Curiosities of Literature, Vol. 1

Isaac D'Israeli



Curiosities of Literature, Vol. 1

Table of Contents

CUrioSities Of LILEIATUIE. WOl L......iiieiiiii it e e et e e e e et e e e e et e e e e et e e s ea b e e s seban s eeseaba e esenbaaneas 1
e = Lot B S 7= = TR
ADVE R TISEMENT ....ceetttte ittt e oo ettt e e e e e e ettt et s e eeeaeeeeet b e s seeesaeese st b e seeeesseessebbannseeeeas 6

CURIOSITIESOFE LITERATURE .....cceetttee ettt ettt e e et e e et et et e s e e e e e ee e e e b b eseeesesessebb e eeeeaeees 19
LIBRARIES . ... ittt et e e e e ettt e e e e e e e e e e e e et e s eee e e et e e et b seeeeseeeeaabb e e eeesseeeebebaanseeeeas 2

LITERARY JOURINALS. ... .ttt s e e s s e e e s ees s e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e eeeeeees 27
RECOVERYOFEMANUSCRIPTS. ..ottt 30
Y S O | 1O ] O I 1 L 5 PP 34
THE PERSECUTED EARNED......coii ittt nn e 36
POVERTYOF THE LEARNED.......cttttiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiettieeteee ettt e e 38
IMPRISONMENTOFE THE LEARNED......cciii oo 41
AMUSEMENTS OF THE LEARNED ..ottt 43
PORTRAITSOFEAUTHORS.. ... oo e 45
DESTRUCTIONOFE BOOKS.......uuuuuuuuuuutiuutiunttuntsrrrrsrssssesssssssssrsssssssssssssssesssssssessssssssessssssessseeeeeeereeeees 48
SOMENOTICESOFLOSTWORKS.......cciiiiiiiiiiiie s 54
QUODLIBETS. ORSCHOLASTICDISQUISITIONS.......cooiiiieiieiiee e 56
FAME CONTEMNED.......coiiiiiiiiiii e 59
THE SIX FOLLIES OFE SCIENCE ... ..o e 60
LN I TP TPPTPPPPPPTR 6.
CICEROI'SPUNS. ..ottt 63
T O T 6
N A o AN I 1L PR 65
] N PR 6
PATROIN S ... E e E R e R e e e et et e s s e e s e e s e e e e e e e e e nenne e e e 7
POETS.PHILOSOPHERSAND ARTISTS.MADE BY ACCIDENT........ccooiiiiie 73
INEQUALITIES OF GENIUS ..ottt 75
GEOGRAPHICAL STYLE. ... ottt e e e e e e e e e 76
LE G EIN DD S . ...t E R e e E e e e e s s et st e s g e e s n e e s e e e e nenenneenn e e e 7
THE PORT=ROYALSOCIET Y. iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiee ettt 80

THE SCUDE RIS, ... i bbbttt s e e s e s e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e 8¢
DE LA ROCHEFOUGCAULT ... oo 92

ARISTOTLE AND PLATO . 1 tttttttteitteiteetteetieeseeeseeeeeeeseeeeeeeeeeeeeteeetter e et e ettt e et e ettt et e e et taastaettaesaaaeaaeaeseees 113



Curiosities of Literature, Vol. 1

Table of Contents

Curiosities of Literature. Vol. 1
ABELARD AND ELOISA. ... oottt e e e e e ettt a e e e e e e s e e e eaa b eeeeeereeeerabaanaas 115
o NS (@€ N[ Y T 117
CHARACTERSDESCRIBEDBY MUSICAL NOTES.......co oottt 119
IVIILTION ettt et e ettt e e e e e et et ettt e e s e e e e e e ee e e e b e eeeeeeeee e et baa s eeeease e s s beaba e seeeeeseeeabbann e eeeeeneeeees 12
ORIGIN OFE NEWSPAPERS.....cotei ettt et e e e e e e e et e e s e e e e e e e e ra e e e eees 122
TRIALS AND PROOFSOFGUILT IN SUPERSTITIOUSAGES.......cooiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 126
I | A O 10 T I8 N 129
SINGULARITIES OBSERVEDBY VARIOUS NATIONS IN THEIRREPASTS......cooevvvvvinnnn. 132
@A N O TR 13
OFTHETITLES OF ILLUSTRIOUS . HIGHNESS.AND EXCELLENCE........ccvviieeeieeeeeieeiiieen, 136
TITLES OF SOVEREIGINS. ...ttt ettt ettt e s e e e e et et e et e e e e e e e e ee s e bbb e e e eeeeseenertbaa s as 138
ROYAL DIVINITIES. .. oottt ettt e ettt e e e e e e et e e e e e e e e e e e e eea s e b e e e eeeeseesaberr e reeeeees 139
DETHRONEDMONARGCHS . ...ttt ettt e e e e e e e e et et e e e e e e e s e eesaa b s e eeeseraenees 140
FEUDAL CUSTOMS . ... ittt ettt e et e e ettt e e e e e e e et eae e e e e eeeeeeea s e b e e eeeeeseesaaerrasseeeeaes 142
GAMING .. ...ttt oottt e e e e e e ettt ettt seeeeee et e et ab e seeetaeee e e b e s e eeeeetee s et baa s eeeeeereenrraas 14
THE ARABIC CHRONICLE ... ittt e e e ettt e e s e e e e e e ee e e s e e eeeeneenees 146
| Y SN O = (@ 15T 1 YRR 147
SPANISHETIQUETTE . ....cettuuii i ettt e e e ettt e e e e e e e e et e et e e eeeeeseeeaae s b sesesssessssaanasseeeeseeesenes 149
THE GOTHSAND HUNS.....oeeiiiiieeiiiee ettt e e e e e e e ettt e s e e e e e seeee st b seeeeesseestabbaseeeeessesnees 150
VI CARS OF BRAY .ottt ittt ettt et et e e et ettt e e e e e e et e e ettt s e eeeeestee et b e eeeeeaseesebta e eeeeeas 151

W AX WO RK . e n e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e 16(
PASQUINAND MARFORIO . ....ceiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieiieee ettt ettt e e e e st e e et e e e e e e e aa e e e e e e aaaeaaaeeas 161
FEMALE BEAUTY AND ORNAMENTS.......cuuuutuuuuuuninmnnnmnnnnenrreereerreerreerresseessseessessssesseeeeeeeeeeeeeeees 163
MODERN PLATONISM.. ..ot es e s e e e nnnnrrnnnres 164
ANECDOTESOE FASHION. ... uutuuuttuututnirrrnrrienrresressressssssssssseeseesseessseesseeeseeereeer e ee e reeeeeeeseeeseees 166
A SENATEOF JESUITS. ...ttt s e e e s e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e ee e e e et e e e e eeeeaeeeeeeeeeees 174
THE LOVER SHEART ..o e 176
THE HISTORY OF GLOVES. ....coiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiie et 177
RELICS OF SAINTS.. ..o ottt iie it s e s see s e eesenenees 180
PERPETUALLAMPS OF THE ANCIENTS.....coiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiie e 182
NATURAL PRODUCTIONSRESEMBLINGARTIFICIAL COMPOSITIONS.........ccovvvvvviniennnn. 183

THE POETICAL GARLAND OF JULIA. ..o e 185
N RN €T (O O KO 2 VP 18¢
JOCULARPREACHERS . ... oo e 188
MASTERLY IMITATORS . ..ottt rnrrrnne 192
EDWARD THE FOURTH......oiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiei e 194
E L Z A B E T H. ..o e e e e e e e e e e e r e r e e e e e 19
THE CHINESELANGUAGE. .....coitiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiie ittt 198
MEDICAL IMUSIC. ... .ot e et e s e st e s e e s e s s s e e s s e s s ensnnnesne e e e 19¢
MINUTE WRITING . ....cotiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieiiiee ettt 202
NUMERICAL FIGURES. ... .ot n bbb e e e nnnnrrenrre 203
ENGLISHASTROLOGERS.......coiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii e 204



Curiosities of Literature, Vol. 1

Table of Contents

Curiosities of Literature. Vol. 1
F O A4 TP 20
TITLES OF BOOKS . ..o ettt ettt e e e e et ettt e e e e e e e et e et e bt e eeeaseeae s bbbt e eeeseeeesebbaa e eeeeenees 210
LITERARY FOLLIES. ... e ittt et e et ettt e e e e e e e e e e e e b eeeeseeeeeee bbb e e eeeeeseeeeresaanans 213
LITERARY CONTROVERSY ... ittt ettt ettt ettt et e ettt s e e e e e et e ettt e s eeesaeeeaatb e seeeeseraenses 222
LITERARY BLUNDERS. ....cotttiiiii ittt ettt e e e e e e e ettt e e e e e e e e e e e e e e s e eeeseseee bbb seeeaaereens 229
A LITERARY WIEE . ... oottt ettt e ettt e e e e e e e et e e eeeeeeseeeeaa b b s e eeeasseessabaaseeeesesesssrens 233
DEDICATIONS. ...ttt ettt e e ettt e et e e e et e e et e b seeeeaeeee et b e s s eeesaeesaeba s s seesseeesserrannseeeeas 23¢
PHILOSOPHICALDESCRIPTIVEPOEMS.....oeoiiiee ettt e e 241
AN Y ad L TR 24
[ ST L@ TR 24¢
A CATHOLIC'S REFUTATION. ...cteetttteee et e e et ettt e e e e e e et eee e e s e e e e e e e e aa e ba e eseeeseeesssbbaaseeeeeeseeneeees 247
THE GOODADVICE OFAN OLD LITERARY SINNER. ...ttt iiiiiieeeteee ettt 248
MYSTERIES.MORALITIES, FARCES.AND SOTTIES......otueiiiiieeieeeeee et eeeaaans 249
LOVE AND FOLLY. AN ANCIENT MORALITY .. .coeeieeeeeee ettt e e e e eeana s 255
RELIGIOUS NOUVELLETTES . . ittt ettt e e e e e et e e e e e e s e e e e e e e b s e e e eeeseeeaberaaas 256
“CRITICAL SAGACITY.” AND “HAPPY CONJECTURE:"OR.BENTLEY'SMILTON............ 260
A JANSENISTDICTIONARY ...ttt ettt e e et e et e et et seeeeaeetee s bt e seeesssessssaraaeseeeesereennes 263
MANUSCRIPTSAND BOOKS . ...ttt ettt e e e et e et s e e e e s e e e e e e e b s e e eeaeseeeaaaraeas 265
N o ST ST o TP 266
SPENSERJONSONAND SHAKSPEARE ...t oottt e et e e e e e e s e eeaaens 267
BEN JONSONFELTHAM. AND RANDOLPH.......cotttteeii ettt 269
ARIOSTOAND TASSO .ttt ettt e e e e et et e e e e e e e e e e et ee e e s e eeeasseses bbb seeeesereeserrnnans 274

ORIGINAL LETTEROFQUEENELIZABETH. ..o 321
ANNE BULLEN. ..ot b et e e e e s e e s e eennnee e 322

JAMES THE FIRST ... oo nrrnne 323
GENERAL MONK AND HISWIFE. .. ..o e 326
PHILIP AND IMARY ....eeuttiitiitttinttittesstssr s s s s s s s s st se s s s e s s e sssseeseeseneseneeeeeeeeeeees 327



Curiosities of Literature, Vol. 1



Curiosities of Literature, Vol. 1

Isaac D'Israeli

This page formatted 2007 Blackmask Online.
http://www.blackmask.com

* ADVERTISEMENT.
* CURIOSITIES OF LITERATURE.

* LIBRARIES.

* THE BIBLIOMANIA.

* LITERARY JOURNALS.

* RECOVERY OF MANUSCRIPTS.

* SKETCHES OF CRITICISM.

« THE PERSECUTED LEARNED.

* POVERTY OF THE LEARNED.

* IMPRISONMENT OF THE LEARNED.

* AMUSEMENTS OF THE LEARNED.

* PORTRAITS OF AUTHORS.

* DESTRUCTION OF BOOKS.

* SOME NOTICES OF L OST WORKS.

* QUODLIBETS, OR SCHOLASTIC DISQUISITIONS.
* FAME CONTEMNED.

* THE SIX FOLLIES OF SCIENCE.

* IMITATORS.

* CICERO'S PUNS.

* PREFACES.

* EARLY PRINTING.

* ERRATA.

* PATRONS.

* POETS. PHILOSOPHERS, AND ARTISTS., MADE BY ACCIDENT.
* INEQUALITIES OF GENIUS.

* GEOGRAPHICAL STYLE.

* LEGENDS.

* THE PORT-ROYAL SOCIETY.

 THE PROGRESS OF OLD AGE IN NEW STUDIES.
* SPANISH POETRY.

* SAINT EVREMOND.

* MEN OF GENIUS DEFICIENT IN CONVERSATION.
* VIDA.

* THE SCUDERIES.

* DE LA ROCHEFOUCAULT.

* PRIOR'S HANS CARVEL.

 THE STUDENT IN THE METROPOLIS.

« THE TALMUD.

* RABBINICAL STORIES.

* ON THE CUSTOM OF SALUTING AFTER SNEEZING.
« BONAVENTURE DE PERIERS.




Curiosities of Literature, Vol. 1

* GROTIUS.

* NOBLEMEN TURNED CRITICS.

* LITERARY IMPOSTURES.

* CARDINAL RICHELIEU.

* ARISTOTLE AND PLATO.

* ABELARD AND ELOISA.

* PHYSIOGNOMY.

* CHARACTERS DESCRIBED BY MUSICAL NOTES.
* MILTON.

* ORIGIN OF NEWSPAPERS.

* TRIALS AND PROOFES OF GUILT IN SUPERSTITIOUS AGES.
* THE INQUISITION.

* SINGULARITIES OBSERVED BY VARIOUS NATIONS IN THEIR REPASTS.
* MONARCHS.

* OF THE TITLES OF ILLUSTRIOUS, HIGHNESS, AND EXCELLENCE.
* TITLES OF SOVEREIGNS.

* ROYAL DIVINITIES.

* DETHRONED MONARCHS

* FEUDAL CUSTOMS.

* GAMING.

* THE ARABIC CHRONICLE.

* METEMPSYCHOSIS.

* SPANISH ETIQUETTE.

 THE GOTHS AND HUNS.

* VICARS OF BRAY.

* DOUGLAS.

* CRITICAL HISTORY OF POVERTY.

* SOLOMON AND SHEBA.

e HELL.

 THE ABSENT MAN.

* WAX-WORK.

* PASQUIN AND MARFORIO.

« FEMALE BEAUTY AND ORNAMENTS.

* MODERN PLATONISM.

* ANECDOTES OF FASHION.

* A SENATE OF JESUITS.

« THE LOVER'S HEART.

* THE HISTORY OF GLOVES.

* RELICS OF SAINTS.

* PERPETUAL LAMPS OF THE ANCIENTS.
* NATURAL PRODUCTIONS RESEMBLING ARTIFICIAL COMPOSITIONS.
* THE POETICAL GARLAND OF JULIA.

* TRAGIC ACTORS.

* JOCULAR PREACHERS.

* MASTERLY IMITATORS.

* EDWARD THE FOURTH.

*« ELIZABETH.

* THE CHINESE LANGUAGE.

* MEDICAL MUSIC.

* MINUTE WRITING.

* NUMERICAL FIGURES.




Curiosities of Literature, Vol. 1

* ENGLISH ASTROLOGERS.

* ALCHYMY.

* TITLES OF BOOKS.

* LITERARY FOLLIES.

* LITERARY CONTROVERSY.

* LITERARY BLUNDERS.

* ALITERARY WIFE.

* DEDICATIONS.

* PHILOSOPHICAL DESCRIPTIVE POEMS.

* PAMPHLETS.

* LITTLE BOOKS.

* ACATHOLIC'S REFUTATION.

* THE GOOD ADVICE OF AN OLD LITERARY SINNER.
* MYSTERIES, MORALITIES, FARCES., AND SOTTIES.
* LOVE AND FOLLY, AN ANCIENT MORALITY.

* RELIGIOUS NOUVELLETTES.

* “CRITICAL SAGACITY.” AND “"HAPPY CONJECTURE:” OR, BENTLEY'S MILTON.
* A JANSENIST DICTIONARY.

* MANUSCRIPTS AND BOOKS.

* THE TURKISH SPY.

* SPENSER, JONSON, AND SHAKSPEARE.

* BEN JONSON, FELTHAM, AND RANDOLPH.

* ARIOSTO AND TASSO.

* BAYLE.

* CERVANTES.

* MAGLIABECHI.

* ABRIDGERS.

* PROFESSORS OF PLAGIARISM AND OBSCURITY.
* LITERARY DUTCH.

* THE PRODUCTIONS OF THE MIND NOT SEIZABLE BY CREDITORS.
* CRITICS.

* ANECDOTES OF CENSURED AUTHORS.

* VIRGINITY.

* AGLANCE INTO THE FRENCH ACADEMY.

* POETICAL AND GRAMMATICAL DEATHS.

* SCARRON.

* PETER CORNEILLE.

* POETS.

* ROMANCES.

« THE ASTREA.

* POETS LAUREAT.

* ANGELO POLITIAN.

* ORIGINAL LETTER OF QUEEN ELIZABETH.

* ANNE BULLEN.

* JAMES THE FIRST.

* GENERAL MONK AND HIS WIFE.

* PHILIP AND MARY.

Produced by Jonathan Ingram, Janet Blenkinship and the
Online Distributed Proofreading Team at http://www.pgdp.net



Curiosities of Literature, Vol. 1

CURIOSITIES OF LITERATURE.

BY

ISAAC DISRAELI.

A New Edition,

EDITED, WITH MEMOIR AND NOTES,
BY HIS SON,

THE EARL OF BEACONSFIELD.

IN THREE VOLUMES.

VOL. I.

LONDON:

FREDERICK WARNE AND CO.,
BEDFORD STREET, STRAND.
LONDON:

BRADBURY, AGNEW, &CO., PRINTERS, WHITEFRIARS.



Curiosities of Literature, Vol. 1

ADVERTISEMENT.

This is the first collected edition of a series of works which have separately attained to a great populari
volumes that have been always delightful to the young and ardent inquirer after knowledge. They offer a
whole a diversified miscellany of literary, artistic, and political history, of critical disquisition and biographic
anecdote, such as it is believed cannot be elsewhere found gathered together in a form so agreeable ar
attainable. To this edition is appended a Life of the Author by his son, also original notes, which serve |
illustrate or to correct the text, where more recent discoveries have brought to light facts unknown when the
volumes were originally published.

LONDON, 1881.

* k k k%

ON THE

LIFE AND WRITINGS OF MR. DISRAELI.

BY HIS SON.

The traditionary notion that the life of a man of letters is necessarily deficient in incident, appears to ha
originated in a misconception of the essential nature of human action. The life of every man is full o
incidents, but the incidents are insignificant, because they do not affect his species; and in general t
importance of every occurrence is to be measured by the degree with which it is recognised by mankind. ,
author may influence the fortunes of the world to as great an extent as a statesman or a warrior; and the de
and performances by which this influence is created and exercised, may rank in their interest and importar
with the decisions of great Congresses, or the skilful valour of a memorable field. M. de Voltaire wa
certainly a greater Frenchman than Cardinal Fleury, the Prime Minister of France in his time. His actions we
more important; and it is certainly not too much to maintain that the exploits of Homer, Aristotle, Dante, o
my Lord Bacon, were as considerable events as anything that occurred at Actium, Lepanto, or Blenheim.
Book may be as great a thing as a battle, and there are systems of philosophy that have produced as ¢
revolutions as any that have disturbed even the social and political existence of our centuries.

The life of the author, whose character and career we are venturing to review, extended far beyond
allotted term of man: and, perhaps, no existence of equal duration ever exhibited an uniformity mot
sustained. The strong bent of his infancy was pursued through youth, matured in manhood, and maintair
without decay to an advanced old age. In the biographic spell, no ingredient is more magical tha
predisposition. How pure, and native, and indigenous it was in the character of this writer, can only b
properly appreciated by an acquaintance with the circumstances amid which he was born, and by being abil
estimate how far they could have directed or developed his earliest inclinations.

My grandfather, who became an English Denizen in 1748, was an Italian descendant from one of thc
Hebrew families whom the Inquisition forced to emigrate from the Spanish Peninsula at the end of th
fifteenth century, and who found a refuge in the more tolerant territories of the Venetian Republic. Hi:
ancestors had dropped their Gothic surname on their settlement in the Terra Firma, and grateful to the Goc
Jacob who had sustained them through unprecedented trials and guarded them through unheard-of perils,
assumed the name of DISRAELI, a name never borne before or since by any other family, in order that th
race might be for ever recognised. Undisturbed and unmolested, they flourished as merchants for more tt
two centuries under the protection of the lion of St. Mark, which was but just, as the patron saint of th
Republic was himself a child of Israel. But towards the middle of the eighteenth century, the altere
circumstances of England, favourable, as it was then supposed, to commerce and religious liberty, attrac
the attention of my great—grandfather to this island, and he resolved that the youngest of his two sor
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Benjamin, the “son of his right hand,” should settle in a country where the dynasty seemed at leng
established, through the recent failure of Prince Charles Edward, and where public opinion appear
definitively adverse to persecution on matters of creed and conscience.

The Jewish families who were then settled in England were few, though, from their wealth and othe
circumstances, they were far from unimportant. They were all of them Sephardim, that is to say, children
Israel, who had never quitted the shores of the Midland Ocean, until Torquamada had driven them from th
pleasant residences and rich estates in Arragon, and Andalusia, and Portugal, to seek greater blessings,
than a clear atmosphere and a glowing sun, amid the marshes of Holland and the fogs of Britain. Most of the
families, who held themselves aloof from the Hebrews of Northern Europe, then only occasionally stealin
into England, as from an inferior caste, and whose synagogue was reserved only for Sephardim, are n
extinct; while the branch of the great family, which, notwithstanding their own sufferings from prejudice, they
had the hardihood to look down upon, have achieved an amount of wealth and consideration which t|
Sephardim, even with the patronage of Mr. Pelham, never could have contemplated. Nevertheless, at the t
when my grandfather settled in England, and when Mr. Pelham, who was very favourable to the Jews, w
Prime Minister, there might be found, among other Jewish families flourishing in this country, the Villa Reals
who brought wealth to these shores almost as great as their name, though that is the second in Portugal,
who have twice allied themselves with the English aristocracy, the Medinas—the Laras, who were ol
kinsmen—and the Mendez da Costas, who, | believe, still exist.

Whether it were that my grandfather, on his arrival, was not encouraged by those to whom he had a ri
to look up,—which is often our hard case in the outset of life,—or whether he was alarmed at the unexpect
consequences of Mr. Pelham's favourable disposition to his countrymen in the disgraceful repeal of the J
Bill, which occurred a very few years after his arrival in this country, | know not; but certainly he appear:
never to have cordially or intimately mixed with his community. This tendency to alienation was, no doubt
subsequently encouraged by his marriage, which took place in 1765. My grandmother, the beautiful daugh
of a family who had suffered much from persecution, had imbibed that dislike for her race which the vain al
too apt to adopt when they find that they are born to public contempt. The indignant feeling that should t
reserved for the persecutor, in the mortification of their disturbed sensibility, is too often visited on the victim
and the cause of annoyance is recognised not in the ignorant malevolence of the powerful, but in t
conscientious conviction of the innocent sufferer. Seventeen years, however, elapsed before my grandfat
entered into this union, and during that interval he had not been idle. He was only eighteen when |
commenced his career, and when a great responsibility devolved upon him. He was not unequal to it. He v
a man of ardent character; sanguine, courageous, speculative, and fortunate; with a temper which
disappointment could disturb, and a brain, amid reverses, full of resource. He made his fortune in the midw
of life, and settled near Enfield, where he formed an Italian garden, entertained his friends, played whist wi
Sir Horace Mann, who was his great acquaintance, and who had known his brother at Venice as a banker,
macaroni which was dressed by the Venetian Consul, sang canzonettas, and notwithstanding a wife who ne
pardoned him for his name, and a son who disappointed all his plans, and who to the last hour of his life w
an enigma to him, lived till he was nearly ninety, and then died in 1817, in the full enjoyment of prolonge
existence.

My grandfather retired from active business on the eve of that great financial epoch, to grapple with whi
his talents were well adapted; and when the wars and loans of the Revolution were about to create th
families of millionaires, in which he might probably have enrolled his own. That, however, was not oul
destiny. My grandfather had only one child, and nature had disqualified him, from his cradle, for the bus
pursuits of men.

A pale, pensive child, with large dark brown eyes, and flowing hair, such as may be beheld in one of t
portraits annexed to these volumes, had grown up beneath this roof of worldly energy and enjoymer
indicating even in his infancy, by the whole carriage of his life, that he was of a different order from thos:
among whom he lived. Timid, susceptible, lost in reverie, fond of solitude, or seeking no better company ths
a book, the years had stolen on, till he had arrived at that mournful period of boyhood when eccentricitit
excite attention and command no sympathy. In the chapter on Predisposition, in the most delightful of h
works,[1] my father has drawn from his own, though his unacknowledged feelings, immortal truths. The

7
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commenced the age of domestic criticism. His mother, not incapable of deep affections, but so mortified |
her social position that she lived until eighty without indulging in a tender expression, did not recognise in he
only offspring a being qualified to control or vanquish his impending fate. His existence only served to swe
the aggregate of many humiliating particulars. It was not to her a source of joy, or sympathy, or solace. S
foresaw for her child only a future of degradation. Having a strong, clear mind, without any imagination, sh
believed that she beheld an inevitable doom. The tart remark and the contemptuous comment on her p
elicited, on the other, all the irritability of the poetic idiosyncrasy. After frantic ebullitions, for which, when
the circumstances were analysed by an ordinary mind, there seemed no sufficient cause, my grandfat
always interfered to soothe with good-tempered commonplaces, and promote peace. He was a man v
thought that the only way to make people happy was to make them a present. He took it for granted that a |
in a passion wanted a toy or a guinea. At a later date, when my father ran away from home, and after so
wanderings was brought back, found lying on a tombstone in Hackney churchyard, he embraced him, a
gave him a pony.

In this state of affairs, being sent to school in the neighbourhood, was a rather agreeable incident. T
school was kept by a Scotchman, one Morison, a good man, and not untinctured with scholarship, and i
possible that my father might have reaped some advantage from this change; but the school was too n
home, and his mother, though she tormented his existence, was never content if he were out of her sight.
delicate health was an excuse for converting him, after a short interval, into a day scholar; then many days
attendance were omitted; finally, the solitary walk home through Mr. Mellish's park was dangerous to th
sensibilities that too often exploded when they encountered on the arrival at the domestic hearth a scene wt
did not harmonise with the fairy—land of reverie.

The crisis arrived, when, after months of unusual abstraction and irritability, my father produced a poer
For the first time, my grandfather was seriously alarmed. The loss of one of his argosies, uninsured, could |
have filled him with more blank dismay. His idea of a poet was formed from one of the prints of Hogartt
hanging in his room, where an unfortunate wight in a garret was inditing an ode to riches, while dunned f
his milk—score. Decisive measures were required to eradicate this evil, and to prevent future disgrace—so,
seems the custom when a person is in a scrape, it was resolved that my father should be sent abroad, wh
new scene and a new language might divert his mind from the ignominious pursuit which so fatally attracte
him. The unhappy poet was consigned like a bale of goods to my grandfather's correspondent at Amsterd:
who had instructions to place him at some collegium of repute in that city. Here were passed some years
without profit, though his tutor was a great impostor, very neglectful of his pupils, and both unable an
disinclined to guide them in severe studies. This preceptor was a man of letters, though a wretched writ
with a good library, and a spirit inflamed with all the philosophy of the eighteenth century, then (1780-1
about to bring forth and bear its long—matured fruits. The intelligence and disposition of my father attracte
his attention, and rather interested him. He taught his charge little, for he was himself generally occupied
writing bad odes, but he gave him free warren in his library, and before his pupil was fifteen, he had read t
works of Voltaire and had dipped into Bayle. Strange that the characteristics of a writer so born and broug
up should have been so essentially English; not merely from his mastery over our language, but from his ke
and profound sympathy with all that concerned the literary and political history of our country at its mos
important epoch.

When he was eighteen, he returned to England a disciple of Rousseau. He had exercised his imagina
during the voyage in idealizing the interview with his mother, which was to be conducted on both sides wit
sublime pathos. His other parent had frequently visited him during his absence. He was prepared to thr
himself on his mother's bosom, to bedew her hands with his tears, and to stop her own with his lips; but, wh
he entered, his strange appearance, his gaunt figure, his excited manners, his long hair, and his unfashion
costume, only filled her with a sentiment of tender aversion; she broke into derisive laughter, and noticing h
intolerable garments, she reluctantly lent him her cheek. Whereupon Emile, of course, went into heroic
wept, sobbed, and finally, shut up in his chamber, composed an impassioned epistle. My grandfather,
soothe him, dwelt on the united solicitude of his parents for his welfare, and broke to him their intention, if |
were agreeable to him, to place him in the establishment of a great merchant at Bordeaux. My father repl
that he had written a poem of considerable length, which he wished to publish, against Commerce, which w
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the corrupter of man. In eight—and—forty hours confusion again reigned in this household, and all from a wa
of psychological perception in its master and mistress.

My father, who had lost the timidity of his childhood, who, by nature, was very impulsive, and indeec
endowed with a degree of volatility which is only witnessed in the south of France, and which never desert
him to his last hour, was no longer to be controlled. His conduct was decisive. He enclosed his poem to [
Johnson, with an impassioned statement of his case, complaining, which he ever did, that he had never fo
a counsellor or literary friend. He left his packet himself at Bolt Court, where he was received by Mr. Franci
Barber, the doctor's well-known black servant, and told to call again in a week. Be sure that he was ve
punctual; but the packet was returned to him unopened, with a message that the illustrious doctor was toc
to read anything. The unhappy and obscure aspirant, who received this disheartening message, accepted
his utter despondency, as a mechanical excuse. But, alas! the cause was too true; and, a few weeks afte
that bed, beside which the voice of Mr. Burke faltered, and the tender spirit of Benett Langton was ev
vigilant, the great soul of Johnson quitted earth.

But the spirit of self-confidence, the resolution to struggle against his fate, the paramount desire to fir
some sympathising sage—some guide, philosopher, and friend—was so strong and rooted in my father, th
observed, a few weeks ago, in a magazine, an original letter, written by him about this time to Dr. Vicesiml
Knox, full of high—flown sentiments, reading indeed like a romance of Scudery, and entreating the learne
critic to receive him in his family, and give him the advantage of his wisdom, his taste, and his erudition.

With a home that ought to have been happy, surrounded with more than comfort, with the mo:
good-natured father in the world, and an agreeable man; and with a mother whose strong intellect, unc
ordinary circumstances, might have been of great importance to him; my father, though himself of a ve
sweet disposition, was most unhappy. His parents looked upon him as moonstruck, while he himse
whatever his aspirations, was conscious that he had done nothing to justify the eccentricity of his course,
the violation of all prudential considerations in which he daily indulged. In these perplexities, the usua
alternative was again had recourse to—absence; he was sent abroad, to travel in France, which the peace
permitted, visit some friends, see Paris, and then proceed to Bordeaux if he felt inclined. My father travelle
in France, and then proceeded to Paris, where he remained till the eve of great events in that capital. This
a visit recollected with satisfaction. He lived with learned men and moved in vast libraries, and returned in t
earlier part of 1788, with some little knowledge of life, and with a considerable quantity of books.

At this time Peter Pindar flourished in all the wantonness of literary riot. He was at the height of hi
flagrant notoriety. The novelty and the boldness of his style carried the million with him. The most exalte
station was not exempt from his audacious criticism, and learned institutions trembled at the sallies who
ribaldry often cloaked taste, intelligence, and good sense. His “Odes to the Academicians,” which firs
secured him the ear of the town, were written by one who could himself guide the pencil with skill anc
feeling, and who, in the form of a mechanic's son, had even the felicity to discover the vigorous genius
Opie. The mock-heroic which invaded with success the sacred recesses of the palace, and which v
fruitlessly menaced by Secretaries of State, proved a reckless intrepidity, which is apt to be popular with “tl
general.” The powerful and the learned quailed beneath the lash with an affected contempt which scarc
veiled their tremor. In the meantime, as in the latter days of the Empire, the barbarian ravaged the count
while the pale—faced patricians were inactive within the walls. No one offered resistance.

There appeared about this time a satire “On the Abuse of Satire.” The verses were polished and pointe
happy echo of that style of Mr. Pope which still lingered in the spell-bound ear of the public. Peculiarly the,
offered a contrast to the irregular effusions of the popular assailant whom they in turn assailed, for the obije
of their indignant invective was the bard of the “Lousiad.” The poem was anonymous, and was addressed
Dr. Warton in lines of even classic grace. Its publication was appropriate. There are moments when every ¢
is inclined to praise, especially when the praise of a new pen may at the same time revenge the insults of
old one.

But if there could be any doubt of the success of this new hand, it was quickly removed by the conduct
Peter Pindar himself. As is not unusual with persons of his habits, Wolcot was extremely sensitive, an
brandishing a tomahawk, always himself shrank from a scratch. This was shown some years afterwards by
violent assault on Mr. Gifford, with a bludgeon, in a bookseller's shop, because the author of the “Baviad al
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Maeviad” had presumed to castigate the great lampooner of the age. In the present instance, the furious Wa
leapt to the rash conclusion, that the author of the satire was no less a personage than Mr. Hayley, anc
assailed the elegant author of the “Triumphs of Temper” in a virulent pasquinade. This ill-considere
movement of his adversary of course achieved the complete success of the anonymous writer.

My father, who came up to town to read the newspapers at the St. James's Coffee—house, found tl
columns filled with extracts from the fortunate effusion of the hour, conjectures as to its writer, and muc
gossip respecting Wolcot and Hayley. He returned to Enfield laden with the journals, and, presenting them
his parents, broke to them the intelligence, that at length he was not only an author, but a successful one.

He was indebted to this slight effort for something almost as agreeable as the public recognition of t
ability, and that was the acquaintance, and almost immediately the warm personal friendship, of Mr. Pye. N
Pye was the head of an ancient English family that figured in the Parliaments and struggles of the Stuarts;
was member for the County of Berkshire, where his ancestral seat of Faringdon was situate, and at a Iz
period (1790) became Poet Laureat. In those days, when literary clubs did not exist, and when even politi
ones were extremely limited and exclusive in their character, the booksellers' shops were social rendezvo
Debrett's was the chief haunt of the Whigs; Hatchard's, | believe, of the Tories. It was at the latter house tl
my father made the acquaintance of Mr. Pye, then publishing his translation of Aristotle's Poetics, and
strong was party feeling at that period, that one day, walking together down Piccadilly, Mr. Pye, stopping
the door of Debrett, requested his companion to go in and purchase a particular pamphlet for him, adding t
if he had the audacity to enter, more than one person would tread upon his toes.

My father at last had a friend. Mr. Pye, though double his age, was still a young man, and the litera
sympathy between them was complete. Unfortunately, the member for Berkshire was a man rather of
elegant turn of mind, than one of that energy and vigour which a youth required for a companion at th
moment. Their tastes and pursuits were perhaps a little too similar. They addressed poetical epistles to e
other, and were, reciprocally, too gentle critics. But Mr. Pye was a most amiable and accomplished man
fine classical scholar, and a master of correct versification. He paid a visit to Enfield, and by his influenc
hastened a conclusion at which my grandfather was just arriving, to wit, that he would no longer persist in tl
fruitless effort of converting a poet into a merchant, and that content with the independence he had realised,
would abandon his dreams of founding a dynasty of financiers. From this moment all disquietude ceas
beneath this always well-meaning, though often perplexed, roof, while my father, enabled amply to gratif
his darling passion of book-collecting, passed his days in tranquil study, and in the society of congeni
spirits.

His new friend introduced him almost immediately to Mr. James Pettit Andrews, a Berkshire gentleman
literary pursuits, and whose hospitable table at Brompton was the resort of the best literary society of the d
Here my father was a frequent guest, and walking home one night together from this house, where they |
both dined, he made the acquaintance of a young poet, which soon ripened into intimacy, and whi
throughout sixty years, notwithstanding many changes of life, never died away. This youthful poet ha
already gained laurels, though he was only three or four years older than my father, but | am not at tt
moment quite aware whether his brow was yet encircled with the amaranthine wreath of the “Pleasures
Memory.”

Some years after this, great vicissitudes unhappily occurred in the family of Mr. Pye. He was obliged
retire from Parliament, and to sell his family estate of Faringdon. His Majesty had already, on the death
Thomas Warton, nominated him Poet Laureat, and after his retirement from Parliament, the governme
which he had supported, appointed him a Commissioner of Police. It was in these days that his friend, N
Penn, of Stoke Park, in Buckinghamshire, presented him with a cottage worthy of a poet on his beautif
estate; and it was thus my father became acquainted with the amiable descendant of the most successf
colonisers, and with that classic domain which the genius of Gray, as it were, how haunts, and has for e
hallowed, and from which he beheld with fond and musing eye, those

Distant spires and antique towers,

that no one can now look upon without remembering him. It was amid these rambles in Stoke Park, an
the scenes of Gray's genius, the elegiac churchyard, and the picturesque fragments of the Long Story, talk
over the deeds of “Great Rebellion” with the descendants of Cavaliers and Parliament-men, that my fatt
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first imbibed that feeling for the county of Buckingham, which induced him occasionally to be a dweller in its
limits, and ultimately, more than a quarter of a century afterwards, to establish his household gods in its he:
And here, perhaps, | may be permitted to mention a circumstance, which is indeed trifling, and yet, as
coincidence, not, | think, without interest. Mr. Pye was the great—-grandson of Sir Robert Pye, of Bradenhat
who married Anne, the eldest daughter of Mr. Hampden. How little could my father dream, sixty years age
that he would pass the last quarter of his life in the mansion—house of Bradenham; that his name wol
become intimately connected with the county of Buckingham; and that his own remains would be interred |
the vault of the chancel of Bradenham Church, among the coffins of the descendants of the Hampdens and
Pyes. All which should teach us that whatever may be our natural bent, there is a power in the disposal
events greater than human will.

It was about two years after his first acquaintance with Mr. Pye, that my father, being then in hi
twenty—fifth year, influenced by the circle in which he then lived, gave an anonymous volume to the press, tt
fate of which he could little have foreseen. The taste for literary history was then of recent date in England.
was developed by Dr. Johnson and the Wartons, who were the true founders of that elegant literature in wh
France had so richly preceded us. The fashion for literary anecdote prevailed at the end of the last century.
Pettit Andrews, assisted by Mr. Pye and Captain Grose, and shortly afterwards, his friend, Mr. Seward, in |
“Anecdotes of Distinguished Persons,” had both of them produced ingenious works, which had experienc
public favour. But these volumes were rather entertaining than substantial, and their interest in many instan
was necessarily fleeting; all which made Mr. Rogers observe, that the world was far gone in its anecdotage.

While Mr. Andrews and his friend were hunting for personal details in the recollections of their
contemporaries, my father maintained one day, that the most interesting of miscellanies might be drawn up
a well-read man from the library in which he lived. It was objected, on the other hand, that such a wor
would be a mere compilation, and could not succeed with its dead matter in interesting the public. To test t
truth of this assertion, my father occupied himself in the preparation of an octavo volume, the principe
materials of which were found in the diversified collections of the French Ana; but he enriched his subjec
with as much of our own literature as his reading afforded, and he conveyed the result in that lively ar
entertaining style which he from the first commanded. This collection of “Anecdotes, Characters, Sketche
and Observations; Literary, Critical, and Historical,” as the title—page of the first edition figures, he investe
with the happy baptism of “Curiosities of Literature.”

He sought by this publication neither reputation nor a coarser reward, for he published his wor
anonymously, and avowedly as a compilation; and he not only published the work at his own expense, but
his heedlessness made a present of the copyright to the bookseller, which three or four years afterward:s
was fortunate enough to purchase at a public sale. The volume was an experiment whether a taste for litera
could not be infused into the multitude. Its success was so decided, that its projector was tempted to ad
second volume two years afterward, with a slight attempt at more original research; | observe that there wa
second edition of both volumes in 1794. For twenty years the brother volumes remained favourites of t
public; when after that long interval their writer, taking advantage of a popular title, poured forth all the riche
of his matured intellect, his refined taste, and accumulated knowledge into their pages, and produced wl|
may be fairly described as the most celebrated Miscellany of Modern Literature.

The moment that the name of the youthful author of the “Abuse of Satire” had transpired, Peter Pind:
faithful to the instinct of his nature, wrote a letter of congratulation and compliment to his assailant, an
desired to make his acquaintance. The invitation was responded to, and until the death of Wolcot, they we
intimate. My father always described Wolcot as a warm—hearted man; coarse in his manners, and ratf
rough, but eager to serve those whom he liked, of which, indeed, | might appropriately mention an instance.

It so happened, that about the year 1795, when he was in his 29th year there came over my father-
mysterious illness to which the youth of men of sensibility, and especially literary men, is frequently
subject—a failing of nervous energy, occasioned by study and too sedentary habits, early and habitual reve
restless and indefinite purpose. The symptoms, physical and moral, are most distressing: lassitude &
despondency. And it usually happens, as in the present instance, that the cause of suffering is not recogni
and that medical men, misled by the superficial symptoms, and not seeking to acquaint themselves with 1
psychology of their patients, arrive at erroneous, often fatal, conclusions. In this case, the most eminent of 1
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faculty gave it as their opinion, that the disease was consumption. Dr. Turton, if | recollect right, was then tt
most considered physician of the day. An immediate visit to a warmer climate was his specific; and as tl
Continent was then disturbed and foreign residence out of the question, Dr. Turton recommended that |
patient should establish himself without delay in Devonshire.

When my father communicated this impending change in his life to Wolcot, the modern Skelton shook h
head. He did not believe that his friend was in a consumption, but being a Devonshire man, and loving ve
much his native province, he highly approved of the remedy. He gave my father several letters of introductic
to persons of consideration at Exeter; among others, one whom he justly described as a poet and a physic
and the best of men, the late Dr. Hugh Downman. Provincial cities very often enjoy a transient term c
intellectual distinction. An eminent man often collects around him congenial spirits, and the power o
association sometimes produces distant effects which even an individual, however gifted, could scarcely he
anticipated. A combination of circumstances had made at this time Exeter a literary metropolis. A number
distinguished men flourished there at the same moment: some of their names are even now remembel
Jackson of Exeter still survives as a native composer of original genius. He was also an author of hi
aesthetical speculation. The heroic poems of Hole are forgotten, but his essay on the Arabian Nights is sti
cherished volume of elegant and learned criticism. Hayter was the classic antiquary who first discovered t
art of unrolling the MSS. of Herculaneum. There were many others, noisier and more bustling, who are nc
forgotten, though they in some degree influenced the literary opinion of their time. It was said, and | believ
truly, that the two principal, if not sole, organs of periodical criticism at that time, | think the “Critical
Review” and the “Monthly Review,” were principally supported by Exeter contributions. No doubt this
circumstance may account for a great deal of mutual praise and sympathetic opinion on literary subjec
which, by a convenient arrangement, appeared in the pages of publications otherwise professing contr
opinions on all others. Exeter had then even a learned society which published its Transactions.

With such companions, by whom he was received with a kindness and hospitality which to the last |
often dwelt on, it may easily be supposed that the banishment of my father from the delights of literar
London was not as productive a source of gloom as the exile of Ovid to the savage Pontus, even if it had
been his happy fortune to have been received on terms of intimate friendship by the accomplished family
Mr. Baring, who was then member for Exeter, and beneath whose roof he passed a great portion of the pel
of nearly three years during which he remained in Devonshire.

The illness of my father was relieved, but not removed, by this change of life. Dr. Downman was hi
physician, whose only remedies were port wine, horse—exercise, rowing on the neighbouring river, and t|
distraction of agreeable society. This wise physician recognised the temperament of his patient, and percei
that his physical derangement was an effect instead of a cause. My father instead of being in a consumpti
was endowed with a frame of almost super—-human strength, and which was destined for half a century
continuous labour and sedentary life. The vital principle in him, indeed, was so strong that when he left us
eighty—two, it was only as the victim of a violent epidemic, against whose virulence he struggled with s
much power, that it was clear, but for this casualty, he might have been spared to this world even for seve
years.

I should think that this iliness of his youth, and which, though of a fitful character, was of many year:
duration, arose from his inability to direct to a satisfactory end the intellectual power which he was consciol
of possessing. He would mention the ten years of his life, from twenty—five to thirty—five years of age, as
period very deficient in self-contentedness. The fact is, with a poetic temperament, he had been born in
age when the poetic faith of which he was a votary had fallen into decrepitude, and had become only a fo
with the public, not yet gifted with sufficient fervour to discover a new creed. He was a pupil of Pope an
Boileau, yet both from his native impulse and from the glowing influence of Rousseau, he felt the necessi
and desire of infusing into the verse of the day more passion than might resound from the frigid lyre of M
Hayley. My father had fancy, sensibility, and an exquisite taste, but he had not that rare creative power, whi
the blended and simultaneous influence of the individual organisation and the spirit of the age, reciprocal
acting upon each other, can alone, perhaps, perfectly develope; the absence of which, at periods of transit
is so universally recognised and deplored, and yet which always, when it does arrive, captivates us, as it we
by surprise. How much there was of freshness, and fancy, and natural pathos in his mind, may be discerne
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his Persian romance of “The Loves of Mejnoon and Leila.” We who have been accustomed to the great po
of the nineteenth century seeking their best inspiration in the climate and manners of the East; who ¢
familiar with the land of the Sun from the isles of lonia to the vales of Cashmere; can scarcely appreciate t
literary originality of a writer who, fifty years ago, dared to devise a real Eastern story, and seeking inspiratic
in the pages of Oriental literature, compose it with reference to the Eastern mind, and customs, and landscz
One must have been familiar with the Almorans and Hamets, the Visions of Mirza and the kings of Ethiopi
and the other dull and monstrous masquerades of Orientalism then prevalent, to estimate such an enterpris
which, however, one should not forget the author had the advantage of the guiding friendship of th
distinguished Orientalist, Sir William Ouseley. The reception of this work by the public, and of other works of
fiction which its author gave to them anonymously, was in every respect encouraging, and their success n
impartially be registered as fairly proportionate to their merits; but it was not a success, or a proof of powe
which, in my father's opinion, compensated for that life of literary research and study which their compositio
disturbed and enfeebled. It was at the ripe age of five—and-thirty that he renounced his dreams of being
author, and resolved to devote himself for the rest of his life to the acquisition of knowledge.

When my father, many years afterwards, made the acquaintance of Sir Walter Scott, the great poet sall
him by reciting a poem of half-a-dozen stanzas which my father had written in his early youth. No
altogether without agitation, surprise was expressed that these lines should have been known, still more t
they should have been remembered. “Ah!” said Sir Walter, “if the writer of these lines had gone on, he wou
have been an English poet.”[2]

It is possible; it is even probable that, if my father had devoted himself to the art, he might have becor
the author of some elegant and popular didactic poem, on some ordinary subject, which his fancy would he
adorned with grace and his sensibility invested with sentiment; some small volume which might have repos
with a classic title upon our library shelves, and served as a prize volume at Ladies' Schools. This celebr
was not reserved for him: instead of this he was destined to give to his country a series of works illustrative
its literary and political history, full of new information and new views, which time and opinion has ratified as
just. But the poetical temperament was not thrown away upon him; it never is on any one; it was this great ¢
which prevented his being a mere literary antiquary; it was this which animated his page with picture and f
narrative with interesting vivacity; above all, it was this temperament, which invested him with that sympath:
with his subject, which made him the most delightful biographer in our language. In a word, it was because
was a poet, that he was a popular writer, and made belles-lettres charming to the multitude.

It was during the ten years that now occurred that he mainly acquired that store of facts which were t
foundation of his future speculations. His pen was never idle, but it was to note and to register, not
compose. His researches were prosecuted every morning among the MSS. of the British Museum, while
own ample collections permitted him to pursue his investigation in his own library into the night. The
materials which he accumulated during this period are only partially exhausted. At the end of ten years, duri
which, with the exception of one anonymous work, he never indulged in composition, the irresistible desire
communicating his conclusions to the world came over him, and after all his almost childish aspirations, h
youth of reverie and hesitating and imperfect effort, he arrived at the mature age of forty—five before hi
career as a great author, influencing opinion, really commenced.

The next ten years passed entirely in production: from 1812 to 1822 the press abounded with his wor
His “Calamities of Authors,” his “Memaoirs of Literary Controversy,” in the manner of Bayle; his “Essay on
the Literary Character,” the most perfect of his compositions; were all chapters in that History of Englisl
Literature which he then commenced to meditate, and which it was fated should never be completed.

It was during this period also that he published his “Inquiry into the Literary and Political Character o
James the First,” in which he first opened those views respecting the times and the conduct of the Stua
which were opposed to the long prevalent opinions of this country, but which with him were at least the rest
of unprejudiced research, and their promulgation, as he himself expressed it, “an affair of literar
conscience.”[3]

But what retarded his project of a History of our Literature at this time was the almost embarrassir
success of his juvenile production, “The Curiosities of Literature.” These two volumes had already reache
five editions, and their author found himself, by the public demand, again called upon to sanction the

13



Curiosities of Literature, Vol. 1

re—appearance. Recognising in this circumstance some proof of their utility, he resolved to make the wo
more worthy of the favour which it enjoyed, and more calculated to produce the benefit which he desire|
Without attempting materially to alter the character of the first two volumes, he revised and enriched ther
while at the same time he added a third volume of a vein far more critical, and conveying the results of mu
original research. The success of this publication was so great, that its author, after much hesitation, resolv
as he was wont to say, to take advantage of a popular title, and pour forth the treasures of his mind in th
additional volumes, which, unlike continuations in general, were at once greeted with the highest degree
popular delight and esteem. And, indeed, whether we consider the choice variety of the subjects, the criti
and philosophical speculation which pervades them, the amount of new and interesting information brought
bear, and the animated style in which all is conveyed, it is difficult to conceive miscellaneous literature in
garb more stimulating and attractive. These six volumes, after many editions, are now condensed into t
form at present given to the public, and in which the development of the writer's mind for a quarter of
century may be completely traced.

Although my father had on the whole little cause to complain of unfair criticism, especially considering
how isolated he always remained, it is not to be supposed that a success so eminent should have been ex
in so long a course from some captious comments. It has been alleged of late years by some critics, tha
was in the habit of exaggerating the importance of his researches; that he was too fond of styling eve
accession to our knowledge, however slight, as a discovery; that there were some inaccuracies in his e:
volumes (not very wonderful in so multifarious a work), and that the foundation of his “secret history” was
often only a single letter, or a passage in a solitary diary.

The sources of secret history at the present day are so rich and various; there is such an eagerness a
their possessors to publish family papers, even sometimes in shapes, and at dates so recent, as scarce
justify their appearance; that modern critics, in their embarrassment of manuscript wealth, are apt to view wi
too depreciating an eye the more limited resources of men of letters at the commencement of the century. |
five—and—-twenty years ago, when preparing his work on King Charles the First, the application of my fathe
to make some researches in the State Paper Office was refused by the Secretary of State of the day. N
foreign potentates and ministers of State, and public corporations and the heads of great houses, feel hono
by such appeals, and respond to them with cordiality. It is not only the State Paper Office of England, but t
Archives of France, that are open to the historical investigator. But what has produced this general a
expanding taste for literary research in the world, and especially in England? The labours of our elder authc
whose taste and acuteness taught us the value of the materials which we in our ignorance neglected. Wher
father first frequented the reading—room of the British Museum at the end of the last century, his companio
never numbered half-a—dozen; among them, if | remember rightly, were Mr. Pinkerton and Mr. Douce. No\
these daily pilgrims of research may be counted by as many hundreds. Few writers have more contributec
form and diffuse this delightful and profitable taste for research than the author of the “Curiosities o
Literature;” few writers have been more successful in inducing us to pause before we accepted withou
scruple the traditionary opinion that has distorted a fact or calumniated a character; and independently
every other claim which he possesses to public respect, his literary discoveries, viewed in relation to the &
and the means, were considerable. But he had other claims: a vital spirit in his page, kindred with the souls
a Bayle and a Montaigne. His innumerable imitators and their inevitable failure for half a century alone prov
this, and might have made them suspect that there were some ingredients in the spell besides the accumul:
of facts and a happy title. Many of their publications, perpetually appearing and constantly forgotten, wel
drawn up by persons of considerable acquirements, and were ludicrously mimetic of their prototype, even
to the size of the volume and the form of the page. What has become of these “Varieties of Literature,” al
“Delights of Literature,” and “Delicacies of Literature,” and “Relics of Literature,”—and the other Protean
forms of uninspired compilation? Dead as they deserve to be: while the work, the idea of which occurred to
writer in his early youth, and which he lived virtually to execute in all the ripeness of his studious manhooc
remains as fresh and popular as ever,—the Literary Miscellany of the English People.

| have ventured to enter into some details as to the earlier and obscurer years of my father's life, becau
thought that they threw light upon human character, and that without them, indeed, a just appreciation of |
career could hardly be formed. | am mistaken, if we do not recognise in his instance two very interestir
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gualities of life: predisposition and self-formation. There was a third, which | think is to be honoured, anc
that was his sympathy with his order. No one has written so much about authors, and so well. Indeed, bef
his time, the Literary Character had never been fairly placed before the world. He comprehended i
idiosyncrasy: all its strength and all its weakness. He could soften, because he could explain, its infirmities;
the analysis and record of its power, he vindicated the right position of authors in the social scale. They sta
between the governors and the governed, he impresses on us in the closing pages of his greatest work
Though he shared none of the calamities, and scarcely any of the controversies, of literature, no one |
sympathised so intimately with the sorrows, or so zealously and impartially registered the instructive dispute
of literary men. He loved to celebrate the exploits of great writers, and to show that, in these ages, the pen
weapon as puissant as the sword. He was also the first writer who vindicated the position of the great artis
the history of genius. His pages are studded with pregnant instances and graceful details, borrowed from
life of Art and its votaries, and which his intimate and curious acquaintance with Italian letters readily an
happily supplied. Above all writers, he has maintained the greatness of intellect, and the immortality ¢
thought.

He was himself a complete literary character, a man who really passed his life in his library. Eve
marriage produced no change in these habits; he rose to enter the chamber where he lived alone with
books, and at night his lamp was ever lit within the same walls. Nothing, indeed, was more remarkable th
the isolation of this prolonged existence; and it could only be accounted for by the united influence of thre
causes: his birth, which brought him no relations or family acquaintance; the bent of his disposition; and t
circumstance of his inheriting an independent fortune, which rendered unnecessary those exertions that wo
have broken up his self-reliance. He disliked business, and he never required relaxation; he was absorbe
his pursuits. In London his only amusement was to ramble among booksellers; if he entered a club, it was ol
to go into the library. In the country, he scarcely ever left his room but to saunter in abstraction upon a terra
muse over a chapter, or coin a sentence. He had not a single passion or prejudice: all his convictions were
result of his own studies, and were often opposed to the impressions which he had early imbibed. He not o
never entered into the politics of the day, but he could never understand them. He never was connected v
any particular body or set of men; comrades of school or college, or confederates in that public life which,
England, is, perhaps, the only foundation of real friendship. In the consideration of a question, his mind w.
quite undisturbed by traditionary preconceptions; and it was this exemption from passion and prejudice whic
although his intelligence was naturally somewhat too ingenious and fanciful for the conduct of clos
argument, enabled him, in investigation, often to show many of the highest attributes of the judicial mind, ar
particularly to sum up evidence with singular happiness and ability.

Although in private life he was of a timid nature, his moral courage as a writer was unimpeachable. Mo
certainly, throughout his long career, he never wrote a sentence which he did not believe was true. He v
generally be found to be the advocate of the discomfited and the oppressed. So his conclusions are of
opposed to popular impressions. This was from no love of paradox, to which he was quite superior; b
because in the conduct of his researches, he too often found that the unfortunate are calumniated.
vindication of King James the First, he has himself described as “an affair of literary consc