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DR. DARWIN. 13

then twenty-four, in possession of a clear estate,
about twelve hundred pounds per annum.

Mr. Day looked the philosopher. Powder
and fine clothes were, at that time, the appendages
of gentlemen. Mr. Day wore not either. He was
tall and stooped in the shoulders, full made, but
not corpulent ; and in his meditative and melancholy
air a degree of awkwardness and dignity were
blended. We found his features interesting and
agreeable amidst the traces of a severe small-pox.
There was a sort of weight upon the lids of his
large hazle eyes; yet when he declaimed,

hlluhlllu"t-i---l-“ Ufgmd End E'lr“.
¢ Passion and apathy, and glory, and shame,”

very expressive were the energies gleaming
from them beneath the shade of sable hair, which,
Adam-like, curled about his brows. Less grace-
ful, less amusing, less brilliant than Mr. E. but
more highly imaginative, more classical, and a
deeper reasoner; strict integrity, energetic friend-
ship, openhanded bounty, sedulous and diffusive
charity, greatly overbalanced, on the side of virtue,
the tincture of misanthropic gloom and proud
contempt of common-life society, that marked the

peculiar character, which shall unfold itself on these
4
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pages. In succeeding years, Mr. Day published
two noble poems, The Dying Negro, and The
Devoted Legions; also Sandford and Merton, which
by wise parents is put into every youthful hand.

Mr. Day dedicated the third edition of the
Dying Negro to Rousseau. That dedication has
every force and every grace of eloquence. The
sentiments are strongly characteristic of their writer
except in the philippic against American resistance
Just commenced when the address to Rousseau
was composed. Generous indignation of the slave
trade, practised without remorse in the southern
colonies of North America, induced Mr. Day to
refuse them all credit for the patriotic virtue of that
resistance to new and unconstitutional claims which
threatened their liberties.

In the course of the year 1770, Mr. Day stood
for a full-length picture to Mr. Wright of Derby.
A strong likeness and a dignified portrait were the
result.  Drawn as in the open air, the surrounding
sky 1s tempestuous, lurid, and dark. He stands
leaning his left arm against a cslumn inscribed to
Hambden. Mr. Day looks upwards, as enthusias-
tically meditating on the contents of a book, held
in his dropped right hand. The open leaf is the
oration of that virtuous patriot in the senate,

against the grant of ship-money, demanded by king
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Charles the first. A flash of lightning plays in Mr.
Day’s hair, and illuminates the contents of the
volume. The poetic fancy, and what were then the
politics of the original, appear in the choice of sub-
ject and attitude. Dr. Darwin sat to Mr. Wright |
about the same period. That was a simply con-
templative portrait, of the most perfect resemblance.
During the summer and autumn of that year,
was found, in Dr. Darwin’s circle, as Mr. Day’s
visiter, the late Mr. William Seward of London;
yet, though a young man whose talents were con-
siderably above the common level, he was rather
a satellite than a planet in that little sphere. He
afterwards became known to the literary world as
one of Dr. Johnson’s habitual companions, and, in
the year 1795, he published Anecdotes of Distin-
guished Persons; a compilation of more industry
in the collection, than grace in the dress. Mr. W.
Seward has not displayed in those volumes, the
happy art of animating narration. Common occur-
rences, even in the lives of eminent people, weary
attention, unless they are told with elegance and
spirit. From the ardently-sought society of men
of genius, this gentleman acquired a striking degree
of wit and ingenious allusion in conversation,
though it was too uniformly, and too caustically,
of the sarcastic species; but every sort of fire seems
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The circumstances of Mr. Day’s disposition,
habits, and destiny were so peculiar, as to justify
digression from the principal subject of these pages.

Their author would deem it inexcusable to
introduce any thing fabulous; to embellish truth
by the slightest colouring of fiction, even by exag-
gerating singularity, or heightening what is extra-
ordinary;....but when realities are of a nature to
interest and to amuse in a collateral branch of the
memoir, the reader will not be displeased to turn
from its principal personage, distinguished rather
by wonderful endowment than by uncommon oc-
currences, while the picture of his friend’s more
eventful story passes before their eyes.

Mr. Day’s father died during hisinfancy, and left
him an estate of twelve hundred pounds per annum.

Soon after his mother married a gentleman
of the name of Philips. The author of this nar-
rative has often heard Mr. Day describe him as one
of those common characters, who scek to supply
their inherent want of consequence, by a busy,
teizing interference in circumstances, with which
they have no real concern.

Mrs. Philips, jointured with three hundred
pounds a year out of her son’s estate, was left his
sole guardian, or united with another person in the
trust, whom she influenced. Herself, influenced






















































































































































DR. DARWIN. 69

young professer of medicine, if God has given lnm
comprehension, assiduity, and energy, should devote
his nights and days to studying this great work.
It will teach him more than the pages of Galen and
Hippocrates; ‘ than schools and universities know
to impart. Those instructions which, through the
channel of its pages, flow to the world, enabled Dr.
Robert Darwin of Shrewsbury to attain instant
eminence as a physician in that country, at his first
outsetting, and in the bloom of scarcely ripened
youth; to continue a course of practice, which has
been the blessing of Shropshire; its sphere expand-.
ing with his growing fame.  That son, who joins
to a large portion of his father’s science and skill,
all the ingenuous kindness of his mother’s heart.
That son, whose rising abilities and their early
eclat, recompensed to Dr. Darwin a severe depri-
vation in the death of his eldest and darling son,
Charles, of whom this memoir has already spoken.
He was snatched from the world in the prime of
his youth, and with the highest character at the
university of Edinburgh, by a putrid fever, suppo-
sed to have been caught from dissecting, with a
slightly wounded finger, a corps in a state of dan-
gerously advanced putrefaction. 'When society be-
came deprived of his luxuriantly blossoming talents,

Mr. Charles Darwin had resently received an hono-
11
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rary medal from the Society of Arts and Sciences,
for having discovered a criterion by which pus may
be distinguished from mucus.

A few years before Dr. Darwin left Lichfield
as a residence he commenced a botanical society in
that city. It consisted of himself, Sir Brooke
Boothby, then Mr. Boothby, and a proctor in the
Cathedral jurisdiction, whose name was Jackson.
Sprung from the lowest possible origin, and wholly
uneducated, that man had, by the force of literary
ambition and unwearied industry, obtained admit-
tance into the courts of the spiritual law, a profitable
share of their emoluments, and had made a tolerable
proficiency in the Latin and French languages. His
life, which closed at sixty, was probably shortened
by lateacquired habits of ¢briety. He passed through
its course a would-be philosopher, a turgid and
solemn coxcomb, whose morals were not the best,
and who was vain of launching his pointless sneers
Revealed Riligion.

Jackson admired Sir Brooke Boothby, and
worshipped and aped Dr. Darwin. He became a
useful drudge to each in their joint work, the trans-
lation of the Linnzn system of vegetation into
English from the Latin. His illustrious coadjutors
exacted of him fidelity to the sense of their author,
and they corrected Jackson’s inelegant English,
weeding it of its pompous coarseness.
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The Doctor was probably disappointed thatno
recruits flocked to his botanical standard at Lich-
field. The young men of the genteel classes in that
city devoted themselves to professions with whigch
natural history had no inseparable connexion. How-
ever useful, entertaining, and creditable might be its
studies, they felt little desire to deck the board of
session, the pulpit, or the ensigns of war, with the
Linnzn wreaths and the chemical crystalines.
Thus the original trinmvirate received no augmen-
tation, yet the title was maintained. Various obser-
vations, signed Lichfield Botanical Society, were
sent to the periodical publications, and it was
amusing to hear sientific travellers, on their transit
over Lichfield, inquiring after the state of the bo-
tanical society there.

About the year 1779, at the house of his friend,
Mr. Sneyd of Belmont, whose seat in the wild and
hilly part of Staffordshire Moorlands is eminent for
its boldly romantic features, Dr. Darwin wrote an
address to its owner, from the Naiad of that scene.
Her rivulet originally took its course along the deep
bottom of cradling woods, luxuriantly clothing the
steeply sloping mountains, which a rough glen, and
this its brook, divided.

Mr. Sneyd caused the rough and tangled glen
to be cleared and hollowed into one entire basin,
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in all seasons when the weather is dry, in the open
air, forming for his scenes new plans of cultivation
and ornament. Look at Mr. Sneyd, ye young
men of fortune, and reflect upon the robust and
happy consequence of youthful sobricty, of reli-
gion, morality, had a cultivated mind !

¢ The age of such is as a lusty winter,
¢ Frosty, but kindly.

In the spring of the year 1778 the children of
Colonel and Mrs. Pole of Radburn, in Derbyshire,
had been injured by a dangerous quantity of the
cicuta, injudiciously administered to them in the
hooping cough, by a physician of the neighbour-
hood. Mrs. Pole brought them to the house of
Dr. Darwin, in Lichfield, remaining with them
there a few weeks, till, by his art, the poison was
expelled from their constitutions, and their health
restored.

Mrs. Pole was then in full bloom of her youth
and beauty. Agreeable features; the glow of
health ; a fascinating smile; a fine form, tall and
graceful; playful sprightliness of manners; a bene-
volent heart, and matérnal affection, in all its unwea-
ried cares and touching tenderness, contributed to
inspire Dr. Darwin’s admiration, and to secure
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her cheeks suffused at times with a flush, beautiful,
though hectic. Her eyes remarkably lucid and
full of intelligence. If the languor of disease fre-
quently overshadowed them, they were always
relumined by every observation to which she lis-
tened, on lettered excellence, on the powers of
science, or the ingenuity of art. Her language, in
the high Scotch accent, had every happiness of
perspicuity, and always expressed rectitude of heart
and susceptibility of taste.

Whenever her great and friendly physician
perceived his patient’s attention engaged by the
conversation of the rest of the circle, he sat consi-
dering her in meditative silence, with looks that
expressed,....“ You shall not die thus prematurely,
¢ if my efforts can prevent it.”

One evening, after a long and intense reverie,
he said,....¢Lady Northesk, an art was practised
“ in former years, which the medical world has
¢ very long disused ; that of injecting blood into
¢¢ the veins by a syringe, and thus repairing the
“ waste of diseases like yours. Human blood, and
¢¢ that of calves and sheep, were used promiscu-
“ ously. Superstition attached impiety to the
¢ practice. It was put a stop to in England by a
¢ bull of excommunication from some of our Pop-
¢ ish Princes, against the practitioners of sangui-
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to distinct picture in poetry; that it sometimes be-
trayed him into bringing objects so precisely to the
€ye, as to lose in such precision their power of
striking forcibly upon the heart. The pathos in
that second verse is injured by the words, ¢ mimic
lace,” which allude to the perforated borders of
the shroud. The expression is too minute for the
solemnity of the subject. Certainly it cannot be
natural for a shocked and agitated mind to observe,
or to describe with such petty accuracy. Besides
the allusion is not sufliciently obvious. The rea-
der pauses to consider what the poet means by
¢ mimic lace.” Such pauses deaden sensation, and
break the course of attention. A friend of the
Doctor’s pleaded strongly that the line might run

thus,

¢ On her wan brow the shadowy crafie was tled; ™

but the alteration was rejected. Inattention to the
rules of grammar in the first verse, was also pointed
outto him at the same time. The dream is ad-

dressed,

¢ Dread dream, that clasped my aching head,"”

13
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verdure, fringe the banks of the Derwent, the Wie,
and the Larkin, on their passage through the Peak
scenery, and form a more rich and beautiful curtain
than the taller, the straggling, and pale-hued willow.

Matlock is not justly called Nature’s rudest
child. If his rocks were without clothing, hemight
properly be so called. Rude gives an idea of bar-
renness, and Matlock is luxuriantly umbraged;
much more luxuriantly than Dove Dale; while every
traveller through Derbyshire must recollect; how
rich and smiling the Matlock-scenery, compared to
the savage magnificence of Eyam-Dale, commonly,
though not properly, called Middleton-Dale.

There, indeed, we see rocks piled on rocks,
unfoliaged and frowning. They form a wall, of vast
height, on either side the white limestone bottom of
that deep and narrow valley, with the little sparkling
rill which speeds through it.

In several reaches of the curves, made by this
Salvatorial Dale, it is from the temperature of the
air alone that the seasons can be ascertained ; since
there are no trees, to mark by their foliage the reign
of sylvan beauty ; no grass, to denote it by its lively
hue. Nothing but the grey, the barren, and lonely
rocks, with, perhaps, a few straggling Scotch firs
waving on the topsof the cliffs above; and their

dusky sprays neither winter strips nor spring

enlivens.
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had, near a century back, induced the inhabitants
- of Lichfield to build a cold bath in the bosom of
the vale. That, till the Doctor took it into his pos-
session, was the only mark of human industry which
could be found in the tangled and sequestered scene.

One of its native features had long excited the
attention of the curious; a rock, which, in the
central depth of the glen, drops perpetually, about
three times in a minute. Aquatic plants border its
top and branch from its fissures. No length of
summer drought abates, no rains increase its humi-
dity, no frost congeals its droppings. The Doctor
cultivated this spot,

¢ And Paradise was open’d in the wild.”

In some parts he widened the brook into small
es, that mirrored the valley ; in others, he taught
it to wind between shrubby margins. Not only
with trees of various growth did he adorn the bor-
ders of the fountain, the brook, and the lakes, but
with various classes of plants, uniting the Linnzn
science with the charm of landscape.
For the Naiad of the fountain, he wrote the
following inscription:
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But let me hasten to tell thee how my sensibi-
litiesin thy favour were, last month, unfortunately re-
pressed. Once, in the noon of one of its most beau-
tiful nights, I was invited abroad by the serenity of

the amorous hour, secretly stimulated by the hope
of meeting my admired Persian. With silent steps
1 paced around the dimly-gleaming leads of the
palace. I had acquired a taste for scenic beauty and
poetic imagery by listening to ingenious observa-
tions upon their nature from the lips of thy own
lord, as I lay purring at the feet of my mistress.

I admired the lovely scene, and breathed my
sighs for thee to the listening moon. She threw the
long shadows of the majestic cathedral upon the
silvered lawn. Ibeheld the pearly meadows of Stow
Valley, and the lake in its bosom, which, reflect-
ing the lunar rays, seemed a sheet of diamonds.
The trees of the Dean’s Walk, which the hand of
Dulness had been restrained from torturing into trim
and detestable regularity, met each other in a thou-
sand various and beautiful forms. Their liberat-
ed boughs danced on the midnight gale, and the
edges of their leaves were whitened by the moon
beams. Idesended to the lawn, that I might throw
the beauties of the valley into perspective through
the graceful arches, formed by their meeting

branches. Suddenly my ear was startled, not by
15
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During that visit to Dr. Darwin, in which
Mrs. Pole had brought her sick children to be
healed by his skill, she had taken a dislike to Lich-
field, and decidedly said, nothing could induce her
to live there. His addresses did not subdue that
resolve.

After so long and prosperous a residence, to
quit that city, central in the Mercian district, from
whence his fame had diffused itself through the cir-
cling counties, seemed a great sacrifice; but the
philosopher was too much in love to hesitate one
moment. He married Mrs. Pole in 1781, and re-
moved directly to Derby. His reputation and the
unlimited confidence of the public followed him
thither, and would have followed him to the metro-
polis, or to any provincial town, to which he might
have chosen to remove.

Why he constantly, from time to time, with-
stood solicitations from countless families of rank
and opulence, to remove to London, was never ex.
actly understood by the writer of these memoirs.
She knows that the most brilliant prospects of suc-
cess in the capital were opened to him, from vari-
ous quarters, early on his residence at Lichfield, and
that his attention to them was perpetually requested
by eminent people. Undoubtedly those prospects

acquired added strength and lustre each year be-
16
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as Mr. Dewhurst Bilsbury, his pupil in infancy,
his confidential friend, and frequent companion
through ripened youth, is now writing at large, the
life of Dr. Darwin, who once more became an hap-
py husband, with a second family of children,
springing fast around him. To those children the
Miss Pales, as themselves grew up to womanhood,
were very meritoriously attentive and attached.
The eldest Miss Pole married Mr. Bromley, and
is said to be happy in her choice of a worthy and
amiable man. The second Miss Pole gave her
lovely self to Mr. John Gisborne, younger brother
to the celebrated moralist and poet of that name.
Mr. John Gisborne’s philosophic energies,
poetic genius, extensive benevolence, ingenuous
modesty, and true piety, render him a pattern for
all young men of fortune, and an honour to human
nature. In the year 1797, he published a spirited
and elegant local poem, entitled, The Vales of
Weaver.” Itis evidently of the Darwinian school,
though in a shorter measure, and has genius to sup-
port the peculiar manner of poetic writing which it
emulates and has caught. In this poem we meet
appropriate and vivid landscape. Some of the epi-
thets are perhaps exceptionable, and too free use is
made of the word glory in sevéml instances, parti-
cularly in its application to moon-light. Pope’s






























DR. DARWIN. 121

mentioned with the circumstance which gave it
birth. It consists of two parts; the first contains
the Economy of vegetation, the second the Loves
of the Plants. Each is enriched by a number of phi-
losophical notes. They state a great variety of
theories and experiments in botany, chemistry,
electricity, mechanics, and in the various species
of air, salubrious, noxious, and deadly. The dis-
coveries of the modern professors in all those sci-
ences, are frequently mentioned with praise highly
gratifying to them. In these notes explanations
are found of every personified plant, its generic
history, its local situation, and the nature of the
soil and climate to which it is indigenous; its bo-
tanic and its common name.

The verse corrected, polished, and modulated
with the most sedulous attention ; the notes involy-
ing such great diversity of matter relating to natur-
al history; and the composition going forward in
the short recesses of professional attendance, but
chiefly-in his chaise as he travelled from one place
to another, the Botanic Garden could not be the
work of one, two, or three years; it was zen from
its primal lines to its first publication. The im-
mense price which the bookseller gave for thiswork,
was doubtless owing to considerations which inspir-
ed his trust in its popularity. Botany was, at that


















































































































DR. DARWIN. 159

mals, and of calcarcous, and argillaccous earths,
they are here supposed to be, from time to time,
produced. These natural transformations are com-
paratively illustrated by those of Ovidian fable;
and Proteus-gallantries are retold even more beau-
tifully than Ovid has told them, particularly the
story of Furopa. It is here beyond all possible
transcendence, exquisite, and it closes with a spi-
rited compliment to the natives of Europe.

Returning to the subject, the Goddess re-
minds her Gnomes of having seen the subterranean
volcanos forming the various species of clay ; from
the porcelain of China, and of ancient Etruria, to
those used in the beautiful productions of its mo-
dern namesake, brought to so much perfection by
the late Mr. Wedgewood. The mechanism of
the porcelain of China, with its ungraceful forms
and gaudy ornaments, rises on the page. “The su-
periority, in the two last circumstances, of our Eng-
lish Etruria, is asserted, as producing ““ uncopied
beauty and ideal grace ;” and its mechanism is also
given, but in terms so technical as to spoil the
harmony of the verse in that passage. Satire has
caught hold of the seldom harshness, triumphantly
displaying it in the Loves of the I'riangles.

Mr. Wedgewood is addressed as at once the
friend of art and virtue. His medallion of the Negro-
slave in chains, imploring mercy, 1s mentioned as
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DR. DARWIN. 245

in their strongest colours, rising in power and
force, till the dire filiacide closes the episode.

Those electrical properties of the Dictam-
nus, Fraxinella, asserted by Dr. Darwin as
having witnessed them in the still summer nights
after long draught, induces him to transform her
also into an enchantress, and the hour and season
in which she celebrates her magical rites, is thus
sweetly specified : '

What time the Eve her gauze pellucid spreads
O’er the dim flowers, and veils the misty meads,
Slow o'er the twilight sands and leafy walks,

In gloomy dignity, Dictamna stalks.

The deleterious tree, the Mancinella; the
Urtica, English nettle, and the Lobelia longiflora,
a deadly plant of the West Indies, form a con-
tinuation of Enchantresses, and their meta-
morphose is attended by still darker traits of
demonism. As the first and last of these three
vegetables have life-destroying properties, and
the English nettle only inflicts a slight and tran-
sient pain, she ought not to have appeared in
such company. Her comparative insignificance
is that of a wasp between a cobracapella and a
rattle-snake. The ruins of Palmira are describ-

ed as a simile to the mischiefs of the four preced-
p e ]
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scribed in the Dutch surgeon’s narrative. A
lonely tree by the side of a rivulet, in a barren
and stony valley, circled round by vast and
sterile mountains ; no tree but itself! no hedge!
no blade of grass! no wing of bird ! nothing that
breathes to disturb the dreadful silence! dead
bodies scattered about the waste in every various
stage of putridity ; and the tree itself exhalinga
visible and poisonous vapor, instantly fatal to
every living thing which breathes the air it taints
within a diameter of fifteen miles ! what furious
dragon, even from the pen of Dr. Darwin, but
loses its terrors before this still, this ghastly
desolation !

The prose narration, taken from the London
Magazine, is inserted in the close of the additional
notes to the Loves of the Plants. It has such an air
of simple veracity, that we do violence to our feel-
ings when, on reflection, we refuse to give it credit.
The gum of this tree is there asserted to be of high
price, and used to envenom the Indian arrows;
that it is procured by Criminals under sentence of
death, who redeem their lives if they can bring
from the Upas a box of its gum ; an experiment of
immense hazard, since the possibility of returning
depends upon the perpetually veering winds blow-
ing a steady gale towards the tree as the delinquent
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