their par­
ents . . . and that . . . and that . . . 

JEsop. Likely enough: what tben? Why 
desist from speaking? why cover thy face with 
thy hair and hands? Rhodopel Rhodope! 
dost thou weep moreover? 

Rhodope. It is so sure ! 
JEsop. Was the fault thine? 
Rhodope. O that it were 1 . . . if there was 

any. 
.tEsop. While it pains thee to tell it, keep 

thy silence; but when utterance is a solace, 
then impart it. 

Rhodope. They remind me (oh I who could 


