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DEDICATION. . -

|

TO THE LONDON REVIEWERS.

HIGH AND MIGHTY LORDS,

Tre Dedicator has been informed, that your
High Mightinesses are the States General and
Burgemasters of the Republic of Letters;
that “you succeeded: &-aumber of ingenious
wen, who cleared atway, by drauﬂhg apd digg-
ing canals, the fog and"thick air t!mt covered
it, from the third to the glxtgenth oentury,
huge portion of tume, unﬁ IR0 Iess “than one
thousand two hundred years—may God guard
us from seeing the like again—shat you add-
ed to the laudible works of these men, banks
and mounds to prevemt the ocean of ignerance

A



~ from breaking in upon it. It would have add-
ed much to the happiness of mankind, High
and Mighty Lords, if you had not proceeded
farther.; but the Dedicator is truly informed,
that you have intreducéd commerce into this
republic, and that the merchants of this com-
merce are, the different booksellers, printers,
and compositors, of the cities of London and
Westminster. He is also told, from a His-
tory of your Republic, elegantly bound in
" calf, and well lettered in gold, that you have
an army to protect this commerce, and that
the soldiers of this army are, stationers, pa-
per-makers, book-porters, packthread pedlars,
ink-makers, and sheet-sewers; and that the
oﬂiqet.s of ,tbls army are, guthors of various
destfiptions, such’as divites, lawyers, physi-
cians, and’, 4 my tudtnbers of both Houses
of Par}uqmeht hs‘éah’ ﬁnd time from the ooccu-
pttlons’bf ‘hol'ﬁe-hdlq, m\lt-maklng, drinking
claret, and shuffling cards ; that the generals
of this army are yourselves, High and Mighty
Lords,and that the commanderin chief is a Lon-
don Reviewer. It is unquestionably said, that
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this army fought a long battle against the plain
understandings of the common readers of the
English language, and that ypu conguered,
High and Mighty Lords, in so much, that
these readers will not buy, or. Jook at, ner
read a book, until you have approved of it.
The Dedicator, being wrought up to the high-
est pitch of admiration at the exploits of this
army, has added a. few superpumeraries.to
it, viz. Sir Thomas Lycurgus, a patriot ; Dr
Skylight, an author and critic; Dr Kilglister,
a physician, surgeon, and author ; and a but-
cher’s son in Cork, who grew up to an extra-
ordinary size by eating a great deal of mar-
row when a child; this man’s uncle, Bibulus
Macquickan, a wine-merchant, of the same
place ; Samuel Fairletter, a bookseller; Charles
Bearskin, a bookseller of a different descrip-
tion ; Edward Calfleather, a bookseller’s clerk
and a punster; George Dreadthunder, an
electrician ; Andrew Buskinfoot, an old play-
er ; Alderman Fatchops, a London merchant ;
the chieftain Mackbustlekilt, a Scotch High-
lander ; Doctor Saintbruno and Bishop Exo-
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dus, moral writers; Mactacitus, Livison, and
Laboricraniut; historians; Macirtitation, John
St Spendthrift, and Anglecato, novel-writers ;
Stultum’ Genio, a poet; Glisverbo, a dmne 5
and Smitosh, a political writer.

The Dedicator hopes that your High Might-
inesses will allow these good people to pass
in review before you, and before such per-
s6ns as may choose to look at them.




PART I.
BIRTH AND EDUCATION.

Tue Reviewer was descended from the old
Earls of -Castle Pillar, a family of lopng and
linesl descent, of great moderstion and dig-
nity.: the heads of it did not asume sny su-
periority over their inferiors that was nat
readily granted to them, for none was asked
that they were not well entitled to. The son
succeeded the father for many gemerations in
s kind of patriarchel simplicity and rustic bos-
pitality, without pride and ostentation,. and
with no more magnificence than pleased those
who partook of their bounty,—a manner of
living that must every where have the best
effecty in conciliating the good opinion of
mankind.
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Their descendants, the little family of the
Critics, were of a very different description.
Proud without fortune, and saucy without
merit, they were little respected by their
neighbours, who considered them in no other
light, than as the apes of such worthy proge-
nitors. ,

He that has nothing to confer is apt to de-
mand what he has no right to, as he that pays
worst is' universally known to dun most. = *’

" “The Reviéwer was an only son ; ‘yet his fa-
ther could not afford to pay wages to & precep-
tor for him alone, for his estate was small, and
he was obliged to keep up a kind of taudry imi-
tation of the consequence of the Earl of Castle
Pillar. Heé had three daughters, that he edu-
cated - at no smoall expense, with a view to
marry them to men considerably above his
own degree; for vanity often looks up in
matters where pride looks down. Owing to
this circumstance he was obliged to send young
Critic to:the house of a neighbouring clergy-
man, who was abliged to keep a schoo] from
the smallness of his stipend, or rather from
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the allowance that was given to him from those
who received stipends : this was the plain, ho-
nest, laborious curate, Meagremeal. :

The curate worked hard in a vineyard, the
master of which seldom pruned the vines or
pressed the grapes, although he drank of the
wine they produced, and exacted the rent of
the vineyard ; the drudgery of keeping it in
order, poor Meagremeal ‘performed with a
scrupulous and conscientious exactness, and
for. which he received yearly £11, 7s.2d.: .
with this the curate made a shift to live, for
he had no children ; these little agreeable and
solacing comforts to the rich, but to the poor
they are like as many withered limbs rendered
useless by disease, but which they must main-
tain, though at the expense of losing their
lives.

His wife was an industrious woman, the
daughter of a small Scotch farmer; they
drank tea once in the week, generally on Sun-
day morning, before the curate mounted his
horse, in order to preach at a considerable dis-
tance ; they drank it with a small loaf of bread



‘8

and a little butter, and used the economical

manner of the Dutch at the forming of their

republic, as to the sugar required for it,
which was ground down into a small powder,

and sprinkled lightly upoen the bread and but-

ter. * .

When Meagremeal’s wife, on a Monday

morning, bought a joint or piece of meat, after
having roasted it, she cut two small slices from
the thickest part, which, with two potatoes

beat up with the gravy, served them for: that
day. On Tuesday bread and cheese, with two
onions, sent them as a present from the sex-
ton. On Wednesday the piece of meat cold,
with hot potatoes, three slices and a half. On
' Thursday, bread and butter and a little tea,

the same as on Sunday morning. On Friday,
the joint, eat almost bare, with a cabbage. On
Saturday it wascut up into small pieces, bones
and all, and warmed up with bread. On Sun-
day Mrs Meagremeal was invited to dine

with the grave-digger ; the curate dines where
he can, and as near the place where he preaches
as he can contrive.
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* The Arehbishop resides in a palace,
travels in a coach, has twenty servants, eats of
two courses, has a third served up that nobody
eats off; it afterwards dines these idle, inso-

legt, pampered, wanton servants.

* Itrave}led in France a few years before the late revo-
lution of that country. . In Burgundy, not far from Cha«~
lon, we came in the evening to an inn ; we went into the
kitchen to order some supper : in & room near it we ob-
served from seventeen to twenty servants, at supper ; we
teld the innkeeper that we feared he had not sufficient
acppmmadation for us, as his house was so full. He
said, there was but one traveller in his house, a Bishop
going from Paris to his diocese, and that all these
servants we saw not only belonged to him, but that
" there were others of a higher degree up stairs along
with himself. On hearing this we went into the room
te take a closer view of this troop of vicious idleness;
we were hut a short time there, when a well-dressed,
middle.aged men, with agolden-headed caneinhishand,
came in ; he told them to make ready for departure in
the morning, that so many were to ride on horseback,
80 many in a carriage, others to mount behind ; and
he delivered his orders with as mueh importance and
precision, as i he were Marshal Turenme’s Aide-camp

glving orders to engage Montigueulo's army.
A2
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HE REMOVES FROM CURATE MEAGREMEAL'S
' TO CAMBRIDEE. '

Ir at the curate’s the Reviewer had not the
advantage of good living and good company,
he had the more estimable one of sober meals,
light suppers, and agreeable slumbers ; but his
father having been told by some officious gos-
#ip the story of the joint of meat and the su-
gar, he rung the bell for his wife, and with an
‘dngry countenante, asked her, if a person de-
scended from the ancient family of Castle Pil-
lar should dine and breakfast in such a man-
ner. -

Hu wife replied, that it almost broke her
hurttohearofu,bunbndwhaddle plea-
sure to inform him, that her brother, John
Longstory, an attorney, in Brief Lane, West-
minster, had procured him a pauper’s birth in
the University of Cambridge.

«What ?” said the father, ¢ a pauper’s birth !
well, if hitherto he has been served for a week
with the third part of a leg of mutton, he shall
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now for a whole month have the satisfaction to
be present at the dissection of a grasshopper.™

% My dear,” says she, it shall not be s0;
he shall dine as well as any lad in Cambridge,
and all be pays forit is, to eay grace when the
rest of the students are to dine, and to read to
them some agreeable piece of poetry during
the dessert.” '

<¢ 'Dhe dessert !” says.the husband . hg was
going to reply with much passion, but on con-
manner in which ‘he intended to pravide for
his daughters, he silently walked out of the
room, and allowed his wife to manage the busi-
ness in the best manner she could, in despite
of all that he Had ‘heard or known of the anti-
quity and greatness of the Earls of Castle
8he possessed'more prudence and foresight,
and had less. pride, than her husband. She
made it her business to know the customs and
habits of the town; and she was informed,
that in whatever house a young lad might be

boarded and lodged, he ought to provide him-
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self with good blankets, to keep him warm from
the easterly winds. To guard against them
comfortably, she got together three geod
double blankets, which, with a few necessaries,
she put-into a large sack, and in the middleof
one of the blankets she put a sturdy well-made
cheese, as a present to the principal professor.
The sack, with its contents, being well corded
and secured from the depredations of rats dur-
ing the night, was hoisted up on the peasant’s
back, and he carried it, the young Reviewer
walking by his side, all the way to Cambridge.

Could man renew this tumultuous scene in
a regeneration of life, were he so unwise as to
wish for perpetual existence in any period of it,
I think he would fix on that which passes be-
tween ten and fifteen ; the child and the half
boy is then left behind, and the youth, with
the feverish anticipation of manhood, is not
come on; life is a continual source of enjoy- -
ment, without disease or pain.

Our young Reviewer found himself in this
pleasant spring of nature, as he walked along
with his rustic conductor : the novelty of his
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situation, the beauty of the country, the fresh-
nsss of the air, and his own still higher and
fresher spirits, made him supremely happy.

Ah ! how different from. thy situation after-
wards, when you laboured all day, and after
it during the. silence of night, in the foul, rot-
ten, and pestilential gir of Paternoster-Row,
praising and dispraising, commanding and ridi-
culing, the books that issue from the press in
London, like the bees of a hive when a rat or
a mouse gets into it !

What he was taught at Cambndge, I hope
the good-natured reader (if there is a reader)
will exouse me the. relation of it ; for how can
a man describe a country in which he never
resided ? it would be as difficult for me to do
it, as it would be for the Lord Mayor of Lon-
don to describe Curate Meagremeal’s Saturday
night’s repast.

It is well known that he left Cambridge
well stored, or rather well stuffed, with vari-
ous branches of learning.

His father meant that he should follow one
of the learned professions, and, as the Castle
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Pillar family had ‘several good livings in their
gift, he proposed to him to study divinity.
But the young Reviewer could never forget
the small morning loaf and the little sugar of
his younger days, and his father could not
prevail upon him to run the risk of similar
treatment ; but it was soon agreed between
them, that he should study the laws of his
country, and that he should take chambers
for that purpose. He paid his small debts,
packed up his small necessaries, sold his bian-
kets, according to custom, to the person he
boarded with, and taking his bundle in one
"hand and a stick in the other, he set off for
London.
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“+ PARTIL
HE ABRIVES IN LONDON——$TUDIES THE LA W

TAKES CHAMBERS~~ADVERTISES FOR BUSI-
NESS WITHOUT SUCCESS,’

Ox -his' arrival in the smoky and crowded
capital of the European trade, he delivered a
Jetter of introduction he had from the princi-
pal professor at Cambridge, to Samuel Fair-
letter, a bookseller in Holborn. This man
was a happy contrast to many of his brethrén
in trade, (a few of whom we shall shortly in-
troduced to the acquaintance of the reader ;)
he sold his books well printed and well bound,
and at a price that afforded bim a moderate
profit; which enabled him to live in a decent
and substantial manner, and with that inde-
pendence which is the last thought at night
and the first in the morning of every true
British citizen. This he did when a book was
his own property. When he sold it for ad



16

author, he was obliged, against his judgment,
to submit to all the arts of book-making and
book-jobbing, that disgrace so many authors
of the present time; he despised the book-
sellers who assisted them in such undertakings,
who were generally men half learned and half
witted. He did not like these ; pretended to a
deep knowledge in books, in order to increase,
curtail, or alter the useful and excellent
thoughts of eminent men, or make them sub-
servient to the profits of trade, or to the bad
but prevailing taste of the times.

He gave a book a fair trial, by advertise-
ment in the public papers; aud left it to the
judgment of the public to find out whether it
was a good or a bad one, and took his chance
of it accordingly. ‘

Fairletter got chambers in the Temple for
him, and advertised that he intended to com-
mence the laborious and hazardous career of
alawyer ; the latter, indeed, he soon found it
to be; for it is the nature of that profession,
that a few successful men engross all the
emoluments and reputation of it, in the same




17

~ manoer that a few large strong fish, which take
their station at the mouth of a bay, eat all the
small fish that go in and come out of it, and
will not allow any other fish to take one of
them. ~

The other silent, unfortunate units on the
posterior benches, must sit quietly, if not can-
tentedly, and hear learned and eloquent ha-
rangues, from which they may reap instruc-
tion as well as entertainment ; but when they
return to their chambers, each had the morti-
fication to find that, during his absence, the fire
was burning and spending its heat ; the rent of
the apartments running on, shoes wearing at
the soles; the gown apt to be soiled by the dirt
that flies about in the air of so great a town
as London. This impure effluvia rises from
the wheels of waggons, carriages, and carts ;
from the hoofs of horses, the feet of men,
women, and children; cattle, hogs, sheep,
oxen, mules, asses, dogs, rats, and cats;
- steaws from 200,000 kitchens at the least,
from numbers of breweries, manufactories,
furnaces, butcher and fish markets, and stalls;
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burial places to a great amount: add to ali,
about 150,000 privies ; these compound quint-
essences of putrefaction fly about in the. air,
and subtilely find their way down the throats
of the numerous and busy inhabitants: they
descend into the stomach of a duchess as
readily as into that of a butcher.

A steak or chop, with a half pint of wine
and a pint of porter, is required, without any
thing to make up for these unavoidable neces-
sities of the day. -

This was exactly the young Reviewer's case ;
and instead of attending in Westminster Hall,
as he used to do every day regularly at ten
o'clock during term, he walked one morning
backwards and forwards in his chamber, with
the anguish and consternation that seizes every
man who does not know to-day how he is to
provide for the demands and cravings that he
is sure to-morrow will make upon him. After
walking in this maoner for a while, he sat
down, and, ruminating on his condition, he
+aid, “ O ! Pride, well might Mr Pope have
called you the never-failing vice of fools: he




19

might lisve added, that you are but too often
the sad and ill:suited companion of the needy.
I am here without bread to support me, in
this my genteel avocation and seientific ealling ;
I ain young and strong and healthy, and yet
I disdain to follow a humbler occupation, by
which I might have a comfortable and decent
livelihood, for fear of tarnishing the lustre of
the old family of Castle Pillar, and the educa-
tion ‘I have received; but since I have got
thee, Pride, through the dignified channels of
S0 many genefations, it must be so; I will
humour thee in thy own way ; I will perform
no manual labour, I will work merely by the
machines of the imagination and the brain:”
and in this mood he' 1mmedmtely sat down' to
write a poem.

While he laboured. for that which never
comes but of itself, and in its own way, and
at its own time, and endeavoured to keep the
wheels of his imagination from rusting, by the
means of coffee and brandy, he heard a smart
knock at his door, and without any other in-
troduction or ceremony there suddenly present-
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ed himeelf a little squat, brisk lad, about five
feet high: he told him his name was-Edward
Calfleather, and that he served as an apprentice
Mr Charles Bearskin, a bookseller in the Strand ;
and, with a pert quick motion, he presented a
small bill for paper and some stationary articles
that the young Reviewer had taken up at his
shop: he would rather have been presented
with a bank-pote for his poem; but he told
Calfleather that it would shortly be paid, and
added, that the paper he saw on the table was
a poem, from the sale of which he expected a
considerable sum ; and asked if Mr Bearskin
bought such productions. Calfleather replied,
that Bearskin did not buy such, but that there
was a bookseller in Pall-mall, of the name of
Shortmuzzle, who he knew gave good en-
couragement that way, and immediately left
the room. As this prim, spruce, though di-
minutive person, had some share afterwards in
these adventures, we here give some account
of him.

He was the son of a waiter at the Cock
eating-house, opposite to the north side of the
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Royal Exchange, the grate in the kitchen
of which, during the great run of the house,
about the end of the eighteenth century, was
equal in length to the ordinary breadth of a
London parlour. This savoury volcano began,
about one o'clock, steaking, broiling, frying,
rousting, and grillading, which continued till
five o'clock, for the gorging of at least one
thousand citizens, that during these hours ran
out and in, like the Romans of old to the ex-
hibitions of their wild beasts, and gladiatots in
a circus ; close to the strong fume of this dis-
seminator of the gout and scurvy, Calfleather
was born. When he left school, his father
bound him as an apptentice to a tanner in
Crooked-lane but he soon tired of scraping
wet hides and dining on bad tripe, and he re-
solved to turn his knowledge in tanning to a
more clean and agreeable occupation. When
his apprenticeship was over, Mr Bearskin took
him in as a partner and assistant, so that the
drudgery of the shop might be taken off his
hands, while he passed his time himself ‘at



clubs and coffechouses, in the company of
players, critics, buffoons, and newsmongers.

The young Reviewer was overjoyed at the
idea of selling his poem to advantage. As soon
as he had written out a fair copy of it, he
hurried away and introduced himself to Short-
muzzle : he found him in a little parlour on
the ground floor : after a few words of cere-
mony, he presented the poem to him; Short-
muzzle read the first line, « Ha!" says he,
‘it is not rhyme,” and quickly after, reading
a little farther, he. exclaimed, " < Po, it is
neither rhyme nor reason.” These were words
that he got from some old book of eriticism,
for they were known one hundred years at
least; he delivered back to him his poem, and
though- the worda he made use of were not
many, they fully explgined his meanipg, I
remember no more of this bookseller, than
that he was rather of a dark complexion, of
the middle stature, and that he had a dry,
uncourteous look, and lived in Pall-mall in the
year 1784 and 85.




As soon as he had, with sunk looks and
heavy steps, reached his apartment, he threw
himself .upon his bed in a fit of anguish that
partook both of stupidity and despair. ¢ Well,”
says he, ¢.in this manwer have vanished all
my fond expeotations. of ‘happiness; laughed
at by a bookseller, mocked and jeered by a
bookseller’s clerk.” i :
. He remaiped in. duooonfoctlusumuon
for a few days ; . he:was redueed. to such dis-
tress, (distress that ungenepous crities never
think.of)) that he was obliged. #o go out ope -
evening. with his best waistcoat. and the best
of his two shirts, made up in two small bundles,
in the pockets of his great-coat, with a. view to
dispose of them at a pawnbroker’s shop (a
necessary evil.in a great towan, and the tem-
porary, though distressful friend of the unfor-
tanateé and needy). As he passed a coffee-
house in the Strand, he saw through a window,
that had its curtain not fully drawn over, -his
relation and Cambridge acquaintance, Bick
Bluntworthy. Atsight of him his face hright-
ened, like that of an antiquary on his way to
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Rome at the sight of the dome of St Peters
church.

'He was afraid to go in; he went back to
his lodgings, threw off his great-coat, and
having dressed himself as well as he could, in
a short time he joined his friend Blantworthy.

He found him over a bottle of port, at least
some rough strong red wine mixed with brandy
and the spirit of lead. After a few blunt forms
of civility, Dick asked him what success he
had at Westminster-hall? It is remarked by
the curious, that Scotchmen and Frenthmen
never give a direct answer to any question
that-is put to them, owing, no doubt, to the
crafty and wary disposition of these people.
An Englishman gives a direct answer, ‘from
an inherent determined principle, that.no man
shall take his beef or his argument from himn
with impunity. The young Reviewer did not
refuse a direct answer from any of these ‘mo-
tives, but from one as common as either of
them, that of not wishing to begin with a
recital of his miscarriage. He said that there
werg: some in -that dining room of William




Rufus’s, viz. Westminster-hall; who eat well,
drank well, and slept profoundly in fine hol-
land and damask, and who sat close up near
the head of . the table ; but és for himself, he
should be happy, if he were allowed of & holi-
day to get a little soup at the bottom of it :
even that be could not precure.

¢ Well,” says Bluntworthy, < since that is
the :case, I hope you have fallen on.some
business or employnient, to compensate’ you
for the loss 7 -

- ¢ Why,” sayshe,“lhdnotmuchumew
choose one ; my necessity made such incessant
demands upon me, with the vain idea of being
a endet of the fawily of Castle Pillar, that I
wits hurried away from the dictates of pru-
dence, like a wisp of straw in a thunder storm,
and I commenced,—what do you think ?* -

“ Why,” says the plain Bluntworthy, ¢ per-
haps a wine-merchant.” :

¢ Ha! would it were,” says tlie other ; < no, I
became a poet ; and what is still worse, I ave
been ill treated by a bookseller, and I have
been the credulous dupe of a bookseller's ap-
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prentice, a little punster, of the name of Calf-
leather. He then related what had happened
to him: a man of the ordinary common kind,
who had neither much generosity, nor wanted
it altogether, would have laughed at him, for
the profession he had pitched upon in order
to make up his loss and miscarriage in the
science of the law. But honest Dick Blunt-
worthy shook him by the hand, and told him
not to be discouraged by the crosses of.the
world, to despise the malice of his. ill-wishers,
and, filling his glass up to the top and another
for the young Reviewer, he drank his_health,
and better speed to his next undertaking. Al-
though the character may be short, I cannot
here refrain from the pleasure of making the
- reader a little better acquainted with this
worthy person.

Richard Bluntworthy, Esq. was a native of
the west of England: he was descended from
a respectable family, that lived contentedly on
a good estate, but moderate . establishment
which made them always masters of the action
and inclinations that are the agreeable off-
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springa of independence, the greatest blessing
in life, and which is often unknown. to him that
spends more than his yearly income.

He succeeded to. this estate at the age of fifty,
after having served long in the army ; he had
the candour and the honourable reserved
character of an English gentleman ; his gene-
rosity arose not.from ostentation, but from
good sense and the genial warmth of his heart :
but he was liable to a failing, that unfortu-
nately arises from a wrong application of this
last agreeable and honest virtue. He poured
forth libations on the altar of Bacchus; but
he never allowed these excesses to get the bet-
ter of the rules be had laid down for a proper
pconomy of his affairs, which they seldom do
. in men of strong minds, who cannot bear to
-have their happiness lost for the acquirement
of those things which bring along with them
no solid advantage. ‘

While they were drinking their bottle to-
gether, he told him how much he required his
assistance,. in getting him some place under
governmwent, so that he might. appear with
credit in the world. During their conversa-



28

tion, he never once hinted any pecuniary dis:
stress but ; uch could not well escape Blunt-
worthy’s sagacity, in the course of & narvative
delivered by a lawyer without business, an
author without friends, and a poet fall of ven-
ity, though not devoid of imagination. The
generous Bluntworthy did not wish to wound
his feelings by offering him a sum of money.
He asked him if he had any books. He said that
he had. Bluntworthy then told him that he
would buy them in order to make up his lib-
rary in the country, and " that it would be an
easy matter for him to get the reading of as
many books as he had a mind to in a town
like London ; in this manner he meant to re-
lieve the wants of his relation: they walked
to the Temple to see the books. Bluntworthy
was not surprised to find, that they consisted
of a few old law books, and the Poems of Tam
DUrfy : he gave him a fifty pound- note for
them.

When the young Reviewer found himself
alone in his apartment, and when he compared
the note to what the books had cost him, which




20

was scargaly as mgny shillings, on the various
stalls and,small hawicigg-shops with which the
British metyppolis shounds more thanapy other
city i, the, world, he- said. to himself, < This
is: squuething vesy agreeable ; how comfartably
might ang live on such profits ! Had I where-
with te buy  few bopks, I think I might; join
the substantigl profits of a tradesman to the
desirable- gogupation .of an. author, and, bobh
to: the fand. but. upsnbstantial illusions of a
post.” Full of his new employment, and of
she wealth apd pleaswze, it romised to afford,
he left his lodgings, and wemt in quest of his
excellent. friend and benefactor, Mr . Blunt-
worthy,

-Jis friend, was ofthat bemgn and good dns- .
pasition that any shipg plessed him, if it oply
pleased others,  He approwed of his scheme,
saigl, he-woyld dg. every thing in his power to
premote it, and that he would give him. the
loap of £100 to epable him to put it in execu-
tion. Pride, when it arises from an intermix-.
tupe of self-conceit, superciliousness, and van,
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ity, is a vice both odious and treublesome: to
society ; and when it arises from a haughty
desire for solitary independence, it can scarce-
ly be called a virtue. This young man, who
had not five pounds in the world, before he
got the fifty pounds bank-note for his books,
hardly thanked his friend for the handsome
offer of £100; he coldly said, he hoped the
loan would soonbe paid him, with the inter-
est, from the profits of his trade as a booksel-
ler. Bluntworthy either did not see, or, from
the goodness of his heart, paid little attention
to this unthankfulness ;- and on some further
conversation, he told him that he would intro-
duce him to an author of eminence, a member
of Parliament, a good speaker, and a man well
known at court and in the country.

He that, half starving, faintly received the
offer of £100, listened with as much eagerness
" to this proposition as a young simple girl
would to a tale of love told to her by a
dancing-master. He rejoiced at the idea of
becoming acquainted with a popular rich au-
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thor and a member of Parliament, the wor-
thy and respectable Sir Thomas Lycurgus,
and the congenial friend of Squire Blunt-
worthy.



PART IIL

HE 18 INTRODUCED ToO SIR THOMAS LYCURGUS,
AND COMMENCES BOOKSELLER.

Tae man that I think the greatest of anti-
quity (with diffidence be it said) has delivered
it down as a maxim, that friendship can only
be formed between the virtuous ; had he lived
during a late memorabie revolution, he might
have had cause in some measure to alter his
opinion ; and it only confirms the old say-
ing, that there is no general rule without an
exception : it was from this sublime, but rare
and inconstant attraction of friendship arising
from virtue, that an acquaintance suddenly
sprung up between these two worthy persons.
Sir Thomas was born in the south of Eng-
land, where he possessed a great estate; he
was genteel in his person, with a mild and in- -
genuous countenance ; he had a stiffness in his -
manner, which arose from habits of study, and
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a consitutional deportment which no man is
thoroughly able to shake off. In his youth
he was sober, studiotis, and attentive to every
means that could enable him, through life, to
meke a considerable figure in the world ; to
these he added the most indefatigable perse-
verance, the most unwearied industry in pro-
moting: the good of his country, by writing on
verious subjects eonnected with it, and by es--
tablishing institutions, the utiity of which will
be:lotig remembered 5 but he allowed himself
tobe misled by a weakmess—it was vanity :
he was so completely carried away into the
vortex of this futile passion, that he swallow-
ed - praise, flattery, and raillery, with little or
no disorimination. This led hm to undertake
mere than he was able to accomplish ; for the
gifts of nature, as well as the aequirements of
soience, must be greatly weakened by being.
divided, and he that might appear eminent in
one sciefice, Or art, appears to dmadvantage in
a number of them.

But little particles of dust mix with the dew
on the most heautifal verdure of the'morning ;

B2
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not greater than these to wmen of candear did
one foible appear in the .character of this.ex-
cellent: friend to mankind, the constant patron
of ingenious young men ; and notwithstand-
"ing the ingratitude of some of them, and-she
neglect of their. parents, no new face ever left
him with a cloud of disappointment on - it,
which he was always ready to wipe away, and
he provided for more persons of this descrip-
tion than any man of his time. Such was the
patron of the joung Reviewer in his new career
of vending as well as criticising - the Iitenry
productions of the times.
By the generosity of Bluntworthy, and the
patronage of Sir Thomas Lycurgus, he was
enabled to set up as a bookseller in the Strand ;
a house was taken, an apartment fitted up with
shelves, desks, and all the apparatus neoessary
for vending a profusion of ideas. But there
were two persons wanted, and without -their
assistance no bookseller can carry on business ;
these were, a laborious steady printer, and a
sharp long-headed scholar, who should be a
good judge of books, and well acquainted with
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world: - With this view, he  waited on Sir
ThomasLycurgus as the most proper person to
recommend him to such necessary persons. He
found Sir Thomas writing some letters at ten
o’dlock, after having breakfasted ; an hour
when most men of his rank are in bed, and
giving their eyes the first rub in the morning ;

be told him his business, and Sir Thomas

gave him a letter to a printer of the name of
Maoport, and another to Dr Skylight. Mac-
port was the son of a drayman in Thames-
street, who meant to have brought him up to
his own’ profession, for which he was well
qualified - by nature, from the strength of his
constitution and the size of his limbs. The
calves of his legs.were little inferior to those
of that huge and gigantic statue that repre-
sents the Law at the door of the French pan-
theon at Paris ; his shoulders resembled those
of the Farnese Hercules ; his lungs breathed
freely in a chest not inferior to these principals
of the human body. A mind, the inhabitant
of such a tabernacle; could not well brook to
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be constantly employed in pouriag bad small
beer from ome cask into another; too proud
for being a porter, and too stout for the con-
filement of a shop, and too ambitious not to
be in some way useful to mankind. Robert
Macport resolved to follow the trade of a prin-
ter, a business in which his body and his mind
could have full scope for action.

Dr Skylight was the son of an old, crabbed,
dvunken officer of engineers; his father left
him nothing as an inheritance, but a lesrned
education, a sharp piercing eye, an acquiline
nose, that he was ready to thrust into every
place and company that would admit it, a con-
tentious argumentative spirit, and ¢ great deal
of knowledge and ability, both natural and ac-
quired, with a considerable share of the pride
that belongs to them. He resembled, not re-
motely, the famous Earl of Shaftsbury, that
lived in the reign of Charles the Second ; like
him he had from nature an intnitiye genius
for the law; busy, active, alert, and eloguent,
he would have shone in that transeendent but
perverted science; but it was Skylight's fate
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to-follow a profession that did not suit the na-
tural turn of his mind, and not succeeding in
it, he wasted his time in fruitless endeavours
te instruct and please the public. He starved
on the productions of his pen, when he some
way attracted the notice of Bir Thomas Ly-
curgus, who recommended him to the young
Reviewer, as a learned, ingenious, but neglect-
ed man. He got employment for him; but
it was nearly as bad as what felons receive in
a mine—the labour was Skylight’s, the profit
the young Reviewer’s.

When he had fully consulted with Skylight
and Macport, as to the purchase of the books
he required, they made a range through the
cities of London and Westminster, and their
imamense environs (the greatest in the world.)
In a short time they fitted up a tolerable book-
seller’s shop. He then turned to Macport, and
told him, that there was still something neces-
sary, tf notto his trade, at least to his com-
fort, and it was the acquaintance of a brother
bookseller, with whom, after the fatigues of the
day, he could unbend himself and take a pot,
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and that he would have no objection if Mac-
port himself would sometimes join them, wien
his business allowed of it. . Macport told. him
there was a man of this description in the
neighbourhood, of the name of Bearskin, that
he thought would suit him.

¢ Bearskin !” says he, abruptly ; ¢ so there
18, and I think I owe him a small bill; and
has he not an assistant and clerk, a squat lit-
tle rascal of the name of Calfleather 7"

‘I think so,” says Macport.

¢ Ha!” says he, «“I fear the master and
the man are like two pieces of the ssme
cloth.”

Says Skylight, who was standing by, ¢ Sir,
that need not.be any bar to your acquaintance
with Mr Bearskin, for no man keeps his clerks
in better order, nor can any man be of a fitter
disposition to do it.”

« Well,” says he, ¢ let us make him a visit,
and, at the same time, pay him his small bill.”
They departed for this purpose, and when they
had entered the shop, they heard a noise in
the room behind it, and understood the owher
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awthor: that fiiled - in producing, at the stated
time, & treatise oh electricity, for which he had
received a sum of money in advance. This was
the ingenious but unfortunate George Dread-
thunder. - Dr Skylight interceded for him, and
when ‘the black ire that beiled in Bearskin’s
stomach. had a little subsided, he introduced
the young Reviewer- to him as a brother book-
seller and. ndighhour,” who had lately set up in
. the trade,- and -who would be glad of his ac-
quaintance. - They. exchanged civilities, and
" agreed to meet for the enjoyment of each
other’s conversation at a future period.
Gearge Dreatdthunder, that Skylight inter-
caded for, was the son of a bookseller in Lon-
don; the industry of the father enabled him
ta give the son a learned: education at Oxford,
where he applied himself with great care and
attention to the study of electricity and meta-
physics, to which the turn of his mind led
him ; and wishing to make himself known, by
being singular in his -studies and way of
thinking, he broached a new doctrine unknown
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before to that ancient and great semsniary of
{earming; he endeavoured to account for the
subtile refinements of metaphysical vesearches
by the principles and nature of electricity;
but the more he looked into this well the less
he saw of the bottom ; the more he dug the
farther he was from it, until it presented to his
view a long dark hole fall of impenetrable
mist ; but his mind had not strength enough
to perceive that the unalterable decrees of na-
ture prevent the strongest intelleet from see-
ing farther. He then bought a new-invented
telescope, and an electrical machine, and he
determined to make a fire, and to gaze if he
could do no more. The Reviewer now.found
himself in a situation the most agreeable that
he had experienced during his life. -He was
patronised by Sir Thomas Lycurgus; Dr
Skylight assisted him ; Robert Macport print-
ed for him. He drank his pot at night with
Charles Bearskin, and the worthy Squire
Biuntworthy was the bulwark and sheet-an-
chor of his credit. As the young Reviewer,
one night, smoked his pipe'over a good five
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and a foaming tankerd, alpwg with Charles
Bearskin, Ned Calfleather game into . the
room in compeny with George Dreadthunder.
The Reviewer was in the middle of an hugor-
ous story,. with a laughing and careless coun-
tenange, but at sight. of Calfleather it changed
all of a swiden, and beeame as settled and
grave aw the half.finished bust of Brutws in the
gallery at Florence, ,

Ned Calflaather, bowaver, salyted the com-
pany,. and seid, < This is Mr Critic, the gen-
tlwmnhtalysetup uabooksellarmthe

Bearskin mm'ad, ¢ It. is,”

¢ Yes,” says he, ‘“and he is thegen&leman
that you directed with a pees to Shovtmugale,
in Pall-mall.”

“ And if your poem had heen a good one,”
said Calfleather, “ you would not, have repent-
ed of your morning’s trip.” .

On this the young Reviewer seized a paker,
and Ned Calfieather a shovel ; George Drpad-
thunder thrust himself under the table, and
Bearskin, with all his blusterivg, was a little

!



disconcerted. The Reviewer was going to
advance, but Calfleather, who had squatted
himself, like a vicious cat that had a mind to

beat off a bareskinned, soft-eared, chubby- .

headed pointer, aimed a blow at him, which
was so feebly and unskilfully warded off that
the sharp cornet of the shovel hit him just
above the temple, and he fell motionless with
his head towards the grate. The little con-
queror threw the shovel into the fire, and
made off with himself. Charles Bearskin hur-
ried to the relief of his friend ; he l#fted him
up, and found that his wound: was & bad-one.
George Dreadthunder lifted up his head; and
peeped from beneath the table ; not seeing the
little hero, he remarked it was a pity, for, by
the powers of Alchime, he would have thrown
him out through the window.
When the Reviewer had come to himself,
he asked if there was a surgeon, or any person
of medical skill at- hand? Charles Bearskin
told him there was one in the next street, and
that he was likewise a physician, having taken
degrees, and acted in both capacities as occa-
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sien required, ¢ He is likewise,” says-he,  an
aisthor as well as a critic of no small abilities.”
At any other time, -and in any other. circum-
stanee, thie latter part of this character would
have delighted th¢ Reviewer; but, situated
as he then was, he merely desired that he
might- be sent for: he asked his name, and
Bearskin replied, Kilglister, a native of Ire-
land. © When - this Herculean production of a
moist climate entered the room, and found that
a dapper apprentice had made so much havock
in so short a time, he seemed to regret that he
was not present to put George Dreadthunder’s
threst in‘execution : he dressed the Reviewer’s
wound " expertly, and conducted him home,
and in a few days he was as well as ever. As
this huge person had afterwards a considerable
share in these adventures, the following short
account” of him may be acceptable to’ the

Heliagabulous Kilglister was a native of
Cork, in Ireland, and the son of a butcher in
that city. - He measured six feet seven inches
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in height ; was as stout, btawny, and bpoad
in proportion to that height, as the Rastago-
wians arve reparted to be im proportion to
theire, whieh far exoveds that-of the Jawo-
peans, and all the other natiohs of thevorld
hitharto known. :

As the British navy, andoutmnd
plantations, are vietualled from Carky there is
an immense slaughter of oxen and other gasth
there; and every butchér in the place hae at
command capacious wooden howls filled. with
marrow, o

The veader need not be told that Heli Ki-
glister was well fed in his youth, or:thet he
grew to the size just mentioned, To aviid. the
contagion of viee in the city of Doklis, and
the cumberous burthensome weight of .the
learning that young men are obliged to.suhmit
to in the university there, as.soon as be left
school, his father sent him to a university in
Scotland ; there, as it ought to be, his mind
was left at freedom to pursue the study of
that science or art that nature had most fitted
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it for ; without obliging hisi to be a gene-
ral ‘scholar, in order to be a proficient in
any -pastigalar branch, he was edaeated at
less expense; and not so muely troabled with
formy, as he would have been in the Dublim
college. Having finished his education as
thi& university, he went to London with a
view to practise in one of the large hospitald
of shatchuge city. This situation he got by
meanis of ‘his uncle, a well.known wine-mer-
chant, and a great drinker at Cork, called
Bibulus Macquickan ; the Lord Lieutenant
got'drunk with him on a.journey through the
south of -Ireland, and Macquickan procured
thie favour for his nephew. In this new situa-
tiotr his réal character appeared, that hitherto
lay concealed under ‘the forms and restraints
of scholastic taition.

His marmers were as boisterous as his per-
son was uncouth ; he walked rudely with
quick pace, and carried in his hand & stick;
im- Ireland called a bit; his bushy hair, #i:
combed and uittied, rolled about his cheeks,
which were covered generally with a black-
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matted beard,—the ends of his coarse woollen
stockings half appeared for want of garters to
keep them up. With this ungainly appearance,
Kilglister was not deficient in the knowledge
of his profession, and many. other acquire-
ments of learning; but they were rendered
disagreeable and offensive by a contredictive
temper and rude behaviour: he had no idea
of the proprieties of time and place, s neces-
sary to decorum, and the agreeable communi-
cations of the world. o
The young Reviewer, in his new employ-
ment of a bookseller, had an opportunity of
seeing men and things in a different light from
that in which he viewed them, when he.was a
silent and unemployed lawyer and a starving
fruitless author. He was patronised by men
of eminence and abilities ; he was enabled to
estimate the common fate of books, what makes
them sell, and what leaves them unsold. Dr
Skylight informed him (and he could do, it
~ from experience), that the fate of a book de-
pended altogether on the genius, turn, and
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humour of him that criticised it, since the
public never looked at a book until it passed
the ordeal of criticism, ‘and the hot plough-
shares of the reviewers: that few books were
so well written as.to force commendatiow from
men whose sole business it is to criticise them ;
who had round the balls of their eyes a thin
deleterious ichor, that often fell upon the
print and the leaves of a book, which so blasted
and soiled it, that nobody would buy or read
it: that the great body of the people, the
middle ranks, who read and reflect most,
were more apt to blame than to praise ; that
they did not like to see authors, little and
newly known, looking over their shoulders,—
men who were yesterday on a level with them-
selves, to.day strutting and lording it over
them, and pointing out the road in which they
should walk; teaching them the manner in
which they were to act and live in the world :
that he might see, from the advancement of
learning, and from the increased wealth and
leisure of individuals, that every man thought



48

himself a critic; and consequently, that a
general calendar of criticism would be well
received by the public. He immediately re-
signed the management of his shop to Charles
Bearskin, and he set up the first review that
was known in England and its language.




PART 1V.
HE COMMENCES REVIEWER.

IN every new undertaking there is a species

of enthusiasm that seizes the mind. Hope

kindly, though often falsely, spreads a delu-
sion over the understanding that tends to dis-
solve the unforeseen difficulties that so much
abound in the different situations of life.-

- No man should have been better acquainted
with these than the Reviewer, from his for.
mer occupations ; nor did he altogether over-
look them. Before he entered on his new and
hazardous career; he consulted his friends,
Charles Bearskin and Dr Skylight. '

_ They advised him, as the business was new,

to insert in the public papers an advertise-

ment, by which he should inform the world of

his intention to review, criticise, and analyze

all new publications, of whatéver species of
c
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composition they might be. This having been
done, they next considered the manner of con-
ducting their new business, and how it could
be most expeditiously and beneficially carried
on; they agreed that the Reviewer should be
the dictator as well as director and: chief cri-
tic; that Dr Skylight should be his assistant
and ‘counsellor ; that Bearskin should sell and
get.off the books; and that Robert Macport
should print them. All matters being now
adjusted, they took a house in Paternoster-
Row ; they fitted up the best room in it for a
study and composition-room, and they placed
a large desk in the middle of it for that pur-
pose. Ned Calfleather was despatched to get
such books as best suited the beginning of
their critical career. The Reviewer*at this
time was a person upon the whole of good ap-
pearance, but he had an unhappy sourness and
habitual superciliousness in his manner, that
arese as much from nature as.from former
disappointments in life. Envy was a prevail-
ing ingredient in his composition; a legacy
bequeathed to him through the consequential

'
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absurdities of ten generations; and where
could this hlear-eyed little vice fix her abode
more propei'ly, than in the breast of him who
was obliged to dine on an ill-dressed, and, be-
fore it came to his chambers, half-cold beef-
steak and a pint of porter, and at the same
time think himself equal to the son of the
Prince of Condé, or the brother of the Duke
of Lorraine? These were imperfections not
likely to allow a man to succeed in the supple,
active, and acute science of the law ; he thought
himself entitled to a situation in life to which
he did not properly belong, and out of which
it were better for himself and others if he
could be prevailed upon to remove. He con-
stantly grumbled at not receiving the respect
that he thought due to him, and was out of
humour at the least neglect of it ; so that every
one was obliged to salute him first, or he would
pass by, without notice or salutation, his inti-
mate friends and acquaintance. But in the
middle of all this vanity and pride he could
descend to little meannesses, which he ac-
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quired from the manner in which be was
brought up.

They now got every thing ready for their
first monthly and critical pamphlet, except ma-
terials to work: upon; but a reviewer’s mate-
rials are different from those of other trades-
men ; they must have good materials to make
good work, but he must be furnished with
bad materials, otherwise he would have no
work at all. They waited eagerly for the pre-
mature production of some vain, inadvertent
young man, when Ned Calfleather came into
. the room, and threw upon the desk a history
written by J. onathan Sternbottom, a Scotch
parson. .

* What ! Sternbottom ?” saysthe Reviewer;
« he studied with me at Cambridge ; he was
not a bad scholar, but rather an ingenious
kind of young man; but to think of writing a
history,—it astonishes me to see young men in
this manner go beyond their depth.”

Dr Skylight said, ¢ that the book ought to
. have a fair trial, and that no judgment should
be passed upon it without mature deliberation ;
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and that. he. ought to-banish from his under-
.standing the prejudice that seizes all mankind
.against those who pretend to be wiser than
.others, which all auithors, small and great, do
when they publish their thoughts to the
world.” ‘ foa
“Po!” says the Revnewer, ¢ it raises my
indignation to see-men from the ordinary level
of mankind presume to buoy themselves up
to the importance of men of genius,—a history,
apd that of an ancient and warlike country,
indeed ! Had he written the history of a small
sown, or a siege or.the.like ;. but ‘to:think of
writing the history of an ancient kingdom,—it
were more in his line to cant on the mysteries
and sympathies of the Gospel.”. .o
. Next morning as, in a satisfied manner, he
read a newspaper after. breakfast;” reposing
himself after the.fatigues of a late supper and
too much’ punch, 'Calﬂéather.‘camg into his
spartment with a.newly.published book :—
¢ There, Sir,” says he, ¢ is the History. of the
House of Tudor for you.”—¢ What !” says the
Reviewer, ‘¢ nothing less than history :—-when



: &t )

Lampectid semie chtie snd répinse ot leant-edpice
drom my exitical labours, I must now Jeagine o
peruse & history.—Qnly a few weigns,” isags
Ned. ¢ A.few devils,” sayshe. < You wili soom
get over .it,” says Calfleather. « I ambest
judge of that,” says the Reviewer ; ¢ I.idesire
none of your interference.” - Calfleather saw
that it was necessary for him to depart, but he
aould go in his own way, and said, that instead
of a history, it would soon-be a story ‘hissed.

‘When he left the room the Reviewer took up
the book; ¢ Let us see what we have got here,”
ways he ; « some sbuse of Henry VIIL me
doubt, some censure on his vigour and eruelty
torhis wives; aye, meant to be ddded tothe His-
tory of the House of Stuart. The:duthor moves
hack in mere senses than ome; indeed, ‘wyitten
by same hungry Scotchman, who wishes to get
sawie more of our money ; & complete epitome,
the history of fonr reigns in two volumes, two
#eigns to a ¥olume ; veéry mechanically adjuet.
ed. But I forgot, there was Edward VI.,
duist his. reign was short ; let-us see.” e Tead
@ while, ‘and then ‘threw the book down upea
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thie abile. << The vary man,” < says ho, whe
writ the History of the iouse of -Stuart ; ‘still
eremming down our throate passive obedience,’
and non-pesistance ; he wept for the Farl of
Stafford, and he would hang Queen Elizabeth
and burn Queen Mary.” He glanced through
the volumes, - marking down the exceptiensbie
passages. After his hypercritical spleen had a
little evaporated, ¢ it is very hard” says he,
¢ that these tall meagre Scotchmen will not
write the barren annals of their own bareeoun-
try, they must interfere with our history for-
weth.,” He could not, or he'would not, 'sew
that happy medium between the conciseness of
Sallust, and the diffuseness of Livy ; he conld
see nothing either praiseworthy or excellent,
in the simplicity and perspicuity of ‘the History
of the House of Tudor, where impartial phi<
lesophy gains the candid rveader’s consent
against the prejudices and partiafities of the
world, ds does that unequalled historiest
composition, the History of the Civil Wy
which so soon ensued against Charles the Fivet.
Says Robert Macport, ¢ Can one of yeu telhne,



what the Romans thought of Livy wheh he
composed the first part of his history #—ss.}
cannot well say,” replied Skylight; « but I read
somewhere, that one day as he came: out of
the bath, and as he rubbed his eyes and elieeks
with a towel, he rather made too many. wry
faces and contortions of countenance, bat such
as are not uncommon in these cases, though
not so well suited to the digmity of an his-
torien.” ., . .
That while he was in this posture, with one
leg . carelessly hanging over the other, there
came in at the door of the bath a young pert
critic; helooked at Livy full inthe face; < What!™
says he, ¢ is this the man who pretends to in-
form us of the origin, exploits,and actions of the
Roman people ?” Livy’s modesty, and the awk-
ward situation in which he found himself, dis-
abled him ﬁfoin making any reply ; he quietly.
put on his clothes, and walked out of the bath,.
without speaking a word, leaving the ill-na-
tured critic more hurt and mortified by his si-
lence than if he had reproached him in the
severest manner.
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. After they had disputed a considerable time
: upow the meritsof the Scotch parsor’s history,
¢ Come,” says the Reviewer, ¢ let us pass sen-
tence ; and, Doctor, as you were recommended
to-me by 8ir Thomas Lycurgus, I ask your
advice before I pass it.”
« Iam not fond of glvmg advice,” says
Skylight.
¢ Why ?” says the Reviewer.
¢ Because,” says the Doctor, ¢ a wise man
does not require 1t, and a fool is sure never to
take it !” -

- ¢ Po |” says the Reviewer, « I am a species
between these two, so that you may freely
give it.” ‘

< Well,” says Skylight, ¢ be sure never to
criticise this, or any other new book, until you
have ate a good dinner; and after you have
picked your teeth, and drank your decond glass,
and wish to be amused, take up the book ; and
itis ten to one if you do not find a beauty, that
you find ideas capable of being made beautifa)
as well as useful, by the application and culti-
vation of the author’s mind. Bat if yoa take

c?
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up.a beok in the morning," with the fugws of
grog -and tohacco .seattered over your heain,
you will most assuredly. not see these beauties
nor these ideas, or if you happen o light upoa
them, you will only see them through the.me-
dium of spleen, discontent, and ill-humour;
and you will as naturally,pass .over them to
the imperfections of the book, as an excise
officer would pass the :most delicate wine to
get at. a cask of gin,

¢ Pray, Sir,’ says the Rewewer, «“ are yon
come here to assist me, or are you came to
dictate to me, or.rather to laugh at me ?” ‘Sky-
light was going to reply, and matters had the
appearance of a serious dispute, when a‘servant
came in with a card to him : he opened it and

read,—

¢ My Lady Grintaudry has the infinite
honour to present her very and .most respeot-
able compliments and respects to the Reviewer,
as she purpases and has preconcerted to have
a-rout at her house this evening, of cards and
music, with dancing.and walking, and the ~ery




delectable conversation of lrer-ncighbeurs ;:she
begs the favour of his cempauy, and wishes
that :he may inorease and augwent, with his
ovitieal coadjutors, the felicity of the.eutertain-
ment.

Mania Lovisa CARGLINE GRINTAUDRY.
. Bond Strect, 2 o’clogk.

« By the generosity of a Reviewer,” says
he, < this is a most polite lady ; this is the
firet time that we have been asked out sinee we
commenced Reviewers; dress your wigs, and
brush your shoes, as well as your elothes, for
we shall go directly.” Ned Calflpather was
sent for a hackney-.coach, and as soon as it
arrived, they went off to my Lady Grintaudry’s
house. When they arrived, they were ushered
into a large ill-furnished room, full of most
extraordinary company ; the hostess sat at the
head of it, under a kind of mock canopy, that
bespoke the poverty as well as vanity of the
owaer ; it was made of a common Holland
sheet, with a few half-worn India shawls, fixed
over 'a great arm-chair.
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Itisnecudryformmkind to have always
something new, something to vary and change
the ‘heavy tediousness and dull uniformity of
ife. When this meets with feeble intellects
and a weak head, it becomes ridiculous, for it
branches out into grimace and affectation, in-
to extraordinary dress, and a love of some-
thing peculiar and singular in manners and
appearance. This last propensity was exactly
the case with my Lady Grintaudry and her
guests ; they were composed of weak and idle
men and women, who can find no better em-
ployment than to imitate those whom they .
think ‘their superiors. When the Reviewer
and his friends went up to salute the lady, she
received them with a kind of half-grin, half-
laugh; this was fashionable at the time,
though it made the female countenance as hi-
deous as that of the two women that Mr Biran
mentions to have seen on the west coast of Pa-
tagonia after he had been wrecked near the
straits of Magellan. Some of the company
had buckles in their shoes three inches broad,
and so long that the ends of them came down
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on:esth :side. of the foot till.shey struck the
ground, ' There: were- someé young men, not
twenty-five.yearsof age, who wobe large bushy
wigs ‘upon -fine thick. hair ; and- they thought
it.a notable piece. of singularity to.hide this
natural and . beautiful covering. of the’heed,
the symbol of youth.and health, for so false
an.ornament.as -the hair of perhape some un-
fortunate diseased person-who, languishing in -
a jail, might dispose-of ‘it for a little subsist-
ence. . Another set of young men wore waist-
coats so short that they.scarcely covered the
pits of the stomachs. .This deficiency was amp-
ly made up. for at the other end; far there
they were tucked up by means of cellars so as
to cover both ears; the upper ends of .the
breast flaps were so high that they anmoyed .
the wearer all the time of dinner, and dangled.
about his mouth so0.as to prevent the getting
down his victuals. Tie neckcloths ofthese
apes of .good breeding were tied round. their,
chins; they looked like:so many persons. es.
caped from an hospital full of patients ill of
the king's evil. But among the company



tliere was 2 oountry squire that: broke hrough
adk the rules of polite assemblies ; for he.came
there screwed up in buckskin breeches and
boots; the former were so tight that his step
was not three inehes long, and he moved like
acat in pattens, to the great entertainment of
the rest of the company, who, acoording to the
uwial weakwess of human nature, laughed
at this absurdity in the squire, though they
eould see nome in themselves. The ladies
wore most extraordinary head-dresses, somse
of them three feet high, ending at the top like
a sugar-loaf: the materials of these crests
were whalebone and wire, the hair tucked up
to them, with the various feminine ornaments
of ribbons, flowers, and lace. It would be
tseless to ‘enumerate many other wuncouth
dresses among the company, in which buman
nature appeared little, if not comtemptible,
and which prevailed in Britain towards the
end of the eighteenth century. The numbers
were so great that they could scarcely move
about, much less walk and converse with plea-
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suxe ;-apd: ta: a:unan of sober reflection, .the
whale .bad the. appearance of persons an-
sembled for the.purpose of .annoying esch
other. - They had no .former .acqumintancs,
but stared and jostled like a crowd at a fair,
or a mob at a bull-baiting. When this con-
gregation of folly broke up, there was a gene-
ral outcry for hats, sticks, umbrellas, great-
coats, caps, fans, clogs, cloaks, carriages, ser-
vants, and flambeaux, and the noise was such
that it disturbed the whole neighbourhood.
When the critics were returning home, Robert
Macport asked who the lady was that gave
such a confused and unmeaning entertain-
ment ? Doctor Skylight said he knew some-
thing of her, that hebelieved she was the daugh-
ter of a Highland laird, married to an honest °
Welsh squire of small estate, but long pedi-
gree; that she came up to London every
winter for a short time, and exposed herselfto
the ridicule of people of sense, in giving such
routs as they had just witnessed ; imitating
her superiors, without wealth or taste, and
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which obliged ‘the whole family to live in the
country, during the rest of the year, in an ob-
scure and comfortless manner, to make up for
such futile and transitory extravagance. '
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PART V.

THE Reviewer and his associates followed
their employment with considerable success.
They soon saw that critical dissertations and
compilations, the picking up trivial faults;
watching the little slips and errors of ingenious
men, were better received by the public'than-
the noble enterprise of original composition.
They formed an idea, not without some foun-:
dation, that the public, a very few. excepted,
were nothing but a great and undiscerning
mob, and that they swallowed: whatever was -
offered to them by a Reviewer, with as little
discernment as the cod ‘on. the Dogger Bank

" swallow the various baits that fishermen- send:
down to them.
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One day, as they were finishing off a re-
view, the Reviewer turned to Dr 8kylight,
“8ir,” says he, «I think we might enlarge
this business, and employ more hands in our
critical labours. I perceive our Review takes
mightily with the town and the country.
You are well acquainted with the authors and
critics of the age : who among them can you
recommend to me ?”

. ¢ JIn what branches would yunreqtﬁre us-
 sistance 7™ says Skylight.

«“Why,” says the Reviewer, «“if I had
setbe.in physic, in metaphysics, and pieces for
the stage, I think we might manage the rest
curstlves.”

% Po |” says Skylight, < we need not go ﬁr
fa'dme of these ; for the two first, have we
nbosureequaintanees, DrKilglister and George
Dremdthunder 7"

- % And so we'have,” says the Reviewer ;- “l
quite forgot them. 4

"¢ A‘reviewer's' brain is like a sieve, owing
to the great quantity of minute stuff that goes
through it ; it retains at times but very little,




and thatlittle,” snys Ned Callieather; ‘Qwoﬁy
thecha&‘qndthe d“o RN : *)

«.8ir,” says the Beudter, 451 wonld ve-
commend it to yem to be more aparing of your
remarks; for at prennt you m\xmny om-
ployment.”

- Gharles Bearskin pluded«fw@dﬂuthev,
condition that-he held:his tongue: . . - @
© “But as to jplays,” saystheﬂumd';
¢ who shall we get. for that ™. . S0

 Why,” says Skylight, << there is a.eoan
whofregquents theChapter Coffdohounse, whed
think will .answer your puoposeas to thess,
and. hig name is; Antirew (Bushiafoos.” !

¢ A good name,” sayltheBetmrea, ‘S omek
magyhap as good &-critie.” L

It was settled that Slgyhght !boaldm
these learned peqpls, and, .inthe mecan timiey
every measure was taken. for the mare-ssiocess:
ful enlazgement of they: Reviews.: -- -

At often happens to 1men of wbilities, 1that
they aze -obligad ¢e b wwbservient to men:of
mean talents and inferiar anquitemenis; the



pride that attends genius is-hurt, a fretful un-
easiness ensues, and exertions are made to get
free from such disagreeable circumstances.
This was the case with Dr Skylight: he could
not bear the Reviewer's arrogance and pre-
sumption in making himself sole judge of the
taste and judgment of the nation in matters of
literature. ¢« What, says he, ¢ is become of
the labours of the Universities of Oxford and
Cambridge, of Edinburgh, Glasgow, Aber-
deen, and St Andrews; of all the numerous
academies, schools, and seminaries in Great
Britain, where men have taught, little inferior
to Plato or Aristotle? That no new book
marst be read unmtil it is first praised by the
editor and compiler of a monthly pamphlet,
assisted by men who, being incapable them-
selves of original compoeition, get their bread
by criticising the writings of men of genius.”
But these independent and generous senti-
ments were in Dr Skylight damped by -po-
verty ; insomuch, that he was obliged to be an
humble drudge against the cenviction of his
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understanding. He silently repined against
the unkindness of fortune, and could do no
more. .
_ In the morning the critics assembled in their
apartment. The Reviewer sat down at. the
head of the table, and Dr Kilglister at the
foot of it; Charles Bearskin and George
Dreadthunder at onme side of it, and Andrew
Buskinfoot at the other ; Skylight stood near.
it. “ Pray, Mr S8kylight,” says the Re-
viewer, why don’t you take your seat ?”
He hung down his head, and did not reply.

« I command you to sit down,” says the.
Reviewer. :
. Skylight was obliged to sit down, and stifle
the generous emotiors that he felt, how much
soever he might be liable to caprice and pas-
sion. After they had taken their seats, the
Reviewer got up and informed them, that no-
thing could be done until Calfleather appeared
with a new book, and that, in the mean time,
he would give thém an account of the state of:
" their affairs, which were prosperous beyond
his expectations. He said, that no lord,
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stpaire, nor' lady of quality, read a new book
witil they: heard, in some: of the polite circles,
what the Reviewer had said of it; that no
alderman, bishop, or mavy-contraetor, would
as much as hear of a new Book until they had
first read their Review ; that no lawyer, pawn-
broker, or-Seotch parson, could sleep without
the Review; that even the beefleaters of St
James’s read it; that the king of the Jews
put it into his pocket when he went to the sy-
nagogue ; that & learned Arabian of the sect
of Ali had a dispute with another of the sect
Omar about the Review; that the doctors of
colleges, masters of academies, and heads of
corporations, all over the world, praised, mag-
nified, and glorified their Review ; that all au-
thors, booksellers, printers, rag-men, and rag-
tearers, would be soon tributary to. their Ia-
bours ; that they should lay under general
conésihution all the readers of books in Great
Britain, Ireland, and the Isle of Man, male
and female, the learned and the unlearned, the
wise and the foolish : in short, that they would
deliver over to the most severe and ruthless
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execution of their pens, every one who.dasesd:
to oppose or disapprove these their frm and
absolute resolutions, and the prineiples and ex-
cellence of their Review.

. Fame is the parent of ambition. Tbele
critics, who formerly lived and wrote in dirty:
lanes and little coffee-houses, the air of which
last resembled that of glass-houses rather than
proper places of respiration, now fancied them-
selves transported to wide and airy streets, to
spacious and elegant lodgings; some of them
even began to think of a second course, costly:
wines, and & library. From these reveries
they were awakened by Ned Calfleather’s
knocking at the door: he was loaded with
new books.

. ¢« Ha! Ned,” says the Remwer, “ if you-
have been lomg away, it cannot be said that
you. have come empty-bhanded.”

 No,” says Ned, < if I have not many
ideas in my head, I have abundance of -them
on my back. The head of a minister of state,
on the eve of making a peace, could not com-
tain more ;™ and; with‘a countenance full of
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satisfaction, he threw his wallet quite full upon
the table ;- ¢ there,”:says he, ¢ critical gentle-
men, -there is food for yeur censorious under-
standings for a full month to come.” "

The Reviewer opened the wallet, and thrust-
ing his hand into it, the first thing he fetched
out was another poem, written by a vain and
young author, who had before unsuccessfully
written. one. What,” says he, ¢ another
attempt by .the very same person whose for--
mer. poem we 5o lately condemned ! It is ne-
cessary, gemtlemen, that we chastise this per-
son with all the rigour of our critical court,
with all the vengeance of a verbo-critico flagil--
lagion, that he shall remember all the days of
his life; a castigation with the words ‘that
compose our cat-o-nine-tails of criticism, for
his . impudence - and presumption. in having
dared to offer any thing to the public, after-
our sentence of eondemnauon of his former
praduction.”

< 8ir,” says Dr Skyhght, “ do you ima-
give that a youpg aughor may not improve by.
study, and reflection, however he.might at first.

8
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have been intgxicated by an over-ardent desive
of fame, and carried away by it.to premature
composition as well as publication ? Cannot
good writing be attained by experience sad
attentiop, when pature has been kind to the
writer ? gnd should he not bave a fair trial,
ungi] he is found altogether incapable of either
amnging or ingtrycting the warld 27

¢ Sir,” says the Reviewer, ¢ you are my
assistant, and not my master, in criticism,
Gentlemen, let us pass the sentence of our
court of inquisitorial severity; write, this
poem we condemn to the pastry-cook, tothe
trunk-maker, to the retailers of small wares,
and to smoking cider cellars, for lighting the
pipes of the guests; and, indeed, those who
conld endpre to read the first four lines of ity
peeded pot go farther to know of what the
rest. js composed.”

« Hqw,” says Dr Skylight, « could a man
knew by the beginning of a poem, what might
be contasiped in the middle or the end of it

¢ Sjr,” says the Reviewer, “ my criticism is
my qrificism, and youts is yours.” ¢ Well

D
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found out,” says Skylight, “Thope itis s0.” He
exulted in the severity of his sentence, and said,
¢« I think we have set this pretender at rest ; he
shall trouble no longer the public nor us with
his writings ; let him retire to his garret, and
there repine, and reflect on his blasted ambi-
tion and sunk reputation ; as to his lank belly
and meagre looks, let him look to that.” Upon
this sentence ‘being delivered, Robert -Mac-
port’s countenance changed, from- having a
blunt honest smirk upon it, to a species of se-
rious indignation.

-+ ¢ T shall- set thetypestothnspoorandnll—
used-author,”.-says he, ‘¢ when he requires it,
and a fig for your sentence.”

« The Reviewer.could scarcely contain him-

self:. ¢« What,” says he, < shall a printer set
himself up in defiance to a sentence delivered
by me, and approved of by my fellow-critics ;
a greasy type-setter, and a dabbler in ink, and
the rusty. points of crooked old nails,. to pre-
sume to arrogate to himself such sentiments *
Macport . quietly - heard him - out, and - said,
that he mistook entirely the business and
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functiens of a printer. The Reviewer was go-
ing to reply, in the congequential array of an
angry man, when ‘Skylight got' up and said,
that he hoped the meeting would . permit
him to deliver a few words on the- different
funetions of a critic and a printer. The meet-
ing gave its consent,. and Skylight said, that
undoubtedly the printer had a manifest ad-
vantage over the critic, for that in a few days
he could throw off as many copies of a book
a5 might equal, as to number, the library of
the most learned man of antiguity, while the
critic could only in so short a time make a
few remarks on their works; that the most ex-
pert and nimble-fingered clerks of antiquity
were no more to Robert Macport and his art,
than strength of hands and arms are to pullies,
cranes, levers, and the steam-engine.

¢ Mayhap,” says Macport, ¢ I thought we
were in the right on it.” _

« It might naturally happen, says- Sky-
light, « that the poor clerk, fatigued with his
labour, would fall asleep, and laying his hand

on the paper, he might snore, grunt, and so



soil it and the writing, that it could not be
easily read, and from this cause it might be
looked upon, by those who had the misfortune
to have bad eyes and ullawwmpnlim
as a bad book.”

¢ But,” says Skylight,  these bad books
were soon to have an end ; it had become so in-
tolerable a labour to copy them, and they were
#0 ill to read, that all men’s wits were sst on
edge to find out a remedy for so great an evil,
and to remove such an encumbrance from the
fertile genius that appeared every where to
have awoke as from a long sleep during a
dark and cloudy night ; the remedy was soon
found out by some Germans, or Dutchmen,
(it matters not by whom,) andthectofpmt-
ing appeared.

¢ Were I but born then,” says Macport ;—
¢« the art of printing diffased knowledge
through the world by thousands of channels,
like the river Nile, that spreads his soft and
balsamic waters over the prolific fields of
Egypt.® '

Robert Macport appeared in- ecstasy.
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< Pray,” says Ned Calfleather, < did no
crooodiles come along with these waters 7" -

_ % Ah!says Skylight, « there came a num~
bes, small and great.”

« What were they?” says Macport.—
¢« They were erocodiles in human shape ; cri-
tics, commentators, curtailers, abridgers, es
senco-makers, beauty-catchers, interpolaters,
bogk-builders, and undertakers, hawkers, and
reviewers. In what manner did tbey unploy-
themselves ?”

. .1 will ]l yon that,” says Skyhght; “ tbey,
whose souls could not expand into the universal
and spblime variety of epic poetry, who could
not melt into the natural and distressing scenes
of tregedy, nor hit upon the ridiculous ac-
tions of mankind in commonlife, called comedy,
who could not eomprehend, and draw into an
essence, the various oocurrences that have
" passed in the world under the name of history,
that places the actions of men under our eyes
as clearly as a man sees a country if he stands
on & hill in the middle of it. These very per-
sons dissppointed the epic poet, marred the
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sale of a tragedy, made a whole audience hiss
a comedy ; made the costly and laborious vo-
lumes of the historian moulder upon the shelves
of a bookseller’s shop ; made the intense lucu-
brations of the philosopher so 'neglected, that
he was obliged to breakfast on half a penny’
worth of bread, and a little bad butter, put
up in half a sheet of his uncalled-for writings,’
and which he carried in his pocket to some ob-
scure coffeechouse, where he was sure to meet
neither critic nor acquaintance, and where he
called for half a pint of porter to wash down
the unsavoury and scanty pittance.

«¢ And how could they accomplish all this ?*
says Macport.
-+ ¢ In the same manner,” says Skylight, ¢that
rats injure the farmer: the little pernicious ani-
mals cannot carry corn to a storehouse or
granary for the good of mankind, but, by
cutting a few shreds in the side of a sack, they.
get into it, eat and pick unseen and undis-
turbed ; they let the grain fall upon the ground
to perish among filth and nastiness.”

« Gentlemen,” says the Reviewer, ¢ what
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do you think of .the ‘speech’ and defection . of
our brother-critic and - assistant; Dr Skylight?”

" Charles Béarskin disapproved of his conduct,
and proposed, that he should be obliged to free
from dust the library of a pedant during the
space of one month, and not allowed to go
into an alehouse all the time. -
-* George Dreadthunder - proposed, that.he
should be obliged to fight a giant; and Ned
Calfleather insisted, that he should be obhged
to dine on bad tripe.
-" ¢« Gentlemen,” ‘says the ‘Reviewer, .* your
sentiments have too much the appearance-of
levity for the business:in hand; I will:not:have
the chair I have the honour. to fill at this tri-
‘bunal -shook by the learned arrogance of Dr
Skylight. We must inflict some severer punish-
ment, and have this-culprit tried. by something
resembling the laws and institutions .of our
country. Suppose. we have him tried by -a-
jury of. booksellers and hawkers, and as for
judges, we may act their parts ourselves.”

¢ I am afraid,” said Ned Calfleather, ¢ that
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the judges'and the jurymen will be like two
pieces of cloth cut from the saine web.”

¢ Nome of your tailor's remarks,” says the
Reviewer.

Charles Bearskin, by way of correction,
threw a half-finished review at his head, and
he was obliged to hold his tongue. '

The meeting approved of the Reviewer’s
propdsal, and each member got directions as
to the part he should act in the new trial,
which he informed them would take place in
the middle of the Chapter Coffechouse. It is
the custom of that place, that a box may at
one time be filled with philosophers, poets;
and historians ; but, owing to its neighbour-
hood to Smithfield, it may, in half an hour
afterwards, contain pig-merchants, cow-feeders,
and butchers. Next day the Reviewer sent
writs of appearance to a number of booksellers
and . hawkers, to attend as jurymen on the
trial, which was to take place on Wednesday
of the week immediately preceding Christmas.
It was settled, that Ned Calfleather and Charles
Bearskin were to provide chairs, and the
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largest table that they could find in the coffee-
house, - with proper pens and ink. Dr Kil-
glister and Robert Macport were to stand
sentries, each with a great stick over his shoul-
der, to prevent any disturbance at the trial ;
and George Dreadthunder was appointed deot-
keeper ; Andrew Buskinfoot was: to:snuyff the
candles, keep the fire up, and rup on sach
messages as might be required ;. the Benewet
was appointed sole judge.

On the day appointed they all met in the
Chapter Coffeehouse at ten o'clock; they
found a large table placed in the middle of the
room, on which were all the apparatus neces-
sary for the trial. They took their seats in
great form, and with grave countenances. The
court was constituted, and every thing in the
most complete readiness to begin the trial.

After a short pause the Reviewer got up,
and silence ensuyed. ¢ Gentlemen,” says -he,
* I beg leave to inform you, that all aggre-
gate civiliséd congregations of individuals can-
not live agreeably nor wisely without learning ;
it is to the mind what a joint sad good plam-

»2
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pudding is to the body : a learned man takes
as much pleasure in pronouncing a hard word,
as a porter takes in swallowing a bumper of
gin on acold morning. Gentlemen, the ortho-
dox concatenations of the observations of criti-
cism are the pillars and corner-stones of a
good book.”

Ned Calfleather got up, and said, that per.
haps he meant a bad book.

The Reviewer appeared angry at tbe re-
mark, and desired that he might not be inter-
rupted. ¢ Gentlemen,” says he, ¢ a Review
may in some measure be compared to the
tower of Babel, for it is a multifarious decom-
pounded mixture of all languages and ideas;
an hodge-podge and olio, suited to all tastes
and inclinations, to all capacities and incapaci-
ties ; if such, therefore, are the useful accu-
racies of our- Review, what should be the pun-
ishment of the deterioration of the same?
What should be done to him, who attempts to
vilify so useful and laborious a conglomera-
tion of congruous instructions? The culprit
before us hLas compared our lucubrations to
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the depredations of rats. I have heard much
‘pother and paraphrase about the ingenuity: of
‘good books ; but, for my own part, I must
confess, that-I do not much relish them ; for,
if there were no books but good ones, our la-
bours and our support would be soon at.an
end ; for good books are to a Reviewer, what
honest, good-natured, plain-dealing men are to
"lawyers ; they create a retrograde destitution
in the circumstances of' their contention. Gen-
tlemen, it is unreasonable to praise works of
exalted genius only; for it is a certainty cor-
responding to the omniscient sublimated na-
ture of truth, that there.are one.thousand
men of ordinary understanding to -one man of
‘extraordinary conception ; - therefore, - gentle-
men, there ought to be one thousand books of
“ordinary standard to one book of extraordi-
"nary - perception. - Now, gentlemen,” says
he, ¢ for these reasons given and dealt out, I
recommend - to the jury to have Dr Skylight
dismissed from:his employment of an assistant
in writing for our Review.”
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When the Reviewer sat down, a pig-mer-
chant in one of the boxes told a cow-faeder
near him, that he did not understand the
meaning of some of the words that he had just
heard. The cow-feeder said, that he did not
understand them himself, and that he thought
the speaker mixed his clover and oil-cake very
oddly together.

- When Mr Renewer bad done, Kilglister
turned about abruptly, and, with a barsh loud
voice, said, that he wished to say a few werds;
but Ned Calfleather remarked, that it was
rather new to see a man, who stood sentry for

_the due order of a court, presume to make a
speech in it. But Charles Bearskin told him,
that his remark was petulant and troublesome ;
for that the Doctor and Macport were ap-
pointed sentinels merely on account of the
strength. of their arms and the size of their
limbs. Bearskin’s opinion was approved of,
and Kilglister said, that it was a shame for 2
critic to abuse the critics of his own employ-
ment and his own country ; and that he might




as wéll leave a Munster fair without striking a
blow with his bit;® as 'see such an ugly thing
as & scholar’s being angry at the head of his
college; and he swore by the Giant’s Cause-
way, if Skylight used him in such a manrer,
and had put such an affront upon him, that
he would make his skull as soft as the bag of
an ill-fed sheep, and that he would. ‘

When Dr Kilglister had done, George
* Drendthunder advanced towards the table:
he begged leave to remark, that if they per-
mitted him to make a short speech, he should
nevertheless have his eye on the door, so that
no improper person came in; no, not the
stoutest man on ’Change, nor the boldest man
in Smithfield. On these conditions he got
leave to speak ; and he said, that criticisin is
the balanced effervescence and quintessence of
men’s understandings ; that the understand-
ing itself -arose from the formation of the
brain ; and ‘that the ‘brain itself was only the

® A stick or baton, so called in Ireland.
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cobweb of the existence of the understanding ;
that he knew-all these things from the princi-
ples of electricity; which is the sublime fiery.
substance that sprang from the first - primeval
and primordial - existence of chaos,” which
formed the world, that formed critics as well
as electricians, and every thing else. “ Gen-
tlemen,” says he, « existence is only an invisi-.
ble impression, arising from an incomprehen-
sible thin fluid, arising from the sublimated
particles of the blood acting on the impercepti-
ble fine fibres of the nerves of the human
body ; that he knew this from the metaphysi-
cal principles of phlogisticated intuition. Gen-
tlemen,” says he, ¢ when a man is electrified,
he feels something transpnercmg him he knows
not how.”

. He had scarcely uttered these words, when,
casting his eyes towards the door, he saw a
great' black boar, chased- by two butchers’
dogs, coming down full speed through the
lane that leads to Paternoster-Row, opposite
the door of the coffechouse. George Dread-
thunder finished his speech, and ran up the




87

stair that leads from the coffeehouse to the
rooms above, and in an instant he was out of
sight. - The boar made off from Smithfield,
and when he was chased down the lane, he
did not enter the ‘coffechouse, although the
door was half open, but turned to the right,
and went down the row. The flight of Dread-
thunder, and the boar-chase that occasioned
it, caused all the people in the room to laugh
heartily, the judge, jurymen, hawkers, and
by-standers. The Reviewer was disconcerted
at this ludicrous incident, as well as at the want
of firmness in his refined philosophical fellow-
labourer ; but it was the good fortune of this.
censor of the capacities and ‘understandings of
mankind, that, when he was ‘at any time
puzzled in this manner, there came something
in the way that relieved him, and in this last
dilemma, a servant came in with a letter from
Sir Thomas Lycurgus, as follows :—

¢ S1p,—1It was only last night that T heard
of the trial that you are engaged in. I am the
person who recommended Dr Skylight to you
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as an assistant critic. I know him to be an
acute, ingenious, but neglected man. How
then can I approve of your trying him by a
jury composed of book-carriers and hawkers ?
I think the mark on your temple may point
out to you the impropriety of your conduct.
Frue criticism, sir, is attended with more dif-
ficulty than you imagine ; it arises from the
conjunction of a clear head, with a beneficent
mind ; it improves and forms a national taste
in literature, from which ultimately arise civi-
ligation and happiness. That man, therefore,
must be your friend, who corrects your want of
judgment, when you pervert so useful a branch
of science ; and he must be your enemy, who
indulges you in so pernicious a business as the
one you are now engaged in.

¢ I have established in my house a foreign
custom, called conversations. I think it pre-
ferable to our manner of passing an evening,
when we sit over bad and dear wine, by which
the mind is enfeebled and heated, the body
diseased and bloated. If you and your bro-
thercritics come here this evening, at seven
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o'clock, you may partake of them, and I will
endeavour to reconcile you and Dr Skylight.”

The Reviewer was rejoiced at an opportu-
nity given him in this manner of dissolving his
motley Court; for, after the flight of George
Dreadthunder, Dr Kilglister and Robert
Macport found it impossible to keep arder, or
even common gravity, in the coffechouse ; the
bar-maid and waiters tittered ;' the cow-feeders
and pig-merchants laughéd, and remarked,
that whatever these critics carried in their
heads, they did not want suppleness in their
feet ; so that he told the Court, that the letter, .
he had just received obliged him to disselve it.
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CONCLAVE OF AUTHORS, CRITICS, AND BOOK-
SELLERS, ‘AT THE HOUSE OF SIR THOMAS
LYCURGUS.

WaEN the Reviewer dismissed the Court, his
associates and himself set off for the house of
Sir Thomas Lycurgus. When they arrived,
they were shown into a large, plain, comfort-
able room, the furniture of which bespoke the
elegant but moderate mind of the owner,—as
remote from affectation and singularity as it was
from the futile and changing absurdities of
fashion. The company walked through the
room, conversing on various subjects. On
bye-tables were refreshments for such as chose
to partake of them; at intervals, musicians
came in, who charmed them with the melody
of that'delightful and innocent art. The com-
pany were numerous, and composed of people
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of several professions and denominations, with
a view to exclude pedantry as much as pos-
sible ; but they were acquainted, and did not
push, jos'tle; and stare at each other, as if they
were at Guildhall during a city of London
election. o

- The Reviewer took . Sir Thomas aside, and
told him, that books and criticism had-so much
engrossed his attention, that he shone not in
conversation’; that ‘an idea had struck him,
that he hoped might be acceptable.

Sir Thomas wishing to know it, he said,
that as the Roman cardinals héld conclaves for
the election of popes, who may be called the
colossal arch-irpostors of the ancient but per-
verted European religion, he thought: that
they might form a conclave of authors, critics,
booksellers, and printers, for the purpose. of
choosing aleviathan (if not a pope) of criti-
cism, under .the denomination of Reviewer-
general of all books in all languages.  Sir
Thomas smiled at the idea, and said it would
not be an easy matter to find such a man.
«“Po!” said the Reviewer, ¢ I will introduce
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thors, that we may eusily choose one altogether
fit for such a perilous and even transcendent
sation.” 8ir Thomas consented ; and the Re-
viewer engaged to introduce them to him at
the next night's conversations. Those of this
night were agreeable, lively, and entertaining ;
without wine, without play, withoat scandal,
without tea ; with cool heads in the morning,
and no uneasy feelings during night.

Next evening there assembled in the great
room of Sir Thomas’s bouse a numbér of the
most celebrated authors and critics of the
times. A great table of characteristic English
osk was placed in the middle of it; chairs
made of the ivy tree graced the sides, with two
huge arm-chairs, one at the head, the other at
the foot, made from that symbolical tree of
genius, the first for the president, Sir Thomas,
the other for the Reviewer as vice-president.

Then came into the room the orthodox
champion, & man of fine aspect and noble
countenaice. From a mean degree, his life,
by the force of genius, became splendidly use-




ful ; by infirmities and disesters, it ended pir
‘teously unfortunate; . but be showed, that
poetzy, logio, and metaphysics, can be prov
dused by the same besin, and be- the instrue
tive.and agreeable compasition of one man.

Along with him came his noble assigtapt, if
not his master, the philosopher Acutis. His
life was useful and grave, but agreeable, and
one that the Almighty tranamits to msn for
his rolace, in the so much importsnt knowledge
of himself. .

Another entered with them as their cpad-
jutor; a man small in stature, but gress in
genius and mind ; obscure in life, but known
to posterity ; & companion worthy of their e¥-
ertions, their never-dying exertions in the céuse
of truth.

. They threw over the dark bleakness of the
north, rays of resplendent: light : their united
efforts strangled Atheism, humbled Irreligion,
trampled. under foot Deism, and ‘sunk their
baleful principles and doctrines into the lowest
regions of Tartarus, there to. weep and bewail
for.the miseries they brought on the human
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race. 'There next appeared, with a fine aspect,
@nd handsome person, unsmelt of the college,
and appertaining to the senate and the world,
the unpremeditated orater of human kind;
from his full blue eye sprung the vast concep-
tions of genius, with the luminous energies
and force of the understanding.

With these, there unhappily entered the
room, in a species of disguise, two men, the re-
proach of the times, and the bane of vm:ue
and liberality of sentiment. -

The first was the apostle of faction, demo-
cracy, and turbulence ;' the obliquity of his vi-
sion was, the reflection by which the Devil di-
- rected all his thoughts, and by which mankind
hdd a full view of all that worked within him.
Rebellion, endangered by profligacy, littleness
of mind, squatting down in the dirt along
with personality, impiety leading a dance in
which obscenity formed the principal figure,
and all reproached by intrepidity of mmd in
the cause of liberty.

" The other, St Clericus Seleratus, entered,
with his forehead stamped by low and inde-
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cent vice; illiberality stained his vulgar coun-
tenance; his black coat reproached, and its
colour upbraided, his life and. his mapners ;
while imagination, in the bitterness of poetical
composition, exposed :the whole.to the just
and moral indignation of mankind. I
.- But the assembly was highly gratified with
the appearance of -a man of an agreeable and
unaffected aspect. He shone like a meteor in
the boundless expanse of the sky. In his right
hand he held mnodern fame, which he brandish-
ed about with incredible agility.and the hap-
piest success ; but unluckily be got the name
of the prolific St Velumnus. His works, though
- poetical, only filled the hold of a ship in con-
dpcting them to the ever-extending and shape-
less mart of saleable ideas ; whether on a shelf
in gilt, or in a trunk in'cover,—whether in the
hands of a philosopher, or within, the fingers
of a pastry cook,—whether examined by acritic,
or folded up by a seedsman,—whether cursed
by a Reviewer, or bought by a tobacconist,—

every sheet has its merchant and its price.
. This cargo of verse, seizeg, forestalled, and

4
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grasped the folly and.ill taste of the times
Many more entered the room of equal and less
merit ; we leave them for the never-failing and
true judgment, for the impartial examination
of posterity. But we must introduee two, if
not superior, nothing inferior to the rest..

One of them way be called the Houey-
mouthed Poet. He gave a new cast, a new
character, to the poetry of his tice, by the full

.and melliflucus numbers of his verse, and,
though too numerous, with elassical eoncise-
ness and taste.

The other, the poet of future hope, a man
of rare merit, beyond the comprehension,
taste, and conception of his time. His classi-
cal imagination ill suited the enactments of
commerce, the rude and boisterous attacks of
faction, and the sordid nature and habits of
self-interest.

We may add a third, the last mentioned,
but the first on the list. It is not pessible to
give to him an appropriate name and charac-
ter; for he shone and he erred, was present
and out of sight, like the changeable wander-
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imgs of the sky. He-appeared in the blake of
youth; the senator of modern poetry, in a rank
hithierso unkmowh' for. superior genius in that
hne. The eccentrieity of his imagination, and
the force of his mind, seemed to arise from
strong poetical feeling and a high pitch of en-
thusiasm ; * but’ sémetime debaséd’ by "imi-
tations of ‘even vulgar' mediocrity in’ other
kirids of composition. .

. When'all the members had taken their
suts, Sir Thomas got up, and said that this
was a very extraordinary meeting; that he
consented to the formation of it, as the Re.
viewer assured him that a man might be found
capable of fulfilling the arduous and perilous
function of Reviewer-general of all books in
all languages.. But he carefully - concealed
what he heard from others (God forbid-that it
were true!) that authors, booksellers, and re-
viewers, joined together to trade in literature,
to make profit by the witless, to amass from
the foolish, -and lay contribution on want of
taste; one writing, another praising or dis-
praising, and a third vending.

E
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That they shared the profits among them
like the owners of a privateer, each receiving
" in proportion to what he laid out; that they
debased learning, discouraged genius, and
imposed on the world. He hoped that he had
not said too much, and he left the business in
hand to their judgment and discretion.

While the assembly were deliberating on
the important part they had to act, recovering
the literature of their country from the attacks
of low interest, acting upon the hidden and
ungenerous principles of malice, they were
suddenly disconcerted by the appearance -of
two men, the most extraordinary characters of
the time,—they were the Chieftain Macbustle-
kilt and Alderman Fatchops; for the Re-
viewer having left the room, he saw these
men, and introduced them to the learned as-
sembly without either leave or ceremony.
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Character of Alderman Faichops, a Merchani

HE delighted in the wealth, commerce, and
bustle of that huge aggregate of houses without
slate, and streets without regularity,—narrow
and crooked lames in continual impediment
and interruption,—where foul air is cooped up,
coal-smoke, mixed with- damp fog, gulped
down in the morning instead of wholesome
bread and palatable butter,—where the loaf
is the compound of yeast, grounded bones,
sawdust, and alum, that binds up the bowels
like an iron stopperin a bottle of aquafortis,~
where fish is prevented from invading the smell.
“ing sense by pouring water upon it twenty times
aday, and then sold in dear pittance to mock
the stomach it cannot satisfy,~—where over-
abounding, unacquainted mortals meet, jostle,
and stare at each other, and are as far beyond
the true and useful standard of society as the
barbarous inhabitants of the woods and wilds
fall short of it. The Alderman was insensible
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to the intolerable noise of waggéns, carts, and
carriages. o

The pent-up small coffee-room, where
thirty persons sit talking politics, and whiffing
up tobaoco-smoke until the ceiling totally
disappears, with the putrid effluvia of .a small
necessary place a few yards off, never disoom-
posed the smelling sense by his nostrils.--. The
pride .of an official citizen shone cordially in
his face, when he eaw at table, on Christmas
day, a roast, ten inches on the rib, voiding, as
the knife cut it, unctuous fat like whale hlub-
ber juice, gorged down in the sensual excess
of gluttony. "

- Ata city-election in Gmldhall he resembled
a fighting angry Turkey cock beat by -his
antagonist, his snout hwgmg dovn, ﬂabby,
l'Ed and long . : B ‘at

"The Alderman’s belly in tlus encounter ap-
peahed -not prominent, but flatted: off like the
turtle’s, with its strong, savoury, .and green fat.
On that day, a heavy duinessand unusual sad-
ness invaded his counterance ; .his. gold chain
and purple attive: availed: him not ;. he. retired
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from the gross' turbulence in vexation and
discontent.

But let us speak ofthe worthy ' Alderman
as he is, and without malice. A staunch sip-
portet of governinent, he sticks as close to'the
Cockpit as a whore to the guinea of an impo+
tent lord or tipsy man of fortune. His long
white face changes colour and aspect when he
sees: what he thinks' the enemies of our consti-
tution ; it then appears as short as that of a
terrier hunting & badger. !

The Alderman is a man of great pohuoal
courage.. At a meeting of the democratical
freeholdérs of Middlesex at Hackney, he sing-
ly held up his hand against their resolutions,
although one thousand of them were ready to
devour him like so many foxes on the scent of
a fat goose. 'This Alderman is'a most eccen-
tric character. From the luxury of city-din-
ners, spread out with venison, salmon, grouse;

turbot, currie, and custard, enjoyed and di--

gested by Burgundy, claret, and champaigne,
profoundly sleeping on down in the finest Hol-
land sheets, at once he appears like a Highland
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chieftain reposing in armour on a heather-bed,
with a greyhound on each side of him; his
pillow the fog of the rein-deer, wrapped up in
Rob Roy tartan.

When be lately appeared at the Edinburgh
Court in the Highland dress, his knees above
the hose resembled two immense Bologna
sausages. As that stupendous work, the Ca-
ledonian Canal (worth a hundred subsidies),
8 now open, the Alderman, in his yacht,
should enter it at Fort William and sail to
Inverness, enjoying the grand nautical tour—
gliding between mountains touching the skies
—rivers rushing down in torrents from them—
lakes of immeasurable depth—and huge pend-
ing cliffs threatening destruction to all below.

The Conclave was forcibly struck with the
original and odd appearance of these men ;
one completely out of character, and the other
considerably beyond it.

There were men in the assembly with nerves
unhinged and eyes sunk in their sockets ;
they stared at the Chieftain with amazement
and terror. When they saw the arch of his




108

brow, that resembled the curve of a Lochaber
axe, a few of them looked at him as an emi-
grant, swab-bellied, broad-faced Manehester
‘shopkéeper would survey an Indian on the
western shore of the lake Winipeg, with his
tomahawk ready to strip off the skin from his
head as fast as a chambermaid would slip the
cover from a pillow. The Alderman, on the
contrary, excited among them so much merri-
ment, was the cause of so many sallies of wit
and humorous remarks, that Sir Thomas
found it impossible to preserve the gravity so
necessary for such an assembly; and for this
reason he dissolved it, after telling Fatchops
that he should never again appear in & dress
and character so unbefitting the senior gravity
of an alderman, the enterprising and shrewd
character of a merchant, and the sober gait and
plain manner of a citizen.

He admonished the Chieftain for want of
courtesy, and for pushing too far a character
now lost in the refinements of luxury and the
selfish pursuits of interest and gain. '

Among the company there was an eccentric
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but lesrned parson : he requested to speak 2
few words, :which, having been granted, he
said, that those whose writings deny and de-
range the consoling hopes of immortality,—
archbishops, who give dinmers with.the six su-

- perior wines and a dessert, and a scarified pep- -

pered devil to:spur:on. that appetite which has
already been crammed and cloyed by excess
and superfluity,~~the gambler, who coelly, so-

berly,' and designedly, goes to ruin the um-

wary,. ensnare the unsuspecting, ‘entrap the
undiscerning, : forces . them to - swicide,—insti:
gates the wrong-brought.up:female to commit
desolation and infamy in her family,—he said;

that these "and bribed reviewers go to hell

only.

Sir 'l’bomas asked the parson how works of
~ genius had been lost and might perish in time
to come? He replied, ‘that the incursions of
barbareus nations into learned and civilized
countries was the most common cause -of their

destruction, but that there might be others; -

that he believed it impossible for the strongest
understanding, assisted by the best memory
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and thegrestesti duration shatches been known:
in Jifey, to.retain knowledge of all the literary -
produstiens -thas : bave appeered: and may ap-
pear throngh the successive. ages of the workd ;- -
that, although' these swere. only copies of: the -
origisal ideag.which the Almighty has allowed:
to, human; nature, yet that they might:be sa
greatly multiplied and diversified, and put in-
to so miny new and. different lights by books
in many languages, and by such an.art as
printing, wherever refinement and much civi- -
lization take place, that it is no wonder if the
brain. of frail and mortal man could not contain
them all, nor any more of them than he is ca-
_pable of retaining and bringing into use; and _
for these reasons, he thought that a number of
good books had and might perish through the
immensity of time. He said, that ill printing -
wouldhave thesame effect that the wantof it for-
merly had; for that, after the lapse of many cen-
turies, books badly printed could not be read, .
from a deficiency in the materials that composed
them ; that, unless better printing prevailed,
and better paper was made use of, they might
. E2
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be lost in the same manner as before the art of
printing was known, if such bad impressions
were not constantly and regularly kept up,
which could not be well supposed in the de-
cline of literature and the natural decay of
genius ; so that nothing more deserved a heavy
" tax than bad print, since good printing was
the noblest and most durable monument
hitherto found out for recording the ideas and
the actions of men.
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PART VIL

THE GRITICS DIALOGUE~—A CONVERSATION BE-
TWEEN DOCTOR UTERECTUS VANDERBLAAS-
BOLG, A LEARNED GERMAN, AND TOM
PRINTWIT, COMPOSITOR, AND FRIEND OF
THE LONDON REVIEWER.

Printwit's Lodgings.

. Enter BLaasBoLa,

Blaasbolg. 1 presume, sir, that you are Mr
Printwit, the London Reviewer’s compositor
and friend ?

Printwit. I am that humble person.

Blaasbolg. Though humble, yet learned !
and ingenious.

Printwit. Commendations must be accept- 1‘
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able from a person of your stately, learned-
like, and grave deportment.

Blaasbolg. Expressed in a scientific manner,
it bespeaks the correctness of the press.

Printwit. I am proudly gratified by your
compliment ; but favour me with an sccount
of yourself since I have been homoured by a
visit from you.

Blaasbolg. Sir, I am Dector Uterertus Van- -
der Blaasbolg, a German; I came over to -
England to tfy my fortune with -a sew book ;
and as I find that you are not only the com-
positor, but the friend of the neted London
Reviewer, I am come to solicit your favour
with him as to the due analysis and critical
examination of my book.

Printwit. May I ask the subject on which
it is written. : -

Blaasbolg. Sir, it is written upon the comr
plicated legislative government and military
constitution of the German empire, the ba-
lance of its power, and the consequence and
rights that belong to each prince and potentate
of it, from him who eommands 200,000 men




. 109

to him .who-gravely: keeps in pay a corporal, '
three men, two yagers,® and a sentry, and upon
the quantityof Beitish money that each of these
should receive in preportion to the number of
his- troops sad humﬂuenee at the eourtof
St:James’s. =

Printwit; A most leurned, wise, and im- '
portant subject: but as you wish that your
book should be examiried critically, might you
not wish at the same time that' a little praise
would be bestowed upon it ?

Blaasbolg. Aye, indeed, sir, I believe I
would, if it were convenient to grant it.

Printwit. Do. the words, judged critically, -
and examined leamedly, mean pmse in Ger-
many ?

Blaasbolg.- They almost do, sir.’
- Printwit. Then, sir, I must inform you,
that Engldnd and Germuny are very dlﬂ'erent
countries. i

Blaasbolg. 1 am sorry’ for that, sir; but I
am told that- there is'a most agreeable inter-

®. Gamekeepers, or Huntsmen,
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course betwaen the reviewers and booksellers
of your great town.

" Printwit. Whatever usuduponth.tmre
must be in close and secret: confidence.

Blaasbolg. You may depead on my secrecy
and taciturnity: The Emperor oodld not
more depend upon thtsarda!ytotheAnhc

Council.
" Printwit. Our reviewers and booksellers
agree as well in these cases as our ministers of
stateagreewhentheyngeaubdyna
German Prince.

Blaasbolg. 1 am dissolved in joy, I am ra-
"vished to eestasy : but pray, what are the fruits
that arise from such uncommon conjunstions
of criticism, venality and wit ?

Printwit. Why, sir, our books are magmified
and muoltiplied exceedingly; and lest the
reader might forget the meaning of their eon-
tents, it is expressed thrice in different parts
of the same book. A trade is earried onm in

diffuse, disjointed, and turgid ideas, in dis-
~ guised repetitions, in verbose circumlocutions
in tautology and antithesis ; so that huge bales
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of such incongruous and hasty materials are
packed up for home-consumption and expor-
tation.

Blaasbolg. 1 am transported to the regions
of literary fable uhd inconsistency ! But, sir,
do these reviewers and bboksellers diminish
books as well as enlarge them ?

Printwit. They do, sir; and then the scissors
and the clippiag knife are applied without
wiercy, our most intelligent and comprehensive
suthors are . curtailed, mutilated, and con-
densed, so that nothing remains but obscure
hints and conceited ideas:

. Blacsboly. I am confounded, I am agonued
bctmzan ‘hope and fear !

Printwit. Be not afraid, sir; your book shall
have its chanee in this trade, like any other,
and by ways and means it may have a favour.
able shove given to it into the world.

Blaasbolg. 1 thank you, dear Printwit, but
I do not correctly understand the import of
the werds, Ways and Meana. .

- Printwit. Why, sir, they have two mean-
ings; in politics they mean laying on thousands
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to pay milligns; in litersture they mean the

arts of putting a Reviewer in good humour,
paying close attention to his foibles, and his
manner of life. _

Blaasbolg. Ruts. Mr Pnntht, it 1s;urplwng |

that all this time L, never asked you how the
Reviewer spent his time in his librayy. . |
Printwit. The Reviewer has no library. _
Blaasbolg. No library ! What would a Ger-
man critic, or a Doctor of the Jusgentium, say
to this ?

Printwit, He sold it long ago, u&er gemng

~ every word of it by heast.

Blaasbolg. Mercy on me, what a melnory !

Are you sure, sir, that you tell the truth ?
Printwit. Most certainly. =

. Blaasbolg. But the library must havabeen

very small, a few volumes only.

Printwit. No, sir, it eonwned,'many, and

many volumes.
Blaasbolg. Heaven preserve me from algu-
ing or disputing against such a man !
Printwit. Yes, sir, it is fortunate for you
that you did not; for he would have vexed,
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puzzled contradicted, humbugged, perplexed, ’
browbeat, and bamboozled you. "

Bladsbolg. O Germany! I would rather
" have argued against thy whole diet, Aulic
Council, and all the Universities; I would,
I would; it is no wonder that a new book
should be basted, worried, devoured, nay,
and annihilated by such a memory. Ha ! were
Scaliger alive, I would ask him, how new
books could exist amorng such memories:
they cannot, they must not, they should not.

Printwit. But, 'Mr Vander Blaasbolg,
though the Reviewer has so prodigious a
memory, I have heard of men who have as’
much jodgment. - ' ’

Blaasbolg. You re_]owe me; perhaps my
book may yet have some small chance of ex-
isting, some fortunate, though faint escape
from being devoured.’

Printwit. Perhaps it may, sir, provided you
can put it into the Reviewer’s hand at a proper .
time of the day.

Blaasbolg. Ha! you revive me, you raise
my spirits like a drinking match at cur great,
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noisy, protesting, and ill-agreeing diet. At
what time should that be ?

Printwit. Exactly when he awakes, at eleven,
and bas had ‘a long, a sound, and loud snoring
sleep.

Blaasbolg. Most excellent ! but would you
advise me at that time to make the Reviewer
a little present ?

Printwit. O Lord, sir, you little know him
when you talk in this manner.

Blaasbolg. Ha! how so? do you not think
that a Spanish doubloon piece, or a ten pounds
Bank of England note, might be put to ad-
vantage into his hands ?

Printwit. O, sir, if you but offered such a
thing to him he would run away out of the
house as if a mad dog had bit and pursued
him.

Blaasbolg. Wonderful! a most extraordinary
instance of learned virtue, of classical and cri-
tical integrity . I had no idea that such in-
corruptible literary manners could exist in
such a bustling, trading, farming, manufactur-
ing, electioneering, and lawyer-jeering country,
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where a house is called a castle, a shop a sanc.
tuary; where tea and bits of bread, dried like
the chips of a carpenter’s shop, are called break-
fast; ham, cold beef,and warm poultry, are call-
ed a lunch ; meat, fish, fowl, and pudding, are
scarcely called a dinner ; where tea, chocolate,
and coffee, (a few hours after,) with bolts of
bread and butter, sweet bread and short, but-
tered buns, and cakes engrossed with raisins
and suet, all helped down by marmalade, jelly,
and honey, are called drinking tea ; and where
steaks, chops, and toasted cheese, are called a
supper ; and going to bed, is as full as a pun-
cheon of rum after the last plugis put into it ;
and where wealth and interest absorb every
thing up, like the probosciss of an elephant in
a great bucket of water.

Printwit. 1 think, Mr Doctor, that is rather
saying too much of us. -

Blaasbolg. 1 hope not, sir; I thought it
merely too much for me.. But though the
Reviewer would not take money in this open

manner, perhaps he might accept of some place
under your government, if I could procure it
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for him, by the interest of our ambassador at
your court.

Printwit. Doctor, 1f you only spoke to hlm'

f such a thing, he would fall into such con-
vulsions, . that his. stomach would get up half
way towards-his throat.

Blaasbolg. Astonishing! what a delicate con-
science and refined stomach !

Printwit. Both are so, sir, to the extreme
movements of sensibility.

Blaasbolg. Then, sir, Ineed not offer to bxm
another present that I thought of ?

- Printwit. What is it, sir ?

Blaasbolg. Why, it is & compact, round,
juicy buttock of beef.

Printwit. Nay, sir, perhaps that might be
acceptable to him ; it might settle his stomach,
and blunt the squeamishness of his conscience;;
and I do deliver it as my opinion, that if the
Reviewer can bring himself to accept any pre-
sent, it will be a round, compact, and juicy
buttock of beef.

Blaacbolg Happily and rarely hlt upon !
But, sir, I think that you mentioned that I
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must deliver the hook to him, precisely at 11
o’clock forenoon, just as he has awoke from a
snoring, soporific and oblivious sleep ?

Printwit. Yes, I said so, and still think so.

Blaasbolg. But do you think that the but-
tock of beef should be delivered to him at the
same time ?

Printwit. Yes, sir ; but you must first make.
a present to his chambermaid, who will intro-
duce you to the Reviewer ; that over, make him
a low bow as you enter the room, another in
the middle of it, a third within a yard of him ;
then place the book and the buttock exactly
in his lap, and I will forfeit the price of all
the books in Paternoster-Row and Lackington’s
shop if your book is not extolled and praised
to the many editions so eagerly desired by all
ambitious authors.

Blaasbolg. My lovely, i mgemous Mr Print-
. wit, much am I obliged to you; how shall I
reward you ?

Printwit, By a Dutch cheese and a ﬁrkm
of red herrings.
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Blaasbolg. You shall have them by the
very first tract-scoute that arrives from Hol-
land.
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PART VIIL

WaEN the Reviewer walked home from the
Conclave with some of his friends, they asked
him, why he did not join more in the conversa-
tions? ¢ Hal” says he, ¢ the Alderman and the
Chieftain disconcerted all my measures: as to
the first I might have got the better of him ;
but the Indian look of the other, and the
point of his dagger, that stuck out through the
seabbard, had such an effect on me, that I
would have given L.100 for a sight of the
Lord Mayor, at his court in the Mansion.
house; besides the diversified strange cloth,
called tartan, affected my eyesight, and made
it as yellow as if I had the jaundice.” Butto
divert his mind from such thoughts, he in-
tended to evect a great monument to the ho-
nour of literature, of which he had been think-
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ing for-a long time, and theit lie-.woulil -
form them of it fomorrow in the Criticism-
cbhamber. oo ST
They met next morning at the usual heur,
and the Reviewer addreseed ‘them in the fol-
lowing manner :— P2
« Gentlemen, you bave often heard of. the
fascinating, inspiring, poetical: mauntsin: of
Parnassus; it has been the .constant, regular,
and pever-failing admiration amd exultation of
the Grecian and Latin poets, our. masters-aad
administraters ‘in’ the fruitful assh-teeming: se:
gion of the imagination, .and the airy, fighty;
and bamboosling one of -the. faney: it.is i
misfortune and loss to- have no such hilkiw
this country. . We have the: peak of :Deshy
and Snowdown, .. Ben-Nevis - apd- Wieasigee
names not likely to.. kindle the fir¢-of igemims,
nor light up. the vigour of .the.imagipatiie:
No nightingale was .ever heard . fo.exeit: his
throat upon any.of .them; they: nemsin 2un<
sung, . uarecosded, unlamented by paet;eiis-
torian, or critic. But the invention .of aicaitie;
when he is in good :humour, cen,meke;up
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wauts, supply defects, clothe destitutions, and
beal up deteriorations ; wliat nature. has de:
nied and pot given to our dear country, we
can supply by the supererogations of art.
Suppose we erect an- artificial Mount Parnas.
sus, and make up in this manner for what has
been so asiggardly, unkindly, unhandsomely,
wnaremly, and ungainly denied to us.” :
. Dr Skylight ssid, that the thought was not
a bad one; Charles Bearskin said, it was an
excellent one ; George Dreadthunder, that it
was a bold ene; and Dr Kilglister said, that
it .equalled the thoughts of those huge men
who laid the foundation of the Giant’s Cause-
way in Ireland. He then asked their advice
as to the place in which it should be erected.
Oue mentioned the dry, elevated situation be-
tween  Highgate and Hampstead ; another,
Sedt-hill ;- but Andrew Buskinfoot said, that a
hill of- this kind ceuld not be looked upon as.
complete,’ unless it was surrounded by water,
at Jeast for the greater part, and on that ac-
count he propesed the Isle of Dogs. All the
cvitics agreed with Baskinfoot, and allowed

ES
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and that the hill should be erected there. . .-
The Reviewer thes informed them, that two
of their number should be deputed tq fix upon
a proper site far it; that they should make
out an estimate of the expense mecessary for
such a glorious undertaking ;' that they showld
engage workmen, buy horees, oxen, .and carts,
wheel-barrows, hand-barrows, spedes, picks,
crow-irops, and every necessary taol and i
plement;, and then report the .progress they
had miade im as short a time as possible.
The critics deputed Dr Kilglister .and
George Dreadthunder to carry into effect these
their resolutions, with an injumetion to wait
upon Alderman Fatchops, and salicit his inte-
rest, and assistance with some of the livery:
meh and- common coundil of the city of Lon-
don. The deputies departed, and the. critics
.went to the house of Sir Thomas Lycurgus,
with an intention- to ask -his opinion of the h-
terary ‘phenomenon that they were about to
-establish. - Sir Thomas received them politely ;
and when the Beviewer mentioned. his.aetifi-
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ciid 1sft, S *Thomas smiled, and skid; that he
mioald always approve and give countenance
to every thing "connected' with literature ; but
before he ventured an opinion, he should like
t know the purpose fot which it was to be
wredted. He replied that he Ynednt it asd se-
lect place, for the better engoyment of the ex-
etcises of critiism and extraordi inary exer-
tions of the understanding, and a repository
for Books of taste and genius; that the very
-appearance of such a hill must inspire the
Jearned with ideas that they could not expect
to'ffind in the smoke and noise of London;
that he intended to build round it a circular
‘shelf* from the bottom to the top; that it
shiould ascend ‘gradually like the worm of a
oorkssrew ;' that the sides of it shouldf bHe
‘Phinted: with myrtle and rose-trées, ‘with
flowers, and whatever could please and ad-
~thihister to the gratification of the realization
- ofthe sensations of genius. Ned Calfleather,

~who was standin ;bj',’ hsked him, hoew the
- bovks wete to bedekndedfmm ﬂne inclemency
-of the wedtlier ® = Toa
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‘The Reviewer indignantly replied, that fhe
books were not to be brought there but in
good weather, nor were the critics to stand
exposed to bad weather during the critical ju-
bilee. He was then asked, how the books
were to be placed on the shelves; and by whom
their several places were to be adjudged ? -

The Reviewer replied shortly, ‘that close to
the shelf there would be steps to ascend by,
for the purpose of placing the books on thent;
that he would sit himself on the top of the
hill, and act as judge, and would place them
according to their merits, on the first, second,
middle or lower region of the hill, for into ‘so
many regions he intended to divide it; that
he first intended to pull them up by a rope,
but the steps would answer better. Sir Tho-
mas heard all this with great patience ; he told
him, that his hill appeared to him rather whim-
sical; but since he would have it so, that he
would propose to him an idea that had struck
him regarding it, which was, to weigh the
books, one against the other, before he gave
them a final sentence of condenmationi' or-ap-
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.proval; that he should not.value s book by

_ s.size, or the laborious minuteness of its mat-

itex, or. the comments that might be made upon

it by prejudice or friendship, or the bad judg-

ment of such as might set themselves up for -

Jjudges of good writing, without any ;uthomy
but their-own,

The only past of thls doctnne that the Re-
viewer relished, was the idea of weighing the
lbooks pne against the other: he thought that
.it, would afford some new hght to his critical
a,mnon, and Sir Thomas meant it merely
as a literary mark to shoot at,.on this novel
.production of his brain that he was to erect
in the. Isle of Dogs.

. Sir Thomas asked Skylight, what he thought
of writings without a date annexed to them ?
.- .The Dactor replied, that writing without a
date is like a clock without a hand ; it may
.be read, but cannot be estimated by proper
Jpoxtions of time, as to which it gives no infor-

.mation; it leaves the reader in a maze, and
bt little instructed, as the matter and circum-
stances must be so far barren, and out of the



render’s vecallection, so . that natlsng is bo mes
qeesary as dates to. every species. of writing:;
they elucidate, and make it intevesting and in-
structing. ‘

The Doctor was then asked by some of the:
company, why so many critics: and commenta-
tors appear in the decline of literature,. and sa
few in the morning and meridisn of it ?

He said, that literature, in its decay, .is
seldom attenided by genius ; that critics, com-
mentators, and emendators, appear in the: ab.
senee of genius, in the same manner that show,
rain, and sleet appear in the ahsence of the:
sun ;. that literature in. its.decline dresses itself
out in gaudy exuberance, in what is unoom-
mon and unnatural as well as in whet is little
and conceited. Ciritics in these cases attend in:
great numbers, and. dct the parts of emenda-
tors and retailers of fashion. One would tell
the authors of this species of writing,—*¢ Sirs,
these coats of yours are too long in the skirts ;°
allow me, with. these scissors, to cut off.a:
piece. «Yonrhair,”says another, * isverylong .
before ; it shades your:forehead ; let:me combs:
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w-back and: lzy it ovér wich this peceofipomas
tumil’ - Seys aithidd, ¢ Your hit'is very sinsil
and -cocked ip 5 it does mot shdde your faee
from . beat, noe deferid it from rain ; you'really
look - like 2 monkey on-a holiday” < But,”
says Skylighty « it often. happenéd that these
lords: of fashion were themselves the ‘worst
dressed mén in the company.” He said, that
an: ilkhunioured, though learned man, ‘of a
peevish, disconténted spirit, if it happens. te
bib-hislos . to become a: critic, .is the .bane. of
taste and literature:; but that 2 man ef agene:
rous.-and- comppehensive spirit, on the.con-
trary, . when be ranges through the' various
ideas.of men on various subjects, eulls; likethe
He, the: various. sweets and sensibilities they
afford; ‘mildly. condemning: the . dross. as: ;un.
worthy of his serious regard..

.+ Siv. "Fhowmas 'asked Skylight:to what be
couild compare a reviewer ?

= Says the- Doctor, * I think & reviewer my
bempmdtpmmgrywuman» be is ak
wayscin: astate.of irritation;. and pours forth
@pen . extry occasion amamber: of -words that
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uenotneeennry, but, hkeawvman, nfyon;
sooth him with mild words, or make him a

present suitable to his temper, he is in good

humour again immediately. Bat human na-

ture is so various, that a reviewer at other
times may he compared to a cat; for you

may feed him, and stroke him in your lap as

much as you please, but he seldom leaves you
without gmng you & scratcb on the lnp fox

your pains.”

He observed, ¢ that when a reviewer reads
a new book, he resembles a jockey buying a

horse ; he contracts his eyes, and screws up
his features, so that no fault-may escape him ;
as he reads on, if he sees’a number of beau-
ties, he résembles a miser in a' goldsiiths
shop, he burns with énvy and desire, because
all these fine things are net his own.”

All seemed pleased with the Doctor’s com- |

parisons ; but Calffeather hinted that he did
pot think them complete; and Sir Thomas

asked his opinion of the matter. - He said, that ’

he thought a reviewer not unlike a pawn-
broker, since all he disposes of once belonged
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or does belong to other peop]e “ But,” says
Ned “he is not so generous as the pawn-‘
broker, for he nges nothmg for what he’
receives.” '
He asked Calfleather what he thought of
marriage ? Ned replied, that, not being mar-
ried himself, he could not decide properly on
the merits or demerits of it ; but that he once
heard a Jew say, who had been ruined by one
of his w1ves, that a wise man never marries,
that a fool marries once, a great fool twice, and
the greatest fool of all three times. Sir
Thoias sharply rebuked Calfleather for his
mlsplaced as well as improper wit on such'a
necessary institution, respected even by Poly-
gamnsts, and held sacred among all nations in
any degree removed from the state of nature,
although the wrong, the light, and perverted
education of females made it so often un-
fortunate, added to the riding and carousing
education of the males, added to both the fall-
ings, the vices, and the follies of each. g

That ‘may be true,” said Ned; ““hut'T
, ‘ rz

L
K
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have heard it said, that, when Eve. pufiled the:
fatal apple of the paradise tree, and when she
held up the shining luscious fruit: to- her
husband, the devil, with the shape and in ‘the
disguise of a French lawyer, stepped in be-
tween them ; that the arch.rascal, by a glance
of his eye, without uttering a word, persuaded:
Eve to eat the apple; that in her meouth it
became, by the warmth of her constitution, an'
acrid bitter gell that she squirted into Adam's,

face. From henceforth and evermore arose

dissension between man and wife, The marks.
of small-heeled shoes on cheeks swelled- up-
with roast-beef and turtle, with ragouts, frie-
candoes, and grosse soupe, with olios, maeareni,
and sour crout. From this portentous era
were glanced sour looks of the morning; eom-
plaining of night, jealousy without cause; and
cause for jealousy, contradiction when weabk,
‘and a box on the ear when strong, cold wp-
braiding silence at one time, and hot ratdirig
talk at another, gallants leaping out from wim.
dows, and hasbands knoeking hard at ‘dbors,
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peevishmessand brawling, passion and: indiffer.
ence, siisadvised. perverseness, and mmpphed
miulgsnce.

. Sir . 'l‘homs, addmnng hamself to Calf-
leather —_

. ¢ Pray, sir,” says he, ¢ i3 a reviewer an au-
shor or scritic?” .

Says Ned, < He is neither the one nor the
mh.r, but, I think, he partakes of the quali-
taes of both ; he may be called a critic in the
séme manner that a seal may be called a: fish,
and he has the same right to be called an
author ‘that a. fish has to:be called a seal”
This .comparison ocoasioned a smile, but it
did not. determine the matter. - Séveral'. re:
.mavks wiere made upon authors. aid beoks.
Skylight ‘asked Ned the.following quéstion
_4.Kf youiknew that a reviewer had a mind go
sondemn a: welswritten book, what species of
directipn ot receipt would you give to bim-for
the aecomplishment of so landable a purpose

-= Ne@® zeplieal, that' ifthey gave him: haif
' a;hour in gnother room, he would endexvour
“w awrié-suchia Teceipt-as lre: thought-ought te



be given in such a case. . His requeat way
granted, and Ned, at the.end of the time. al-
lotted to him, presented the company with the
following receipt for a reviewer when he has &
mind to condemn a good book :

~ ¢ After you get up in the morning take a.
glass of brandy,—breakfast,—take after it'a,
great cup full of coffee of unusual and extra-
ordinary strength ; then go to a stationer’s.
shop, buy the largest swan’s quill that youw
can get there; after this is done, go to a cab-.
bler’s stall, get the loan of an awl from him ; .go-
to your lodgings and shape the quill like &
pistol, bending and meulding the feather-end
of it for that purpose ; cut off the end of the
quill part, clean it out, and scrape with a sharp
knife the outside of it, so that it may have the..
appearance of a small pistol-barrel ; ‘take your ;.
awl, and bore'a small hole for a teuch-hole ;.
charge your pistol; put into it for powder
three grains of rage, ram them down with an
old pencil that might be found ‘amiong the cu-
riosities Doctor Bently has left behind him.;
take for a wad any small piece of thie writings of _

.
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Joln' Demns,‘ram it down in the same man.
ner ;- ‘fr ‘shot take two grains of envy, thre of
malice, and two and a half of detrsction ; after
rathiming then ‘well' down, take for a seeond
wad, three lines of 'Wooton'’s abuse of Sir Wil
liam Femple ; then take the small top that you
cat off from the quill-end, shape it as well as
possible intothe formof apan for the touch-hole;
fil this: pan with four grains of the essence of
irritability, then roll up your feathered pistol in.
a sheet of your last review; go to the book-
seller’s house who sells the book that you look
out for; ask ds a favour of his wife to give
you the-use of her petticoat for a short time,
and a farthing candle along with it : when you .
are provided with these, ask as a very particu-
lar favour of the bookseller, to give you the
use of his shop to yourself alone for a few
_ minutes; after he has turned his clerk and ap-
prentice out of it, and gone out himself, lock-
ing all the doors, then go to the inside of the
counter ; place yourself just opposite to the
book you wish to condemn; put the petticoat
ovér your head, so as to hide all but the eye
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by; whick you mehn to talie aim, in ofie any
one. might look. in through a small hole or
chink ; aftes taking » steady sim, apply the
faxrthing candle to the touch-hele, and fire
your pistol off at the book; then say, in as
Mumupoldble,,nnysthelndluve
\umhuholyhepng!” ’ .

Tt
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In walking l;dme, he was full of the agrateble
idea of weighing the: brams of: men of genius
in a4 pair of scales. He tald .Calfiesthex: 10
ocame torhin early in the morning; sa that they
might get. every thing ready. for the: erection
of the hill. When. he! went tor bed,_he begen
to muse on the conversation he bad with S
Thomas : Lyyeurgus; his mind was expanded
with joy at the thoughts of sitting in judgsient
on all the books, ancient and. maodeyn ; .on;all
the remains of the ingemuity and.wit of rharj
the: compresséd memorial of the nisltitiides
that have appeared in the world siuce theres,
sion.. . In the extravagancy-of his famcy, he
figured  to. himaelf a hill little inferior te the
beantifnl origingl in Greece,. though the matk
of a.apade had not: as: yet: shewn tle spot:en
‘winchiit. wis to stanil’ He:dosedqn: jinithis
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manner until Ned Calfleather came to his door

at the dawn of day. « Ned,” says he, « I
have been all night thinking on my artificial
and critical mountain of Parnassus, on the top
of which I intend to sit in judgment on all
the books that have hitherto appeared in the
world.”

"« Sir,” said Calfleather, « if you sit on '

your buttocks on the hill, like a shepherd
looking at a flock of sheep, those below will be
apt to treat you with ridicule; numbers ‘of
peoyle will come to the hill from curiosity,
and whoever is curious is apt to ridicule what
does not suit the standard of his taste and
judgment.  Sir, you should. get made for

yourself a magnificent chair for so glorious a

business ; nay, one made of ivory, and mounted
with gold; and if you choose, I will instantly
go to the Alderman, so that he may order one
to be made for you by the first chair-maker in
the city.” At the end of this conversation, the
Doctor, Kilglister, and ‘George Dreadthunder
entered the room, in order to give in a‘mepo'rt
of their. proceedings. They joined in the ¢on-
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vefaation'dy’ i6"the chiits one of ther B
that 1t would be tooexpenme ; ‘and'the other; e
that it ‘would bé-too: ‘gaidy. They proposed &
chair thade of cedar or lignumi 'vitee. ‘Phe‘
Reviewer told ‘thear,” that he’ would ‘have o -
chair at all, but thdt he would get for himiself
a seat more conformable to his function than
one made of either wood or ‘ivory; that he
would sit in judgment on large, elegant folio" '
editiotis of the works of Scaliger, Ticho Bra-
ché; and Hugo Grotius. The company ap-."
proved of his choice. ~ He then called for thie "
report of Messrs Kilglister and Dreadthunder; *
who gave' it in as follows :—They had hired
600 ‘workmen, 80 horses, 74 oxen, 67 carts,
200 wheel-barrows, 100 hand-barrows, and ‘as °
many spades, picks, shovels, and ‘mattocks, as
would fill the largest parlour in the London -
Tavern: that they waited on Fatchops, who -
received them with the blunt frankness of an -
English merchant.  He gave them assurance -
of his assistance to the monument they were:
about toerect for the honour and advance-
ment of literature’; for that next to the safe’ar--



rival in port of a British ship, - books - and
evesyothitng belanging to' thet: weve the mas-
tefs.that ke most delighted in. He told thems,
that'he would attend and assist them with two
shlermen, fiky common council men,; twenty
clerks, and thirty stock-brokers; that he would
mavch: these . hundred men, preceded: by six
hogiheads of good porter, on a wain drawn by
s mule of extraordinary size and. strength ;
for the weather might be warm, and such be:
varage peoessary ; that he would place one al-
derman at the head of these men, the other in
the rear, and that he would place himself in
the centre. - Al present commended - the geal
of the Alderman, and admired his wealth and
power in the eity, when he could command so
My -men-with a brace of aldermen. .

. Tho Reviewer then told all the gentlenen
present, that.they were to meet at five o'clack
niext morning in St Pauls Church-yard, with
the labowrers, horses, oxen, implements, &e.
He appointed George Dreadthunder to lead
the vin] Dr Kilglister to push up the: centre;
and Robert  Macpowt: to spur up the rewr:




189

Chiarlea-Bearikin, quartér-master;: Ned Calt
leathizr, adjutant ;. and: himself geneval of the
expedition. . Andrew Buskinfoot was: setit: on
bis. embasay to. the city, and edch ‘received's
copy of these orders and.appointments.

- At five o'clock mextmoraing they sssembled
i St Paul’s Chureh-yard. - The Reviewer
appeared mounted upon a great. dray-horse,
DPr Kilglister on: & small red Welsh pony,
sod George Dreendthunder rode an. ass!
Robert. Mdeport appeaved on: foot j—all' those
who. passed by admired the. breadth of his
~ shoulders, that threw tlie reflection:of sorength
ou the museular rotundity of the calves of hi
legs. Ned Calfleather dressed the men threg
deep, with the horses, oxen, and carts, ‘(Slied
with. the 'implements,) behind them, and at
seven o’clock. the march began, ‘The signal
wes given by George Dreadthunder; he drew
a liétle rusty' hanger that hung by his side;
and brandished it thrice. Kilglister. fired s
pistol ih -the. centre, and Robert Macport
steuck one of the: horses on: the buttock: with
a:great ank:stick. . At these forimdable sigrals
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of depattue, -if bot of war, the frodéssion
mpved ‘slowly on dewn through- Eastcheap,
and the streets that lead to Tower-hifl, to-the
amusement -of an immense number of a!ent
but amased speétators.. - '
. Charles Bearskin, the quarter-master, had
orders to go on to Towerhill, to provide
breakfast for the men, and some oats and hay
for the horees and oxen when ‘they arrived
there. Ned Calfleathier, being as yet young'in
his fariction of ‘adjutant, and not thinking a¢.
tedance on a march 'a very particidar:part 6f
it, went along with him. As they passed
through - Gracechurch-street, Bearskin pro-
posed that they should go to an inn, and take
what might warm the moming air on their
stomachs ; Calffeather consented, and they en-
tered one of these great wide inns, where arve
galleries on the first and second floors, and fiom
which a number of ill-furnished bed-chambers
lead off for the accommodation of the passengers
of varisus' stdge-coaches that come in of -2
morning. to sucki-inns, with' a- number of tra-
vellers, who jolt on all night, and who appear
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balf, g4laep, besoiled with bay and straw ; some
with: night-caps- on, others with _hairy. caps,
and, some with their stockings drawa over their
knees, besotted and bedizened, by often un-
necessary fatigue and the want, of ngtural and
Deoessary rest. -

. The quarter-master and adjutmt went iato
a lllﬂl pariour, apd having paid for - their
morning. stomech-bracer, they took their de-
parture, snd were met st the doot of the inn
by the waiter; . chamhermaid, baot-cleianer,
hostler, porter, chaise-driver, stable-boy, snd’
eook, each of them demanding some gratuity.
Charles, Bearskin began to murmur - at their
demands. ,
.. % Have puuenoe, md Cdledher, “and
heth,ankfnltha.t the master and mistress bave
not made their appearance likewise.,” Ned,
an a facetious manner, told them, that they had
not slept in the-house ; that they had neither
chaise nor horse ; apd that they had nothing
along with them but wit,—a commodity the
least it in the world to put any thing into ane’s



posket. . These - Sivern-begipads . wiktibied -2
Sow words of disapprobation and went wwiry:
“ ftis a strange watter,” says. o fordignes,
whoswod by,  thet a pedple so -proud; “so
wish and gwent, and s0.fond of thew libdties 4k
the English, will allow themselvés o tie tetmed
‘wad imsposed upon by sweh-pecple” -
Andrew Byskinfoot perfortned dic emBassy
o the Alderman with alertness, atld wrwéh
ebout the time that the Reviewer marcled fidih
$¢ PaulsChurch-yard, the Aldevmen terchisd
with his troops -from’ the front of GuiMhal,
preesded by the great mule and:the-six hoys-
fsads.of porter. - He marched -down Cheap-
side, passed the Exchange, went dewh “the
{Minories, and when the Reviewet appeared at
wme end of Tower-hill, he appeared: at the
<other ; ench of them:halted on-a suddeh, and
ave a sheut, like two streggling parties of @n
ariy, that had accidentally met aftér havivg
dueti separated in a' bawle by ‘the seperior
“forop of ‘an -enemy. 'When ‘they met dit ‘@ie
+hill they sheok hands, ahdeongmtm
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ather axhasing 50 far advanced 0 “tire: ookt
plstion . of . their purpose. Charles Bearpkin
oats for the borses and estile; but a quarss
had nearly. happened here of a serious ostare.
The - Reviewer’s labourers were all uwnosuth
men, collected together. from. various parts of
the country, few of them haviag ween a town
" af any sige before ; they were ill dressed; ‘amgd
apawered the description of Mr Dryden's
clown, who.stotd with stupid eyes and gepiog
mouth that testified surprise. . When they. saw
the stock-bmokers and’ jobbers they: stared . wt
Aham with haggard looks, baving never seen
sp.meemy fine-clothies and cunning faces befare.
The stock-brokers, on the other hand, stared
ot a little at them, and scoffed and sneered at
their rustic and odd manners. Curiosity and
.contempt are ingredients not likely to agree
long together; the labourers adyanced so far
as to square elbows with the brokers, when
the critics and Fatchops led them both off to
breakfast. Breakfast finished, they all met to
form the march to the Isle of Dogs. The
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Reviewer wished to shew the Alderman sl the
vespect and attention in his power, in return
for the ready and cheerful assistance that he
gave to his expedition. He told him to take
the post of honour, and his men were posted
there accordingly. The Reviewer posted his
men, horses, oxen, and implements near him.
As there was no artillery, the six hogsheads .of
porter and the great mule were placed on the
right. The signal for marching was given by
the mule-driver cracking his whip three times ;
all then marched off down through Wapping,
" and about two o'clock they arrived at the
middle of the Isle of Dogs, the site of the arti-
ficial and much-longed-for Mount Parnassus.




7 PART X.

WaEN they arrived at the hill, orders were
given for quarters to the men, for stables to
sHehorses and oxen ;—a storehouse was Tent-
ed; the implements of labour and the porter
were safely deposited in “it. ‘Several small
mattérs  of that nature havmg beeh settlea,
whift next-took up their attention’ was the size
and'Bgure of the hill, and the model from
which it was to be made. After much debate,
it was agreed that it should nearly resemble
one of the pyramids of Egypt; that it should
have a quarter of an acre of land for its basis,
and the top of it should be of no more extent
than what might be sufficient for a eritic’s seat,
made of ponderous and prolix volumes of
modern learning.
‘These matters having been settled, the Re.

G
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viewer ordered them all to meet at five o clock
next morning.

They all met at the hour appointed, and the
first hand was put to a work that had solely
employed the Reviewer’s thoughts for many
nights ; and that so completely, that he did not
sleep above four hoursin any one of them, and
in some none at all.

So many were employed in cutting turf and
sods ; some in filling carts ; others in shovelling
sand and earth into heaps for the greater expedi-
tion ; many were sent to the different nurseries
in the neighbourhood for sprigs of myrtle, for
young ivy, with various evergreens, that were
to be set in the sides of the hill, as it mounted
up to completion. The work began in the
most strenuous manner :—a number of spec-
tators were present from various parts of the
country, and a multitude from the town ;—
many of these made it a point to assist the
work ; in the Isle of Dogs appeared the greatest
bustle and energy ; half an hour was only al-
lowed for breakfast ; the commanders and mien
partook of it on the ground ; po-shade was al-
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lowed from heat ;. no shelter from rain ; no de-
fence from wind. The ardour of the Greeks,
and the fierce perseverance of the Romans,
were seen in every. action ; nothing was heard
of but virtue, learning, enterprise, stock-jbb-
bing, and criticism.

Breakfast over, the work began with re-
doubled activity ; .the heat of the day was
great, and more than one eye was turned to a
hogshead of the porter that was taken out of
the storehouse by express order. Alderman
Fatohops ordered it to be broached imme-
diately, but by some accident the cask had no
cock-hole, and no borer had been brought
from town to broach it; the men were cla-
morous for drink to refresh them, and no borer
could be found, the neighbourhood. was. all
sought over, and no borer could be got. 'In
this state of impatience and difficulty there
appeared, in front of the porter cask, a per-
sou of. very singular appearance, rubbing his
face with a handkerchief; he was Bibulus
-Macquickan, the Irish -wine-merchant; and
great drinker, and -uncle to- Dr Kilglister, as
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bas been already mentioned. He came lately
from Ireland, and was on his way to Germany,
to see the huge tun of wine at Heidleberg,
and the German diet at Frankfort or Ratisben,
where he understood it was the custom tohave
drinking-matches among the Germsn barous.
He glowed with impatience to sce one of thiese,
and to try his strength. As to his persén and
looks, his cheeks were 80 red and swolien, that
they resembled two large red skins full of
wine, that a mountaineer brings into a Span-
ish town on a festival morning on the back of
an ass. His eyes appeared with a fierce sad-
ness, the effect of excessive drinking ; from
Archangel in Russia to Bern in Switzerland ;
from Lerwick in Shetland to Penzance in
Cornwall; from the Giant's Causeway to Cape
Clear in Ireland, there was scarcely a grest
drinker or honest fellow that had not heard
of him, nor among them all a man that he
would be afraid to meet in the fields of Bac-
ochus. ) :

When no borer could be got, Bibulus Mac-
quickan addressed the company, and asked
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leave to broach the cask after the manner of
his country. Seeing no borer in his band, the
erowd were impatient to see the Irish mammer
of broaching a cask.. < Step aside a little,
gentlemen,” said Maoguickan quietly, and
with a grave face, he pulled a great horse-
pistol out of his pocket, loaded with & bullet ;
he took his stand about three yards from the
end of the cask, and taking aim, he directly
hit it one inch above the lower stave ; the ball
pierced through ; a copious flood sprung out ;
. -100 tankards immediately surrounded the wel-
- come stream. Praise of the Irish method of
boring & cask resounded through the astonished
-and pleased mpltitude. The Reviewer ad-
vanced and shook Macquickan by the hand ;
the Alderman bustled through the crowd to
thaok him, and told him that he should have
.the freedom of the city conferred upon him
- for his ingenuity. A captain of a ship of war
who stood by, gave him a smack on the shoul-
der: ¢ By Gad, my hearty,” says he, « I
will immediately apply to the first Lord of the
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Admiralty, and have you appointed rum-taster
and grog-mixer to the navy.”

Macquickan thanked them; he looked a
little at the foundation of the mount, and said
it was the most dry, unmeaning thing he:ever
saw. He rubbed his face a second time,
and coolly walked away on his journéy to
Heidleberg and the great tun; for he would
rather see a real German drinking-match than
get the best place under government.

The porter was copiously dealt ont to the
thirsty workmen, who recommenced their la-
bour with new vigour and assiduity; the
myrtles, ivies, evergreens, rose-trees, and flow-
ers, of various hues and descriptions, arrived
at the hill, and were planted in the sides of it,
as it ascended up to perfection; the circular
shelf, and the steps close to it, were carefully

 carried up, and done in the neatest manner,
as far as it was possible, to make them suit
the form of a pyramid. . An useless building,
but the best hitherto contrived for duration,
and which might be perpetual, if the Almighty
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had not formed in the bowels of the earth what
is sufficient to level it with the ground in a
moment.

The hill was built up in a rapid manner ;
it ‘would be tedious to mention the repetition
of 'such labour ; it is sufficient to say, that in
twenty-five days it was finished. The ever-
greens began to grow ; the shielf, and the dif-
ferent- regions of it, with the steps to ‘them,
were doné neatly and with taste; a space of
#ix square feet was left at the top for the Re-
viewer to be seated upon, and the whole com-
pleted to his entire satisfaction.

. But who can equal the works of nature?
Notwithstanding all the trouble, pains, and
expense bestowed on this hill, it had an unna-
tural look ; it seemed to allure by a species of
false and unbecoming lustre, like a demirep
dressed out at a Sunday’s concert, not like a
young and blooming virgin, with no head-
dress but her own abundant hair, dressed in
white, the simple emblem of her chaste and
beautiful countenance.

The Reviewer, however, was ovel;]oyed at
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seeing his favourite object brought to such a
happy conclusion. He got together the cri-
tics, common council-men, clerks, stock-job-
bers, and labourers, as well as several others
who asaisted at the work ; he formed them in
a circle at the foot of the hill; he went to the
top of it himself, and said,—

¢« Gentlemen, and worthy persons who have
erected in the Isle of Dogs a monument to
literature, receive my thanks, and be assured
that posterity will inscribe your names in the
Temple of Fame on tablets of brass, with pens
made of adamant ; receive my thanks, and be
assured that nothing shall obliterate from my
memory the exploit that you have performed.
You wilt all be welcome to such exercises of
criticism as may in future be performed at this
hill, and in the mean time you may retire to
your several homes and habitations.”

He then marched back his men, horses,
oxen, and implements, to St Paul’s Chureh-
yard, where he dismissed the men, and went
with the horses and oxen to Smithfiel, where
he sold them as well as the implements. He
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and his brother critics then retired each to his
abode, much satisfied with the result of their
labour. But before they departed, he in-
formed them of another great procession that
he intended to his new hill, and of an adver-
tisement to that effect, and that they should
meet him in the morning 1o hear it read.

e2



154

PART XI.

NExT day he inserted the following advertise-
ment in all the newspapers :—

¢« A London Reviewer, greeting,—

¢ To all philosophers, poets, and historians ;
to all grammarians, logicians, mathematicians,
and rhetoricians ; to all reviewers, commenta-
tors, compilers, abridgers, and compressors ;
those who advertise the beauties of such an
author ; those who curtail the best authors
and enlarge the worst ; those who publish the
essence of the best authors: in short, to all
authors  whomsoever, did their writings con-
tain no more than a tragic comedy, when those
who ought to weep laugh, and those who
ought to laugh weep.

¢ Whereas the arts and sciences in Great
Britain are neglected by ministers of state,
owing to the nature and constitution of the
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government of this country, that obliges them
to employ all their time and’ abilities in keep-
ing themselves in place, and in providing for
the various persons and parties that usher them
into p;)wer, and keep them in it, as longas
they are subsetvient to their views ; and as we
bave been sorely grieved, to see the sciences,
arts, learning, and learned men treated in this
wanner, we have erected at a great expense,
and with much trouble, and with the assistance
of Alderman Fatchops, of the critics Kilglister
and Dreadthunder, and several other assidu-
ous-and excellent critics, we have erected and
consolidated an artificial Mount Parnassus for

thie encouragement of learning and genius ; the -
shid hill is situated in the middle of the Isle
of .Dogs, and we invite the above-mentioned
learned persons to an exercise of criticism at
the same, on Monday next, the 21st of May; -
and as we intend that a grand procession of
all the authors, in and ahout 'London, should
take place on that day to the said mount, we
solicit their appearance at the Chapter Coffee-
house, at ten g'clock at the farthest, so that all



proper measures may be taken for making thie
proposed procession, sthe most complete thing

~of the kind that has appeared in the world
sinde the procession of the dergy, at the coun-
cil of Trent; and may the spirit of Aristotle
enter into all your conceptions.”

At ten o'clock on the day appoated, a ram.
ber of learned men, and men of genits, appeast.
ed at the Cbapter Coffechouse; among the
most remarkable, were Bishop Exodus, and
the Doctor StBruno, the Scottish histodians
M*Tacitus and Livison, and with them came
the great political writer, Smitosh, their part.
ocular friend, and 2 man in every respect worthy
of them ; there were the Seottish novelist, the
proud but honest M ‘Irritation, and the Socottish
divine, Glisverbo ; there was the English his-
torian, Laboricranium ; there were the paets

* of England and Ireland, Stultumgenio, Amti-
natura, and the vegetable poet, the English
novel-writeta, Anglicato and St Spendthnifi;

there was the eccentric and ingenious Englisky
divine, Flavious; but the heat of the roem was
50 great, .that it overcame the delicate sefisi-
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biity of his frame, and he was obliged to re-
tive. ~ o

‘The Reviewer addressed these worthy per-
sons s he explained fully the reasons that in-
duced him to call them together, and he
begged their advice as to the manner in which
they weré to march in procession to the hill, and
the feptival of eriticism that he had advertised.
"Fhe learned assembly was at first stunned a
Ktde with the novelty and even oddness of
tite business before them ; the members of ‘it
Jooked at each other and said nothing; but
curiosity has much power over great minds
when the object of it is even small.

-8t Brumo said, that having passed his life
among books arid papers, he had no objection
to take a walk the length of the Isle 6f Dogs.

This matt was among the learned what a
ram is among a flock of sheep,—whatever
way he went the crowd followed him.

Bmhop Exodussaid, that he would not only’
walk to the Isle of Dogs, but that he would
walk there in procession.

' 'The poet, Stultumgenio, got’up and said,
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that they should all walk to-the bill in proces-
sion, and that before they left the room. Al
present laughed heartily at this: proposition,
and it put the meeting in good humour, which
has the effect to put reason sometimes a liftle
off her guard ; for no small pertion .of enthu-
siasm broke out for the procession ; like.the
fire and warmth of youth after, it has got frge
from any unjust and unnatural restraint ; but
enthusiasm is not a very orderly passion,. and
but little order was seen in the learned .as-
sembly ; some were for one kind .of procession
and some for another ; one was for marching
by such a street, and another by.a different
street ; at length the historian, M*Tacitus, got
up and said, that since the Reviewer. had beea
at so much pains and expense, in erecting his
artificial Parnassian hill, they should leave the
management of the procession to him, aud te
one or two of their own number; he proposed
that these two should be, the poet, Stulgum-
genio, and the novelist, Anglicato. The meet-
ing consented, and the deputed membersge.
tived with the critic, so that thay might. have
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evety ' thing in readiness to march by one
oelock, while the rest of the company retired
to breakfast.

“+ At twelve o'clock the Reviewer and hls two .
coadjutors appeared with the improved scheme
of' the procession; they proposed that the whole
should march two deep, that Dr St Bruno and
Bishop Exodus should lead the van; that
wreaths of ‘myrtle should adorn the Bishop’s
brows ; that he should carry the history of the
Jews under his right arm, and carry a white
rod in his left hand ;—that Doctor St Bruno
should carry a crown of ivy on his head, with
a great oak stick in his right hand, of true
English growth ; that the poet, Stultumgenio;
and the novel-writer, Anglicato, should march
up with the rear, and that the ¢entre should
be "attended- by ‘the  divine, Glisverbo, and .
John-St Spendthrift, and that the rest might
walk iri procession, or assist as they thought
proper; that the proéession skiould be preceded
by a great chest, in a cart, drawn by a Flanders
mare of great size and strength, and filled with
the books necessary. As soon as this plan
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was read, the meeting approved of it ; but St
Bruno desired to be heard for a short time
against the head-dress that was intended for
him. He said, that such would il become a
man, who, for thirty years and upwards, had
Mboured in the mine of learning, oppressed
by poverty and almost overcome by sickness
and depression. That during all that time
tea and books had been the great solacers of
bis life; that out of gratitude to them, he
would carry a pound of tea in one pocket and
a quarto volume in the other, and would not
be crowned in the manner they proposed. The
members of the meeting laughed heartily at
the oddness of his choice, but agreed to i, and
they all formed themselves in the middle of
Paternoster-Row. Bishop Exodus put himself -
at their head, accompanied by pride, ability,
ardour, arrogance, and disdain. Bruno placed
himself by his side, with his pockets filled in
his own way. Before these two worthies of
literature were placed in a cart, the great chest
already mentioned, filled with classical books,
and weights to weigh them with. The huge
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animal that was to draw the urtwuputmto
the traces ; her mane was dressed out in ring-
lets, and twisted with paper taken from the
works of St Thomas Aquinas.

Those who brought up the rear had their
hair bound with white, fillets; those who at-
tended the centre carried white wands in their
hands; all these officers of literature were
dressed in black gowns and wore broad round
hats. The Reviewer at fitst intended to ride on
borseback at the head of the procession, but he
was 0 clated, and his spirits were 80 high with
the success of his advertisement, in bringing
s0 many learned men together, that nothing
would satisfy him but to ride the great Flanders
mare yoked to the caxt.

Dr Kilglister and others represented to him
that the shafts of the cart might hurt his legs,
and that the stock-jobbers and brokers might
jeer and ridicule him as he passed *Change ;
but Dr Skylight replied, that ridicule could
not hurt learning, since it is the institution of
the gods ; that by them it had been conveyed
to the earth in order to enlighten man,—a
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being in other -respects of an earthly nature;
that it is the only emblem of divinity belong-
ing.to him, and the sign and. symbol -of that
future inheritance that he is to enjoy.

The Reviewer was so fully of this opinion,
that he said, to do it honour, he'would:not ouly
ride a mare pulling a cart, but a boar.or an
ass, if they carried the treasure for which he
built his hill with so much labour and trouble,
and from which he expected, in a short time,
even that very day, a’ pleasure bordering. on
ecstasy.  All matters heing ready, he mounted
the mare, and every one took the post allotted
to him. The procession moved off slowly, at
ane o’clock, down through Cheapside ; ail the
shopkeepers and apprentices of that; rich and
crowded street came to the doors of their shops
to view it; their wives and daughters. looked
out at the windows'; the coachmen stared, and
the passengers on the pavement stopped.

When it came apposite to the *Change, the
Reviewer was aware of the stock-brokers ;

" he put on a serious and stern countenance,
not to be affected by jibes and jokes.
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The jobbers and brokers stood at the south
door of this mart of extreme wealth and ficti-
tious necessity. One of them remarked, that
the chest was large enough to contain all the
notes in the Bank of England ; another said
that he would nét give one per cent. omnium
for all it contained; a third desired him to
take care of his legs.

! -"The Reviewer ‘disregarded these remarks .
~ he eracked his whip, and rede steadily en ; his
knees fixed to the ‘sides of the saddle; Mis
back quite straight; his head net moving in
the lesst ; and his looks' regarding only the
point immediately before him. The procession
passed through Whitechapel, went by Poplar,
and at three o'elock ‘it arrived at the hill.
The chest was taken off the cart with mu¢h
ceremony ; the great mare was sent to a
neighbouring stable ; numbers came to see her,
and she was gased at as if she were Bucepha-
lus, the horse of ‘Alexander the Great.
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PART XIIL

‘Tuz Reviewer proposed that the chest should
be opened and the criticimios begin; bus 8t
Bruno remarked, that they bad 4 long walk,
‘and that it was past three 'clock, This s,
‘though he possessed a strong niind and an ex-
-alted genius, though he amused snd instrwet-
ed the worid, and discountenanced vice, wisile
he protected and ennobled virtue, yet be often
felt the pangs of hunger in the country of
Europe that possesses the greatest wesith,
and that boasted the most of relieving and re-
warding such men ; boasted of it in the news-
papers, and performed it there omly. The
other members of the procession took the hint
given to them by the Doctor, and signified
that a bit of dinner before they began might




168

be acceptable. The Reviewer proposed that
they should go to a neighbouring inn to dine ;
but Ned Calfleather who came up to the chest
in his busy manner, told them, that if the
chest were opened, perhaps something for din-
ner might be found in it. The most enthu-
siastic of. the company thought that he meant
some excellent book, that might serve them
for a feast of the mind if not of the body ; but
Ned did not relish such ideal feasts. The
teuth of the matter was, that in putting the
boeks into the chest, he contrived, by some
megas or another, to thrust in among them a
large surloin of cold roast-beef, solely with a
view to pass off some punm or jest in comse-
quence of it. St Beuno insisted on opening
the vhest, and in poking his long and brawny
arm down through the books, he found the
‘beef, which he took out, to the no small enter-
wainment as well as delight of the company.
Bread and liquor weve immediately ordered
from an inn close by; the lid of the chest
served for a table, and a most copious meal
was wade in a very short time; for it has
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been remarked, that, whatever may be the ex-
tent of the brains of authors, their stomacha
are always found to be larger and more capa-
cious than those of other men ; those.of bad
critics in particular, who swallow more than
they can digest.

When dinser was over, theeheu.wopen-
ed a second time, and the Reviewer took out
ofit the works of Puffendor, Tycho Braché,
aud Hugo Grotius, printed in huge folia
editions. He tied them together with a rope;
and placed them on Robert Macport's hack,
and told him to carry them up to. the top.of -
the hill. Macport. seemed delighted with se
honaurable an office; he smiled and grinmed
all the way up; the Reviewer followed him,
and placed the books on the top of the hill s
such a manner as to make a very commodions
seat. After sitting on them & short time, he
got up and addressed hjmself go the naultitude
below.; for by this time a great erowd had as:
sembled from all parts of the city .and the

The Reviewer was by nature of a spereili -
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ous character, and of a sour and peevish tem-
per, yet: he had keenness bordering upon ar-
dour in:his constitution, and, having a passion
for learning, and becoming a-critic and an au-
thor, in the course of time he became an en-
thusiast’in his profession. The success he
had in building his artificial Parnassus, and in
getting so. many learned men, and even men
of : gennis together, to celebrate his criticisms at
ity had' nearly turned his brain; and the
speech . he. made from the top of the hill was
extravagant. in the extreme, and savoured
much'of a dangerous state of mind.: He imi-
tated the manners of the old Presbyterians and -
Puritans who rappeared in many parts of
Europe after the Reformation. He turned
up and half shut his eyes; he spoke through
his nose with'a canting tone, a species'of elo-
quence that is sure'to affect and please the vul-
gar; but it.only served to.disgust many of
the learned men below. He got up and spoke
as follows :—

¢ The . Lord of Homhas 8o farprotected
and brought to. perfection:this undertaking.
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1 am arrived upon the verge of the most com-
plete learned happiness; I inay shartly vie
with the men on whose immortal warks I have
been sitting~—works of buge and Herculean
labour; I am as minute and prolix as Poffen-
dorff, and as sententious as Sallust. O ! were
I as sublime as Homer, as éloquent as Virgil,
as great as Milton, as natural as Shakspesre,
and even as unnatural as Spencer! My whole
life, with fervent zeal, has been passed in the
cause of literature, and my soul is every day
shut up within the leaves of a book. May
the light of heaven shine upon these criticisms
that we are shout to celebrate! May these
prolusions be equal to the Olympic games !
and may the soul of Thucidides enter into one
of the men of genius now present that he may
transmit them to posterity ! May the spirit of
learning and the essence of -criticiem diffuse
themselves over the minds of the multitude
that surrounds this hill—a multitude that
pours joy on my heart and that clothes my
loins with fat ! If there are among them’ any
enemies to literature, to criticism, to making,




169

publishing,  vending, hawking, prisling, ex-

. portiag, incieasing, and di¢posing books, may

_ they be reclaimgd, may:they be retrieved.”

" . When he had fimished this short oration, he
ordered the .weights: to: be : taken out of the
chest; they were then properly suspended by
the:means of poles and other apparatus. He
appointed the . Doctors, St Bruno and Sky--
light,. to weigh the hooks for the first day, and
they were demominated the authors for the
day, as were all thosqwho filled the same im-
portant daily office aferwards. : The co-oper-
atiog. critics had . different  parts . allotted. to
them during the time that the criticisms were
to.last. Charles Bearskin was.to take the
books aut of the chest, Doctor Kilglister was
to manage the weights, Ned Calfieather was to
take the small books up to the different regions
of the hill, and Robert Macport the -large
ones ; George Dreadthunder was to keep off
the crowd, and Andrew Buskmfoot to run- as
messenger. ~

- When amanoﬂ‘ersahtmxypmduﬁmto
the world, the world is apt to.ask, « Who is
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he that pretends to.somr over our heagls in this; °
mauner, and who says to.us, I am. superior to
you in understandivg; the orgens of my in.
tellect. ar¢.finer and, move acute than yours; I
can instruct as well es amuse.you 7"

Now I am. indlived. tp. think that. the wadd
is t0o often disposed 1o be unreagonable in this
respect, for unless a man has. within himself a. .
strang.- persuasion, and even presumption, that:
he can instragt as well as amuse mankiad, he.
has.but an ill chapce of succeeding in either;:
and unless somebody wrige:.for such a.purpose,,
this astovishing aggregate of animals.and fishes,
of land and water, of earth, stones, vegetables,
and minerals, would remain in barbarism,
iguorance, and cruelty ; so that the Reviewer
was in the right; when, from: his folio seat,
with a loud voice, he ordered the eriticisms to
begin, and the.two authars: far: the day to.call
for the books. that they -had.a mipd.to weigh
one. against the other.  Doctor Skylight. called
for the poems of Swift ; he struck out of them
a few, puerile, conesita and inferior poems, with
all the dirty ideas,in fine language.that so
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much degrade him. ¢« Take out Hudibras,”
sayt 8t Bruno B

Says Skylight, * Hudibras may have more
wit, and it'is a very singular’ and original
production ; but the verse of it is eften with- -
out harmeny, dnd too uniform for so long
a work; for the best poetry tires without
variety in theé symphony and’'cadence of its
measure. Swift’s verse is rather too uniform,
but as his poems in general are short and on
various subjects, this slight defect in them ap-
pears but faintly. His huriour and his wit
are still more original, and the most original’
in' the English language, or perhaps in any
other ; for if any composition singularly and'
individually belongs to one man these poents
so belong to Swift.”

¢ And it may be truly said, that no’ poems
were ever Wwritten so fit to relieve and delight
the mind under any pressure arising from mis.
fortune,” says Bruno. ¢ We must make al-
lowance for the different time# in which both
these books were written,™ ‘sxys Skylight;
« when that is made, all that'you galt s, that'
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the one period of time is preferable to the
other, which may be the reason that the last
writer is preferable to the first, and he had the
advantage of the other in living at his ease
among the great as well as the small.” :

When they were weighed, Swift gradually
lifted up his witty antagonist, and they were
both adjudged to be placed in the middle of
the second region of the hill.

Doctor St Bruno then told Charles Bearskin
to take out the poetical works of Cowley.
When they appeared, he asked Skylight what
book he intended to weigh against them ?

. ¢ Let me see your book,” says Skylight.
He opened the small folio edition of 1668,
that Bearskin had taken out. He took a pair
of scissors out of his pocket, and he cut out of
it the first two lines of the second stanza of the
Hymn to Light : '

« Thou tide of glory that no rest doth know,
But ever ebb‘and ever flow:”

« Now,” says he, « will wexgh these two
lines agamst the rest of the volume.”




173

~« Here is a new battery turned against us,”
says St Bruno; I have been an author and
a critic for thirty years, and I have seen no-
thing like this.”

« I am ill used,” says the Reviewer.

¢ T shall shortly require to be exorcised,”
says Bishop Exodus. The authorsand critics
in general seemed to be somewhat offended at
the oddness of Skylight’s proposition ; but the
candid and clear-sighted historian, M¢Taci-
tus, told them to suspend their judgments
until they heard what Skylight had to say for
himself. :

Says the son of the drunken engineer, “I
value an author according to the number of
great or beautiful or new ideas that may be in
his works. I do not value a repetition of his
own ideas, nor the disguise that he may give
to the ideas of others, that they may pass for
his own. . I have often read Cowley’s works,
and X have found nothing in them resembling
this sublime and simple description of light;
an element 80 necessary to give animation and
life to the works of the creation, that without
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it we should be little better than the moles
that digin the earth. It seems,” says he, <to
be the coadjutor of time, and, next to heat, the
greatest engine of the Almighty in the forma-
tion of the world;-and I beg, gentlemen, to
inform you, once for all, that, in such cases, it
is not the small bit of paper and the little ink
upon it that I weigh, but the conceptions of
the author.” » ‘

« A few lines like these,” says Skylight,
“ charm-and delight the mind; but when I
see a great book, without such, how well soever
adorned with paper, print, and binding, it puts
me in mind of the outside of a great and fine
house, but when you go in, you see nothing
but little ill-lighted rooms, low passages, and
narrow corners. But let me weigh my two lines,”
says Skylight, ¢ and here they are against the
rest of the volume.” They were put into the
scales, and kept a steady balance against the
whole of the volume without them, so that -one
could not preponderate against the other ; they
continued in the scales a considerable time,
and several remarks were made too tetdious to

t
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“be mentisndd here; abd in the end they were
‘both adjudged to be ipiaced néat the bottowm of
the second region of she hill.

- % Take out,” sgys Braiio, < the poetieal
works of Addisen.” Charles Bearskin took
-them out the ttigedy of Cato and all ; < what
lines have you to propose against them ? says
ke to Skylight.

“ Bring me dut the wonh of Pope,” says
. «Skylight. He toek his scissors,-add eut out of
. them the Elegy-on the Death of an unfortunate
- Lady, amd desired st it mgbt.bewghed
agamtthepoemsafAdduoa : .
- % What1” sxys St Brano, < an-apology for
-suigide . aguingt the virtuous performances of
-Addison whd his patriotic Catb {* . '

=% Jt.is not wn apology for suicide,” says
-Skylight, « it is:the plaintive feeling of a de-
-tiesie - and . gensible ‘heart, lamenting the mis
- forthats of human nature; while it shews a
yert indigoation at the barbarous craelty of
-parents and relations, in the disposal of their
children contrury to their inclinations and hap-
piness. And pray, Mr Broumam, bad not
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Miss Scudamore as;gooda righttokill herself as
Cato?” The Doctor could not deny but,she had.
The two performances were put into.the. scales,
when Addison’s fine volume flew up to the top
of the beam, but Pope’s beautiful elegy weat
to the bottom, like a stone fallen from the top
of a chimney.

The authors for the day ashd where these
poetical performaneces should be:placed on the
" hill? The Reviewer insisted that they.should be

placed at the. bottom of the middle region,
without any discrimination as. to their mexits.
Bishop Exodus was much - effended at this
opinion, as it undervalued one. of his friend’s
most exquisite poems, which he wished to. be
"placed in the first region; but after a shaxp
and long dispute, during which the Bishop
was three times in a passion, the majority of
the authors and critics, with the assistance of
the judicious divine Glisverbo, ordered the
elegy to be placed at the top of the.secand
~region, and the poetical works of Addison to

be placed at the top of the middle region. .
. The authors of the day were upon the poist
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of: calling out for ‘more books to be weighed,
when Ned Calfleather came up to them; and
asked, as'a particular favour, to be allowed to
weigh the poems of two authors, for whom he
knew that the Reviewer had a great regard ;
and these were, the Gondebert of Sir William
Davenant, and the Prince Arthur of Sir
Richard Blackmore. His request was granted,
and they were put into the scales; but, con-
trary to what had hitherto happened, both
ends of ‘the weighing-beam stood still, as if
they had been seized by the dead spirit of in-
action ; a few good lines in Prince Arthur en-
deavoured to get down, but they were so much
opposed by innumerable pages of absurdity,
by stich a crowd of indigested ideas, without
choice' or selection, that the remainder was no-
thing but a huge farrago of dulness, fitter to
make men laugh than to-inspire them with
sentiments of heroic virtue. o

"The Reviewer was much displeased at see-
ing two of his favourite authors madea sub-
ject for laughter, by all the authors and critics,
who adjudged these mock-heroic productions

n2
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to be pheedmthcmﬂdleofﬂtehwatmgnn
of the hill.

When the fit of merriment was over, (and
it took some time to subside,) Dr Skylight
called for the political works ‘of Addison and
Steel; when they appeared; he asked Dr St
Bruno whoee political works he had a mind
to oppose to them? ¢ Take out,” says the
Jatter, * the political works of Lord Boling-
broke and Dr Swift.”

«“ Ha !” says Skylight, < these men favour.
ed France agamst the real interest of their
country.”

« It may be so,” says Brounum, « but I
do not believe it ; and ds for the first of them,
I have always considered his writings on the
British constitution of goverhmeént, on the
parties, factions, defects, and virtues that be:
long to it, as the standard and true criterion
of the English language ; for ¢o the strength
of the latter, to his clear and sententious enérgy,
and his real English idiom, he added the beauty
and sweetness %o pecuhar to the styk of
Addison.”
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-2 1 suppoge you will wext praisé his philo-
sophy 7 suys Skylight:

. ¢ Sir,” says Btumo, “ we should not dis-
parege what is good in the writings of .any
man, bacause b may have written what is
- bud: I now speak of Lord Bolingbroke’s style

only.™ .

.« Let us put your argument to the test,”
says Skylight ; « weigh these books, Kilglister.”
The Hiberniat put them into the scales; in
vain did the witty Steel and the virtuous
Addisbn endeavour td preponderate; their
dissertations flew ap to the end of the boam.
Dr Skylight loked up, and asked the Re-
viewer in what region of the hill these boeks
should be placed ?

¢ Send them to Pluto’s -cook,” says
the Reviewer, ¢ for I have lived to see all my
critical hypothesis of no avail.” Some of the
members joined him in opinion, and a dispute
arose as to the part of the hill in which the
books should be placed. It took up much
time; at last it was agreed, that the Disserta-
tion on Parties, the Letters on Patriotism, and
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a Patriot King, with the Examiner, (and some
others of Swift’s works, after all the factious -
parts had been cut out of them,) should be
placed in the middle of the second regiom,
while the political works of Addison and Steel
should be.placed in the centre of the middle
region.

But evening now began to shew her dusky
gerb, like the last and departing days of man<;
the authors and critics agreed to adjourn for
the night ; the Reviewer descended from the
altitude of his critical .abode ; sentinels were
placed round the hill for the security of the
' hookl,andaoendedtheﬁmdnyoftbem
cal amnsements.
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~PART XIIL

Nexr day they met at twelve o'clock. 'The
Scoteh historian, M¢Tacitus, and the Scotch
divine, Glisverbo, were electedl authors for the
day. The country of these mgenions men
had of late produeed the grestest historian the
grentest political writer, and ‘the greatest tra-
veller of modern: times; and if Glisverbo was
not the greatest, -he was: the ‘most amiable di-
vine of this period, and an excellent critic of
the most nice discernment.®’ ’

® Glisverbo sent the first manuscript of his sermons that
he intended to publish to a London bookseller for sale ; the
mere sheet and celf-skin vander being no schelar, could not
conceive that an obscure Seots parton could compese any
thing fit for the London market, Before he returned it, 8¢
Bruno, then the universal, uncontradicted arch-critic of the
time, came into the shop ; he saw it on the counter, read
s much of it, then sat down on a-huge bale of nnsold
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The Reviewer mounted the hill with a stiff
air; he was supported on ome side by Ned
Calfieather, and on the other by Andrew Bus-
kinfoot. He tosk his seat, and ordered the
criticisms to begin.

¢ Take out,” says M‘Tacitus, * the Epi-
goniad ‘of Wilkie, apd the Leonides of
Glover.” R .

When they were taken outy=* Produce
your beoks, Glisverbo,” sayshe The Scotch
divine ordered out the peesas of Dryden.
He wok & pair. of scissors, and in the manner
of Skylight, he eut from them Alexander’s
Feast and Abealoms and: Achitophel.

¢ Now,” mys he, « I will oppese two small
productions to your bulky epic poems.”

Says M¢Tacitus, « I never could see much
merit in the poems of Dryden.”

indeas, and reid oa. The dookedler, surprised .at 30 much
witention, asked him, if the seanoss wers good ? * Good !”
says the levinthan of literature, ¢ they are more than good ;”
and from that hour immortality was stamped on the sermons
of Glsverbo, which night, but for tis happy incident,
Have mouldendd awny in his berean:

——— e~
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« Well, sir,” eays Glisverbo, « let us put
them to the test.” ’

They were put into the séales ; the small
poems of Dryden foreed their way to the bot-
tom in an instant, while the swelliag periods of
Wilkie and Glover, their many and bulky
pages, buoyed up and fivated like the blubber
of a whale on & strong and deep sea. Giis-
verbo was & man of the Inost refined taste in
the beauties and delicacies of poetionl composi-
tion; and superier-in this respect (but.in this
respect alone) to MeTacitus, the manof his
time, that possesssd the most agreeable dic-
tion, with the most édutk and masouline-under-
standing in history and politioal weiting, nor
do searcely the ‘trritings of hny age exveed
them. M<Tacitus was a man of exquisite hu-
mour; he laughed at the misoarriage of his

Says St Brumo, ¢« Mr Reviewer, where
shall we place these-books 7

" He made no answer.

< In your breeches pockets,” says Exodus.

But the mesting evdeted the posns of Dry-
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" den to be put:at the top bf the second region,
and the Epigoniad and Leonidas to be put at
the bottom of the middle region.

« Mr Bearskin,” says Glisverbo,  take out
‘the William and ‘Margaret of Mallet ; I think
it the most besutiful and pathetic-of all the
little poems'in the English language. The
simplicity of it is so consonant to the charac-
ter and situation of the injured person whose
shade complains in it, that this' circumstance
alone is sufficient to render it immortal.”

Says. M<Tacitus, «-I will oppose to it some-
thing in the poems of Waller.”

.Says Glsverbo, ¢ I think if you exeeptthe
fines.on Cromwell's death, it will outweigh alt
his poems ; and even these lines want the har-
mony and symphony of good poetry.”

“ Ha {” says the Reviewer, ¢ and we ate to
have some of Dr Skyhght’s refined whims
again " '

Says M‘Tacitus, I have never been ad-
dicted to passion, but I cannot well refrain
from it, when I aee&efuthaofsmootb ‘Eng-
lish verse treated in this manner.” ..
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~ Now commienced 2 long didpute among: the

-authors. and crities on ‘the mérit of Waller's
poems. Some maintained that:theyiwere ‘ex-
-cellent, while others contended; that -however
polished they might be, as-to wetds:and the
construction of- therhyme, there were very few,
if any, great and poetical ideas i them. At
last they were ordered to be weighed, but not
till it was agveed ; thas: the:lines on Cromwell’s
death shoyld be cut: out ot‘them‘mh Sky-
light’s pair of seissors. .

They. were then. put into- th@udeg ‘whien,
to the surprise of M<Tacitus,, and the Re-
viewer's disappointment, William and - Mar-
gmt pushed up, Walkr to the: “top- -of the

DrKnlgl:ster thcnnud, tlntumoehehad
. 50 much trouble in weighing books. for others,
he hoped that they would permit -him to weigh
a book for himself. The authors and critics
having given their cpnsent,—¢ Take out,
Bearskin,” says he, ¢ Young’s Night Thoughts;
.and, Mr Glisverbo, epll out some grave book
that is worthy to be opposed to.then.”
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Says @lisvesbo, “ Ote grave badk is enough
at a time; I have ofien hesed of the Night
-Theughts, and often ¢ndeaveured to read
‘them ; but I vever ¢ould pt beyond the first
‘night, so sheavy.is the diction, 3 remote the
thoughts, and 0 gleomy the whele bothposi-
tion.. At the end of the fitst bovk, I threw
.tiee wellume dowm, tired, if net disgusted, at a
vargid wid: metaplysical sublinity that otk
-up 80 much of my time to undetstabd § 2nd,
indeed, I doubt that thesa thoughts postess
this lastaisntioned groat quality of the mind,
-since: it is wiways uttemded by smaplicity; for
-when Hemer describié the Afmighty toheing
-the scean ont of its charinel by & single move-
- ment of his hand, nothing can be more simple
wnd easily understood, und yet I eonsider it
as:the mest sublime conception that was ever
prodused by she ipaginition of man.”-

It s easy %o cbunoeive- that a long dispute
-arose on these sentiments of Glisverbo. Honter
‘was criticised from head to foot, and every one
thought that the Seoteh divine would have
produced some buok of Horer to be weighed



187

.ageinst the Night Thehghts 5 but fmstead of
~this, e ordered out PupesRape of tie Liock ;
-ise struck out of it & fow dmpropur ideas.«
- ¢ Now,” »ays he, < I will. weigh this small
poem, with its gay humour, imveation;, and
- perspicaity, ageinst all :the five uwd. snoke of
the Night Thoughts; ahd;, perhaps, in no
.poem of the Buglish o uny other langaage,
is thare more of both."-uKiiglister began to
defend his book ; but the cemrpany,- finding
.loy their appetites' that the hour of -ditmer
should not be far off, ordered the bovks o be
weighed, when the little, pathetic, and clear-
. headed Mr Pope hoisted up the pomspous par-
son in less than a minute,—s0 necessary are
clear ideas and unclouded sentiments to every
literary production.

Evening now began to cover the world with
her veil, to be succeeded by night,~that kind,
though often ill-received and misapplied re-
pository for the ills of the day.

The authors and critics, in the warmth of
their zeal for literature, had forgot to dine,
and all agreed that supper might be a neces-
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- sary refreshment. But before they departed,
they agreed not to meet next day till twelve
.a'dlock, having been mush fatigued with the
Jamngargumenutbtmnaedmthewurse
of the debates.

The renluuonofnotmeetmgulltwelve
o'clock gave the Reviewer an opportunity of
.paying a visit. to-his friend, Sir Thomas Ly-
curgus, as shall be mentioned - immediately.
Guards were. placed over .the hill and the
books, snd so ended the umd-dtynf the

weighings and criticiems,



"PART XIV.

Tz authars. and. critics met this day a goed
deal: later.than the hour appeinted, ‘so- that
the Reviewer had . time. to: visit 8ir Thomas:
Lyeurgus, who. wished to know the success of *
the literary adventures at the hill ; he likewise -
expected to have had his mind soothed by the
amenity of that excellent man from the disap-
pointments he had lately met with at the criti--
cal exercises, where his opinion was over-ruled
by the learned men who had assembled there
to assist him. When Sir Thomas wished him-
joy of his hill, and the assistance which he had
so indefatigably received. regarding it, ¢ Ah,
sir,” says he, ¢ there is indeed a resemblance
" of the beautiful Grecian original ; there are
men and books; odd men and men at odds;
we have had a grand. procession or two; and -
the London Reviewer is: placed. in mock ma-
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jesty on the top of the hill ; but what signifies
all this when his opinion is never taken in
placing the books on it; if asked, it is never
followed. I have abundance of futile compli-
ments paid to me, but no respect. I resemble
the cuckold husband in La Fontaine, when he
is asked to the table of his wifés gallant; he-is
placed at the headof it; setved with warm
of flattezing carernasly.; bat what is this ? no.
thing more than. a gilded closk:to hide-his dis- -
grwe end dishasberY = = .

« Let us hawe paticnce,” says-Sir Thomas, -
< when. we:bave nechetter vemedy at hemd.”.

D Skylight proposed to weigh the authors -
of most wit in the. Esglish language one
against the other. At these words Calfleather’s
face became two inches shorter; and when
Skylight celled ont far the worke of Swift,
Addison, Pape, Prior, Congreve, Vanburgh,
apd Wicherly, Calfleather hastened to the
cheet. in order ta fetch-thews from it, wish the
air of a yeung French offiser making up to a
waman of fashion, peintedin-the ance siyle of
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that country,; his back and his knees became - -
as straight as those of a dancing-master; he
turned oyt his toes, and his whole frame .
moved by a species’ of extraordmuqyrmut
elasucxty

When Bearskin took out the baohtnthe
scales,—‘ Now, gentlemen,” says Skylight, -
« ] will take. out of these books what, I con.
ceive to be the witty pexts of themy and  will .
weigh two.of them against the. othex five,” Ha.
then put the best parts of Swift. and Addison
into one scale, and those of Pope, Prior, Van..-
burgh, Congreve, and Wicherly in the ather.
The scale in which Swift and Addison were
put boisted up the other in as short a time as
a bawd would pass the arch that leads tp
King's-place, bavipg by, the arm 3 flower, of.-
innocence, ag quickly to be.nipt, of its fra-
grance as a glutton wopld swallow an oxtolan.

The surprise excited by this weighing was
hushed by St Bruno, who said, thas wit
displenses and diggusts.all men of worth, taste,,
and sentiment, whep it is.mixed.with snd pas-.
takes of, obagenisy, o apy, specine of, ipmora, .
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“lity, as it then degenerates from its true and
genuine nature, and becomes the excrescerice,
the diseased and polluted oﬂsprmg of wealth
luxury, and profligacy.

 What then is it 7" says the Reviewer. .

Says St Bruno, I never possessed it ; but
I think it the simple and happy essence of a
great and lively understanding. Swift is the
only writer in our language, or perhaps in any
other, who has united to wit, humour, irony,
and ridicule ; and Voltaire alone excels him in
ridicule, and a most sunple, original, and cut-
ting species of wit.” '

When the different members of the learned
assembly walked away together from the hill,
the Reviewer called the brethren of his labours
together, and invited them to take a pot with
him, as he had somednng of consequence to
communicate to them.  Kilglister, Dreadthun-
der, and a few more, went along with him to
his lodgings. After the second pot had gone
round, he got up,—* Gentlemen,” says he,
“ there is 'a wenght ‘of grief upon my mind
equal to twenty folios ; ‘my spirits resemble
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those of & German polemic after kaving spim
out an idea kke the thread of 2 Flanders piece
of lace ; I am like an author after the eon.
demustion of & play, or a poet borrowing the
vent of a gevret, or 8 wemat of quality at five
in the morning, after having lost her meney,
her sleep, her temper, and her reputation:
I am as fretful as a ehild in the smallpox, or
as a bawd in the presence of a magistrate ; and’
as mortified as a member of Parliament who
had been coughed down in the middle of a
Wv" o E . .
“ , s,” says Ned Calfleather, « what
comfort would you have us adwinister to you
« Ha, Ned,” says he, < ¥ never received
much comfort from you; and now you have
not even: a pun itself to- move a little the fea-
tures of the face. - Your store is exhausted,
and an attempt at a pun without success is
the next thing to those faint imitations of res-
som that sometimes eross the brains-of a fool.”
" % Sir,” says Dr Kilglister, * assert your
dignity, and do not repine m this manner.”
Says Andrew Buskinfoot, * Sir, you have
1
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nothing to do but to' imagine yourself & hero
onthemgeofmm,—goto&cwpofae
hill, put & crown on your: head, .and: take 2
sceptre in your hand, and let these fellows be-
low know that you are the principal reviewer
in London, and that you are more wise, more
learned, and a better critic, than any of them.
Doallthia,andlwillstandbebindyourbwk
‘and be your prompter.”

¢« By St Thomas,” says the Revxever, s Y
believe, Andrew, that you are in the right of
it; and notwithstanding the deep draughts
thatyouhaveukmofourmhrd,lhnvea
mind to take your advice.”

- ¢ Sir,” says George Dreadthunder, ¢ a
king or an hero should never appear without
a sword by his side, and I hope you will ac-
cept of mine.”

Says Charleo Bearskin, < It would bemom
jin your. line to offer him some piece belonging
to'an electrical machine, aud perhaps he stands
amore in need of it. I never hear you tatk of
swords but when thenuno aacasion for. uang
them.” L
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«. At was. agreed that the Reviewer sheuld
sake the: advice_of Andrew Buskinfoot ; that
he._should, assert; his critical importance, and
shew . the authors, that he was master of the
hill ;as well as, the weighings and criticisms ;
but Dr Skylight, who was silent during the
comversation, prevmled with him to alter- the
crown for a mitre, and, matead of a sceptre in
his_right hand, to have in it the works of
Aristotle, neatly bound in quarto,

.--About 12 o'clock the learned assembly
met as usual. Smitosh and St Spendthrift
advanced to the weighing scales; Kilglister
stood by, ready to begin his function ; and
Charles Bearskin had the key in his hand
with a view to open the chest, when the Re-
-viewer rose from his seat, and having attracted
the notice of the meeting, by ordering silence
to-be observed, he spoke as follows :—

¢ Gentlemen, authors, learned men, and
cxitics, it xsnot necessary, and of course un-
aecessary, and there is no occasion to inform
Jou who I am; but as dress, habiliments,
and what in general that regulator of the day,

W
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custem, calls raiment, makes a notorious and
distinguished difference in the appearance and
outward aspect and deportment of men, I
think fit to inform you, and let you kmew,
that I have this mitre on my head, this heap
of ancient subtle interrogations, syllogisms,
and physical intervogatories in my hand, and
this electrieal pipe, slung over my sboulders,
solely and purely, and merely to eomamend
respect. But I have something more to tell
you than all this. I swear, by the quintes-
sence of criticism, that I will assert my dignity
as a critic, gremmarian, philologer, and re-
viewer, and that maugre and in epposition
and contradiction to all that would oppose me.
Do you know, gentlemen, that I am he who
built this hill, and that my brain was heating
for a fortnight before I could form the idea of
building it; and, on that account, ¥ hope,
gentlemen, that you will allow me to manage
it, and every thing about it, in my own way,
or, by St Timothy, I will let you know whe
and what ¥ am ; and so; Mr Doctor Kilglister,
begin your function.”
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"The lmemry gentlemen for the day now beé-

gan the combat.
* ¢ Mr Bearskin,” says Smitosh, ¢ take owt
the essays of my Lord Chancellor Bacan. I
have always considered them as the most ceol
and profound maxims of wisdom that have
hitherto appeared in the world ; and, sir, ¥
desire that you order out a book worthy to be
put in competition with them, otherwise I will
not allow it to be put into the scale.” ‘

“ Sir,” says the Reviewer,  you have come
here to weigh books, and not to dictate as
to such as may be thought worthy to be
weighed.” :

Says St Spendthrift; % Do not be angry,
Mr Critic, I will order out a book in every
respect a match for his book ; so take out’of
‘your chest-library the Spectator.”

Says Smitosh, “ The authors of the Specta.
tor were many in number; they had nothing
to do but to round their periods, and to refine
their sentences; but the author of the essays
was at the head of the most difficult and labo-
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rious department of the law; he was’likewise
the first of the moderns who opened to the
world the road to science atid philosophy, that
had for a thousand years been shut up:in
ignorance and barbarism ; “and these “essays
seem to have been no more than an amise-
ment and relief to him from mmfortune and
old age.” * - -
¢« Shew me,” says M‘Tacitus, *an instance
in history of great ability and virtue without
failings as well as faults attending them ; and
they appear, asto them, like small coppice-
wood in a grove of stately trees; its slow
growth and deformity make a contrast to the
advantage of the towermg pmes and oaks of
the forest.”
_ % Gentlemen,” says the Bevxewer, “have
done talking about that cold icy dame—Virtue;
we hear a great deal about her, but seldom see

® It has been said that he lived solitsry and alone in
Gray's Inn, and s0 poor, or negligent, or helpless, that
he was not able to indulge himself with a bottle of good ale
after dinner.
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her. We must lose no time, so, Kilglister,
weigh these books.”

. Sir,” says the authors, ¢ we must descant
a little on the beauties of the:book: we have
pitched upon,~beauties that are.forgot and
not read in our age. We have books of mo-
rality in abundance; but the moral is. stiff
and the virtue ungain, with studied sentences
and obsolete words ; . and over all is sometimes
thrown the semblance of Melancholy, with ber
brown veil and: dusky habit; so that the.
young mind turns away from them with dis-
gust.” . \

Bruno put down his head, and. Exodus
slmled at his doing so. -

“ Butin the Spectator you see Morahty and
Virtue like two beautiful, modest, and chaste
maidens, who draw towards them the hearts
of all bgholders with sentiments of love rather
than desire.”

* . ¢ Sir,” says the Reviewer, ¢ there is not a
man in England that has a right to talk of-
maidens but Anglicato; and as he is not pre-.



sent, I will not aliow you to wsurp his pro.
vince.” ' o
" They were a little offended at this; for
they thought that they could lead a young
gl as virtuous a dance as Anghoato, with all
hufm'lndkneubehw

- % Pray, Mr Critic, hear us out with pa-
tience” ‘

¢ No,” eays the Reviewer, * patience is the
virtue of men of insipid minds and cold con-
stitutions ; the little I hed of it I lost in read-

ing bad books, that showered in upon me flike

hail of & January morning; so weigh thiese
books directly, or, by St Jinuanns,lﬁﬂ
take hold of them and throw them mto die
Thames {*

The learned meeting stared at this vnolenee

% 8ir I” says 8t Bruno.

“ Not a word, Mr Bruno,” says the Re
viewer.

All the authors were struck at such behia-

viour from a man who carried himself so dif-
ferently on thve former days of these amuse-
ments.




201

~ Whon . the books were upon the jishit of
being put. into the scales, says Bremo; « 1 will
lay s pound of tex agsinat sy thing of équal
value, that &ewﬂoutwéghthe
Essays.” )

. The historian, M'Tmn,had.eepy of
Hobbes's Leviathan that it would not. And
here 3 mew sceme appeared at the critieal
waighings ; for the whole learned sssembly
beganﬁohetoneagdmttheogha upon the
marits of these twe excellent performances.
"The Reviewer told theps, that, as betting’ was
of English gwwdx,.hawouldnotoppose it
Some of the members delivered it as theit
opinion, that it was the best mode of deciding
an srgument snoug a blont people of few
wonds; that it was this cireumstance that
made & 50 truly English, that it might be sdid
to have originated among that people. Even
the geave historian, Livison, was so far smitten
with the infection of this fangous, arising from
tacitarnity: sud -dvy hameur,—tiis enemy to
polite eonversation atid a free intercourse of

12



senjiment, that he laid o pound -of; snnflthet
the Spectator would prevail. . A numbes of
other bets were laid s and among them, Bishop
Exodus leid the rent of a parsonage.house om
the Eesays against Dr Skylight, who, in re.
turn, bad nothing to bet on the Spactater but
an old copy of Hamer'a Iliad ; but.the Bishap
acoepied the challenge, on acoount of the we-
neration in which he held.the genius.of the
ancients as well do their literatare ; -and-it is
allowed, that, after Dr Beutly,- no English-
man understood . themybettes. The spirit of
gaming begen to spread *her baleful inflnienge
over the assembly, like- Satan, when he: hewvers
over London of an evening, -and with a ms-
lignant eye looks out for the planes where he
thinks he will be most welcome, till at Jast ke
alights between K;ngs-p]ue and St Jamess
Street. .

Dr Skylight saw tlm propemuy ;¢ ngtle-
men,” says he, < as'a proof that I do.not ap-
proye of gaming, I.have only betted an - oM
book ; I have always considered it as the oldest




relgtion -of -debauchery. How can that nman
call- himeelf honest, who endeavours to deprive
mother of txis estate and happiness, in as short
atime as a-small piece of bone takes a turn or
two upon e table? Excess in wine and women
dre eured by the -disgust - they occasion ; but
geming is like a eancer, the more it eats into
the body, the more it desires to consume.
Look,” says-he, ¢ at a gaming table, see one
binspheming andl cursing the ruin with which
he is overwhelmed. See another, trembling at
the loss he may sustain ; immoderate and tu-
miultuous joy are seen in the faces of some, and
despair and distraction in the countenances of
others. In’one place at the table all is eager-
ness and attention, deep thought and anxiety ;
in- another, folly and drunkenness, and per-
haps chastity, falling victims to circumvention
and design ; while the gloom and silence of
night make these boisterous .passions more
horrid than - they naturally are.  Then,”
says he, ¢ examine the face of an old gambler,



you shall sep it as inanimeate.and uamoved
a barber’s block, from the constant hahis of
disgwising his sentiments at play ; you will
pewecive spread over it cold -apathy-and adie-
toate of life, the effects of ill-apens time and
an exil comciance, the lot of sl who follew
this odioys and ruinous viee.”

They were put into the scales; and hare
was sqeen & most noble struggle between
strength of mind and besuty of semtivaent,
hetween the -exertions of a men of great ge-
nis, 8 the labours of a few men of the most
elogant  endowments and refined. understand-
ings ; between the finest language, andt encel-
lent rules for the governmeent of kife, and the
mast close and pervous sescription of every
thiog regarding it. But as leagusge and its
representative, writing, are the nablest gifte of
humsap nasure, and as the merit of brisging
them to the utmest perfection is almess the
greatest that man can arrive at, the Spectator
gradually gaimed the battom of the scale, but
pet without the greatess oppoaiien that hed:




a4 - yet: bean ecen ot the vexghcg of ‘the
hooka.

Bat thie wghmg. and the beta upnn it,
Wbk up much time, snd Kilgliiter doid, @it
‘he felt bie navel verging towarda the lower
pext of ‘his helly ; upon which the Reviewer
tdd Gnlﬂmhcr to: plave the boh in the

qu- Sm-h, “ X th:ak you utghthne

put them in the second.” :
© «: 8ir,” . says Bruno, “oonmdu ﬂnmdnl-
nese of these intomsparable pepers srid esseys
fox the proper rogulation of humsa kife; - their
mestimable advantage for reclaiming the vies
and djsorders of emlarged society ; their tem-
dency to make mankind happy and wise, I
think, . sir, on acoeunt ef thege excellont. qua-
lities, you should piace them on the top of the
seeond regiop, along with the wotks of the
eminent men already plased there” = -

% Dacten,” says the Reviewer, « I suppese
you expect that your own essays’ and papess
ssould net be pleesd far below these good



books. Aye, Doctor, you ‘would ‘have: me
place Sir Roger de Coverly and Wilkiam:
Wimble alongside Dryden and Pope.” -

- Smitosh took up Bacon’s Eesays in his right
hand ; e held them up towards him'; « Sir,”
says he, “.did.you never resd the':deep amd
uncossmon remarks - made- in :this boek, net
drawn from other books, or other men, but
from the author’s own strong, enlightened, and
original mind 7

¢ Gentlemen,” says the Reviewer, ¢ it is
late, and I am hungry, and by the beauty of
the Isle of Dogs, if these books are not placed
where I desire, I will order them to be ript
up for lLighting Charles Bearskins tobacco-
pipe”

¢ Mercy on us!” says Smitosh, « are we
come to this? I think I had better go home
1o meditate on the restless manners and greed
of the European nations.”

s It is as well,” says Skylight, < and I wish
you could find me out what the people on

’Change would do at four o'clock, if the
\
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Bank of Eugland was demolished by-an earth-
M” :

The authors for the day walked off in this
manner, and Ned Calflesther placed the books
in the middle region. The assembly was dis-
solved, after they had appainted Bishop Exo-
dua and the historian, Livison, as the authors
for the next day.



PART XV.

TazEsE amusements began to lose, in the course
of a few days, the fresh lustre that novelty
presents to the mind ; but when the Reviewer
dictated magisterially to the learned assembly,
and when he insisted that the books should be
placed as his ill taste or bad judgment di-
rected, the members began to drop off, like
those of a great assembly near the Thames, a.
little before seven o’clock, the dinner hour of
these grave legislators ; or like the members of
a club, when a man above the ordinary level
comes among them, who gives a joke with
much good humour, but receives one with a
stern countenance; then the liquor is bad, the
waiter inattentive, and the fire almost out;
one slips away after another, for. a great man,
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place, and they are not in theirs.

* At wmid-day, the suthors and eritics, ﬂn
bishop and the historian, met at the scales.
Doctor St Bruno observed, that the nieeting
was thioner than usual; ¢ Gentlemen,” says
he, < I fear that we begin to tire of these
amusements,~men do not like to aet utider
¢ontrol and restraint.

« He that is born a slave, and hevetlmew
the sweets of liberty, has no objection at times
to lose sight of the most indulgent master.”

‘The Doctor’s rough frame wds begitining
to soften by such sympathies, when the Ré-
viewer cried out, rather in a surly manner,
that if he went on at that rate, there could be
no weighings that day, for that it would be all
spent in making such remarks. The Doctm
imade no answer.
~ < Mr Bearskin,” says Exodus, < fetch me
out the sermons of St Thomas a Becket ; and,
Mr Livison, I will be glad to see that you call
out a book worthy to be weighed against the
most zealous apostle of the Christian church.”
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« Take ollt,” says Li"ilén, ¢ the sermons
of John Knax, the Scotch reformer, and- the
second or third champion of the Reformation.”
All the people present were now in-high ex-
pectation of hearing many ingenious arguments
on the merits of high and low chusch; but
when Livison began to reply to some remarks
made by Exodus, on the factious nature of
Presbyterian government, and the too- great
equality of its members, .the Reviewer told
him, that he would allow no discussion:on the
matter ; Livison took a pineh of suuff and said
nothing. ' But Bishop Exodus thought.that
his mitre and cassock might plead in his favour
forpermxsnontoputmawordorm
¢ Mr Critic,” says he.

“ Not a word, Mr Bishop,” says the Re-
viewer ; * weigh these books immediately; Dr
Kilglister, or by the irregular. imagination of
Pindar, I will throw this ponderous folio of
Hugo Grotius at your head, and for all your
marrow, I suspect you shall feel it.” -

In the mean time the Bishop’s countenance
began to change colour ; his eyes-to ¢ontract,
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and he fixed them upon the poles that sup-
ported the scales; his mouth shut of itself by
an impulse of anger, his breast began to heave,
and his limbs shoolk at the instigation of wrath:
He suddenly turned about, 'and. putting his
right hand to the poles, he overturned them,
weights and all,: to the ground.. He then took
two of the remaining authors by the arm;
¢« Come away with me, gentlemen,”. says he;
¢ that presumptuous fellow, whom I once re-
member to_have seen with all his wardrobe in
a :bundle, - earried in- his left band, and not
larger. than the swaddling clothes of a beggar’s
child ; I will for ever lament, that my love of
leaming could.induce me to.attend his mock
criticisms and mud hill; the fellow had not the
civility to mention as much as the title-page
of any of my works. But, gentlemen, I am
wrong ; the neglect. of so insignificant a person
T should leok upon as a compliment,—I should’
reckon sueh neglect of my abilities as the best’
test of their value.. Come along, gentlemen,
you:shall have a. Bishop's fare; as much meat,
wine, and ale, a8 would serve fity small lairds
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during the Scotch Solemin League and Cove-
vant.”

WbentheBnhopandt.he two authors had
retired, leaving the poles, weights, aiid scales
prostrate on the ground, the Reviewer rose
from his seat with a stunned countenamce ; he
could not utter 8 word ; but 8t Bruno laughed
80 heartily, that the scurf, with which his face
was much disfigured, broke off; his large
mouth opened wider than usual; <« Ha, ha,”
says be, « I think, Mr Critic, that one of the
generals of the van of your army has made a
very odd retreat : I have all my life hated the
Whigs, but when the Tories imitate - their
violence, I think them the worse persons of
the two ; ha, ha, and this is the gentle person
whosavedMomﬁ-ombemgcamedtwayby
the stream of a river.”

Ned Calfleather and Andrew Buskinfoot
jommed in the conversation, which was upon the
point of becomiing futile and trifling at the
Doctor’s expense, (for wise men ought to be
upon their guard in company with the vulgar.)
When the Reviewer, having recovered from
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the copsternation. that seized hixg, on seeing
bis poles and scales treated with such in.
dignity, told St Bruno to take the poles up,
and to place them and the scales in their former
position ; and by so doing, to make amends
for the pride and passion of bis Tory friend
and brather author.

« Sir,” says St Bruno, « I confeq that in
myyopt.b, and in almost all the stages of my
life, I have begn in situations sufficiently low ;
but, sir, although I say it myself, my heart
and my mind are too great to deny that these
matters were 50 ; and I am, too proud to claim
merit from the friendship or acquaintance. of
the great, Make Ned Calfleather, George
Dreadthunder, and Andrew Buskinfoot take
up your poles,—there is a stick for each of
them, sir ; and you may make Charles Beas-
skin take up the scales and weigh in them, if
be pleases, the. werits. of a couple of tragic
camedies, . or. comic tragedies, or any other
extrayagant or absurd production that the
vitiated taste of the public may chaase to
countemanee.” Ha quitted the meeting, and
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Ikt the Reviewer without a single -authidr or
learned persori, except meh as belonged to kis
own fraternity.

When St Bruno went off in tlmmer,
the critic and his pristine coadjutors looked at
each other, like men that had béen surprised
by some unexpected event ;- for they thought,
that as long as a man of his reputation in the
republic of letters remained, they had a rally-
ing point, to which those who went off before
might return; but when -they saw this -dog-
matical arch ram of literature follow the ex-
ample of the rést, despondency seized them all,
and each was silent for a considerable time.

At last the Reviewer got up, and spoke to
the following effeet :— -

" ¢ Gentlemen critics, and, I hope, as yet,
unbroken and unsubdued legislators: of -wit,
Dr St Bruno's conduct is very extraordinary
indeed ; but that is no reaton why ours shonld
not be extraordinary as well as his ; - you may
be surprised that I have net begun; by giving
vent to my indignation agsinst Bishop Exodus;
but, geatlemen, this surprise will cease when
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1 infistan:- you, that the Bishop is,==what cotld
you . suppose, gentlemen fmwhy, that he:is
my rival, and that I am his rival ; and in what,
do-you suppose, gentlemen? Why, gentle-
men, in that most important question in an-
cient history, whether. Moses was born on
Wednesday or Thursday? - This: point we
have both endeavoured to deliver down to
future ages.in the most clear and convincing
masner ; and the Bishop is afraid that I have
given a better account of it than he has done ;
and this is the source, root, and origin of his
passion,- when he threw down the poles : but,
gentlemen, although he threw them down, I
do think and believe, that all of us here, (even
if Robert Macport were absent,) are able to
take the poles upagain. As for the behavi-
our of the other learned men, it is so obvious,
that I should be ashamed to mention it; for
you all know,. that it was occasioned by a jea-
lousy of my superior talents as a critic and a
man of taste.- Now, gentlemen, let us’ erect
our weighing-machime again; let us take the
Books out:of the chest, and let us weigh them



and put thess upon our bill, in. the same: man-
ner as hesetofore; for what signifies to us the
presence of these learned fellows, when. wa ane
in ourselves the very essences of learning, cri-
ticism, syliogism, text.and syntax.”

Says Andrew Buskinfoot, “Butm,m,
why bava you left.ous kmowledge and wit "

«¢ Hold your tomgue, you strutting bleck-
head,” says the Reviewer j ‘¢ he that has those
must be possessed of these.”

. Says Ned Calfleather, “Whatahallwedo, )
lu'. for authors of the day "

¢ Silence,” says the. Reviewer, “thouoﬂ'-
spuing of the: lowest species. of wit, ndthe
steamn of ) kitchen-grate; no mea will eves
propose you for one.” ‘

Robert Macport got up, and putting one
of his great feet upon the first step of the cir-
cular stair of earth, ¢ Sir,” says he, “mayhap
Imxgbtheebmemoneofthenuthonfarthe
day.”

 Robest,” says Dr Skylight, * yeu are in
the wrang; you are a much greater man then
any anther; he only thinks and writes, but
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by your means alone, his thoughts are made
known to all the world.”

Dr Kilglister got up and observed, that
from the age of seven to fourteen, his daily
allowance of marrow was not less than a
pound ; that evening began to show herself,
and that night would soon follow and cover
the world with her cold and uncomfortable
robe ; that nature surely inténded some other
occupations for them than debating about
books and criticism ; he therefore proposed an
adjournment, and that, during the night, Ned
Calfleather and Andrew Buskinfoot should’
guard the hill and the books, and whatever
belonged to them. His proposal was. agreed
to, and so ended the last day of the crmcal
welghmgs
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The Seventh and Last Day of the Critical
Amusements.

NEexr day the Reviewer and his fellow-
labourers arrived at the hill rather late. When
they departed the night before, they were
much vexed, and a good deal dispirited, at
the abrupt leave taken of them by St Bruno
and the rest of the authors. They were of
opinion that the best remedy for such evils
would be a sound and long sleep if it could be
had; and it may admit of some doubt if all
the arts and sciences, and the philosophy that
belongs ta/ them, have found out a better.
They all appeared much dejected, and each
resembled an avaricious man that had just
heard a will read, where not so much as his
name was mentioned, but from which he ex-
pected to be the sole heir of the testator. In
this dfsagreeable state of affairs, Alderman
Fatchops arrived at the hill to the great joy of
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all present ; one shook him by the-hand, ano-
ther tapped him. on the cheek. When these
ceremonies. were over, the Reviewer .congratu-
lated the meeting on the acquisition of -so
worthy a person. Several remarks were made.
George Dreadthunder said, that they had now
the city on their side, and that St Bruno and
the authors might go where they thought fit;
that he would be glad to see who would. now
attack or disparage them. ’

. JAngdrew. Buskinfoot said, that commerce
and ships in a free country agreed as well to-
gether as a lemon and a piece of sugar ina
pint of rum.

.Ned Calflegther .remarked, that a merchant
by the side of a captain of a man-of-war re-
sembled a rich and delicate widow under the
protection of a stropg young man.

The Alderman did not like the comparison ;
. he frowned upon Ned and his wit, and asked
. the company if he resembled a delicate widow.
-Doctop Skylight told him not to mind the

layigy of some. of the, foragers. and mtler; of
. theircapp., . .



It was then propesed that the Alderman
and Macport should be elected authors for the
day, in the room of those who would have
been appointed had they not deserted so re-
spectable a station.

The Alderman declined the appointment.
He said that he honoured literature, as he
knew that it gave bread to the printer, the
peper-maker, the hawker, and the ragmaw;
but that the great ledger at Lloyd’s was the
only book that ' he was thoroughly acqueinted
with; that it was the common-place book of
all his reading and learning, and that the:
index to all his knowledge were coatracts, in-

rance, brokerage, commission, all the per
cents., mth that luminary of city speeuhuon,
ompium.

Macport excused himself likewise, and uld_
that he would take Dr Skylight’s advice, and
be content with his function, since he made it
greater than that of an author. )

The Reviewer soon supplied she phw of
these men, by ordering the Doctors, Skylight:
and Kilglister, to begin the weighings and eri~
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tioisms ‘as before. - They took their stations,
and Skylight immediately told Charles Bedr-
skin to take out Lord Anson’s Yoyage round
the  World. Charles opened the chest,” and
oried, * It is out.”

“ Out !” says the RevneWer; ¢ what is out
with you #*

«.The books,” says Bearskin.

: 'The books out?” says the Reviewer.

: 4% Yies, sir,” says Bearskin, ¢ the books are
all:st an-end, and our career along with them ;
- and I'am very glad of it. I have-led a tire-
somne troublesome life of it here, alongside this
huge machine, hearing nothing but criticism,
comtentiorl, and disputation; and I have not
seen a drop of your liquor as yet.”

Says Skylight,  Our employments in the
regions of the gods begin to smell of Pater-
noster-Rew, and we shall shortly be obliged to
march back to it in a different manner from
that in which we left it ; but in every species
of warfare it is better to make a wise retreat
than a foolish engagement.”

Says Dr Kilglister, «“I wish to take the



opinion . of the meeting upon this question,
Whether. we are to remain here disputing; and
out of humour with ourselves, and a function
that has. disappointed us, or whether we shall
return to our old abode in Paternoster-Row by
noon of to-morrow ?”

Upon this there followed a long ' debate
among the critics; the Reviewer argued
strongly for remaining; but his coadjitors,
seeing matters: grow dull, and all the authors
and numerous spectators gone, thought that to
stay Jonger could answer no purpese of vanity,
profit, or ambition ; and they persuaded- the
Reviewer to march back to the house-of-8ir
Thomas Lycurgus by one o’clock-of the next
day.

The usual guards were posted, and the ne-
cessary ceremonies having been gone through,
so ended the last day of the critical amuse-
ments. :




PART XVL

Nzxr morning the critics met at an early hour,
so that they might have sufficient time to
arrange all matters necessary for their retreat
.into town.

About ‘eleven o’clock they appeared at the
hill with countenances overcast; and it was
observed, that Robert Macport’s face was more
shaded than that of any other person. One
- of the critics having asked the cause of it, Ro-
bert said, he thought it hard that, having
beard so much about genius and taste since
these criticisms commenced, he should now go
home to his printing-press, and not be more
fully informed aa to the difference between
them; for that the former debates rather -
puzzled than instructed him upon the matter.
He turned to Skylight, and asked hxm in what
they differed ?



« Robert,” says'he, “ men of more refined
frames than yours are at a loss to solve the
question you have put; some suppose genius
superior to taste, and others think taste supe-
rior to genius; for my own part I tather
think with the former. A man may acquire
taste by much reading, much reflection, and
great industry, and by comversing with the
world, and those who read and reflect most ‘in
it; but genius is conferred alone by the
vigour and strength of nature; and when she
bestows them on man she seldom denies him
taste, but confers it upon him as an agraeable
companion to direct their operations. And,
indeed, it may be said, that it arises from the
comprehension and light that always attend
genius; but we may have ten men of great
taste and refinement in the different branches
of literature, for which nature has most adapt-
ed their understandings, for one great philoao-
pher, poet, or historian.”

Says the Reviewer, ¢ I thought tl:ey had
been more nearly allied ; but however well
you may describe the difference between them,
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we have as yet seen no paﬁ»mmof yours
in either.”
- Says Macport to Skyhght, “ led you
now tell me the difference between taste and
judgment, for I have often heard them men-
tioned together P”

« Why, really,” says the Douor, “ you
will lay we a-ground by your questions. I
think taste and judgment may be compared to
wman and wife; they should be very closely
united, and never separated. The last being
more solid, grave, and sententious, the first
more airy, light, and agreeable, it ought to be
a8 true to the other as a woman of honour is to
‘her husband. 'In short, Robert, genmius,
judgment, and taste, may be oompared to-good
sense legibly printed on fine paper.”

‘“Ha!” says Robert, “mnow I undeutmd
you; you have by these words given me a
better idea of them than I had by all the dis-
courses of the authors and critics. I shail
now go home contented, and pnnt to ad-
vantage.” .1

Robert Mazpon havmg been. mﬁd in



this manner, the critics prepared to take their
" fimal leave of the hill and the Isle of Dogs.
The Reviewer did not go up to the top of it,
as on the former days, attended by his aid-de.
camps, George Dreadthunder and Andrew
Buskinfoot ; he walked about the chest and
the scales with an air of seeming indifference,
but which, at bottom, was full of melancholy
and diseontent. Of the numerous spectators
who were in the habit of attending .these en-
tertainments, none attended. on this day. of
forlorn and last farewell. A retreat was de-
termined on; but the question was, who
shoukd beat the drum for it?P—It was a dis-
agreesble office, and all seemed averse from it.
They walked about the foot of the hill and
the ground near it, like itinerant merchants in
a fair, unwilling to pack up, in case something
good might cast up, and yet selling nothing.

In this mood of apathy, Charles Bearskin
observed, that when a man is to be hanged,
the sooner the rope is tied about his neck the
better, as delay in so trying a situation be-
comes but moments of death to him.
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Dr Skylight agreed as to the truth of this
remark, but he thought it coatse and indeki-
cate.

Robert Macport sald that when any thlng
like truth appeared, there should be no de-
mur. ‘ . .

The Reviewer told them, that he contrived
and commanded the expedition-to the hill as
well as the erecting and adorning of it, but

_that he could take no delight in a retreat from
it, and that he would leave it enumlyto be
managed by them.

Dr Skylight, as next in oommmd, otdemd
the critics to attend him; he told them, that

matters were now come to that point, when

the most must be made of ‘them ; that all the
books should be put into the . chest imme-
diately ; that George Dreadthunder . should
go for the great mule ; that the hill should be
sold for ballast to the captains of Esst India-
men at Blackwall ; and that they should msxch
back to the house of Sir Thomas Lycurgus,
and condole with him on the failare of their



adventure.—This was nnanimously agreed to.
Ned Calfleather and Andrew Buskinfoot
threw down the books from the different
places on the hill, and Robert Macport took
them up in huge armfulls, and threw them
into the chest, notwithstanding a few rough
oaths from Charles Bearskin, who had the
trouble to arrange them there.

The great mule arrived ; she was put into
the traces of the cart. The chest, as soon as
it was filled, and properly locked and corded,
was hoisted up upon it. Dr Kilglister and
Robert Macport lifted up one end of it with-
out any assistance ; all the rest of the critics
were scarcely able to lift the other. The
poles, scales, and weights, were fixed upon the
chest. 'Dr Kilglister mounted the mule and
rode off with the learned cart-load, while Ro-
bert Macport poked her behind with the pole
of :a- Thames wherryman. The other critics,
with the Reviewer at their heid, followed,
kike a privateer's crew taken prisoners, and
mavching through atown in anenemy’s country.




In this manner they went through the . dif-
ferent streets and lanes of London; the peaple
staring at the size of the mule, the height and
Herculean make of him that rode her, and
the immense limbs of him that .poked her he-
hind. 'The general remark was, that the mas-
ter of the uacommon big fellow who. rode the
mule must be a fool to have the animal so
burdened, notwithstanding her strength. :

When they arrived at the house of Sir Tho-
mas Lycurgus, Kilglister dismounted, and all
were anxieus to see their mentor. The Rew
viewer knocked at the door; admittance was
immediately given. They found Sir Thomas
in the drawing-room, in the middle of a num-
ber of projectors; for it was this worthy man’s
failing to have his pockets often emptied by
these kind of people.—¢ Mr Critic,” says he,
¢ T think I may read in your face the miscas.
riage of your adventure; but I will be glad
to have an account of it from yourself. I take
no pleasure in the: disappointments of other
people, but as I see that the chest and the



mule, and the critics, snd yourself are safely
arrived, I hope nothing of a very bad nature
has happened. : ' '

. % Nothing, sir,” says the Reviewer,  only
that we have returned without glory.” ,

. He then recounted all that passed at the
hill. During the recital of it, some of the
projectors theust their fingers into their mouthsg
some coughed; nor was it possible for Sir
Thomas. to make these fellows behave with
due.decorum. When he had done, Sir Tho-
mas said, < Well, Mr Reviewer, all I have
now to do is to give my opinion of your ad-
venture. When you mentioned to me that
you intended to make an artificial Mount Par-
nassus, I considered that intention as the pro-
duction of enthusiasm in the cause of litera-
tare.. I revere whatever belongs to learning
and genius so much (as I then told you), that
I djd not like, by any kind of disapprobation,
to.lessen your zeal. But, Reviewer, I must
now -tell you, that your zeal was the much-
beloved child of  weak understanding. How
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could you believe that mankind in this coun-
try could mistake the Isle of Dogs for the
shaded valleys and green bowers of Greece?
or that a hillock made of mud and sand should
resemble Mount Parnassus? The authors and
the persons of genius who attended you to this
hill, were possessed of zeal as well as you, but
‘they had what you want,—genius, ardour,
and strength of mind, which made zeal to them
a secondary object only, to spur them on, to
compose what informed and delighted  the
world. Why, then, did you reject their ad-
vices, contradict their opinions, and not follow
their decisions? Look at the result, sir; they
all left you, and the good opinion of the world
along with them. By this you have been re-
duced to denude your hill of its ornaments,—
to replace the books into your chest,—and-to
sell your ideal Parnassus for ship-ballast. But
let not these lessons of adversity: be thrown
away upon you: return-to your old apartment
in Paternoster-Row. Cultivate candour as well
as letters. Do not imagine that the strength



of your brain or the soundness of your judg-
ment are better than those of numbers who
read and enjoy reading as well as you. Re-
strain your spleen and ill-humour, lest they
blast the hopes of many aspiring young wri-
ters, whose bread as well as happiness depend
on their reputations as authors. Pause, and
think how you would like to' be treated by
them in the manner you treat them yourself,—
with eritical superciliousness, indifference, or
contempt. Yet on the success of such writers
may depend the bread of an only child, a help-
less, aged parent, or a virtuous wife. For one
bad and presumptuous author that you may
be able to-amend by such means, you may de-
stroy the hopes and happiness of fifty such as
these. Becanse necessity or chance might
have made you a reviewer, are you on that
account superior in intellectual capacity to all
the readers in Great Britain who are not re-
viewers 7 And yeét, by this pretended critical
superiority, you would make people believe
that no book is worthy the approbation of the



public unless it is commended and approved of
by you. A good review, sir, written' with
judgment, with good sense and good manners,
and with :the great attention, industry, and
learned enterprise that such a work requires,
may be of invaluable advantage in such a
country as ours, where 80 many think as well
as write, and where the nature of the constitu-
tion and government requires that men should
think and write justly, with moderation as well
as acuteness, and the most unshaken resolu-
tion. Thereviewer who would accustom them
to think and write in this manner, might be
the means of prolonging our hitherto unrivalled
and unequalled system of legislative govern-
ment ; for whenever the luxury of refinement
in writing appears ; when over-nice, and cu-
rious, and effeminate distinctions and rules are
looked upon as the sole criterions of good
writing, I consider them as symbols of decay
in our constitution of government and laws,
and as so many steps down the stair that leads
to arbitrary power, which a number of circum-

L
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stasces hidden and opea tend to bring about.
@ive up dealing in the profits of booksellers ;
it is an infamous prostitution of genins.”

At this reproach the Reviewer got up. « I
declare,” says he, ¢ upon my homous, that I
pever received any of the profits of booksellers
in my life.” .

« I believe it,” says Sir Thomas ; * X only
meant to put you on your guard against what
the demons of want, or misfortune, or greed,
might lead you to. Unsuccessful authors and
the malicious world talk of these matters; it
is not impossible but they may happen, and if
they do, nothing can throw a fouler stain on
the literature of Great Britain. Return to
thy critical apartment, and may you, from the
consequence of your late failure, be a reviewer
without envy, a compiler without conceit, and
a man without malice.” .

I shall conclude with an asseveration, that I
have not, in the foregoing pages, simed at any
particular person. I am so little acquainted

—_— —n
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with reviewers and critics, that I do not know
the name of any reviewer in London ; and if I
have drawn a resemblance without knowing it,
" I declare that nothing was farther from my

thoughts than to wound the feelings of any in-
dividual whatever.

FINIS.

OLIVER & BOYD, PRINTERS,
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