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Deaty’s Doings.

’EXTRACTS FROM THE PUBLIC PRINTS.

The following commendatory observations on Deatn’s Doines
are extracted from the various periodical Works and London
Papers which contained Notices of the First Edition ; to which
might have been added numerous others, equally favourable,
from the most respectable Provincial Publications. Stimulated
by such flattering encouragement, no pains have been spared
so to improve this second Edition, as to render it (it is hoped)
worthy of the approbation that has been so liberally bestowed
upon its precursor.

“In the artist we find much of fancy and originality ; and in the
literary portion of his work, a great deal of pleasantry and talent.
The book altogether reminds us of the golden olden unions of the
fine arts and literature ; of wit of design and humorous illustration.
It brings us back to the ancient racy school, when, like ¢ the Last of
the Graces’ (three skeletons in the attitude of Canova’s celebrated
figures), in its frontispiece, clever men, of various habits and pursuits,
linked together in the production of publications which dispelled the
ennui of the passmg time, and some of which have descended with
credit to posterity.”

“We only ask our readers to dwell upon these prints—they will
furnish new ideas every time they are contemplated, and do honour
to the cheerful genius of a contemporary of a generation of sculp-
tors, painters, and engravers, whose works are now more valued
than they were when their value was of more consequence to those
who produced them.” LiTERARY GAZETTE.

“Death’s Doings are likely to live forever!” Isip. 'Second Notice.

“For varied knowledge, pleasing thought, apt 1]1ustrat10n, and
poetic excellence, this melange is without a rival.” %
“Each plate has two or more articles attached, either in prose or
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“Previously to explaining the plan of the work which bears thni
ominous title, we must remember that Death, from the frequen(;:y od
his appearance, and the variety of forms he assumes, has ren ereS

himself a familiar subject on which for talent to exercise its power, s
whether in a humorous or serious style. From the first openm};g_ 0

the scene on the great stage of the world, Death has takel_l upolrf{ im-
self to perform the most prominent part; he has forced.hlmsef upon
general notice, and we find, consequently, that the writers o 4 ebvel;y
age have dweltmore or less upon the same theme, eltl_ler to ce.e rate
his victories, to deprecate his approach, to lament his power, (;]r_ tﬁ
laugh at him outright: and why not? The frail tenure upon whic

life is held, is sufficiently known and acknowledged by all; the vir-
tuous are not unprepared for him—and whether we treat him sefll-
ously or jocosely, he is equally at hand and equally impartial.—The
volume before us is so arranged as to suit any taste; and, we think,

does not contain a sentence to displease the most delicate reader.”
Morning PosT.

%Mr. Dagley’s designs, in many instances, display a good deal of
instructive observation on the importance of time, and on the manner
in which life is often past ; but neither the plates, nor the prose and
verse, assume a rigid and forbidding aspect. A humorous vein per-
vades the whole.” MorNING ADVERTISER.

“ Death’s Doings has a very considerable claim to public notice,
both as a work of art and literature.” CoOURIER.

“ We have no doubt that this volume will be successful. The pre-
sent age is an age of stimulus, and requires to be shocked by forcible
epigrammatic contrasts into attention. Mr. Dagley has judiciously
supplied these contrasts: he has brought impressively before us the
only two considerations, which, as long as the world lasts, will be
universally intelligible, life and death; and thus afforded an homily,
that, more or less, must come home to the hearts of all. The moral,
however, to be drawn from the book is melancholy: it is like a jest
spoken with a moist eye ; a witticism uttered beside the tomb of a
friend. Every page puts forth some fresh memento of mortality: in
one place we are required to smile at the death of the young and beau-
tiful ; in another, to sneer at distress ; and in all to remember that the
world, taken even in its best sense, is nothing but a boundless sepul-
chre, wherein are inscribed the names alike of the mean and mighty,
the enlightened and the ignorant of the earth.” TrE Sun.

“ Occasionally in tragic and serious, but more frequently in the way
of satire and burlesque, the various Doings of Death are illustrated by
the hand of Mr. Dagley in the pictorial, and by the pens of all his
friends, including a few of established character in the literary way.
* % % Grotesqueas is the modern graphic personification of Death,
it has the advantage over the more classical one, in being active instead
of passive. The ancients, as in the Portland Vase, generally personify
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Death privatively, as an expiring female, the bearer of a dying torch,
&c. ; in short, a something passive or enduring. The lessrefinedand
less pensive modern, while he makes him a skeleton, constitutes him
a performer. He is at once the most bold, wily,stern, and frolicsome
of agents ; in all which humours—such isthe magic result of a learned
distribution of right and curve lines (and of the latter as few as possi-
ble), he may be spiritedly represented. We forgive theraw-head and
bloody-bones, not only as remembrancers, but as capable of much that
is pungent, satiric, and picturesque. To conclude, Mr. Dagley’s
book is not the most unpleasant memento mort in the world.”
EXAMINER.

‘“ Agreeable and clever compositions, over which a quiet evening
may be pleasantly and profitably spent.” ATLas.

% When the title of this book was first announced, we were in great
doubts what it might mean ; and when we consulted our friends, one
said that it was to be a history of the ¢doings’ of a student who had
¢ walked the hospitals,” and another that it was to set forth the trans-
actions of the Royal College of Physicians and Surgeons. We were,
therefore, most agreeably surprised, upon looking into the book itself,
to find a performance of a very different kind. Nota leg is amputated,
not a muscle is dissected out, and not a bolus is swallowed in the
whole volume. Itis asort of Dance of Death, though not quite after
the manner of Holbein. The plates are executed with much lightness,
and some of them have great force of satire in the design, while none
degenerate into that breadth of caricature which has, of late, so much
disfigured works of a similar class. The ¢ Illustrations,’ though they
do not always illustrate the plate, are all chastely, and some of them
very feelingly, and even beautifully written ; while the variety and
lightness of the whole cannot fail to make this one of the most popu-
lar and desirable productions of the day.

“When each of the contributors, singly, has been able to obtain a
hearing from the public, it was but natural to suppose (upon the hy-
pothesis of the bundle of rods), that the interests of their joint labour
would bear some ratio to their numbers ; and that a single volume
having twenty or thirty popular authors, would shine like a gas-light
having that number of burners. This circumstance, however, while
it constitutes the charm of the literary part of the work, precludes
the possibility of quoting a specimen with any thing like safety,—as
by selecting one author, there would be a hazard of offending a score.
The only safe plan is to read the whole ; and those who do this will
not be disappointed.” WEeekLy Times.

“The power of the great Floorer, Death, is manifested throughout
every page, with considerable talen¢ and effect ; and may, if properly
applied, afford useful lessons to every class of society. The etchings
might be termed ¢ Twenty-four Notices to Quit.”” % 4 %

“This publication, we have no doubt, will excite considerable in-
terest, and have a good sale. Itisrather singular, although true, that
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from the beginning to the finish of the work, it is always the ‘ latler
end’ of the subject.— We have selected a portion of the work n&our
line—DeaTH 1N THE Rine—as being most congenial to our readers,
and which may be considered as a fair specimen of well-handled ar-
ticles, interspersed throughout the book ;—in fact, a hit, nay more, a
Joorer, to the Milling Coves.”  Pierce Ecan’s LirE in Loxpox.

“This and the subsequent composition (‘ Death in the Ring,’ and
¢ Death among the Cricketers,’) have been extracted ﬁ'om’q very in-
teresting work, just published, entitled ¢ Death’s Doings,’ in which
the ‘handy-work’ of the ¢ grim King of Terrors,’ in every class of
society, is very admirably, and, in some respects, very humorously
illustrated. The author of the pieces we have selected, has chosen,
for the first, a plate which represents Death in a pugilistic attitude,
on a stage, ready for all comers, and surrounded by ci-devant antago-
nists, who have been ¢ grassed’ by his irresistible power ; and, in the
second, the bony Champion is bowling out the batsmanas he stands
at the wicket.” Berr’s Lire v LonNDon.

The additions to ““ Deatl’s Doings” having been so considera-
ble as to swell the Work to a bulk which was not anticipated when
the second Edition was begun, it has been deemed advisable to di-
vide it into two volumes, For this purpose a new Vignette Title-
page has been engraved for the second volume; but, though the
whole would have been inconveniently thick for oxe, in boards, ¢
may not be deemed so when bound, and, therefore, as the usual
words, “ end of the first volume,” are not printed, and the poging
runs on from the beginning to the end of the Work, it may be af-
terwards bound either in one or two volumes, according to the will
of the purchaser.
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PREFACE

TO THE FIRST EDITION.

AvtHoucH a Preface, when an Introduction is
given, may appear too much like going on to *“ more
last words,” yet an apology may be found in an
author’s anxiety to acquit himself on every ground
connected with the nature and character of his pub-
lication : in the course of which many things may

arise that require explanation.

There are hopes, fears, and wishes to be express-
ed ; but in doing this, it is no easy task to steer be-
tween the extremes of presumption and servility.
Few writers could now be found to approach the
tribunal of an intelligent and discerning public in

the following strain :—

C



XVIil PREFACE.

1

“ My fears are lighter than my expectations ;
wrote to please myself, and I publish to please oth-
ers ; and this so universally, that I have not wished
to rob the critic of his censure, or my friend of the
O N A SRR b learnt,
that where the writer would please, the man should
be unknown. An Author is the reverse of all other
objects, and magnifies by distance, but diminishes
by approach. His private attachments must give
place to public favour; for no man can forgive his
friend the ill-natured attempt of being thought wiser

than himself.”*

This may be considered a curiosity in literature,
and it exhibits a perfect contrast to the inflated
Dedications and pompous Prefaces of the period

in which it appeared.

In the volume now presented to the Public, my
part is little besides that of having projected the

* Preface to “ Fables for the Female Sex, ” fourth edition : London,
printed for T. Davies, in Russell Street, Covent Garden,and J. Dods-
ley, Pall Mall, 1761.



PREFACE. X1X

work, and furnished the designs. It is to the kind
contributors who have so amply and ably illustrated
the subjects of my pencil, that I must attribute any
success that may attend the work ; and to them I
embrace this opportunity of returning my most

grateful acknowledgments.

Of the motives of some for concealing their names,
it does not become me to speak ; though it is hard-

ly possible but in many instances they may be re-

cognised. ¢ By their fruits ye shall know them.”

In the etchings, I have endeavoured to show the
way in which a certain class of writing may be em-
bellished, without incurring the expense of those
laboured and highly finished engravings, which,
while they exhibit the talents and taste of our na-
tive artists, in many instances exclude the works

they ornament from general purchase.

On the part of the Publisher, every thing has been
done to render the volume worthy the attention of
the Public, in all that regards the typographical

department.
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That I have my hopes and fears on the present
occasion, I will not deny ; and though time and ex-
perience have done much to damp the ardour of
the one, and to diminish the eflect of the other, yet
still I retain enough of deference for public opin-

ion, to render me solicitous with respect to the re-

sult.



ADVERTISEMENT TO THE SECOND EDITION.

THE encouragement given to this volume having,
in a very few months, rendered a Second Edition
necessary, its projector feels himself called upon
gratefully to express his sense of so flattering a tes-
timony of public approbation. He begs also to ac-
knowledge his obligations to those gentlemen
who, in their critical notices, have taken so favour-
able a view of these united efforts of the pen and
pencil ; in fact, the generous reception given to
what had before been performed, has operated as a
stimulus for him to render this Second Edition more
worthy of such liberal patronage and commendation.
With this view, he has added several new designs,
which, like the former, have been illustrated by the
friendly contributions of literary coadjutors; to all
of whom he begs to return his unfeigned thanks ;

being well assured that it is mainly to their kind and
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talented Illustrations, that ¢« Death’s Doings” is In-
debted for so great a degree of popularity. When,
indeed (to use the words of one of its reviewers), it
is recollected that « the designs are illustrated by
the writing, and not the writing by the designs, it
is exceedingly amusing—interesting even—to ob-
serve the various points of view in which the same
pictorial subject may be understood, imagined, or
wrought into description and narrative, by persons
of different genius and powers.”

Considerable interest having been excited in
consequence of the singular Drawing by Van Venne
being described in ¢ The Introduction” (page 11),
an Etching has been made from it, which now
appears as the Frontispiece ; and it is hoped that
it cannot fail to be regarded, as a curious and ap-
propriate embellishment.



Deaty’s Doings.



“ Ay, ay ! quo’ he, an’ shook his head,

It’s e’en a lang, lang time indeed

Sin’ I began to nick the thread,
An’ choke the breath :

Folk maun do something for their bread,
An’ so maun Death.

Sax thousand yeare are near hand fled

Sin’ I was to the butching bred,

An’ mony a scheme in vain’s been laid,
To stap or scar me.”

Burns.

“Dearn came dryvyng after, and all to dust pashed
Kings and kaysers, knightes and popes ;
Many a lovely lady, and lemman of knightes,
Swoned and swelted for sorrowe of Death’s dyntes.”

Vision of Pierce Plowman, 1350.



DEATH’S DOINGS.

INTRODUCTION.

It is difficult, if not impossible, in this our day of
accumulated literature, to start any thing new ; yet,
rather than close their labours for «lack of argu-
ment,” our literary adventurers ransack every cor-
ner for subject matter ; and, to stimulate the public
~ appetite, old viands are served up in new dishes,
either of plate, china, or delf, as best may suit the
taste or the means of the bookish epicure.

How far the subject now offered may be relished
by the generality, remains to be tried. It will not
want the seasoning of antiquity to recommend it,
being nearly as old as the Creation; and, if a judg-
ment may be formed from the number of works, both
literary and graphic, which have appeared in ancient

and modern times, and the avidity with which they
1
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have been received, it may reasonably be expected
that the present attempt to serve up a sort of Gra-
phic Olio, with suitable garnishes of prose and
verse, may not be unacceptable to the general
reader; and the more so, as the endeavour has
been to give (if not altogether a new), at least a
more appropriate reading to the old version of the

Dance or DeATH.

There is little to apprehend in the way of objec-
tion, from any application of the designs contained
in the work to individual concerns or pursuits, as—

“All men think all men mortal but themselves ;”

and there will be no want of claimants to the heir-
looms either of safety or of longevity. At any rate,
the greater part of mankind will assume the privi-
lege of exemption from such incidental casualties
as are pointed out in the course of the illustrations
here exhibited, and will find a clause in their own
favour. Thus, for example, the sportsman will
readily observe,—

“I have hunted, leapt gates, hedges, and ditches,
and cleared all that came in my way ; but, then, my
skill and my horse brought me safe off. The foolish
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fellow that broke his neck the other day could ex-
pect nothing else ; instead of minding what he was
about in taking his leap, he was looking another

192

way ; and, then, the hack he rode !

«That poor devil of an artist,” observes one of
the same profession, ¢“laboured his pictures till he
was nearly blind, toiling till nature became ex-
hausted; he could hardly be said to breathe the
vital air; the effluvia of his colours had entirely
penetrated his system; and it is no wonder he fell
a victim to his confinement and his exertions toge-
ther.”

“Ned
to his companion; “but it is not surprising,—he
was a careless drinker ; 1 told him his wine-merchant
sold him poison.”

is gone at last,” says a bon-vivant

In this, or in some such way, all will argue in
favour of themselves; while the machine of life
drives on heedlessly and rapidly. It is true, the
check-string may occasionally be drawn by the ob-
serving traveller, to point out to his fellow pas-
sengers some remarkable spot, stamped by some
striking event connected with mortality ; but the



4 DEATH’S DOINGS.

pause will be brief, and the vehicle will again be in
motion with as little care as before it was stopped.
And this, in some measure, must be the case while
we continue to be creatures of this world ; even the
gloomy ascetic will sometimes steal a look from his
cloisters or his cell upon the beauties of the creation,
and become a momentary sceptic to his monastic
notions, and pine at the vegetative character of his
own existence.

With whatever success the labours of the moral-
ist, the philosopher, or the preacher, may have been
attended in bringing into view the skeleton remains
of the human frame as an emblem of Death, to
warn and awaken mankind to a sense of the con-
dition to which they must come at last, the satirist
has seldom failed of exciting attention to the
characteristic structure of this human machinery,
stripped of those lineaments and fair proportions
which in life were its charm and pride; but with
this difference, that his views of the subject have
ever tended to the ludicrous.

Such appears to have been the case even in those
days of superstitious ignorance when the minds of
men were subject to the domination of monkish
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power ; for, as soon as the first impression of alarm
made by the ghastly phantom, as exhibited in their
churches, was over, and the object became familiar,
—ridicule took place of fear ; and farcical represen-
tations of Death on the stage and by the pencil suc-
ceeded, in numbers and extent, perhaps, beyond
those of any other subject.

One of these farcical moralities is hinted at by
our immortal bard, in his play of ¢«“Measure for
Measure :”’—

“Merely thou art Death’s fool :
For him thou labourest, by thy flight, to shun,
And yet runn’st toward him still.”

This passage 1s explained in a note, thus :—¢In
the simplicity of the ancient shows upon our stage,
it was common to bring in two figures, one repre-
senting a fool, and the other, Death or Fate; the
turn and contrivance of the piece was, to make
the fool lay many stratagems to avoid Death, which
yet brought him more immediately into the jaws
of it.”

It is more than probable that Shakspeare had
seen and considered many of the paintings and de-
signs on the subject of Death, and with his power-
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ful touch concentrated the spirit of all that had been
said or done in the various works then extant, still
keeping up the character of the burlesque united
with the deepest pathos :—
«For within the hollow crown

That rounds the mortal temples of a king,

Keeps Death his court: and there the antic sits,

Mocking his state and grinning at his pomp;

Allowing him a breath, a little scene

To monarchize, be fear’d, and kill with looks;

Infusing him with self and vain conceit,

As if this flesh, which walls about his life,

‘Were brass impregnable: and, humoured thus

Comes at the last, and with a little pin
Bores through his castle walls, and—farewell king !

The same play has the following monitory pas-
sage, equally expressive of the frailty and folly of
man, who,—

«Most ignorant of what he’s most assured,—

His glassy essence,”—
is apt to play the game of life with too much con-
fidence.

Some there are who make Death the whole busi-
ness of life: shutting their eyes on the fair face of
nature, they think a snare is set in every beauteous
object by which they are surrounded, and plunge at
once into the gloom of solitude, lest the light of
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heaven should dazzle their sight and darken their
understanding, and work them perdition by tempt-
ing to the indulgence of those feelings it was
meant to inspire i—

“ And thus, in one continued strife,
"Twixt fear of Death and love of life,”

they pass their existence in a state of deadening
apathy or of feverish self-denial ; immolating the
charities of life and the best affections of the heart
at the shrine of superstition. True, the tenure of
our being cannot be beneficially held without occa-
sionally adverting to the terms on which it has been
granted ; and it is sometimes necessary to call in aid
the admonitions of the wise and the reflecting, to
bring our truant thoughts to a proper estimate of life.

In this view, most of the designs of skeleton forms
have been presented to the contemplation of the
careless and unthinking ; but, as has been before ob-
served, few of them have been so managed as not to
border on the ludicrous. Of their capability of and
tendency to the caricature, a very recent instance
appeared in some examples of death-like figures
engaged in a variety of occupations, as gambling,
dancing, boxing, &c. &c. These designs were
chalked on a wall bordering the road from Turnham
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Green towards Kew Bridge: they were drawn of
the natural size, and displayed, on the part of the
unknown* artist, no small skill in composition and
character. Of the artist’s intention there can be no
question ; it was to exhibit forms the most strikingly
grotesque. But they are now swept away, like
many other efforts of art, to give place to the names
and nostrums of the charlatans of the day.

The subject of Death has continued to employ the
pen and the pencil, with more or less of character,
down to the present time ; though the productions of
recent date possess less point, and have, perhaps,
more of the grotesque than works more remote, and
do not, in their graphic form, exhibit the higher qua-
lities of art, which are seen in the performances of
the old masters; but are principally addressed to
the eye and understanding of the many, rather than
to those of the artist or amateur. It should appear,
however, from the reception and extensive sale of
some of these subjects, that they have been equally

#The editor of “T'he Times,” in alluding to this passage, observed
that these chalk sketches were made by a nephew of Mr. Baron Gar-
row, who at that time was living in unenviable retirement nearly op-
posite the scene of his early morning operations; but that the gentle-
man had fortunately, some time since, obtained a situation in India.
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acceptable to the present as they were to past times.
Among the most striking and popular designs of this
class, are two which have long occupied a place in
the print-shop in St. Paul’s Church Yard; and in
which the skeleton shape appears as one half of a
gorgeously dressed human form. These prints
represent a male and female, thus powerfully
contrasted, and, it must be confessed, hold out
as perfect an example as can well be imagined
to show us what we are, and to warn us what we
are to be.

Another specimen of the monitory kind is a repre-
sentation of a heathen philosopher, contemplating
the structure of a human skeleton, and thence in-
ferring the existence of a Deity.

Of the more whimsical and pointed of these moral
lessons, is one where a man is draining an enormous
bowl, and Death stands ready to confirm the title
of the print,—¢ The Last Drop.”

There is also, among the varieties of this sort, an
etching representing a gay couple visiting a tomb.
It is called, “ An Emblem of a Modern Marriage :”

in the background of the piece is a view of a noble
2
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mansion, behind which appears a rising ground ;
beneath the print are the following lines :—

“No smiles for us the godhead wears,
: : : ; 3
His torch inverted, and his face in tears;

answering to the figure of a Cupid in the act of flight,

which the artist has also introduced into his sub-
ject. 'This etching is the performance of a lady,

Mrs. Hartley, the wife of D. Hartley, Esq., who
constructed a building on Putney Common, which
he rendered incombustible. The original was
sketched with a diamond on a pane of glass, and
the print published in 1775. There can be little
doubt that this curious design had a reference to
some individual of the time; but its application
might be made to every unhappy and fatal marriage
that has taken place, or may take place, any where
and at any time.

These later productions (as was before observed)
possess little of art in the composition, or skill in
the execution, to recommend them, though some of
them have probably outlived the expectations of
the inventors. It was for the artists of an earlier
period to combine in these subjects every quality of

painting, whether of design, composition, character,
or expression.
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An example of excellence in this way, is a draw-
ing from the collection of the late Paul Sandby,
R. A., where Death is exhibited as preaching from
a charnel-house, amidst skulls and bones ; another
skeleton form is introduced as making a back on
which to rest the book from which the phantom is
discoursing ; and, though highly ludicrous in point
of character, the groups and composition are in the
beststyle of art. 'The auditors of the grim preacher
are of every age and class, and are happily con-
trasted : the peasant and the ruler, the matron and
the gayly attired female, the cavalier and the person
of low degree, all disposed with skill in their ap-
propriate and varied postures of attraction. Partof
a cathedral-like building forms the background ;
the design is from the pencil of Van Venne,* and,

*1In the first edition of this work, Van Venne is mentioned as sy-
nonymous with Otho Veenius. A similar error exists both in Pilking-
ton and in Bryan ; in whose Dictionaries of Painters, under the article
“Van,” “Venius Otho, or Van Venne,” is written.

By the kindness of Mr. Douce, an opportunity is now allowed of
distinguishing the individuals, and showing the character of the artist
from whose design is the etched frontispiece to the present edition of
“Death’s Doings.” :

“Van Venne, or, as he writes himself, Adr. Vande Venne, has not the
smallest connexion with Otho Venius, who was a Flemish painter, but
the former a Dutch painter and poet. He was born at Delft, about
1590, and' died in 1650. He usually painted in black and white, and
seems to have worked chiefly in Denmark, where his paintings were
much esteemed, and are now very rarely to be seen. He appears to
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from the picturesque costume and character of the
composition, would do credit to the talents of the

best artists of that period.

Mr. D’Israeli, in his ¢ Theory of the Skeleton,”
has shown that a tendency similar to that which
has just been noticed pervaded many of the writers
on the subject of Death.

« When,” observes this ingenious and intelligent
author, ¢ the artist succeeded in conveying to the
eye the most ludicrous notions of Death, the poet
also discovered in it a fertile source of the burlesque.
The curious collector is acquainted with many
volumes where the most extraordinary topics have
been combined with this subject. They made the
soul and body debate together, and ridiculed the
complaints of a damned soul! 'The greater part of

have made many of the designs for the celebrated and extremely po-
pular work, entitled, “Catz’s Emblems,” but he never etched or en-
graved. He likewise published a set of emblems under his own name,
with poetry by himself, 1635, 4to. His name on the prints stands
Adrian Vande Venne.

Otho Veenius, the master of Rubens, was also distinguished for his
emblematical designs, and appears, from a painting of his in the pos-
session of Mr. Douce, to have exercised his pencil in a similar way to
Hans Holbeins. 1In this painting, Death is represented as intimating
his approach to an old man, by the tinkling of a musical instrument.
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the poets of the time were always composing on the
subject of Death in their humorous pieces.

«“Of a work of this nature, a popular favourite
was long the one entitled, ¢ Le Faut Mourir, et les
Excuses Inutiles qu’'n apporte a cette Necessité ; a
tout en vers burlesques, 1556. Jaques Jaques, a
canon O0f Aubrun, was the writer, who humorously
says of himself, that he gives his thoughts just as
they lie on his heart, without dissimulation; for I
have nothing double about me except my name. I
tell some of the most important truths in laughing,
—it is for thee d’y penser tout a bon,”’

Mr. D’Israeli goes on to remark,—¢ Our canon
of Aubrun, in facetious rhymes, and with the naiveté
of expression which belongs to his age, and an
idiomatic turn fatal to a translator, excels in plea-
santry ; his haughty hero condescends to hold very
amusing dialogues with all classes of society, and
to confound their excuses inutiles. 'The most miser..
able of men,—the galley-slave, the mendicant, alike
would escape when he appears to them. ¢ Were 1
not absolute over them,” Death exclaims, ¢they
would confound me with their long speeches ; but
I have business, and must gallop on!””’
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Our monumental effigies, where the figure of
Death is introduced, are not entirely free from a
cast of the ludicrous, though, from the nature and
character of sculpture, fewer offences this way are
exhibited. Like the muse of history, the dignity of
sculpture would be lessened in the service of comedy:
the temple and the tomb are its proper sphere ; dei-
ties, heroes, statesmen, and poets, are the objects it
contemplates ; and the ideal perfection of grace and
beauty is its principal aim.

Under the hand of sculpture, the familiar may,
however, in some degree become exalted, and mo-
dern costume be made subservient to the purposes
of fine art. But it requires the skill of a Roubilliac,
a Chantrey, or a Baily, to mould folds and cast
form into that character which judgment and taste
sanction or approve.

Of the power to mould and fashion form and cos-
tume into the character of grandeur, Roubilliac’s
figure of Handel, in Westminster Abbey, is a strik-
ing example ; and, while contemplating the dignified
attitude of the portrait, the arrangement of the ac-
cessories, and its composition throughout, it is im-
possible to imagine it could be improved, even by
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the introduction of what is termed the classic in
art,—the costume of Greece and Rome.

In this artist’s monument of Lady Nightingale,
he has necessarily employed a drapery suitable to
the introduction of an ideal character,—that of
Death ; and has, in his personification of the phan-
tom, enveloped the figure with a loosened drapery,
in order, it may be readily conceived, as much as
possible to avoid the skeleton shape.

The same artist has introduced, in the monument
of William Hargrave, one of the finest allegorical
representations that has ever been imagined,—that
of Time’s victory over Death: yet, here the skill
with which the bony structure of the struggling ske-
leton is executed, is apt to attract the regard of the
vulgar (like the deceptive in painting), rather than
the sublimity and character of the composition, and
its reference to the immortality of the soul and the
resurrection of the body.

While thus treating of subjects connected with
the Abbey of Westminster, it is impossible not
greatly to regret, that from the inspection of these
monumental remains—these efforts of sculptured art,
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past and present, the public should be barred, with-
out the payment of an admission fee; a regulation
which, while it debases the character of anational
exhibition, excludes the generality of the people,
and defeats every legitimate purpose for which
these memorials of the great and good were erected.
An additional evil is, that the visitor is hurried over
a space and spectacle whose very essence is des-
troyed if not traversed and seen with freedom, quiet,
and calm contemplation. Under the present regula-
tions of abbey economy, the charm is almost dis-
solved which would otherwise preserve the memory
of those heroic achievements of our fleets and ar-
mies,—those labours of the statesman and the legis-
lator, of the man of science and the poet, all of rank
and of literature, to which these testimonials of a
nation’s gratitude have been raised, by public or pri-
vate expense. It is not only interring the body, but
burying the monument too ; and the lament has been
hardly more for the departed, than for the labours of
art, the value of which is so much depreciated by
this miserable expedient to obtain money. It is hu-
miliating to reflect on the debasing character which
the mischievous atrocities of a few ignorant or un-
thinking individuals have, in some degree, brought
upon the nation at large, and which, it is said, have
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led to these obnoxious regulations, and given us, in
the eyes of foreigners, at once the stamp of a mer-
cenary and a barbarious people ; but it is, however,
to be hoped that, with an increasing knowledge of
the fine arts, the progress of instruction, and the
consequent prevalence of good sense, a way may be
found to protect these records of our country’s glory
and talent, without imposing a tax upon those who
might benefit by such examples in the endeavour
to imitate them.

From the tombs and monuments within, is but a
step to those without ; from the church to the church-
yard—whence, as the poet says,—¢ The voice of

”? But, like many other poetical asser-

nature cries.
tions, this is somewhat equivocal, for little depen-
dence can be placed on these ¢“frail memorials,”
many of which, like the old moralities, are calcu-
lated to excite a laugh rather than serious and sober
reflections. In some places, indeed, scarce a stone

is raised but a jest is raised with it.

It is hardly possible to touch on the subject of
epitaphs, but a train of uncouth rhymes follow, in
the shape of serious foolery or ignorant burlesque.

Nor is this folly confined to the obscure village
3
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dormitory, or to times long past: there is scarcely
a churchyard within the metropolis or its suburbs,
but will afford some modern examples of gross ig-
norance or inflated nonsense ; such as,—* God has
chosen her as a pattern for the other angels.”

This exquisite piece of extravagance, to say no
more of it, was intended doubtless to convey an ex-
alted idea of the departed ; no reflection whatever
being made on the absurdity of the hyperbole.

Itis somewhat remarkable, that men should be so
very anxious in life that their remains should not be
disturbed after death, and yet take no heed of what
may be said upon their tombs; men write their au-
tobiographies, and why not their own epitaphs ’—
Virgil did. Or why not have recourse to the Vicar
of Wakefield’s plan, who wrote his wife’s epitaph
when living, commending in it the virtues he wished
her to practice ? At all events, it might be imagined
that either the pulpit or the press would have come
n aid to check this prevalent absurdity; that, if
men chose to make “life a jest,” they should not
be permitted to record one on their tombs.

But, not to dwell longer on churchyard regula-
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tions, let us take a brief view of mortality as ex-
hibited under the refined sentiment of the Greek
mythology and of Grecian art.

“The ancients contemplated deathwithout terror,
and met it with indifference. It was the only divi-
nity to which they never sacrificed, convinced that
no human being could turn aside its stroke. They
raised altars to Favour, to Misfortune, to all the
evils of life ; for these might change. But, though
they did not court the presence of Death in any
shape, they acknowledged its tranquillity in the
beautiful fables of their allegorical religion. Death
was the daughter of Night and the sister of Sleep,
and ever the friend of the unhappy.

«If the full light of revelation had not yet broken
on them, it can hardly be denied that they had some
glimpse and a dawn of the life to come, from the
many allegorical inventions which describe the
transmigration of the soul :—a butterfly on the ex-
tremity of a lamp,—Love with a melancholy air,
leaning on an inverted torch, elegantly denoted the
cessation of life.””*

*J. D’Israeli’s Curiosities of Literature, Second Series, vol. 2.
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It was in contemplating this touching and appro-
priate representation, as it appears in an engraved
gem, that Mr. Croly produced those beautiful lines
in his Illustrations of Antique Gems :—

“ Spirit of the drooping wing,
And the ever-weeping eye,
Thou of all earth’s kings art king :
Empires at thy footstool lie.
Beneath thee strew’d,
Their multitude
Sink like waves upon the shore,—
Storms shall never rouse them more.

“What’s the grandeur of the earth
To the grandeur of thy throne ?
Riches, glory, beauty, birth,
To thy kingdom all have gone.
Before thee stand
The wondrous band,—
Bards, heroes, side by side,
Who darken’d nations when they died !

“ Earth hath hosts, but thou canst show
Many a million for her one :
Through thy gate the mortal flow
Has for countless years roll’d on.
Back from the tomb
No step has come ;
There fix’d, till the last thunder’s sound
Shall bid thy prisoners be unbound.”

Beautiful as the emblem of Mortality in the
weeping infant, with the inverted torch, certainly
is, that of the butterfly is no less apt in representing
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the soul. The purity and lightness of its nature, its
ambrosial food, the gayety and splendour of its co-
lours,—above all, its winged liberty when bursting
from its tomblike confinement, in which it appeared
to sleep the sleep of death, afford so powerful a
contrast exhibited in the same creature, that it could
not fail to strike the intelligent among the heathen
world as a fit symbol of Immortality.
L

It isno very extravagant stretch of fancy, toima-
gine the souls of some gifted individuals embodied
agreeably to their intellectual endowments. What
a contrast might then be seen to the low, grublike,
insignificant forms under which many a genius has
been cloaked, in the exalted, noble, and imposing
shapes which they would then assume ; while others,
whose vacant minds have been hid beneath a fair
exterior, would sink in the scale, and become in ap-
pearance the insects of reptiles best suited to their
real character.

Neither is this « considering the matter too curl
ously ;” for it is in perfect accordance with the apos-
tle’s views of the resurrection.

«But some men will say,—how are the dead
raised up ? and with what body do they come *
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«Thou fool, that which thou sowest is not quick-

ened except it die.”
And then he thus goes on,—

¢« There is one glory of the sun, and another glory
of the moon, and another glory of the stars ; for one
star differeth from another star in glory.

“So also is the resurrection of the body : it is
sown in corruption, it is raised in incorruption; it
1s sown in dishonour, it is raised in glory ; itis sown
in weakness, it is raised in power.”

With this exalted view of the subject, the follow-
ing serious and appropriate lines, from the pen of
Mrs. Hemans, may not inaptly conclude the Intro-
duction to a work, which, varied and miscellaneous
as it is, yet in its general character is calculated to
lead the mind to a contemplation of

“THE HOUR OF DEATH.”

“ Leaves have their time to fall,
And flowers to wither as the North-wind’s breath,
And stars to set—but all,

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death !
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“Day is for mortal care,
Eve for glad meetings round the joyous hearth,
Night for the dreams of sleep, the voice of prayer,
But all for thee, thou Mightiest of the Earth!

“The Banquet hath its hour,
Its feverish hour of mirth, and song, and wine ;

There comes a day for Grief’s o’erwhelming power,
A time for softer tears—but all are thine.

“Youth and the opening Rose
May look like things too glorious for decay,
And smile at thee—but thou art not of those
That wait the ripened bloom to seize their prey.

“ Leaves have their time to fall,

And flowers to wither at the North-wind’s breath,
And stars to set—but all,

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death!

“We know when moons shall wane,
When summer-birds from far shall cross the sea,
‘When Autumn’s hue shall tinge the golden grain—
But who shall teach us when to look for thee ?

“Ts it when Spring’s first gale
Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie ?
Is it when roses in our paths grow pale ?—
They have one season—all are ours to die!

“Thou art where billows foam ;
Thou art where music melts upon the air;
Thou art around us in our peaceful home,
And the world calls us forth, and thou art there.
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«Thou art where friend meets friend,
Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest;

Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets rend
The skies, and swords beat down the princely erest.

« Leaves have their time to fall,

And flowers to wither at the North-wind’s breath,
And stars to set—but all,

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death !”

P. S.—While the early part of this INTRoDUCTION Was at press,
but not soon enough to insert itin its proper place, we were told by a
gentleman, who assures us that the correctness of his information isnot
to be doubted, that the person who made the chalk sketches of the
skeleton figures on the wall leading to Kew Bridge, was a Mr. Samuel
Ponsonby Palmer, Midshipman, R. N. Our informant states, that
“Mr. Palmer entered the navy about the year 1810, on board the Vic-
tory, Sir J. Saumarez, and, having served about five years, he, on
quitting it, came to Hammersmith, where he resided during the year
1816, 17, and 18. 1Inthe latter period he sketched his Dance of Death
on the wall on the left side of the road going towards Kew Bridge.
On the 8th of September, 1824, this young man was unfortunately
drowned in the river Thames, by the upsetting of a sailing boat.”

The editor of The Times, who stated that these sketches were the
work of the nephew of Mr. Baron Garrow, doubtless derived his infor-
mation from a source which he conceived might be relied on ; but the
foregoing statement amounts almost to a flat contradiction of it, unless,
indeed, it happened that both the gentlemen occupied themselves in the
same amusement. The question is certainly one of 1o great moment,
but as the merit of these sketches (and, as we have elsewhere said, they
possessed considerable merit) has been publicly attributed to a party
whose claim to it, to say the least, appears to be very questionable, our

readers will pardonus, we trust, for thus relating whathassubsequently
come to our knowledge.
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DEATH’S SERMON.*

“What man is he that liveth, and shall not see Death ?”—Psalm
Ixxxix, v. 48.

«Be thou faithful unto Death, and I will give thee a crown of Life.”
—Rev. ii. v. 10.

« And I looked, and behold a pale horse: and the name that sat on
him was Death.”—— And the kings of the earth, and the great men,
and the rich men, and the chief captains, and the mighty men, and
every bondman, and every freeman, hid themselves in the dens and
in the rocks of the mountains.”—Rev. vi. v. 8 & 15.

Whaat wild creation of a fev’rish brain

Is this, which mocks my sight with ghastly forms

Of skeletons—grotesque yet terrible ?

It an illusive vision, conjured up

To cheat the eye and scare the tim’rous soul >—

Ha '—no—tis real! see—one moves! he speaks!

And in the attitude of PrREACHING stands—

His book before him, resting on a desk

Made up of human bones!—Ah! now I see

'Tis DEATH! gaunt Preacuer! whose rude pul-
pit’s placed

*Vide FRONTISPIECE.
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Within the precincts of the charnel house ;
Where bones on bones, in heaps unnumber’d, lie,
And fetid exhalations taint the air!

There, on the mould’ring relics of mankind,

The all-subduing Monarch of the Tomb

His station takes—as if to make frail man

With man’s inevitable fate familiar.—

Mark ye his outstretch’d arm and withering look !
While tones sepulchral from his lipless jaws
Resound, like thunder in a troubled sky

When nature is convuls’d, and man and beast
Quail at the crash, and dread the fiery bolt!

And see—the hollow sockets of the eyes

Gleam with a lurid light, which fearless none
Can view! O how terrific is the scene !
Now all is hush’d ; for €’en the last faint sound

Of murm’ring echo dies away. The pause

How drear !'—Now, now again, his deep-toned voice
Is heard, in accents superhuman, loud,

And awfully sublime !

» * * * *

( ¢« Though truth may sound
Ungracious to the ear, where flattery pours
Its honied poison—still the truth I’ll speak ;
And though my form appalling to the sight
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Be deem’d—still shall that form be view’d.
Mercy and Micar with Death go hand in hand!
And Mercy bids me throw aside the veil

That screens mortality from outward ken,

And keeps mankind in ignorance of self!’

¢« 'The great Deliverer of Man am I,

Although of mortal Life the Conqueror ;

For though at human pride my shafts I hurl,
And into atoms crush the vaunting fools

Who, with prosperity intoxicate, affect

To heed me not—yet from the direst woes

I rescue the oppress’d, and with a wreath

Of never-fading glory bind their brows.

And shall my wondrous attributes remain
Unnotic’d or contemn’d—my pow’r forgot,
Which earth, and air, and sea encompasseth ?
Shall I not use that glorious privilege,

‘Which both to mercy and to might belong—
Now striking terror in obdurate hearts,

And punishing men’s crimes—now turning from
The error of their ways the penitent,

And leading them in paths of righteousness *—

« When hydra-headed Vice o’er all the earth
Triumphant stalks—and man is sunk in crime ;



28 DEATH’S DOINGS.

When mad Ambition, Av’rice, lust of Power,

Hate, Rapine, Envy, and fierce Discord reign ;
" And when the child of Merit droops his head,

And pines in want, while bloated Ignorance

Luxurious revels in his splendid halls ;

In vain shall Man~ exhort his fellow man:

A worm, alas, remonstrates with a worm !

In vain shall Preachers, whatsoe’er their creed,

Anathemas denounce, or woo their flocks

With promises of pardon and of peace :

Though gifted with persuasive eloquence,

Though every precept spoke a truth divine,

Without my aid would Preachers preach in vain,—

Their words—as evanescent as the wind

That whispers in the grove at eventide,

And then is heard no more.

“But I am fear’d !
For my dominion over all extends,
And naught can circumscribe my sov’reign will.
To me, though not in homage, all men bow !
Yea, e’en the mighty puppets of the earth,
Surrounded by the minions of their will,
And deck’d in all the mockery of state,
Crouch, like the veriest slaves, at my approach,
And try, by pray’rs, and vows, and floods of tears,
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To crastinate their sure impending doom.

Yet such is oft their arrogance and pride,

And such the madness of the vassal crew,

Who blindly follow in the vain pursuit

Of glittering glory and of noisy fame ;

That were not I to check their vile career,

Ills, far more grievous than Egyptian plagues,
The world would so infest, that Honour, Truth,
Love, Friendship, Hope, and heav’n-born Charity,
To other spheres would flee, and leave this orb
To man’s unbridled violence a pray.

“Yet, though none dare dispute my boundless sway,
My actions none will bear in memory.—

When foam-crown’d billows sweep across the deck,
The awe-struck seaman, clinging to the mast,
Sees me with terrors arm’d, and dreads the surge
That soon may overwhelm him in the deep:

But when the storm subsides, forgotten quite

The waves which,tempest-toss’d,dash’d o’erhishead,
And but an hour before had fill’d his mind

With all the horrors of a wat’ry grave!
’ Tis thus with all mankind. When near I’'m view’d,
Appall’d by guilty fears, they dread my dart ;—

But seen afar, or veil’d in some disguise,
They act as though my power they despised,
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Or treat me as a bugbear, fit for naught
But keeping fools and children in subjection.

«’Tis strange—tis wonderful—that Max, endow’d

With reasoning pow’rs—with faculty of speech—

With clear perceptions, knowing right from wrong ;—

That Man, who bears the impress of his God ;—

That Man, to whom the sacred truth’s reveal’d

That mortal life is but probationary ;

And that his essence, purged from fleshly sin,

Shali at the LasT GrEAT DAY e’en Death and Time

O’ercome, and take its flight to realms of bliss,

Surrounded by the spirits of the Just,

And angels, hymning great Jenovan’s praise ;—

’Tis wonderful, that Man, of this assur’d,

And the dread certainty before his eyes

That everlasting woe the wretch awaits

Who scorns high heaven’s reward—should plunge
in crime,

And rush, regardless, tow’rds a precipice,

Beneath whose frightful brink perdition yawns!

“ What! will you risk your soul’s eternal peace,
To gain some perishable gewgaw here ?

Or, what more likely is,—to lose the substance
And the shadow too,—to earn men’s curses first,
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Then die the martyr of some guilty wish,
Some meditated, unrepented crime ?

Alas! ye will. Then am I man’s best friend,
And most his friend, when speedy aid I give,
To save him from himself—his direst foe !

¢« Dark is the picture, but the tints are true ;—
For though the gloss of flattery I despise,

No shades unreal, for effect, I use;

"Tis colour’d from the life—the life of man!

/And what ¢s Lire P—at best, a dream of Hope,
Where fairy visions of delight appear
To dance before the eye ; but vanish quite,
And leave a dreary blank behind, when those
Who trust in their reality, awake!
O ’tis a pageant—unsubstantial, vain,
And falsely gay! and what are all its joys?
Mere childish baubles—playthings of an hour—
Call’d pleasure, wealth, or fame ; which if possess’d,
Bring with them anxious cares and countless toils,

In lieu of earth’s best treasure, sweet CoNTENT ! ~
iy

«From infancy to age, the scenes of Life,
Howe’er the colours vary, all abound
With sombre shadows of mortality.—
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The laughing eye and dimpled cheek of Yours,
Though bright and blushing as the rosy morn,
At unrequited love or blighted hope

Change fearfully.—In all the pride of strength
Manuoop may walk erect; but soon the brow
With care’s deep furrows is engrav’d—the eyes
With tedious vigils red—the firm, bold step,
Cautious and timid grows—while anxious fears
Are painted on the sallow cheek, where health
Once bloom’d, and manly beauty shone.—Then Ace
(If Life’s contracted span to Age extend)
Comes tott’ring on, in sad decrepitude,
Bending beneath a load of pain; while scanty
Locks of silvery hair, and eyes grown dim,

And ears which sluggishly their task perform,
Are Nature’s never-failing messengers,

Old Age to warn, that death in mercy comes

To close the scene, and from its bondage free
Th’ imprison’d soul, which pants for liberty!

“Thus having Life’s brief hist’ry fairly sketch’d,
Now let me turn to what Life leaves behind.—
Look here! around me lie the frail remains

Of rich and poor, of weak and strong, of sage
And fool, of culprit and of judge. T'his skull,
Now crumbling into dust, was once th’ abode
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Of brains which teem’d with scientific lore ;

And when its owner dropt into the grave,

(But not till then) the giddy multitude

Enamour’d grew of that which erst they scorn’d,
And treated as a maniac’s thapsodies.

The reason’s plain. Int’rest his soul ne’er sway’d;
He neither truckled to the great, nor bent the knee
At Mammon’s shrine ; gold he accounted dross;
And spurn’d all laws save those by Virtue made.
He heeded not the scoffs and sneers of men:
Science his mind illum’d ; Hope cheer’d his path;
And when I call’d him hence, his placid eye

Was lighted up by an approving conscience,

That gave assurance of eternal bliss.

That was the cranium of a senseless dolt—

One of those barren spots on Nature’s map,
Where mental tillage is a hopeless toil :

Yet while he liv’d although his ev’ry act

Was folly, and stultiloquence his speech,

The world applauded him,—and flatt’rers round
His table throng’d, like drones about a hive :

And why? The dunce was rich, and lavish’d all
His wealth upon the fawning knaves who bow’d
Before this ¢ god of their idolatry.’

« See what a motley and incongruous heap,

In undistinguish’d fellowship, are here!
5
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The head which once a proud tiara wore,
Unconscious, rests upon a ploughman’s cheek ;
And that which, animate, promulged the law,
Serves as a pillow for a felon’s skull.

Huge legs, that once with sinews strong were brac’d,
And arms gigantic, that, encas’d in steel,
Wielded the sword, or rais’d the massive shield,
Now rest in quiet with the stripling’s limbs,

Or relics sad of beauty’s fragile form.

And where’s the diff’rence now 2>—Whatbootsit,then,
To know the deeds or qualities of either ?

Rank, honours, fortune, strength Herculean,
Fame, birthright, beauty, valour or renown,
What trace is left of ye 7 What now denotes
Th’ imperial ruler from the meanest boor—

The recreant coward from the hero brave °—
Here all contentions cease. 'The direst foes
Together meet—their feuds for ever past ;

No burnings of the heart, no envious sneers,

No covert malice here, or open brawls

Annoy. All strife is o’er. The creditor

His debtor no more sues; for here all debts

Are paid,—save that great debt incurr’d by Sin,
Which, when the final day of reck’ning shall
Arrive, cancell’d will be, or paid in full!

Let, then, this solemn truth your minds impress—
In your hearts’ core O let it be engraved—
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That, though the body in the silent tomb

Be laid—though greedy worms the flesh destroy,
And ¢dust to dust return’—the soul shall live
Eternal in the heav’ns, or dwell in realms
Where fell Despair and endless Terror reign.
Then—if the dazzling lustre of high birth
Shall fail to shield you from the woes of life ;
If grandeur be accompanied by care ;

If under glory’s mask, or fame’s disguise,
There lurk the latent seeds of deadly strife ;
If ills prolific fill the breast of pride,

And pomp external hide deep inward griefs;
If jealousy on beauty’s vitals prey

Or envy give a jaundiced hue to eyes

Which else with genius’ brightest rays would shine ;
In fine—if perfect happiness on earth

Exist but in the visionary’s dream ;—

The first great object of your soul’s concern,
Is—how t’ obtain th’ invaluable key

By which the gate of mercy is unlock’d,
And life and happiness eternal gain’d ?

« What! do I read in your inquiring looks

That you would fain this sacred treasure find ?
Go, then, and Virtue ask ;—she’ll loud proclaim,
¢The key to heaven is a conscience clear.’
Conscience! thou never-erring monitor ;
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Throughout life’s pilgrimage the faithful guide ;
Conscience ! by whom the soul of man is warn’d
To shun the quicksands of a treach’rous world ;
How little art thou heeded !'—Yet Life’s bark,
Though toss’d by storms of trouble and despair
Upon the billows of uncertainty,

Guided by Conscience, safely shall arrive

At that bless’d port of everlasting rest,

That haven of perpetual delight,

Whose waves pelulcid lave Jenovan’s throne.”

Ha !—see, the awful PreacHER disappears!

His desk and book are gone—and once more all
Is still '—Yet, there’s the charnel-house ; and there
The auditors in wild amazement stand !—

O let me homeward turn, and meditate

Upon the solemn scene.
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THE LAST OF THE GRACES.*

(By the Author of “ The Arabs.”)

Let the chill Stoic look upon thy reign,

O Beauty! as a pageant, fleet and vain,—
Whate’er, through life, his varied course may be,
Man’s pilgrim heart shall turn, sweet shrine, to thee.
Not thine the fault, if false allurements claim

The fool’s blind homage in thy sacred name :
They are not fair who boast but outward grace—
The naught but beautiful of form or face ;

They are the lovely—they in whom unite

Earth’s fleeting charms with Virtue’s heavenly light ;
Who, though they wither, yet, with faded bloom,
Bear not their all of sweetness to the tomb.

I had a dream, which, in my waking hour,
Seemed less the work of Fancy’s airy power
Than Reason’s deep creation ; for the hue
Of life was o’er it :—hfe approves it true.

* Written as an Illustration of the Skeleton T'rio in the Vignette
Title-page.
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Methought that I was wandering in a room,

Whose air was naught but music and perfume ;

A thousand lights were flaming o’er my head ;

And all around me flitted feet, whose tread

Roused not the listening echoes, for each bound

Was but the mute response to softest sound.

Sweet eyes, whose looks were language, and bland
tongues,

Whose accents died into Alolian songs,

Were there the things of worship ; and man’s sigh

The incense of his heart’s idolatry.

High swelled each breast within that proud saloon ;

For midnight there was Fashion’s sparkling noon :

The vain beheld a sun in every gem ;—

That room was all the universe to them.

But they were not the happy :—who can hide

Th’ intranquil heart >—their looks their lips belied.

Stiff in the gorgeous masquerade of state,

The miserably rich, the joyless great,

The beautiful, whose beauty was a care

More deep than wrinkles, sighed, yet would not share

E’en the dull calm which mere exhaustion throws

O’er silken couches—soft without repose.

Foremost, and most conspicuous of the dance,

I now heheld three glowing forms advance,

Who seemed the envy or the boast of all :—

For they were deemed the Graces of the ball.
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The first,—in spangled vesture—as she came,
Shot from her eye keen Wit’s electric flame,
Whose sparks, tho’ playful, like the lightning’s dart,
Fall on the cold, alike, and feeling heart.

The next had veiled beneath a dazzling dress

Of vain adornments her own loveliness,
Resembling but that elegant deceit,

The rose of Art—superb, without a sweet.

The last was gentlest; but her soul—all love,
Unveiled as Venus in her Paphian grove—
Burned on her lips and quickly-heaving breast,

As they were things but purposed to be press’d.
With arms entwined, these Graces of a night,—
Wirp Wir, FaLse Taste, and Amorous DevricHT,
Praised by the many, by the few admired,
Performed their part, then suddenly retired :—
The dance stood still—men watched the closing door!
Sighed—turned—and all went gaily as before.

Contemplating the scene, my sight grew dim ;—
The ceaseless whirling made my senses swim :
Quick o’er my frame there came a torpid chill;
The tapers died ; and all was dark and still ;

All, save the glimmerings of a sullen lamp,

And the cold droppings of sepulchral damp,
Which, falling round me, through the lurid gloom,
Told that I trod the charnel of the tomb.
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It was a mausoleum, vast and high,

Whose soil was reeking with mortality :

There, in the midst, O sight of horror! stood

Three forms whose aspect chilled my vital blood :

Grouped on a grave’s cold slab, like things that
breathed,

Three skeletons their fleshless arms enwreathed ;

But moveless—silent as the ponderous stone

Whereon they stood :—And I was all alone!

« O for the Ethiop’s sable charms to hide

Those hideous vestiges of Beauty’s pride !”’

To this I heard a hollow voice reply,

« Behold the Gracks !—mortal, feast thine eye !”’

But I did turn me, sickening with disgust ;

For I beheld them mouldering into dust.

¢« And is this all, O Beauty! this the close

Of thy brief transit P—this thy last repose 7’

As thus I spake, a slow expanding ray

Broke through the gloomy mist, like opening day ;
Unfolding to my gaze a spacious scene

Of hill and valley, clothed in fadeless green.

On every side, a thousand varied flowers

Seemed dropping from the sun, in odorous showers:
And there were groves and avenues, all graced
With Temples and with monuments of Taste ;
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Where Sculpture, Painting—all that polished Art,
Combined with useful Science could impart,
Blended harmonious; whilst th’ ethereal soul

Of Music poured its sweetness o’er the whole.

I looked around ; and, in the east there shone
Three stars of beauty, burning ’neath the sun,
E’en with increase of splendour ; for their rays
Were such as wooed the brightness of his blaze.
But tho’ they seemed like spheres of heavenly birth,
Their path was not in heaven, but o’er the Earth ;
And they advanced towards me :—as they came,
Their orbs dilated into thinner flame ;

And, softly from the circumambient light,

Three Angel forms emerged upon my sight.

The first—if either first engaged mine eye—

Bore on her own the tear of sympathy :

Ne’er looked the sun upon a fairer cheek ;

Ne’er met his glance a glance more mild and meek.
The next had, in her delicate caress,

Far more of majesty than playfulness :

And tho’ her eye was kind—’twas chastely clear
As fountain-drops, beneath the moon’s pale sphere.
The last—possessed of woman’s sprightlier charm—
Bloomed like the blush-rose, pure, yet inly warm :
Pure as its leaves the thought her bosom bore—

Her generous heart as glowing as its core.
6
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Linked hand in hand, I saw them onward move,
Until they faced the rosy bower of Love ;—
When, mingled with the music, breathing near,
These gladsome accents feel upon mine ear :

« Hail, Prry! CuastiTy! BENEVOLENCE !

Sweet is the calm your gentle smiles dispense!
Hail, Sister Graces, who adorn the Fair!

Fresh be your garlands—happy they who wear!”
And, thus proceeding, all on which they cast
Their ardiant glances, brightened as they pass’d:
And I did follow them with eye and heart,

Until I saw their fading forms depart :

Again they slowly melted into light ;

Again like stars became distinctly bright ;

And, hovering o’er the dimmed horizon, shed
Soft rays like those which linger o’er the dead—
Those lovely halos which dispel the gloom

When Memory hangs o’er Virtue’s early tomb.
Thus did I gaze until some flickering beam

Of fancy passed, and broke my fitful Dream.

H. AuD,
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THE POET.

Taovu art vanish’d! Like the blast
Bursting from the midnight cloud :

Like the lightning thou art past,—
Earth has seen no nobler shroud '

Now is quench’d the flashing eye,
Now is chill’d the burning brow,

All the poet that can die;
Homer’s self is but as thou.

Thou hast drunk life’s richest draught,
Glory, tempter of the soul!

Wild and deep thy spirit quaff’d,
There was poison in the bowl.

Then the haunting visions rose,
Spectres round thy bosom’s throne.
Poet! what shall paint thy woes,
But a pencil like thine own?
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Thou art vanish’d! Earthly Fame,
See of what thy pomps are made !

Genius! stoop thine eye of flame!
Byron’s self is but a shade.

ALFRED.







e

THE POET,



DEATH AND THE POET.

A preaMm of darkness and of dread
Hath pass’d upon my brain—

A vision of the past—the dead—
That ne’er may come again;

And there was on my weary heart
The weight of many years,

And woes that were the sternest part
Of all its griefs and fears.

I have not wept—no! [ may weep—
Nor sigh again for aught,
It was a long and dreary sleep
Of the heart’s inward thought ;
I saw the frowns of worldly men,
The scorner and the proud—
I felt my spirit dark as when
It first beneath them bow’d.
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But hail thee, Death! thy bitterness
And fearful sting are past—

I feel but now the weariness
Of one whose lot was cast,

With curbless heart and reckless mind
To toil for what he scorns,

Upon a land where few e’en find
The rose amid its thorns.

Yet life has been to me the clue
Of an enchanted grove,

Where over paths of varied hue,
We track the bower of love.

I’ve seen upon this troublous earth
At times a heavenly gleam,

That warn’d the spirit of its birth,
As in a glorious dream. :

I’ve felt, oh yes! they knew not how
Who trod this earth with me—

How deep hath been the kindling glow,
The bosom’s inward glee,

When thought hath borne itself along,
A pilgrim of delight,

And found, like its own realm of song,

A realm for ever bright.
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My lot hath been a lonely one—
The loneliness of mind,

That makes us while the heart is young
Half scorners of our kind ;

The panting of the soul that yearns
For love it hath not known,

The stoic pride of soul that spurns
At love not like its own;

These have, at times, it may be, shed
A gloom upon my path,

Hope—baffled hope—and passion fed,
The spirit—and its wrath—

But what my earlier wrongs have been,
It boots not now to think,

There was too clear a light within,
For holier hope to sink.

"Twas well—I have not felt in vain—
Life’s weariness and woe,
The thoughts that wring the heart with pain,
None but itself can know,
Have better taught my soul to dare,
Its own high path of bliss,
Unmov’d—unbow’d—unchang’d—to bear,
Far darker pangs than this.

47
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Oh Death! thou com’st to me as when
Thy step was o’er the tide,

And thou unveild’st thy form to men,
Where He, th’ Athenian, died ;

Or, gentler, when with vigils sweet,
Upon the midnight air,

Thou com’st where chasten’d souls repeat
Their last and cheeriest prayer.

I see the land where Hope hath made
Her everlasting rest,

And peace, that was long wont to fade,
Leaves not my soothed breast ;

The strains that o’er my slumbers hung,
The forms my pathway crost,

The lov’d in thought—each perish’d one,
The sear’d heart loved and lost—

They are around me, bright’ning still,
From their sthereal clime,

Not clouded, as before, with ill,
With rortal woe or crime—

And far away with them I track,
Thy deep, unfathom’d sea—

Hail to the hour that calls us back!
Pale Vision, hail to thee!
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THE PILGRIM.

A~p Palmer, grey Palmer, by Galilee’s wave,

Oh! saw you Count Albert, the gentle and brave,

When the crescent waxed faint, and the red cross
rushed on,

Oh! saw you him foremost on Mount Lebanon.

The ladye sat in her lonely tower,—

She woke not her lute, she touched not a flower ;
Though the lute wooed her hand withitssilver string,
And the roses were rich with the wealth of spring :
But she thought not of them, for her heart was afar,
It was with her knight in the Holy war.

She look’d in the west ;—it was not to see
The crimson and gold of the sky and sea,
Lighted alike by the setting sun,

As rather that day than night were begun ;
7
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But it was that a star was rising there,
Like a diamond set in the purple air,4
The natal star of her own true knight—
No marvel the maiden watched its light :
At their parting hour they bade it be
Their watch and sign of fidelity.

Amid the rich and purple crowd

That throng the west, is a single cloud,
Differing from all around, it sails,

The cradle of far other gales

Than the soft and southern airs, which bring
But the dew and the flower-sigh on their wing ;
Like some dark spirit’s shadowy car,

It floats on and hides that lovely star,

While the rest of the sky is bright and clear,
The sole dark thing in the hemisphere.

But the maiden had turned from sea and sky,
To gaze on the winding path, where her eye
A pilgrim’s distant form had scann’d :

He is surely one of the sacred band

Who seek their heavenly heritage

By prayer and toil and pilgrimage !

She staid not to braid her raven hair,—
Loose it flow’d on the summer air ;
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She took no heed of her silvery veil,—

Her cheek might be kiss’d by the sun or the gale :
She saw but the scroll in the pilgrim’s hand,

And the palm-branch that told of the Holy Land.

L. E. L.

«“THE SCROLL.”

Tue maiden’s cheek blush’d ruby bright,

And her heart beat quick with its own delight ;
Again she should dwell on those vows so dear,
Almost as if her lover were near.

Little deemed she that letter would tell

How that true lover fought and fell.

The maiden read till her cheek grew pale—
Yon drooping eye tells all the tale :

She sees her own knight’s last fond prayer,
And she reads in that scroll her heart’s despair.
Oh! grave, how terrible art thou

~ To young hearts bound in one fond vow.

‘Oh! human love, how vain is thy trust;
Hope! how soon art thou laid in dust.
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Thou fatal pilgrim, who art thou,

As thou fling’st the black veil from thy shadowy brow ?
I know thee now, dark lord of the tomb,

By the pale maiden’s withering bloom :

The light is gone from her glassy eye,

And her cheek is struck by mortality ;

From her parted lip there comes no breath,

For that scroll was fate—its bearer—Death.

| PHS D P
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THE ARTIST.

Anp what is genius P—'Tis a ray of Heaven,
IMuming dim morality ; a gleam

That flashes on our gloominess by fits,

Like summer lightnings, which, in radiant lines,
Inwreath the midnight clouds with tints divine ;
It gilds Imagination’s darkest scenes

With splendid glory, like those meteor gems
That spread their richness o’er the polar skies.
O, ’tis a straggling sunbeam, through the storm,
Flung on the cluster’d diamond, which reflects,
In burning brilliancy, the borrow’d blaze :

It is the morning light, outpouring all

Its flood of splendour on the bloomy bowers

Of God’s own Paradise !

Though hapless oft
His fate, how bless’d the ArtisT who beholds,
With mind inspir’d and genius-brighten’d eye,
Those beauties which eternally shine forth,



54, DEATH’S DOINGS.

Nature, in all thy works! To him, high wrapp’d

In passion’d fancies, feelings so allied

To something heavenly, that to all on earth

They give their own rich tinting. What delight

The morning landscape yields ; when the young sun

Flings o’er the mountain his first bickering ray,

And tips with wavering gold the embattled tower ;

When the first rosy gleam the waters catch,

Like smiling babe just waking from soft sleep

On its fond mother’s bosom ; while the woods,

That ring with bird-notes sweet, are dimly wrapp’d

In mistiness and shade. What joy is his,

Amid the forest depths to wander on,

O’er flower-empurpled path, and list the tones

Of the deep waterfall, at silent noon,

Drowning the woodlark’s song ; and, then, to view

Its angry flood, headlong from rock to rock,

Leaping in thund’rous rush, with silvery arch,—

Melodiously sublime ! while o’er its mists,

That to the sun a mimic rainbow spread,

The guardian oaks bend lovingly their arms,

And drink the pearly moisture : in their shade

The lily blossoms on its mossy bank,

And through their boughs wildly the summer
breeze,

An ever-wandering harper, sings unheard.
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And, oh! how sweet to him the sunset hour,
When, high amid the evening’s glowing pomps
That light the west, the mountain lifts its head,—
A rich empurpled pillow for the God

Of Day to rest on, as he, like a king

In coronation splendour, gaily bids

His worshippers farewell, ere he retires

With Ocean’s potentates, his rosy wine

To quafl amid their gem-wrought banquet bowers;
Then on the painter’s ear the hymn of love '
Falls in full harmony ;—the lake outspreads,

With all a brother artist’s beauteous skill,

Another landscape to his ravish’d eye,

Gorgeous with radiant colouring ; deep the groves
Are cast into the shade, where flocks and herds
Are wandering homeward to the tinkling sound
Of their own tuneful bells, and pastoral reed

And song of milkmaid fill up every pause

In Nature’s vesper anthem, while the spire

And sun-gilt tower glow with the day’s last beam.

To him what grand sublimity appears

In the vast ocean, with its cloud-wreathed cliffs,
Rocks, shores, and isles, and vessels wind-caress’d,
Sheeted in glittering sunshine, or enwrapp’d

In all the tempest’s dark magnificence !



56 DEATH’S DOINGS.

And, oh! to him, how sweet, when copying all
The coy bewitching charms of moonlight eve !
Then the rich woods voluptuously their gold
Fling loose t’ th’ wanton winds, whose amorous song
Is heard amid their inmost bowers, where rests
The love-talking nightingale, discoursing sweet
To her patroness, the radiant queen of Heaven.
Then, bathed in dew, the full-blown roses fling
Their odours all abroad, and jasmine flowers
And rich carnation buds their honey-cups

With nectar fill, and to the night-breeze yield,
Like virgin bride, their ri<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>