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IARY CRITICISM.
E——
ME) > COOPER, THE NOVELISTS.

I » late wuwber of the Mirror we guve oo extzact from a review
of Daoa’s writings, whick we consider a master-piece-in that de-
ent of literaturn ; #la sownd philosephy cenmot be murpassed,
and ita beaaty of pompoasticn i3 seldon equalled. OQur readers will
meollect that its lons was unquelified approval of the work it treated
vpon. In cader fom pledsant variety, we will now give them an ex-
et from & peview, which savosrs very strongly of ungualified
candemmation. U ia taken from the Knickerbocker for July—
« tamber, which it is suffieient praine 1o sny is better than any of its
‘We are not, generally, in favour of very severe criti-
cism, because we doabt its upility, and because we think an suthor’s
feqiings sre alwayn entitled to some regard.  But thera are cases
of stopidity in A writer, whick we cannot overlook without
tazitly compromising oor own understanding; aod there are
iostaences of balfwitted, concejled foreigners' denouncing, in the
capacity of criticn, sll that belongs to American literature, which
ste hmve no patience to think of, and no disposition to spare. The
instance before us iz so frostfol ea to produce bath of these claims
we Ylnock-down mrgument,” and fom the bottom of our hearta
we rejoice that the case is taken in hand by a man so fully compe-
tent 1o msnage it. Adter bestowing upon oor Amenican poets a
well-deserved panegyric, and ingeniowsly comparing them to the
distinguished writers of Great Britain, the reviewer thus serves up
a3 individual who has made it his principal business to abuge all
the attempir of Americans et anthership ; 1o say nothing of certain
insiguificant persone in the mother country, such as Seott, Byron,
elc., who have been thought to possess sowe claims to literary dis-
tinction.—¥p8, N. ¥. MIRROS.
AMEBICAN POETS AND THEIR CRITIOB.
4Tt is diffienlt to describe a Zive oritic, without some particulars. Johs-
aon aod Giffwil gmee thesr, exch for himeelf. Iz the smtm Lo
ahall sachew wll parssqmlity, which we in giving a few-

pomte of sn andhar, sball avaid tovehing the man.

 Ioeprimis—ikarre s, in the city of brotherly love, oo the cornerof ane
of i rectangulir Bhomuglinren, s amsll store, or shop, iz which ia sold
Irzsh Linenr—sa revly -made or not, we cannot tell. It is the man

LE a practiset of the Galenian art, and, sy we
baen learned, with & success equalling the A.sqie%dm of f’ore. In Hiber-
nia be was ¢ ruised ;" to America he came—in Philadelphin he pitched
bin tent ; and, rejectmg physic, took 10 trade, in which he now trapsects
» decent bummessy in a szonl] wa{] ‘We mention these biographical items
in the ootset, un argn that hia profession is neither lilerary por akin
wit; wnd tha ho 18, g ble 1o seyve both Mereury
axd dpolic a8 ouee

* Specnlati

[

1y, quite

rrar, i the epirit of the age ; and our censor deter-
Iy scupied in the linen live. Accordingly he * come

v, bt

i y ne publisher, whe 10 issue a
_ magasinin wnd Hoview of Litersture under his mt?ervisiun. Pre-
vius to this, v sl remerk, be put forth  poem entitled “ The Plea.

] of}‘ritl;;i--..;.i, i A » Soat 'g.ng, we yenture w0
sty more ] %mmm i BN CAR wod in mny of its
site in Chnmog:;a. msg::ine was begun—and wilhyir. began the
eriliciems of the editor. Beside these opershons, be had other irons in
te fre—he had novels ic emabryo. Hefore alluding to these, we will show
the gradatione by whith owr eritic rose to the acquisition of his p
Lmnen e o qearterly reviewer.

*When this monthly was in il maturity, the reputation of Lord Byron
wus at ity height. ‘They who once blamed, had me eulogista ; the
best imtelligencen of both hewispheres wers warmed by his genius, nnd
vaal in his praiss.  But our profound reviewer cared for none of thexe
tings. He expressed gres$ cormiserstion for the noblo poet. He speaks
of bim 24 his work, a8 & man ‘ whoae heavy volumes of stanzos have
mﬁ the world—a mere ttled rhymester—the acthor of & mass of

» teeth-grinding poetry ; the major portions of whose writings
Jmaens not the ammallest particle of the moul of poetry ;* and after an as-
* Mt of eriicening, qode equel 1o the foregoing, he lumps the merits
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acoundrels, common a9 thistles in & Scotch glan ; with nhee%ish heroes,
foot-balls to every one that might choose to kick them.’ These * blun.
dering worka,’ he condemns in toto ; calls them ‘dt:fw u literary many-
factures, common-piace, und supidly constructed’ In copclusios, he
gave it as his candid cpinjon, that 'the sooner Sir Walter Scott ceased
10 write, the better for hi und the public.’ Thie, reader, was w
the autbor of Waverly waa covered with repown, eud efter he bag fo
duced some of his most bnmortal productinns ! .

s it is well kuown that Sir Walter Scott was a fervent admiver snd

friend of Washington Irving His letter, warnly commending the ef:
forts of our celebrated counl s pubh.sﬂed last year in o daily jourmel
of bi authnriz, exproased dour of the b ’s und res-

ect for the author of Enickerbocker. He bng also appleaded bin, pub-

itly, in Peveril of the Peak. 'Wo regret 1o say, tha our eritic has as
contemptoous an iden of Sir Walter's opinions, as of his works. Wo
can beal show how widely he differs from the author of Waverley, respect.
ing lrving, by quoting fus opizioss of that writer, as tontained in the
Philadelphia Monthly Review. In that perindiesl he apeaks.of Geoffry
Crayon &s & scritbler of 'skip-along, im-the-hop, popiniP¥prose ; whose
Sketch Book abounda with kequy disugreeable matter, tmym%!hwug]_mut
little merit but imitation.! Those portions which the world bas decided
10 bo the beat and mast graphic, are pronounced © abaoutely silly, fit only
for the pagea of two-penny primers, to amuse children.' The utwiost credit
conceded 1o Geoffry, is, bis productions m&pm’&fyﬁ‘eguﬁe a dull
hour, or piense & blue-stocking ; but farther than this the eritic can recog-
nize no mert in them, With true Hibemian ‘simeplicity, he asks ren-

ing thess emigent works: *'What lesson do they teach? Whst in-

|mcn do they convey? What impression do they tmake ?—ang

adde—* We cannot see their velue” He confesacs that they ere popular
and successful ; ot he inputes the tause to the bnberzs:nd corruption
of the Edinturgh aod Loaden reviewers, by the booksellers, to help
Ireing along?

“As verynggenem], though it wouk seem ervonecus impression, has pre-
vailed, and iy 81ill cherished, both in Ewope and Americs, with regard
to the atyle of lrving. Ripe scholars and real critica, everywhers, have
given thewr suffrages in favour of this style, ws possessing quiet sweet.
ness and emse ; pure s the Latin in ‘Au%;::ms' golden age,’ or the
English, in the E&lz.nhethnn But thess men have been all in the wrong.
Our inua cen eee, iv thin far-famed style, neither domel noy

e

 After describing some of those lurus narure cheracters with which

the Wilderneas sbounds, and giving e slight inaight into its vadefinable
piot, the reviewer proceeds :

*¢But it is time to intoduce ancther hero, who ecta n mont conspi-
cuous in the propress of the tale. Upon the return of Mr. Adderly
(one of the herves} 1o Philadelphis, for the e of giving an account
of himaelf to tha Ohic mpm{, the goveraor o! Virginis despatehea M.
Gearge Wos n, who is spoken of a9 * & vory respectable-looking young
man,’ on an 0 the French government at Fort de Bmm o de-
tand an explanation of the recest oairages committed by his people on
the Indiens, at their inatigation, agninst the Britiah senlers. Not long
after, ea the hervine and Miss Naocy Frazer ware sitting under a tree
togother, as tically ws possible, Miss Naney listening, and Mins
Maris re {with a tenderness and pathos of manver which showad
that her whole soul wes enrapt witk the delighlfu.l atrainy i whick the
poet of the aeasons has told his sweetest tale :

' Moria had jost pronounced the following exquisite lines:

‘He sawr her charmiog, bat he saw not half
The charms her downcast modesty concealed,’
when Nancy happening to direet her atteation to one side, perceived g
white man {the reader should bear it in mind that Washington was &
whits rman ') leaning sgoinst a tree, scarce three yards distant. She im-
roedietzly sterted 1o ber feet iz surprise, erying out:
*Oh! Maria! here is 2 white stranger I'

*This * white stranger’ way Washingon. The Isdies shortly after
escorted him to their house. Here they placed feed before the father of
his country, in the shape of cokes and metheglin, The author makes
Washington eat merely to grotify the ladies, one of whom aske him, with
grent tendemness of menner, why he zot ‘use’ rore of her victuale ?
After thin, Washington becomes very intimate with Miss Frazer; de-
Livers long speeches to her whenever s chance offers ; zhts Indians nnd
mukee love * off and on, and finslly ascertaine that Miss Frazer is em
goged. The North American Reviewer gmeefulI&nums up theas and
ten thousand other improbable ad , such 68 ‘Waaki "s doneing
jigs Bt parties ; dressing é.u I‘:}m phnracr.erol;I a0 Indien chief, wli:h leggins,
poreupine quills, ete, an wg socturnel appointenta, while, to use
t}xe'words of the author, * the ea.r&was wWrept ;]::P::ofmuy thick ::a:ufc of

gmre.  He protests that ‘it reminds him of a boy moving awkwardly o
stilla, who is stroinivg every nerve 1o prevent a downfall?

* The popular poets of the Union did not escape the visitations of our
reviewer, He finished Halleck, in few words, by pronouncing him an
invetorate dopgerelist—' & mas capable. of throwing the most common and
contemptibe ideas into metre! Percival sufers in the same pillory.
30 gront is the fieor of the critic in relation to this gentlemayn, thet he de-
tivers hiroself iv verse. 'We hope the resder will excuse the profaaity.
It is = way the reviewer has of his owxn, and we give his lines verbatim:

¢ Aa for our poets, d- them, one and ail,
Except the ruegrim-haunted Percival ;

For hus are laya that suit the Theban taste,
Dy sense unburthened, nor by music graceé.’

“In farther discussing Percival's merils, this literary Daniel takes oc-
casion to remark, that the chare, both of proso and poctry, i simplicity ;
and he illustrates this charm as [ollows :—* Mr. Percival would scem’to
think that harmony of cad and 1 s Were mere moum-
brances upon the wild freedom with which the nine deities should be permitied
to drag us through all the entanglements and confusions of an ill-ozsorted, wi-

rl w 'l N br

‘ A \eierog mass of cog , conglomerated into one mde.
Sinable eollection, by the wond: insir Fiey of that might{nfm« of
diecordance and grotesque originality, known by the name of haphazard’

Here i the prose style of this lover of simplicity !

“ It gives pu?sp!cagm w um from cestoff ‘ga.rds, to & poet who hos
won the suffrages of our ¢ritic. In a review of the * Mountain Muse,'
{a crude, youtbfu! production, now [orgotien, and of which its amiable
author, Mr. Bryan, of Alexandria, is beertily ashamed,) he says, ‘ This
poers, though loog, manifests an Emmense geniws, equal to thot of Byrem,
or Percival. In the tunefi) wovement of his sirains, Mr. Bryon is much
(heir muperior.” . .

“ ftmey well be supposed that al] these consistent specimens of acumen
did their zuthor no oredit. He wos derided by the best writers throvgh-
out the eountry. The ridicule he excited, ewshened his muse ;
he buried his rowels in his Pegesus, snd ‘rode in mud’ We doult
whether the most frenzied effusions of Nat. Lee arc wilder than the dog-

ercle composed by our author, ip reply o his critics. But as sowe of
is own brain-born progeny were just then extent, policy whispered him
that be sbould conciiate these high authorities in his favour. His novel
of the Wilderness hagd uppesred.  He had ported copies of it to the
North Axerican Review, and wan looking with puiaful anxiety 1o see
them duly lauded. His evlogies upon that work, therefore, were cordial
in the extreme. His reviow teemed with ite praise.  We can only find
room for the followiag sentences :—

“The North American is oot of the fuirest reviery of the day. It has
always advanced something of its own, to prove that jt could be boldly
original when it pleased. the whole, we bavo found 2 gpinit of ean-
dour, ond » vein of good tenae, generally to pervade the work, which in.
duces us to esteem 1t one of the most wacful publications of the age.!

* Whetber the North American Review nﬁpmcd_soonex than ila eulo-
gist cxpected, we know pot; but it reached Plnladeéalua belore kis

of Byron in thi follosieg summary passage : *"That in the multiplici
of his lordahip’s writugs we sho Ey ﬁt of industrious mecw,i, dg
vt soms ey fluwing peasugen and brilliant idess, s not so moch to
Lis epadit—for we can tisd the mame thivgs in the dull heroics of Sir
Rirkard Blachmore.” Flsully, Byvor in advised by our Aristarchus, in
i, w0 qunggm iry, whetein ho is so deficient, and turn his attention to
e, i whick he might hope for decent success.

“ Nothing seems i v yieMed thin critic more ml‘rﬁﬁed delight
thazs the demth o Lol Hlyeen. It gawe & elenrer field for hi publications
-1 lof the wosld for As fo busile In'  His ecxuasien on hearing

bt wad gvend, wore inepesmble,  He came forth with & Te Deum
11 his reriew, nhich we maks m fow extyacts: ' ' Wo, now,’ saith

be, ¢ to these v ihngs (ke sdwmirert of Byroo)-—who have neither ears o

dsoorer harpeny, mor skill io courd pembers—-who mistoke roymes for
wity—the grean Llagon of their Waliiry is no moere ! Well may they raiss
the alnbloo ; e w b Bl die crew nthe i O{Mgﬂgﬁ-lﬁ,whn
ificted opom men of ol trate Bie [« nance of perustg bebbling pumbers
s balye s, s wilkalren (rom Ll scene of his exploitn ! Bellow

fth, yo A varse-Evers, 0 1e spil your | with lumentationat
S, Bn;m; coyplais, ar bool s *-';-aj;)sarim;u,fsnmde the vehicles of

mnrel quaiataess or afficed orisinality of idess, have no longer &
g of obthity o digaily G, or gree thew attraction to the unreflect-
"Rzmmll r { Sir W, : ¢

" ruviewer's opinions of Sir Walter Scott, {& gentlemnn of 4b-
bowsford, North Britais, who wrote some novels and po§ 1) ere indred
wih those he entertained of Lord B He apeaks of hun as ‘ez up-
koowy i* wnd of certain Waverley novels—that received by

monthly went to press. It conteined a nolice of the Wilderness; but
laa! it wes guch e one as the autbor was not prepored to see.  The re-
viewer, after a fow judicious remerks a9 to what ought to constitute an
American aovel, thus soelyzes the Wildermesa —

'* By casling an ¢yo ovcr these pages, it will be seen t & glance, that
the axt of writing on Amercan novel, is neitber more nor less thon the
art of describing, under Americen pames, such seened s are in no res.
pect American, peopling them with adventurers from ali quorters of the
ﬂh, except Amenes, with a native or two here and there, acting s no

erican ever acts, and tatking a language whick on the other side of
the water may pans for American sim Iy because it is not English, Thua
the chief dramatiz perone of the Wildemess are a Scotch Inabman, {by
which we tmean an Irishmen whe teiks Scoteh,) an American rishman,
{by which we meean an Irishman born in America,} with an Irish Irish-
mon, (by which we mean Paddy hisoaelf,) for hia serewnt; & sort of mad

who torns out to be a Fronchified Seotchman ; wﬁer with Ge-
pered Washington, and 8 few other roere pondescripis. lot is ear-
ried on by menna of the wers of the lnst century, between the ch aod

English eettlers of our western wildernesa, and the loves of Genernl

Seotchman ;
b7 e most prpige an their appesreace continee to be cherished
with fond mon by every mader o!"mt_o—u slovenly and inaipid
modetions—abounding with affected septimestality, blackguerds %nd

Wan n, who plays the double of Romeo among the ladies, and
Alum the Grexa’x among the Lndg:, with signal success. .

? The review ja perfectly fair; none of the incidents are dig-
torted, and the ridicule ia patursl” Its humour and justice were univer-
elly acknowledged.

*This article altered the opinions of 1he nuthor of the Wilderneas, re-
specting the North American Review, at onte. Stopg by the ridicule
which the paper on his work excited, and pantiog for satisfaction, he
cenme out—in the self-same number containing the plauditg that we bave
qutrd—with Gre . abjoined appendix. 1t is the moat notble apecimen of
word-ealing on revord :

T Degeneracy of the North Americon Review ! .

***In the leading article of our present sumber, we copplimented this
Review for the honesty it had hitherto displayed in its epimadversions on
wuthors,. When we itted that compliment to paper, we were fur
from expecting thet we should 20 soon have to chunge our opinion, The
sheet containing it, howaver, was hardly printed off, when the Review for
the premept &xangr fel) into ovr henda, and afforded decisive and mgn-
choly proof that it no longer eontinues the honest and able journal of
eriueiam we have so long esteemed it !

u Px_:xqz‘:g_thm topic in the same namber, this aothor asks, with & feel.
ing of inj self-complatency : ¢ Towhat principle in human sature are

we to ascribe this ill.natured feeling of the critica? Itis to muy;itis
to 2 dread of being surPasers in literary reputation I’

!¢ This ' degenerate’ ariicle of the Nerth Awerican Review finished our
eritic 43 un author.  The feebleness of his invention, the emptiness of
his pretensions, and his uter ignorunce of every attribute calruvlated to
make a real Americag novel, were fully established.  His selfesteem,
however, was insatinble; and 80 novel ufter movel oozed from his cere.
bellum, and [ell dend-born from the pross! Finally he begus to fency
thet romance was not his forte, and renewed his suit with the nins !

' On this point of evidence ia his literary history, we feel complotely
Wﬂi We are auwrrounded with geroy of various waters; we are in g

ilderness of fowers—and how shall wo cull them? We feel like
Franklic's litte nﬁ)h:loaophsr, with the superfluous swle& Our author
bas written on ell subjects, on Irelopd, and the far West; on the Sun
and elso the Moon ; on land and sea—arvonam o sidera ecli. Our only
method is to phunge at once into this vast collection of themes, and select
the bent. Asthep moznth is particularly patriotic in its associations,
we conumence with the following quotreins. They ! carce out of the puthor's
mind, on account of sreing some ladies (eiching a walk,’ one fourth of
July. We have only room for eots.  The reader is deaired to cote
the numerous porsesnives in the firet verse, and the bleoding of post end
fmem in the other stanzn.  Well was it written on the gloricus fourth,

t celebrates the union of the tenaes:
¢ Columbia's fair, 8 lovely train,
All ardent in yowr conptry’s tause ;
With glowing hearta yo join the strain,
That singa tho birth of freedom’s lawa,
» - » * L] * .
“¢ Dependent on ¢ & er’s will, e
“Yx_mr sires long owned a tyrant ]o:ddn
Bir WIONES on Wrongs iucressing sull,
While tyrants ne r:ﬁ:l’ nﬁ'ord.’mg

*“There are two qualities strikingly manifest in thin critics metror—
nexely his rhyming words, aod & pecaliar system of joining s whole line
togother with memmonial hyphens. In en effusion on early scenes, he
aw:s us the subjoined linea. [t 15 not for us 1o instruct so able a poet in

e artof verse ; but we moke bold o suggest, thet if the o were taken oyt
of *joy,’ in the annexed stanza, its rythmus would be considernbly eased:

*4 For then, if ills or fenrs invade,

The lightaome spirit bide thew 9y ;
And then th' impressions strosg are made,
Of ne'er-to-be-lorgotten joy*
" ty oxhibited i this last live, to wit, that of componad cam-
ression, bf cans of the conjunctive hypher, is beyond all praise. We
ow nothing o oxeeed it, save the remscks of t{u Moramg Post, in
Horace Swith's Rejected Addreases, where the people are infarmed thet
! may expect 8003 to bo supplied with vegetables, in the i eral
smd—mmﬂbmgmmbbnwn-sm;-n@bﬁwed-up»wixgw
murket of Coven en’
“1t is perhupe in the eleging stanzn that our critic’s poetry runs the

“The
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smoothest.  Witness the following, from a long acd strong strain, near

the grave of & rural poct in Irelond. The rbyme is inefably . Tke

ooly improvegnent that could be proposed, would e to :};ell he last word

in thi tine, desarts, inatend of the present mode, We think it might

Eiigda:he metre & benefit, but we make the sugsestion with profound
noe : :

« Turn to yon hut, the felling rof deserta-—
There genivs long her darking will deplore ;

His country owned bim as—a man of parts—
Sho owaed hus such—but—-ah ! she did no more ¥

“ No man is fonder than our author of a strain. It is a conatent opo-
ration with him. Thus:
~—*T0 the Indian shines the gem in vain,
The richest product of his native fields,
The tiger crushes, wilh rogardless srrain,
The loveliest Sower the sylvan desert yields.’

“ Now we are ot intimate with wild snimals, having but & slight, me-
xagerio acquaintance with theme: but we believe the tiger must bo &
wrepkor beast than naturslists are awore of,if be is obliged to strain much
in crushiog a fower.

# Hero cozea o strzin in napther verse ;
stroin

or rather o verse in another

« Now to the loncly wood or desert vale, .
With lengthened smde, he burrics o'er the plain ;
And routters to the wind his waywaord tole,
Or chants abrupt, & discontented sirain.’

«T'his, be it remembered, i3 the gait of 2 musing, melzncholy bord.

Now, the walk of & thoughtful man is eciemn and glow. He gi{ca his

naive fancies Lo the wr b h a beech at noon-tide, or he seosters:n

{isttons idleness along. Who lnxt our puthor would represent him, *lo-

eomoting’ on & long dog-trot over t}:e bogs ?f h.l.? neig‘?‘;b:qrbood:‘or
L.““. o - (Y] j p

ing
ahpad '_ex.&a'M_ s Steam Darvy the
sawyers in the Mississippi? o .

FM amatory cﬁusion?addmssed by this writer to a virgin of hie sc-

quantence, commences thus:
1Maid, of the Lvely-rolling eye !

“ 1n truth, be appears olwuys to have ﬂ.’efe‘.“d Veaus to Minerve, aad
a defective education was the result, which is everywhere exhibited in
his writings. He tells us that he used to throw bis books 1o the dogs,

—~ * And, mingling in the spriﬁlhlly train,
In mesy o gombol, seoured the plain.’

1 Indeed he is condid enough to sy, expressly,

m— 41 boldly ehunned the school,
Axnd scoming oll distrscting rule,

The dreaded master's voice befind,
I thought I keard in every wind.!

A person conversant with the wrilings of Gray, might faney e kind
of plegiariam here, from the following lines in the Ode to Eton College,
where, speaking of school-boys, he sings :

——=* < Suill on they run, they look behind—
They hear a voice in every unnd,’ ete.

* But we will be merciful The simililude is merely one of the thou.

sand and mine strange id with English authors, in
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et, wes made Lo comsmit & highwey robbery; and his poor old father,

?:menting the infetyated eriminality of his boy, a:c!u&ml::o in aburst of
parental anguish— . .

“ Alas? my brain is wild--my heart is sad-

And, 28 *n1s troubleaome %o tamy here,

Where every thing reminds me of my son,

I think, upon reflection, 1 will !;o,

And Lve in the western country

“On the second represestalion, st the thealrs in Wainut-atreet,
the old circus, there were chout o dozen persons in the bozes—per-
hups twenty in the pit~and one enterprising cyprian in the third tier.
The piece wos listened to with great solemuxsty. It wae writien for
amusement, but the author had the fun all to himself So irresistibly
comaic was it, that thers was scarcely a amile during the whole perform.
ance. The fiends of the wiiter, uawilling to be * i st the death’ of hia
comedy, had staid away. They knew it would be dismal to Jook upon
the bantling of e fellow-townsman, in arficulo mortis, and they spared
themselven the rial.  The curtain descended, and sundry peanut-estin
pitlings, (who lay elong on several benches, ench occup)g;g two or three,
made 6 unsrimous call for the avthor., He arose from his solitude inthe
aeeond box, second tier, wheze He had snsconced himself, and said—

s¢Ladien and gentleraen—| thank you for this triumphsnt mark of
csteern snd honour. It is not on necouat of'ﬁecumm'y considerationa that
I thank you, for I perceive by n glance at the house, that the avails will
not be extensive ; 'imt. ladies and gentlemen, | am thankful for the glory,’
{and here he swote hiy breast with sonorous emphasis,} ‘the undyi
glory which [ feel at this moment, Ladies end geotiemes, I th

u ALL.

Yo This vess the last of our enitie’s dramstic productions. He has since
sttended to the linen trede, and oecugied the stoo] of poctical eriticiam in
the American Quarterly Review. All the long, dull anticles in that pe-
riodieol from first to Jast on the eubject of Asmerican peetry, have been
from his pen. The dnft of thers genernlly is, to show that there is not
and canpot be such a thing a3 Americon verse, und that in this particular
the only way 1o sucteed, is 1o abandon the ides of nny independent litera.
rure of our owa, and trust for that commedity to trensetlantic producers.
“'Wecannot enumerate the vasious critiquen in which this same aweel

bard hes desuged o]l the chief minstrels of the land; but the idens of || fending

the Americen Quarterly, with respect to the merits of BRYaNT, are too
peculier to be lost 1t ia true, that they differ in the matter from the re-
corded opiniona of every eminent review in Europe—but then taste is
taste, and there is o accounting for it The productions of Bryant ere
esteemed, by this Philadelphin quarterly, as uvtterly devoid of any qua.
lities 1o excite the reader’s curiosit{ or mterest bis heart. * Poge sfter
¢,’ it says, ‘may be perused, if the reader han sufficient patience, with
S placidity, or rather perfect wnconeemn, so that the book shall be laid
waide without o single possege having been impressed wpon the mind aa
worthy of recollection. B
“ Now, when opinions like these are advanced, in utter oppoaition to
the whole world of lelters—in defiance of taste and sense—the question
notorally erizes, Who judges thus foolishly 7 This, aa far as the American
Quarterly Review is ned, we have d to show in the
foregoing pages, and in so doing, have set down nought in melice. The
choite morsels of biogmpi:{ that we have p ted, are § bie from
the works of owr author ; i

ey are, moreover, notorious, The morel of all
is, thot our liorature has beca long cnough degyaded by alien intruders,
who beve neither Jearning nor genius, nnd by those epemies of the most
dignified intereats of the country, who havo aided and nbeited their shal-

which s} the verses of this very original writer sbound. In this particu-
jar inst he was Ile for imagining that ho heard a voice in the
wind, sod for saying 50 ia his rhymes, aince his stolen relaxntion was
very suspicious. He went, he says, to mect 2 young woman,

—=*+ With charms divige, that first could move,
And fure roy yourhlul soul to love, .

Axnd show the bowthorn in the mead, . -

To whose well-wnown, concealing shady,

In evenings cool we oft would stray.

1 He reroarks, also, that boing thus ensily situated, updez tho bowthom
fz id, they Tuded *to bring the vale 1 witness their wie,” ond
that “ehe wos kind, and he wos blest’  Particolors are omitted. It is
poasible that this is the same maid whom he immortalizes in another
production, snd to whom comfort is administered, just na the twain
wre leaving Ireinnd for Philadelphia, in the following effectionale wnd
hopeful lines:
1t We need ot gricves now, our friends to leave now,
For Erin's fields we again shall sce,
But first 8 lady in Pennsylvanie,
My dear, rerember thow ait to be ¥

 Here, capricioun in lu:m.r{;:‘e must psuse, end tum o another de-
partment in which our eritic excelled—namely, in the druma.

“His firat tragedy was called “ The Usurper,” and although it wes a
most deplorable failure, yet the author strenucusly contended thst it was
no fault of his. Every thing that bencvolence could suggest was done
to make it Live, and to remscitate it sfter desth—but if vein. Prome.
theus himmelf could not heve revived it, with = the suthentic Gre of Jove.
To hereld ita edvent, grery possible exertion wes made in the nowsps-

, under the bnmadiata direction of the author. How many wore the
?r%e Arnigyi how less the aatecedent puifs schick he caused
to bs marufactured, or elsc produced himself! setting forth, in su.
gared phraseology, thet *our gifted fellow-ownsoan, Dr. McH y
would appenr 8 a dramatist on such o night? It wos even publicfy
hinted, by a frleadly journaliat, st our author's special solicitation, that
it was underetood that the seats were nesrly ol) taken, end that ell who
desired 1o witness o first reprosentation, must meke immediate eppli-
cation o the box-office’ But dlna! the tragedy wos inflicted but twice
upon an exceedingly oparsa audience, and then ewpired. The cnuse of
ita prematbuere d wag explained et Jength to the public ot the tine, by
the author, 2nd proved to be, that the aciors were jealous of the wriler’s
reputation ! © 5ir,’ soid he to sa unfortunote geatloman whom be hold
by the buuton in Chestnut-atreet— the docline of this production woa
principaily owing to one of the supernumerarics. He was deapstched
73 a distinguished pri y onc of the heroes of the pley. en
e returned without him, he ahould heve replied thus to the question,
¢ Wherc's your prisoner?”

%My 1°'§L‘§? eaught hixg: ;m? w;;:isld him long,~—
ut as ele decree @ 'Sea pur
Aud flod’ R

Now, 5ir, this is poctry ; i slirs the blood, end mokes an audience fecl
very uneasy. And how do you think thot oleg ge was apokon ?
Why, it was done in this wiso

£~ ‘Well, have you catch'd the prisonert
ns —' Yes, sir—we esteh'd him, but we could not
Hold him~—end he's off.”

That very passage, oy iend, together with the pre-dispased stupidity
of the audience, ruined gg_me&y. cnd it ie last to the stoge.”

# But thene reverses did not damp the vanity of our anthor. Though the
public condemned and Jaughed, yet bis fulni'mr friends looked upon all
the works thet he had made, and proncunced them good. Thus, The Usur-
per, though deed and buried, wus duly glorified in the American Quar
terly Roview. Alabourcd analysis of its incomprehensible plot was given,
ad ‘its sweetness, tendernass, and aimplicity,” sot forth by eytrecta’

# Animated by theése partinl plaudits, our dramatist turned his attention
Lo come Feeling indignant ot the unbending Mordecals of the criti-
es! world, he dotermined to crucHy thom all, emblematically. So he
wrote & pioce, cailed ‘ Love and Poctry” This lived two nights. Onc
passage only i presarved in the memory of the hoavers. 0 her, 8

low pret Were it likely thal e discontinuance of the evil iy at
hend, we smight be content 1o let such literary empirics make themselves
83 ridiculous as they plesse. But when, beeause anonymour, their bad
toste infects evon = limited ber of resders, thetr infl b
offensive. The divine Plale, in his immorial dislogue of Prolsgores,
tells us, thet in the orts, it is only the opinions of those who are them-
aelves gified end ekilful, that onght 1o be respected. And whaot kind of
akill, by our present unbiassed showing, has beén evinced by this eritic?
He is 8 walking synonym for o feilure, in every thing. 'We ere told on
cood muthority, though the work has not yet reached us, that in the leat
nusnber of the Amertcan Querterly, our Asisterchua isat his work sgein.
He confesses the general populanty of severn! American poets, but lays
the blame on Lhe press and the public. He thinks that should
elow to commend, end be careful not to be gulled. Such advice comes with
misernble grace from the author.  His insatiate hunger for praise, and his
continual aupplicctions for it, of the editorind fraternity of Philadelphis,
are proverbial.  And, 09 to decciving the public, we place him at our bar,
and ask him to cateblish his own innocence. Dhd he not once determine
to toke the general upplanso by storm, and on the publication of one of his

Clarei-Coloured Coas. He appeared, In the American of June twenty.
firnt, with z close parody on Mr. Coopor's Jetter,and we will now lay the
eame before our readers, confident that they will welcome so agree-
able an acquaintance. The sative of this piece is in Cane1os best
style, and it muet be = bitter pill to Mr. Cooper. I fact, no two
chastissments were ever betier deserved then this and the one frog
the Knickerbocker ; the * dmerican Walter Scott,” and the Am.
rican “ Peter MeGrawler ;™ both ly provoked their respec.
tive attacks, and we shall be much disappointed if they surpie
them. A word to be ¥, here, to vindicate our welf.
consistency. Myr. Cooper's letter, and the notice of it in the Mirror
of July fifth, were both published during our absence from the city;
and we are under the necessity of disclaiming that notice, end alm
a reference to Mr. Cooper, in the same paper, under the hB‘;ﬂgf :
“ Literary Notices,” as they were written or sanctioned by & friend,
who temporarily took cbarge of our editorial department, and con.
tain direct contradictions of our frequently-published opinions of
Mr. Cooper and his writings. The following is Cassio’s parody—
or rather, eo close ia the imitation, Cassio’s fac simile of Mx. Cooper,
—=EDE. N. ¥. NIRROR.

The Man in the Claret-Coloured Coat to kis countrymen.

MY DRAR FRIENDS—You are ali labowring under s serious mistake;
indend, you are most efully in error: it only remeios for we 10 set

you right.  Ln def , 1 shall be compelled to epeak of myaelf in terms
whieh o man of ﬁina.ry modeaty would shrink from; but I plead the
pecoasity of the case, and throw mgselfon Four genercsity.

If there is one thing in this world on whick I pride myself more thes
on mnother, it is my efficiency with the quill. | don’t apeak’of mer

nnsnship, though | flattey myself that I'am not wanting even there:

for baildiag up & claim to rtality, and eapecially for de-
ng that claim when it is assailed by “foreign hirelings' ™ —there, I
blushingly ackxowiedﬁ:, that | am abogt the thing. It is & favourite re-
mark that Daniel Webster works best when he's comnered: the origioal
itlusiration of shining when pressed Ly one’s foes, might be found rather
nearer horoe—but perbaps this i3 egotintical.

I would not, however, have my countrymen sup that, of my cma
cheice, 1 mae before b:-hm \-gﬁ: “my indzvid?alfa‘ggg: " no indeed! My
Btory, iu thi icular, is & humilinting proof of the malignity of the hn.
man heart. | bave been forcibly t dragaed™ imto this thing compelind
leave my dignified snd classic retirement by those “slevish dupes 1o
foreign opimion,” the New-York Americas, the New-York Courier azd
Enquirer, the Commercial Advertiner, the New-York Traveller, the
New-York Mirror, and the United States Bank. 1 do not wish 1o sotie-
pate, but these shall soon find thet they have caught & Tanar.

1 dislike explanati They generally prove too much, or too little
And they take up time and spuce withont hilating themn.  Besides,
they force a writer who }mpm aletter " basiily”—i. e. in the course of
aix months—“{or one of the daily prints,” to *' exceed his expectstions,”
and rise to o pumphlet. Al the world knows what are, &0d
who takes shelter in them. To me it seems that a pamphiet on owe's
own affairs is o practical illusimtion of thet facetious definition of pa-
tristism, which [ cnoe saw iz the Mirror, to wit:

“ Patriotismn, the loat refuge of o scoundrel”

The isst word is wholly innpplicable, to be sure, but the last refuge s
what I lock at.

g:;\ale reader! you are tired—I sce it Well, then, to the matier

i .
L .. You know where the Areenal is?  Vgry gmba&y. But do you kaow
what it is? You will, when I've told you. | ought to say thet, in telling
, [ ahell be obliged to meke vwoplessant references 1o mysell; at least
cannot avoid this without “exceeding my expectations.”

The Arsencl is silusted somewhere near the Adriatie Sen, nnd is
bounded on the left by what is called Centre-street The time of ity eree.
tion, ¢tc., i9 not very meterial; it is sufficient thet it was erected, and
has been, in my time, very wuch misunderstood by s ndmirers and -
represented by its friends. It contains much that is st once detrimental
and dangerous to the liberties of the world; sad is especially protected
by the = salons and boudeirs of royaity.” It is & yrest daspot (S:i: word
is epelt, indifferently, with snd without an #; being sometimes despor,
sometimes dipif) and containa or controls ell the powder and enm in

unheppy novels, zepeatedly stop the press, and cause recond, third, and
vurth editions o e insented in the title-page of the same impreasion?
a5 not the third edition for sele ot the book-stores before the firat was
bound? Waoa not the seme system adopled with several of his other
warks, the plagiurized * Pleasures of ;ﬁendship,‘ eapecially?  Any
Philadelphia bookseller can answer these queries much more readily than
our eritic would like to admit them. It i2 enly by suek modes of graspin
at ephemeral praise, through trickery, couplcg with advunce culogies an
S0rmises il RCWSpPBpers:
%o augurio, o |n bugin,
E chi ‘i,edc]gni"" arte,
Sorte, indovini, e lalse profezie,"—
that this critic has ever been honoured, even with ridicule.  All lis asti.
elea have proceeded from the ignoblest private motives, either of hope or
of reialintion. Thus, the argument spoken of as contuined in his {ast
Revien—nomely, thot we huve yet no great, long poem, no big book of
American metre, snd that there 1 now o wont of 1t—Iis only to heraid o
mhnuscript volume of his, in some nineteen books, which he just been
obliged to send to London, because tho publishers on this aide of the
wolar cannot see its merits. [t has been shown obout very generolly, and
wo learn, is sisnilor to Emmons' Fredoaiod, only of gremterlength.” It is
glcdui "The Antcdiluvians;' end we venture to say if any hapless
ndon bockscller is seduced inte ita publication, that tho fimt copy
which roachea Amcrica will be lnudaf In & cortain quarter, under
the suthor’s direct supervision, o3 o work, ueparnlleled, urpaired,
squal to Kiopstock or Milton in sublimity--superioz 1o Pape in harmony,
and & touch beyend any thing ever produced in the United States, for
¢ sweetness, tenderneas, and simplicay!” We waoit patiently for its
coming.”

We believe our readers will coineide in our opinion, that there is
very little left of this second MeGrawicr—this contemporary editor
of & contemporary Asineum.  Dut we have now to ask their aiten-
tion to snother subject.

The writer in the Knickerbocker intimates thst no one but a
forsigner could or would traneform himsell into o buboon for the
acke of ridievling and olusing Americans; but he was unmindfol
of the inordinate ambition of the euthor of ™ A Letter to his
Countrymen, by J. Fenimore Cooper ;" ho did nol bethink himaslf
that ¢his mon is equolly determined and prepared to distance all
compstitors, whether the tace be fame ot shawme ; he will have no
rivel in any thing. We are mueb gratified to see that this last
philippic has not been uttered with impunity, but hos recoived the
nozrly unenimous denunciation of the Americen prees. No pre-
vious buntling of this novelist hos mieed such ¢ hue und cry; nor
haa any one been handled with such zppalling severity. 'We heve
baen bighly entertained in reading these various atricturos, &nd were

quits pvercome with the ely humour of our old correspondent in tho

| lika your carpenter.

the universe. [t is ncedless o ssy moro t¢ prove the danger of this
Arsenal to republican principles, excepting thet it is surrounded by a
astone well, fve hundred feet ﬁigh.

This thing sete heavily on my conscieace, and in order to set the
world right, '* ] visited nations,” and * paid heavy taxes to the government
of Louis Philippe.” [ cught to say here, by way of parenthesis, that
while visiting rations I received special mtiention from all the nobility
without exception, and wns much bored by English authors who ren me
down with m}iiciﬁnsﬂ:'nuoduction& Having thus prepared myself ageinst
the possibidity of o failure, I wrote that well-known and much admired
piece which appeared with my name in the Mirror of May seventeenth
{1 like to be particular.} To moke the thing ottractive, I ¥ gvailed my-
sell of my fame s a writer of fietion,"” and threw over it tho charm of ro-
monce. “ I borrowed an ander plot” from my (Hend Abelline, er Italian
count residiog at the Bowling-grecn, und introduced through thet medr
o militery despot (d€pbt,} well Joaded. To make the work stili mars nt-
troctive, [ worked in a corpenter, becavse nobody ¢an work round corners
: I colled him Cornelius, = for cbvious rensona” I
vdded 1o this, in order 1 & perfect iliusion, on intereating boy by the
name of George, whose principal business was tolock the door end carry
the Ley on his shoulder.

“Such wo the Claret-Colowred Coat in intention, at least.” | kaew that
it would be "' no flatioring picture for the upstart aristocrats of the nlk-
stocking regime ;" xod olso, thet [ should be abused by such of my political
opponenia as were toc weak 1o eppreciste the unique merits and otigion
lity of the work. *The grest mess of reeders” proved thus weak ; buyy
there wea one man “ accustomed to e PRINCIPLES from FACTS, whe
ulL onca detected the intention” end the value *of the book.” He promul.
gated his discovery through the New-¥ork American, {in reply to Cas-
#io,) and, in two minutes, Euwrope wes in a blaze.

ut the suceess of this production iz a mere]&lil.enry point of view
was almost finttering, and oltogether tewific. ‘he gallenes, the print-
shops, and ol private houses were filled with pictures tuken from its veri-
ous parts; and one artiat in particular, (the oaly living man, by the wn{.
who reslly apprecintes mF writiogs ; and one who, as [ just exid, s shle
1o separste principles Irom faets,™) devoted foelve months of comataxt
application to Wustrate its beouties. Scvon cperns in Fronch; fve, in
\llaliag ; Lhree, in English; and seventeca in pum-arabic, ¢ appeared si-
multanocusly ™ beatdes more tragedies and forves than you could ahaks
a stick at—ail founded on the Claret-Colotired Cont. « fn order o cote
to this digeuagion with clean hands, | bog to assure the reeder thes nol
one of this flattering number wes written by mau, nor ot 1oy request.” To
say thol they wero {any or all) writlen confrary o my dawire, would, of
course, be ' conneding & sacred private right.”

After going through this deteil, {in the courso of which I have elaven
times done violesos to my feelings of difidence ea a man, nnd nine times

8s 2n author,) the reader will seo the manifeat impoasibility of thers being
gmy fwo waye sbout the merit of the piece: and he will also see that any
_fault-ﬁnding must originato inithe blackest melioe, or t Tes-

| ®Al passtigos marked with inverted coramaa ara taken, verbatin, of
isn effact, from ono or the/other of two lettars alresdy published.
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pesnce, o7 the masl pTogmi mpodence, or the Jeast extended mind—to
be found in ik -:I..:'lll.ﬁ-fir

My taak prows pasmiil a1 peesend @ “but no xan can question noy
right to defered myeell” Whil éould never have happened in the pa.
turel couren of things wan strvmplshad through the insidicus nfluence
of foreign goid | The ereweed heuls o Enm?e Bo so0Ner caught a scent
of the Claret-Colounsd Coal, than they trembled on their thropes, Their
pext atep ek lo bavish therr millans, to neutralize ite poison. A coafi.
dentiad friesmd of mire, ferermined 1o vppose their nefartous designs, suc-
ceeded, ot beagih, in murpriming and making prisoper M. Seuloier ;” and
16 his et was founed the dasning list of Judases. 1 make no epology
for publishing tlese fo the world  Tho American received seventy-five
eenls ; the Courier matytno ke & balf cents ; the Commercial one doller
xod fifty centn ; the Trascler and the Mirror four shillings each; and
master i recerved * 1hs Pars edition of the work,” wget.herwi:.h a
Claret-Coleasred Coas, made by * sa Americaz teilor at Pens.” Casgio,
by the way, is k8 nperiaeal fellow 1 thie “ precludes him from the nght
1o expect any reply,” and I shaditeke vo notice of him.

The first ing on the part of these would-be-gentlemen was an
u axceedingly clumey’ rz‘new of my work, published in the New-York

Americsn, 3nd si 'asrio. Now, the assumption of this signature
e rteniod i The stachiomam b 3ovious, for 3 akes o5
the ] itigue. The enachroniam is obvious, for it takes o
one of 's heroes, who hea beer dend more than two b

ears, knd makes him reviow a work which he could never, by aoy m&-
gﬂ.ity, have seen nor heard of ! The absurdity is ﬁun.liy lain. ile
using the signatore.of en jodividual name, hc mill spe thmu%out
the antire articls, “in tho first person pluoral I ' As the French have
it ho says “ wx,” {(sd, Frapch:) by the wey, the use of this word

roves the critique o be “& trandation frop 2 back-writer in Paris—as
Y andersiond.” ‘

The editor of the Commerciel Adventiser, who iz also the editor of
ths Revue Encyclapadique, published in New-York and Paris simults-
seously a nrsda alont toe and my writiogs that is reely awful. He
wrote of onee, ey #n, and for’” me {" ] have ialicised the cloven feet;™
boe xa it benthed pothing but personal malice thronghout,” it hed no
effoct whatewey on ibe public mind. The samwe is true of the critique of
Cassio. He, with urpamlleled ahsurdity, ncknowledges, st the outset,
thst he bad fmﬁm the plot, the hero, and the hereine ; and wes, moreover,
unable to put bix finger on the particulsr page thet had interested him.
‘To make mmy case plain, Tronst bere * acknowledge,” for kim, thathe had
slzo forgotten not merely the gemerad plan (which s, in fact, “ the plot™);
Imunﬁ cosjor and romor incidents, all the subordi haracters, all
the dirlogues, commentaries, and esasys, which, zo%ether, do sot eccupy
more ther seven-eighths of the work—and, having done this, I ask you,
gentle reader, 1o Jook at the case, and think of Cessic™ rewiewing they
work ! t can be more uhaurd 7 Observe well the circumatances.
You have but %o add moy story %o his, and the declaration is then a9 com-
plete a3 words can make it, that he hos absolutely forgotten every thing
that the book contains: and yet he affects to reviewit! “The reason
is obvions ;" Metternich poid the shot.  The trath is, when yoo E_i“

L |

oy mzamth his, or even when you take mine by Heelf and leave
out of

question, © Cassio does not stand before the public io the most ||,

farourable point of view." The sume ;'gublic will readily sec the phy-
sical impossibility of roy taking notice of Cassic.
“The editor of the American hes justly obtaised a respretably
tation for teate fn Paeralaee™ | [ sincerely regret that he should have for-
fritad that reguialios, by = pvawing thet Cassio iaa fEvourite co .
ett: he had mach berier have lgft énself in the quandary that 1
forkin® Hawever, | know ome !hmf«—-“ be Wil regret what he aaid,
whes be getaooal ™  Ful am for Cassio, [ ahall show, in two words, that he
is a wad fellow | and Twill do thin by * proving bud foirh™ op him, ' He
says, that he [dave the mark ') does got admire the Claret-Coloured Coat.
Now, | bave already shows 118 coninent succeas with the playwrights and
jinters, which Jeres that gveiy body else did ndmire it, e infor.
nge is trreaistilio | Cgswis himaelf admired it; wod yet he avowa that
* tedidest '™ Kfer dis prood of bed faith, my teking notice of Cassio in
this Istter is out of the guestion.

{regret the neceasity of thus annibilating poor Casaio, but what mouse
can sorvive ® tooch of the Liow's pawi To be sure, I consider all
thoas who abuze me a9 fools: but this Cassic! why, if there are no orory
of the preew ¥m is critique, (a thing not to be irnagi in that deliberate
weohicle, a daily print!} he bas made, a1 the very least, % five errors of
gremmey sod idiom 1" B pretry fellow, this, to review e!  But I cannot
congider Casio as worthy of my notice.

Next comes the Courier and Enguirer, in a timde where personal

iz s manifest that it is really impoasible to give my refulation
with becoming vity. “It ahoundi, besides, in errors and miscon-
siractions ;™ and, plamly enough, was written by Cessio, ithough it op-
aveditarml.  In (52t “there is internal evidence” that it came from
asyiv. He afiecis iosay thar | am “ most souched by & keen and severe
criticism fo 14 Ameriean,” (which, be it observed, was written by him.
velf ) < For peasams Liat are obvious,” this is abaurd By the way, | hope
that Cannio will pet Sattey himaelf with the beliefthat he either menitsor
receives my matice (n this Jetter.

The pext paper thal = meddied with my privete affoirs,” is the New-

* York Troveller. Thim piece is remarkably spiteful, and is * obviously
written iz dad fuirh " Cassio wrote this 1003 * I detected its origin before
twanty lines were peml”  He says whiningly, we sdmire thas writer as much
as any mean | bt e deieution cannot blind us to his faulte, nor render us in-
m&e, ible to hiw aberidows, ' 'This is a dowraright gallicistm, of it is down-
tight nonserie.”  Fialis, indeed! Jet him produce them. ] wish he would
rendt Julius Cwar, snd reewber that remorkable line-a friendly oye
would necer b mech Faulia,

Next cornes the Sew-York Minor. This paper hos ¢ the command
of n fittle ink and o few r{gu_," and therefore 15 entitled to meddle? It
fretands to &m a teble showing how much I receive per line from my
pablishers : but the stat ore made *in dad fa@th” It requires no

discernment, however, to detect Cassic here : the mubject itaelf 13 cashoo,

:ﬁ:ﬂ Caseio it & mereantile man, hia very slement is making :

u the puns! | learned the mick among the Venetian nobility.
¢ only remision 1o sy thata letter written in March, 1833, was recently
discovered im ihe porkit of an individual, whick proves that the United

States Bank received & boms of fifteen millions, and an appointment to

S Jomes’, for westaining 1l newspapers in their unholy weifere agoinst

“n;{‘lmm-i nileras 'J.' K refited all th of al
! b Inumiphanly [ & prgurments my ene-

me_t,?:gu.l: peibapa b pardoned for esying, at last, one word on * my own
uffnirs.™ It bows b i £vssuinon thing in France, England, Turkey, China,

Russia, Egupé. snd 1he oy of Washington, % style me the American

Walter Scots ; aml the gevple seers to think that cught to be fattered!

the depruling sppeliation! But T take this occeston to inform them
it the tithe "paes me jear as wmch grofification a8 any NICKNAME can

&mea gentlesan.” | F 1% mawm, This in what I sl republican independence.
The ehiel ebjoct of thin |etter remains 1o be accomplished. North

rice * {5 malled auson i and the reason apems, genemily, to be mis-

me\% bsexniise iy n.mngmen will not free themselves * from the

shacklen of Lorsiem ogenieen™ But | am h:spy to inform them that it iy
called o uniom bevanse it ssasisis of several states joined together.” Thin
oy is bounded on ghe nowth by the pole, und on the other side by the
ocean. It s & Iresicent ot its head, and a people st Ais foer The
movey in kepd & il Haak, ond the Bank 19 o monster : in fect, it needs

Liule wiih salt water 10 ennble any one te see that u bank

1 very erous to the Q?Consﬁmﬁon. The ident, however, saw

Uiy before any ane elae did, and ordered the deposites {of which all banks

we compnsed ) to be removed : this being done, the back grve wey, and
mwade room for the ship, which would otherwise have been wrecked.

N can be mors simple. *“‘The reason i obvious.” As for the

Secute, they don't understand their business : they will scarcely con-

* Varbatim : seo “ A Letter,” ete. pugs 55.

e more,

nomn, & text
of the author of * A Letter,” etc.

S an eppointment! T und d that Mr. Weswarsy will resign.
Good-by, dear foends, [ ehell see you {or rather you will sen me)
£. Corovren-Coat.

“NOTES.”
Al
1 ngver saw Mertin Yan Buren.? ] scorn the imputation of an of-

fice-seeker.” | mm told, it is certain that My, Wewewnry will resion.

a.
I did intend to animndvert on the American press generally; but

the press is hopelessly “ vulgar”—* gy I understand.!

.
Sipce strict correctness in composition, etc. has become & sine qud
tion of one’s value, I will ndd & few emrata, for the beneft

Pege 3, lime 10, for read

or, A
&, . direet, directly.
5, 1, hag been, i
6, 10, revicws, revigwers.
T, 10, extept, unless.
T o0, erase  which.
T 22, for resting, read res
8, 5, every, any.
9, 14, ast, cosl.
9, 311 ied, Cl i
9, 33, Aardest, mort hardly.
13, 8, kod undertaken,  undertook.
13, 18, eve, 0as.
14, 2, was, ir.
15, 5, one nail driven,  driving one nail,
23, 26, ramed, foned.
34, 21, most, maore.
40, 30, to have sent, to send.
57, a7, was, wers
i8, 19, erase other, ete. ete. etc.
e —

GEMS OF POESY.

NAPOLEON,
Tax following stanzas are & translation of part of a noble ode,

written for the fith of May, the anniversary of Napoleon’s death,

by Manzoni, the celebrated Iltalian poet and novelist.

The stormy joy, the trembling hope,
That wait on mightiest enterprise ;
The panting heatt of one whose scope
‘Wes empire, and who gained the pnze,
Axnd grasped & crown, of which it seemed
Scarce Jess than madness to have dreamed--—
Al these were his; glory that shone
The brighter for its perils paat,
The rout, the victory, the throne,
The gloom of banishment at last—
Twice in the very dust abased,
And twice on fortune’s altar raised.

His name waa heard ; and mute with fear
Two warring centuries stood by,
Subrmissive, from hia mouth to hear

The sentence of their destiny ;

‘While he bade ailence be, and sate
Between them, arbiter of fate.

Iie passed, and on this barren rock

Inactive closed his proud career,

A mazk for envy’s rudest shoek,
For pity's warmest, parest tear,
For Eatred‘s unextinguished fire,
And love that lives when &li expire.

As on the drowning seaman's head
The wave comes thundering from on high,
The wave to which, afar displayed,
The wretch had tumed his straining eye,
And gazed along the gloomy main
For some far asi, but gazed in vain;

So on his soul carme back the wave

Of melancholy memory.

gpw_ oft ha;h he essayed to grave

is image for postenity,
Till o'er th' eteP:nal chronicle
The weary hand desponding fell.

How oft, what time the listless day
Hath died, and in the lonely ood
The Indian suz hath queached his ray,
With folded arme the hero stood ;
While dreams of daye no more to be,
Throng back into kis memory.
He sees his moving tents agai
The leaguersd walls aroend him lie,
The squadrone gleaming o'er the plain,
The ocesn wave of cavalry,
The rapid order promptl‘i made,
Ard with the speed of thought obeyed.
Alas! beneath its punishment
Perchance the wearied soul had drooped
Despairing ; but a gpirit, sent
From heaven to reise the wretched, stooped
And bore him where diviner air
Breathes balm and comfort to despair.

THE DRAMA.

COMPLIMENRT TO MR. FORREST.

Oux readers are, of course, apprised of the intended relinquish-
ment of hs profession, for a time, by this distinguished American
tragedian, and of his spproaching departure for Eyrope; net1o  try
his fortune before an European sudience,” which is, we believe, the
estsblished phrase on such oecasions, but, s he himself declared, in
bis farewell address at Phijadelphis, *merely as a locker-on in
Venice.” Tha term of his absence will probably extend, as we ave
informed, through several years, and it is not improbable, that his
present leave-taking of the stage may prove perpetual. We shall

-regret deeply with the thousands and tens of thousands of his ad-

tmiirers, to Jose him from the tiagic drama, in which there is none to
Il his plece; but we rejoice, heartily, that his exertions have so
prosperad s to permit the gratification of his natural desire to visit
Ewrope and ita ancient and modern wonders, and the'induigence of
his taste for the sublime snd beautiful, both in urt and nature; that
he hes recomplished, what has failen to the Jot of so very few in his
arduous profession, the attainment of competence, while there are
yet health, and youth, and vigour, and unvitinted tastes, for its en-”
joyment. Hewill carry with him, go whers he may, the admirntion
and good wishes of the great body of his countrymen, not less
surely then the warm, afectionate remembrance of his friends. A
number of gentlemen of this city, inciuding many who know and
esteem him only as an actor, have united in presenting to Mr. For-
rent, befors his departure, an elegant, though simple, token of their
regard. It is o medsal, wrought in maasive gold, of rich apd perfect
workmanship ; on the obverse is a bust of the tragedian, with the
inscription, ¥ Histriont optimo Edwine Forrest, viro prastanti” the
reverse presents z Grecian female figure, holding in one hand a dag-
ger, end in the other z wreath, which abe appeers in the act of
offering ; at her feet are the bowl, mask, and other emblems of
Tragedy. The legend, on this side, is a quotation from Othello,
“ Great in mouths of wisest censure.” The bust and figuwe were
designed by Inghem, and the die beautifully engraved by C. C.
Durand. We understand that, after the presentation of the medal,
copies will be struck from the seme die in silver or ather metal, the
possession of which will, no doubt, be gratifying te many of Mr.
Forrest's friends and intimates.

THE COMING DRAMATIC SEASON.

The weather is eltogether too hot, and we have too much em-
ployment in trying to keep cool, to think of shutting ourselves up
with some indefinite sumber of resolute play-goers, within the waila
of a theatre ; and, therefore, we know but little of what is doing, (or
being done,) in the dramatic world just at this present. The only
preminent novelty that has come to our imowledge, is the drama of
Gustavus, which hes had such & vun in Looden, and either has been,
or is soon to be, produced at the Park ; we really cennot tell which.
The fuil geason is expected to be uncommonly brillient; Sheridan
Hnowles and the celebrated Miss Phillips are to be bere by the first
of Septomber for tragedy, Matthowe and a Mr, Lathem for comedy,
and the femed Diavolo Antonio for deeds of menual strength and
dexterity. The exploits of this diabolieal personage, on the corde
volgnte, are said to throw far into the shade those of all other pro-
fessore, in dering ns well as grace. A friend, who saw him five or
six yeurs agout Drury-lans, tells us that nothing short of the super
netural ¢an exceed him. The Miss Phillips, whoge arrival was
annpunced 2 weeX or two since, is o vocalist, end the seme who
sang here with Hunt in 1823 or 30. 'We have not leamed whether
she is enpaged at either of the theatres. Rumour has not given us
any intimation of what is to be done at the Bowery, nor yet as to
the probabilities of another opera sesson. 'We believe that, a0 far,
the result of the experiment has not been extremely fisttering.

LAFAYETTE.

The following monody was spoken by Mr. Harrison, st the Park,
and by My, Parsons, at the American theatre, on the evening of
the twenty-sixth of June, after the funaral obsequies of General La.
fuyette. It wag written by J. B. Phillips, a gentlemen of this city,
favourably known ae the author of Paul Cliffiord and various other
successful dramas.

From Francia's vine-clad land a soond of wo,
Borne o'er the ocean, is re-echoed here ;
While Freedom’s genius, bending sad and low,
I sorrow sigha and sheds the pearly tear

‘Why mourns the genive of our native land ?
‘stall thoze notes of sorrow on the gale?
Why droops the star-gemm'd banner iz her hand,
And why, with signe of grief, its brightness veil 7

She weeps for him who o'er the distant wave,

Mid regal splendonr and wealth’s dazzling lights,
Abandon’d all end lesgu’d him with the brave,

To strike for freedom, and & nation’s rights !

. Yes, Lafayette, whose name t0 ev'ry aar,
‘Wakens proud feelings in the patriot breeat,
To France, Columbia, end to freedom dear,
Haas sunk, time-honour'd, to eternal rest.

Alas !t that virtue, wisdom, valour, worth,
Should perish Like the younp and tender flowey,
‘Which sheds at morn its brightness o'er the earth,
But torn nnd senseless dies at evening’s hour.

Save his, on history’s eventful page,

A name more honour'd there’s engraved but one :
Krnown o'er the world, revered in every age,

His friend, companion, father—Washington !
With him united i that trying honr,

‘When stern ogrression grieved our native land ;
He strupgled nodly ’geinst » tyrant’s power,

And struck the sceptre from a despot’s hand.
He lived to see the young world of the west,

Rival her proud oppresscr in the arta;
Soil of the free and home of the oppress’d,

A land of generous and grateful hearts.

The hero of two worlds has sunk to rest,
Time-honour'd, he is gather'd to the grave;

Beloved of ull, by grateful freemsn blest,
How treasured is the mem'ry of the brave !

Not fams slone immortal honour gives,
Ac-holier feeling do we'cherish yet;
inglon lives

"T'is gratitude ! as "W
In freemen’s hearts, there toc lives Luvaverrs !



