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TO

EDWARD JENNER, M.D. F.R.S.
&c. &c. &c.

—_*"

DIR,

It is with peculiar satisfaction
that I place under the shelter of your‘in-
dulgent patronage, this little Memorial of
unaffected piety, solid worth, and early
genius ;—that piety, whose moral ten-
dency and consolatory influence you have
witnessed with admiration,—that worth,
which you have so justly appreciated,—
and that genius, which has been fostered
by your kind encouragement. b

To you, who animated the exertions
of Worgan’s life by your approbation,
and who watched over the couch of his
affliction with the skill and sympathy of
an affectionate physician, these his lite-
rary Remains must be. particularly in-
teresting; I could only wish that his
memorialist were more capable of ren-
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dering them engaging to others also; or
that, being relieved from public scru-
tiny, he had to present this: juvenile
sketch to those alone, who, like you,
may forget the inability of the biogra-
pher, in recollecting the genuine value
of his friend.

May you reap the purest satisfaction
from a review of those blessings which,
under Providence, you have communi-
cated to the world ;—and in the present
instance, from the consideration, that if
the sanction of your name assists the
circulation of this little volume (as I am
persuaded it must), in so honouring de-
parted merit, and alleviating parental
serrow, you may be the means of recom-
mending, by the force of example, re-
medies of considerable efficacy against
the moral and spiritual diseases of man-
kind.

I have the honour to remain,

SIR,
Your obliged and devoted servant,
THE EDITOR.
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and I entertained a lively hope that my
young friend was on the point of begin-
ning a highly promising career, as a
student in the University, when the fol-
lowing letter unexpectedly announced to
me the overthrow of all his earthly ex-
pectations, and led me to contemplate
the dying youth with mingled emotions
of sorrow and admiration, and (to speak
of him mn a phrase of Dryden’s) as a
probationer of Heaven :

TO WILLIAM HAYLEY, ESQ.

iy MY DEAR 51]{, Bristol, Jifﬂf QB, 1809—

“ Wira much weakness and incapacity
1 once more engage in the ever agreeable employ-
ment of writing to you, to return my very grate-
ful though long delayed acknowledgments for
your kind packet and affectionate letter of the 7th
of March. A few days after their arrival, it
pleased the Divine Providence, in its infinite
‘wisdom, that I should be attacked with a violent
spitting of blood, with its concomitant com-
plaints. For the ten wecks that I remained under
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Dr. Jenner’s roof, his attention and kindness were
unremitting ; but finding all in vam towards my
recovery, he recommended my return home,
where I at present am residing with my mother,
a candidate for the eternal world, and humbly
awaiting the time when this mortal body shall no
longer be the frail imperfect residence of the
immortal spirit.

¢ I must candidly confess that the messenger of
death was a fearful and unwelcome visitant. The
anxieties which had harassed my mind for a con-
siderable time were removed by the exertions
of my friends a few days previously to ¥my sei-
zure. I was about to enter the University, with
the hope of an honourable and successful course.
The pleasures of reciprocal affection (of which
you speak in your last letter) were mine in their
fullest extent; and I had raised a goodly fabric of
renown, in fancy, in contemplating which I had
often amused my melancholy, but which, unless
it be completed by some friendly hand, must fall
to the ground, and oblivion must prey upon my
name. Bright were my prospects ; but they were
the prospects of earth, and rapidly overcast with
clouds. Heaven has taught me to lift my hopes
and desires and views to an eternal land, where
what I am to leave in this perishable spot shall
be infinitely counterbalanced and overpaid. The
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prospects now before me shall never be clouded.
The consciousness of innate depravity indeed I
cannot but feel ; yet I feel also, and I believe and
know, that in the salvation which was wrought out
through the death of the Redeemer of mankind,
an atonement was effected to expiate the trans-
gressions of the world. In this divine atonement I
have sought for pardon and holiness, and new life
and light ; and I have cause to foster an humble
hope that I have not sought in vam. Thus then
as a pardoned sinner, even on the couch of sick-
ness, I can exult with celestial hope.

“h! how does the world sink in estimation when
compared with the idea of those good things which
God has prepared for those who love him! I bid
it and all its endearments farewell without a sigh,
when I contemplate the blessed mansions of Im-
mortality, in which, through the boundless eom-
passion of my God, and the propitiatory merits
of my Redeemer, I have a good hope, through
grace, that this fluttering spinit of mine will
shortly have its abode. Itis a dread thing, and
the frequent source of a gloomy awe to my mind,
to appear in the presence of the living God. But
this is 1y consolation, that the Ruler of the skies
is He who was erucified on earth, whom therefore
we may approach not only as our Ged, but as
our Saviour ; and knowing that our sins have been
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centive to diligence and piety; and be-
cause my immediate reply gave rise to
this publication. As I'knew it was the
wish of this engaging youth that his
surviving friends should not suffer those
of his poetical effusions to die with him
which they might deem worthy of public
favour, I offered to receive any papers
that he might be anxious to confide to
my care. He expired without having
strength to write to me again; but his
papers have been sent to me, and I have
made such a selection as I am inclined
to think his pure spirit might approve:
happy if my just attention to his wishes
may soothe that anguish of heart which
the loss of so excellent a son could not
f4il to excite in a very sensible and af-
fectionate mother. Intending to intro-
duce his compositions to the public by a
brief account of their interesting author,
1 entreated oné of his young associates
to favour me with the particulars of his
life, as he was personally unknown to
me. His friend supplied me with what
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he modestly wished me to consider as
merely heads for a more extensive bio-
graphical composition, which he and the
relations of the deceased expected me to
prefix to the verses of our lamented
young poet. But the narrative has so
much of truth and nature—it is so just
and so pleasing a delineation of that ex-
emplary youth whose character was im-
pressed by long intimacy on the heart
and mind of his surviving fellow-student,
that I should think myself guilty of in-
juring the deceased, if I any ways de-
prived him of so becommg a tribute to
his memory. I therefore confine myself
to this Preface, by which I am ambitious
of introducing the young poet and his
young biographer to the kind notice of
the public. It seems to me to be a duty
incumbent on the veterans of literature
to encourage the activity and promote
the reputation of studious and laudable
youth; and that I may not appear, by an
act of justice to the living, to shrink from
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tion of particular scenes, indeed, may be the source
of pleasure, unmixed with any other sentiment; but
he who shall sit down to review a diversified life,
to retrace his progress through its paths, and to
consider its events in their connexion with each
other, will feel his heart expand with the most
tender and sublime sensations.

To him, who (in addition to this) shall consider
what he is, and what he will be, the contemplation
of life can hardly fail to be productive of emotions
which human language would labour m vain to
describe.

It is with sensations of this kind, which every
heart of sensibility will understand, though they
cannot be expressed by words, that I now attempt
to recall the circumstances which have occurred in
the days of my own existence. They are indeed
of -an unimportant nature ; they can boast no in-
teresting occurrences, and perhaps they can yield
but little usefulness. Yet there are those, to
whom I am dear, who will feel an interest in eyery
thing connected with my fate, and whose affection,
1 feel assured, will not expire, when the time shall
come for my mortal part to return to its native
dust. They will accept this hasty Memoir as ne
displeasing relie. To them therefore (especially
to my beloved and affectionate. parent) I wish that
ws pages may be dedicated=And. A .1a my en-
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deavour to delineate the scenes of childhood and
E}Hwii]g youth, I may animate the broken intervals
uf time, when the return of a little strength allows
me to act and to think,—if my fancy may be en-
tertained, my spirits revived,—if my thankfulness
to the gracious Author and Preserver of my life be
quickened, by a review of the benefits I have ex-
perienced from his hand, and if my humility be
deepened by beholding the continual errors into
which I have fallen—then shall I indeed rejoice in
the welcome consciousness that I have not written
n vain.

1 was born in the city of Bristol, on the eighth
of November 1701.—My ancestors on my father’s
side had been watch-makers for two generations
my father therefore (according to some law un-
known to reason, but well known in trade) was
compelled to prosecute the family employment by
a kind of hereditary entail. He was accordingly
under the necessity of laying aside the object which
he had ardently sought, that of attaining hul._'f'y
orders in the church of England, and was ubhgeﬂ
to devote himself to an occupation which ill ac-
corded with his inclinations and his health, By
this affliction and disappointment, however, the
humility and fervour of his piety were undoubtedly
enlivened in no light degree, and he continued,
though in a private station, a faithful mmnber ot'
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sire a pre-eminent degree of excellence in everé
pursuit in which it has been my destiny to engage;
and which has induced me, for the sake of honour,
to support a series of labours, from which my incli-
nations recoiled, in the acquisition of ancient and
modern learning. But why dilate on these mat-
ters? Because they show the fallacy of a plausible
modern argument on education, which I have often
heard from sensible persons. Many suppose that
children, till arrived at their tenth or twelfth year, are
incapable of being impressed with permanent ideas;
that they may be taught to read, to manage a pen,
and a little arithmetic ; but that the attempt to in-
fuse a further portion of knowledge would be like
the task of the daughters of Danaus, and would
rather injure than benefit the mind. This notion
might be answered by observations on the structure
of the human mind. It is needless however for
me to enter into abstract reasonings on the subject,
since an example is here afforded, of one, in whom
the memory was formed, and into whom a taste
for poetry was instilled, and a wish for eminence
inspired, through the benefits of mstruction, before
his sixth year was accomplished.

The grand object of my parents I my educa~
tmn, was to teach me “ how to live, and how to
die.” With the most affectionate ardour, therefore,

they embraced every opportunity of mstructing me
o

[
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in the principles of religion, explaining, with sweet
simplicity, the doctrines of the Christian faith and
practice. [ listened with delight, yet I must sin-
cerely confess, that the impressions produced upon
my mind were of a short-lived nature. While the
rich streams of divine instruction were flowing from
the lips of a father, my heart must have been cal-
lous indeed, had it remained inattentive or unim-
pressed. But in the succession of amusing scenes
the precepts were forgotten, and the gay levities of
boyhood asserted and maintained their empire.
Will it hence be inferred that the instructions on
sacred things which I received in my tender years,
were futile and unproductive ? Any such inference
would be wrong; for in after-years, when separated
from my parents, when unblest with any monitor
who would act his part with faithfulness towards
me, the admonitions which 1 had received at home
not unfrequently thronged into my mind, and ope-
rated with greater force than recent exhortations
have done ; since [ attached to them an idea of
sanctity, and thought on them with reverential awe.
Although the immediate object of my early reli-
gious instruction was not answered, vet its ultimate
effects were as completely successful as my father’s
fondest wishes could have deswed. An nstance of
this nature may be the source of conselation to
parents, who, as they hitherto perceive no in-
B 4



crease from the sacred seed they have sown in
the minds of their children, are too hasty in con-
cluding that it must have utterly perished.

1 have now to perform a journey of thirty miles—
formidable thought for a boy not six years old ! I
must bid adieu to my “ dulce domum” and all its
endearments, and to all my accustomed com-
panions.

In short, I must transplant myself from Bristol
to a little town in Wiltshire, at a school m which
1 was entered in the autumn of 1796. 'The
number of boarders was limited to six. The
master was a good-natured, intelligent man; so that
I settled in my new habitation with a fair prospect
of pleasure and improvement. It happened, how-
ever, that the good-nature of owr master was the
result of indolence and inactivity. In passing over
an error in the conduct of his pupils, his lenity
might easily be justifiable; but he passed over
omissions in their learning, and faults in their tasks.
"This inclination to wink at our proceedings it may
“be supposed that we shortly perceived, and the con-
sequence may be imagined. I do not mention these
things with a view to censure my old master (of
whom I have not much more reason to complain
than of myself); but I wish that parents, in choosing
an instructor for their children, would particularly
inquire concerning him, whether he be a conscien-
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then 1 had sufficient sagacity to perceive, that dering
my absence from home I had lost much and gained
fittle. My ambition, the best principle that can be
cherished in some boys to encourage them in their
Jearning, was altogether lost.

As my constitution began to afford indications
of tenderness and weakness, it was the wish of my
parents that I should receive mstruction at some
school in Bristol or its neighbourhood, where my
health might be fostered by their care, and their feel-
ngs satisfied respecting me. But their wishes were
frustrated by the perversity which began at this time,
inan especial manner, to exercise itsinfluence on my
mind. At three schools I was entered, but would
yemain in none, conceiving against each some ve-
hement cause of complaint, and acting in pursuance
of my ideas with unruly and uncontrollable prin-

“ciples of anger and pride. These are the principles
which reign, alas! so predominantly in the human
soul, showing themselves at the earliest period after
any ray of reason has dawned. They evince the
depth and the extent of our original corruption, the
proneness of the soul to evil from the very hours of
infancy, and its wide alienation from God.

How abased is the condition of mankind, whose
earliest ways are ways of error! How unfa-
thomable is the compassion of our God, who mani-
fests undiminished beneficence to such 2 race of
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rtrﬁnagreamrs! As to myself, when 1 thiuk on the
marks of depravity which my state of childhood
mamfeuted in the unmanageable character of my
tetnper at this time, I have cause for fervent gratitude
to the beuign Author of all good, for enabling me to
struggle successfuily against the natural propensities
of my heart. 1tis indeed a continual contest : but
‘when the soul is faint and weary, she can call for
aid on almighty power: and she will not be
left unaided till the warfare is over.—Into this
“digression | have been led by the overflowings of
my mind. My heart would not be content with a
‘scanty tribute of praise to the long-continued mer-
cies of my God, nor would it be satisfied with a
slight mention of a subject respecting which it has
so much been exercised.

Amidst the perplexity which was naturally felt
by my friends at seeing their endeavours for my wel-
fare counteracted by causes which no human power

“could remove, and amidst their painful hesitations
in what manner they should dispose of me for fu-
ture education, it chanced that I was visited by an
acquamtance of my own age. He had for a con-
siderable time been resident in the school esta-
* blished in the village of Fulneck (near Leeds, York-
shire), a settlement or congregation-place of the
" United Brethren. He portrayed the school at
Fulneck as possessed of unparalleled excellencies,









14

whole scheol to assemble in one apartment, but we
were divided into five classes, each of which had a
separate room, with two instructors : in addition
to this we had masters occasionally attending, and
¢he head-master was superintendant of the whole.
Our advancement from room to room Wwas guided
by our improvement in learning, and the desire of
attaining so envied an exaltation was a powerﬁll
stimulus to diligence in study. Our religious in-
struction was as much an object of attention as
our other pursuits. Every morning at eight o’clock
we assembled in the chapel, where 2 brief dis-
course was delivered to us in a style peculiarly
adapted to children, altogether simple, and treat~
ing on those prominent parts of Christian doctrine
which to children are most attractive, and which
they can best understand. It was also part of our
daily task that we should commit to memory two
texts of Seripture; and in justice to the masters of
the establishment, I must add, that many of them
were not remiss in labouring to further our ad-
vance in religious knowledge, by the benefit of their
private conversation. From these opportunities of
improvement L derived much pleasure and profit:
the advice which is affectionately whispered will
melt the heart, and stamp an impression there
which time in general is unable to efface.

With regard to the nature of my pursuits in
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school, they were such as are common. I went
through a series of Latin exercises in company with.
my class ; hutsuchwaﬁmyavempptuﬂmesrrudyqf
words, that I made no manner of progress in this
new pursuit ; on the contrary, it was the subject
of my rooted aversion. It may therefore be
Judged, that I remained in comparative ignorance
as to the Lati language. French was afterwards
wtroduced, but I found the cultivation of an ac-
quaintance with words, whether frnm ltaly or
France, to be equally ixksome. 1 i:hqrefure mf-,
fered my forced attention tﬂwardﬁ languages to
give way to my natural impulse, and dedicated all
my thoughts to the other branches of learing.

In this way for two years (without any ocour-
rence that deserves notice) I proceeded comfarte
ably with my instructors, with my companions,
and in myself; and all my comforts were aug-
mented by the particular kindness of the Rew,
Jdohn Hartley, the resident minister, and (ex of-
ficio) head master. I am happy in an occasion of
showing that 1 am not unmindful of his past bene-
volence. But though every appearance was so
flattering, it was my misfortune to feel that, while
my mind was improving, my bodily frame was
seriously weakened by the inclemency of the cli-
mate, in the winter season. In the summer, in-
deed, my powers were recruited and my health re-
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stored ; but, as my parents were naturally dissae
tisfied at my annual illness, they reluctantly re-
solved on my return home, and my father accord-
ingly came to be my conductor, and guided me
back to Bristol in the autumn of 1800. This
journey was one of the most pleasant and useful I
ever performed. As we advanced at leisure, we
had opportunities of visiting the various works
of nature and art that presented themselves in our
way. I shall not easily forget the interesting
objects I then beheld ; whether the mechanic arts
of Sheffield and Birmingham, or the tremendous
beauties of the Peak.

But I must remember that I have not yet bid
adieu to Fulneck. Within its confines some of
the happiest of my days were passed. There was a
predominant spirit of piety which produced a spirit
of harmony and content, the benefits of which were
experienced by old and young ; for where there is
real piety, there will be lasting peace, either with
individuals or communities ; and the petty bicker-
ings which may casually arise, will speedily be re-
moved on the principles of Christian love. This
internal tranquillity which prevailed in Fulneck
was the source of no small gratification to a mind
constituted like mine, delighting in repose; nor
was I less gratified by their artless exposition of
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mind, the sage may call the universe his home,
yet where is the heart that has not experienced a
soft partiality to the abodes of his birth and infancy
in priority to spots in themselves more alluring !
With such feelings I resumed my situation at
home. The care of my health, during a most in-
clement winter, was the primary object of my
parents.

Thus far did Worgan proceed in his own bio=
graphy; it falls to the lot of his friend to mark the
dawnings of his genius, to trace its increasing ra-
diance, and to follow it until the dark cloud of
sickness and adversity shrouded it prematurely from
further display and further observation.

In January 1801, he was placed as a daily scholar
in the commercial school of Mr, Pocock of Bristol,
where he made considerable progress in arithmetic,
and acquired a competent knowledge of geography,
astronomy, and other branches of science; he also
improved his hand-writing, and thus reaped advan-
tages which he probably would never have enjoyed
to the same extent, had he been confined to the
instructions of a classical school.

It is seldom seen that superior genius can de-
scend to pursuits in which mechanical nicety and
precision alone lead to perfection. Some very.
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exquisite maps which Worgan drew, while follow=

mg his geographical studies, and indeed the neat-
ness and correctness of all his performances, seemed

to point out a path, as the appropriate lot of his

future life, very different from that which his eager

mind afterwards pursued in ascending the arduous

steep which leads to learning and to fame.

He was at this time introduced to M. Desprez,
an emigrant French clergyman, and a descendant of
him by whom, “ Troje dum regna manebant,” the
editions of the classics, usually called the Dauphin,
were edited and illustrated with notes and inter-
pretations for the use of his royal pupils. This
gentleman had discernment enough to perceive the
latent abilities of his young friend, and in imparting
to him his own language (in which, through his
care, he attained very great freedom both in con-
versation and composition) he endeavoured to in-
troduce a relish for literary pursuits in general, and

“certainly succeeded to a considerable degree. But
Worgan’s French preceptor was shortly after
elected professor of that language in the Military
College at Marlow, where he died; and our youth
himself was obliged to leave school, and, though
not yet twelve years of age, to bring to practical
use some parts of the mercantile education which
he had been acquiring.

We must therefore follow him into a new scene,
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tained those whose talents and industry had laid
open the rich mines of ancient lore, of which Ae
had scarcely explored the rough and forbidding
access, many of whom, to their surprise, found
him, in a time incredibly short, arrived at a level with
themselves, and able to contend with them for the
meed of scholastic distinction. While he viewed
the idle and the dissipated with pity and contempt,
his ardent mind sought and attracted the friend-
ship of many, who were actuated by sentiments
similar to his own, with some of whom he main-
tained habits of social and literary intercourse till
the time of his death, and to whom the recollec-
tion of that intercourse will probably form in
future life not an ungrateful subject of frequent
meditation. -
- In one year and a half he passed through the

regular stages by which a knowledge of Greek and
Latin is usually acquired ; and at the expiration of
that period was able to read with facility most of
the books of highest rank. This extraordinary ra-
pidity was partly the result of that unceasing per-
severance which a regard to his future welfare
urged him to employ, and partly arose from the
abstraction of his thoughts from those mmor
branches of education which usually interfere
with and protract the attainment of classical
learning.
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His papers bear testimony to the care with
which he pursued his studies ; as they contain, in
addition to the ordinary exercises of themes and
verses, an epitome of the Roman history, another
of geography, and many translations from Justin,
Eutropius, Cornelius Nepos, and the Eclogues
of Virgil, by which he familiarized himself to
rendering Latin into his own tongue with fluency
and correctness. He also deveted some of his
leisure hours to the acquisition of Hebrew, con-
ceiving it to be a principal duty of one who as-
pired to holy orders, to be familiar with the
sacred records in their purest shape: he studied
it with the vowel points.

Having completed his course of education at
school, in July 1806 he undertook, for a short
period, the tuition of a son of Richard Hart Davis,
Esq. M.P. of Clifton; and in September follow-
ing, having not then completed his sixteenth year,
he was admitted as private tutor into the family of
Dr. Jenner, at Berkeley.

This may appear to have been an arduous uu-
dertaking for one so young, but his most intimate
friends scarcely recollect him ever to have been a
boy ; so eatly was his mind formed and his judg-
ment matured.

The following extract from a letter to his mo-
ther, on being settled in this highly desirable situa-

c 4









26

Many of the compositions of our young poet
breathe the melancholy air of tender and disap-
pointed affection, while some passages are en-
livened by its more favourable views ; and he may
appear liable to the charge of supposing, with
Cowley, that poets are scarcely thought freemen
of their company without paying some duties to
love, and of therefore ¢ fatiguing his fancy and
ransacking his memory for images which might
exhibit the gaiety of hope, or the gloominess of
despair, which he never felt, and of dressing an
imaginary mistress sometimes in flowers fading as
her beauties, sometimes in gems lasting as her
virtues,”—a folly which Dr. Johnson so justly
ridicules.

To rescue him, therefore, from such an imputa-
tion, and to account for this tone of some of his
poems, it is proper to state, that about this time
his affections became really fixed on an amiable
young lady, whose relations thought proper to
withheld their countenance from the connexion,
and therefore restricted him from her society, and
in other respects opposed its progress. This eon-
duct produced an agitation of mind which accom-
panied him through all the remaining stages of
life, until he approached the borders of the grave,
when his gracious God and Father was pleased to
say unto his troubled soul, ¢ Peace, be still!” tran-
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quillizing its every tumult, and filling it with the
beatific vision of the joys for which he was about
to exchange the thorny and rugged paths of his
mortal pilgrimage.

 The following extract of a letter to his kind
friend Mr. Hayley, while it affords a pleasing
view of the genuine humility of his mind, and the
increasing  diffidence which Increasing years and
increasing knowledge inspired, describes with in-
teresting simplicity what was passing within it on
this unfortunate subject:

« [ pride myself, my dear Sir, not a little on
my having mustered sufficient magnanimity to pre-
vent your flattering approbation from rendering
me too bold, and inducing me to venture beyond
my proper sphere. The historic poem, on the
Spanish Vaccine Expedition, which you had the
kindness to suggest, I had often before projected;
but I as often relinquished the undertaking, from
a consciousness of my inability to do justice to the
subject. The important caution, “ Swmite ma-
teriam,” &c. though it once “ grated horrible dis-
cord” wpon miy ears, is at present my leading
maxim in every poetical attempt. Instead, there-
fore, of endeavouring to wing my way into the
recions of historic verse, I am content, for the
present, to appear before you in the garb of am
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hamble sormetteer. From a centenary of sonnets,
which 1 bave lately finished, I have selected 2 few,
which I take the liberty of enclosing te you; and
if, my deas Sir, when you have no better occupa-
tion, you would have the great goadness to favour
me with your general ammadvessions, | need not
say how much you would add te the load of ebli-
gations, which you have already conferred uwpom
me by your unmerited benevolence. The melan-
choly tone that pervades the majosity of the
soonets, may perhaps be regarded as affectation in
the writings of one, who has searcely emerged
from puesility, and it may be suspected that I have
caught the fashionable rage for doleful ditties. Neot

-a sentiment however have I uttered, which did not
proceed from the bottom of my heart. Though
young in years, I am old in the school of adver-
sity ; and the lessons which i1t has there been my
destiny to learn, from a long continuance of the
sorrows that prey upon the heart, bave rvendered
me callous to earthly objects, Though scarcely
set out on the journey of life, my feet are weary,
and I find the prospect of a happier world to be
the only source of tranquillity aud comfort amidst
the miseries of this. Pardon an unwilling egotist
for troubling you with this mournful rhapsody.
My object is to esplain the feclings by whick
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many of the sonnets were prompted, uﬂln;lm
went yous mistaking reality for fiction. 2k
% And now let me present to you my warmest
thanks for the critical observations, with which
you favoured me on my elegiac verses. Of the
errors and deficiencies, which you kindly pointed:
out, I am fully sensible, and my own deliberate.
Judgment has convinced me of many others. I
daily congratulate myself, with increasing satis—
faction, on my having resisted, by your advice,
the sohcitations of pariial friends and the sugwes-
tons of my own vanity, which loudly whispered
“ publication” in my ear a considerable time ago.
I find that the increase of knowledge is accompa--
eied by an increase of timnidity, which I hope may
be a sign of improvement ; and he, who at sixteen
would boldly have commenced an epic, at eighteen
andertakes the smallest composition with adegm
of diffidence.”

But Worgan was not neglectful of his great
ebject; he continued his studies with vigour aund
success : a series of notes on /Eschines and Pindar,
and a translation of the Poetics of Aristotle, which
are found among his papers, prove, that, in apply-
ing to the “ Greca exemplaria” he spared no
profitable exertion. His enlarged acquaintance
with English poetry now began to have its effect

£
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en his own versification, the productions of this

year (among which were “ Tue RecorLectioNs
oF A SumMER's Dav,” his longest poem) possess-
ng a greater ease and fluency of diction than is
found in some of his earlier efforts. He also studied
the rules of his art with attention, and wrote am
epitome of Vida's Artof Poetry.

In the spring of 1807 he was afflicted with a
typhus fever ; on recovering from which he visited
his friends at Bristol, and in the course of the
summer accompanied Dr. Jenner and his family
to London. 'The intercourse which his residence
there afforded him an opportunity of emjoying
with many distinguished literary characters, while
it was highly gratifying te him, assisted in the
formation of his taste, added to his stock of in-
formation, and enlarged his ideas.

He returned to Cheltenham in the course of
the year, and applied his leisure hours to the ac-
quisition of Ifalian, promising bimself, m the
sweetness of Italian song, an ample reward for
his labour; and he does not appear to have been
disappointed. He was a great admirer of some
of the sonnets of Petrarch, and intended to form

a selection of them m English verse. But too
strained an application, with the continual angumh
of thwarted affection, were begmming to produce
in our young friend the unsual attendants on early
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and extraordinary talent. The fruit which shows
symptoms of ripening before its regular season,
too often changes its promising appearance, to
wither and to die. Under the apprehension, how-
ever, of such consequences, his state of mind was
plous and pleasing, as appears by the following-
extract from a letter to a friend ; -

“ An extraordinary determination of the blood to
the brain vehemently affected my eyesight, and
somewhat endangered my senses, and obliged me
to desist from my studies for a considerable time ;
and at present L have but partially renewed them.
Thapks to the mercies of the all-disposing Power,
the apprehension of danger is now entirely past ;
and as the tranquillity of my mind is re-esta-
blished, and my head much relieved by Dr. Jen-
ner’s advice, I trust, through the Divine blessing,
L shall shortly be able to return to my ordivary,
employments. And may the restoration of my
health and of my mental powers be accompanied
by a renewed dedication of the whole to the ser-
vice of Him from whose bounty they are all de-
rived, that, in prosperity and adversity, in sick-
pess and health, in youth and age, in life and
death, the Lord Jehovah may be my strength and
my song.”
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for our parting interview shall arrive. I shall
place them n her hands as a sacred deposit, ac-
companied by my fervent benedictions ; and per-
haps it may be pleasant to her to read them over,
when she can no longer see nor hear from him
who wrote them.

“ But how shall I begin? My heart is so full,
that it is almost unable to speak: and the tears
that stream from my eyes (which all my philoso-
phy cannot prevent from flowing) almost prevent
me from fulfilling the task which I have begun.
But stay yourselves, my tears, a little; let me
describe to my love the feelings of my heart.
Then will I retire to the solitude in which afflic-
tion delights, and you may flow again unblamed,
where no eye shall see you but the eye of Heaven.

«“ My prayer will for ever be, that the mercy
of Providence may eternally attend my beloved
friend, to protect her from every danger, and to
crown her with every blessing ;

* % &

that every obstacle to our happiness may be re-
moved ; that, while we remain in the present
sphere of being, our lives may promote the glory
of our Creator, the welfare of others, and our
own mutual comfort; and that, when the period
of our departure is arrived, we may meet again iu
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shakes off the frailties that cling to its nature, till
at length, when its earthly duties are expired, it
is translated to the mansions of the sky. Endless
is this ennobling subject; but I shall desist from
further remarks, both because it would be super-
fluous in wr.ting to you, and because, in the brief
observations which I have already made, 1 believe
I have included the sum total of natural and re-
vealed religion. One remark, however, I would
repeat, from a consciousness of its pre-eminent
importance—that sincere devotion and humble
prayer are the soul of religion, and constitute its
most genuine criterion, and its most powerful
support.

« And now let me descend from the grand
principles of human act'on to the more particular
points of conduct, which, though they may appear
unimportant, if cousidered separately, are, in the
aggregate, of no trifling moment.

¢« | would speak first of society. We imper-
ceptibly acquirc the habits of those with whom
we are accustomed to associate; we mmbibe their
sentiments, and not unfrequently imitate them.
Hence arises the infinite importance of properly
selecting our company, since no language can ex-
press the benefit we may derive from the society
of those whose minds are well directed, nor the
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Injury we may receive from those of a contrary
character.

® » ’ L

* You can never want for the most animating
recreations, while the beauties of nature and the
pages of literature are open to your view. Aund
if any hesitation should arise in your mind as to
the propriety of the advice I have given, simply
ask yourself what line of conduct will ultimately
afford you the most satisfaction ;—to decline the
general society of the world, and to seek pleasures
from those alone, whose worth and whose affce-
tion have long been tried ; or to go into the pro-
miscuous companies of the weak and gay, where
folly for ever predominates. But if you decline
mvitations, you may be deemed uncivil, be re
proached with foolish singularity, and be ridiculed
by your acquamtance ! True; yet if we wish to
do our duty, and to lead a life of true happiness,
we must dare to be singular, and endure to be
ridiculed and censured ; otherwise we shall meet
with double nidicule. We shall be laughed at for
having been once what is called singular, and we
shall be ridiculed still more for having been so
weak as to be laughed out of our former resolu-
tions. Iknow that these observations are altoge-
ther needless to convince your mind of the justuess

D 4
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of what I have said. But [ know also how many
difiiculties you will have to encounter in doing
what you wish, and what you know to be right;
and therctore I am desirous to furnish you with
arguments, which may fortjfy your mind. I know
that your sentiments perfectly concur with mine ;
but as you will have the sentiments of the world
In opposition to you, it is necessary that you
should be prepared for the contest.

“ And now to another subject, with which the
ladies will say that I have no right to meddle ; but
when writiig to my long-loved friend, I shall take
the liberty of meddling with every subject that
occurs to my mind :—I allude to dress. The ge-
uerality of females inquire not what is becoming,
but what is fashionable, and by fashion they have
long been led into the most glaring improprieties,
content to make a sacrifice of delicacy, and almost
of decency. To be sure, a lady thus accoutred
does but 1mitate her associates, and 1s admired for
her reputed elegance and taste; but surely it sa-
vours of insanity to court applause and imitate
others, to the dereliction of duty and propriety.
There is no sight on earth that disgusts me more
than a female arrayed according to the laws of
modern fashion ; by assuming such a figure she
throws away the charm of modesty, which is the
most lovely feature of female excellence ; she may
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the body be but a machine which the soul is to
guide for a little time, bow important is it that
the soul be exalted above the vanities of earth by
the influence of religion! How anxiously should
it shun the degrading society of the children of
vanity ! How should it cultivate the pleasures of
abstracted contemplation! How should it dis-
dain to employ its cares in decorating the body,
which will shortly go to the dust! How firmly
should it resist the influence of fashion and cus-
tom! In a word, how constantly should it labour
to rise superior to the body, to the earth, and te
all the objects of time ; and how should it, above
all things, desire to be clothed with the garment
of salvation, and thus to be found prepared when
the Angel of Death shall come to remove it to
the eternal world !

“ There 1s another point which T mention with
more hesitation, and upon which I shall speak with
more diffidence, since n that you will not be an in-
dependent agent, but will proceed of course in a
great degree under the direction of your mother.
This is the education of your little sister.

“ T'o suppose that this should be conducted and
completed by vou, would be irrational. But to give
her the rudiments of knowledge, to direct her pro-
gress in the paths of childhood, and to transfuse the
principles of your mind into hers, must be to yow
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an easy and pleasing office. As the peculiar
branches of female education proceed, I presume,
upon established laws, and are scarcely to be un-
derstood by any but your own sex, it will be most
prudent and most becoming in me, to speak only
on general subjects.  Leaving you to guide her in
secondary matters, as custom prescribes, I shall
only notice what I conceive I may be allowed to
understand, viz. the guidance of her mind: but
even here I shall only suggest, and not direct.

“ Inculcate with particular emphasis, even in her
present early years, how innumerable are the plea-
sures and advantages to be derived from the perusal
of the compositions of genius, that a love of read-
ing may be fostered in her mind. This will be the
best support and defence of her understanding and
of her heart. It will leave her no hours of idleness,
which are more fatal to virtue than even hours of
dissipation. It will furnish her with maxims of
wisdom, to guide her course, when she has no
living adviser to consult; and a mind thus furnished
has resources for pleasure for ever at its command,
and Knowledge will smile upon it, with Honour
and Contentment in her train. In conversing with
her on subjects of religion, I advise you never to
suffer an idea to enter her mind, of the controversial
perplexities which have disgraced the Christian
world, and impeded the progress of religion. Tell

[]
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her simply this: Man is a sinner, and, as such, de-
served both present and future misery; but that,
through the atonement which was made for our
offences by the death of Christ, we may be recon-
ciled to Heaven, if we forsake our ss, and labour
to fulfil the divine commandments by such works
as Christianity requires.

“ This is the Christian faith: teach her this
alone ; never let her hear of Calvinisin, Armi-
manism, or the other classes of polemic theolo-
gists. Teach her that the church of England is
the most perfect of all religious establishments;
let her therefore adhere to it; but let her at the
same time regard with a friendly eye, ber fellow-
creatures of every persuasion; for universal bene-
volence and love are the distinguishing features of
Christianity.  You cannot impress religious prin-
~ ciples upon the mind too early; yet you must
watch for those opportunitics, when she is in the
humour of hearing serious conversation, and never
say too much ata time. A few striking seasonable
remarks, troduced without any formality, will
produce a much more powerful effect than the
most able discourse, if ill-timed, long, or formal.

“ Do not set her to learn chapters or hymns,—
Religion will be disgusting when it is enforced as
a task. To children perhaps it should be held
forth as a priviledge, rather than as a duty; for the
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would advise you to cultivate an acquaintance witly
the French writers, which will perfect your know-
ledge of their language; but your principal attention
must be given, of course, to the writers in our own,
Do not read novels. [ am not one of those who
raise a hue and cry agamst them as the bane of youth ;
but though they may do no positive harm to the
mind, they certainly can do 1t no good; and the
waste of so much time, as the perusal of one of them
would require, 1s surely harm enough to cause their
expulsion from every library.  On subjects of reli«
gion, | would advise yon to read nothing but the
Bible, taking it as its own iuterpreter, and partieu=
larly the epistolary part of the New Testament.
The history of every nation, both ancient and
modern, I would wish you to read attentively.
As to poetry, and works of general information,
read whatever pleases your fancy, provided at the
same time it is instructive as well as pleasing. 1
flatter myself that the works of the various writers
with which I have had the pleasure of furnishing
vou, will afford you an ample repast in the lite-
rary way. But, after all, fo read is not of so
much importance as to think. Seek therefore,
my beloved, the shades of solitude, and cuitivate
serious reflection and contemplative thought =
When we are most retired from the world, we
approach the nearest to the happiness of heaven.









49

Having taken a violent cold in the winter, the
pulmonary symptoms increased, and, towards the
latter end of March 1809, a copious spitting of
blood reduced him exceedingly, so that he became
entirely a prisener in his chamber. The utmost
skill of his kind patron was exerted in his behalf,
while his tender attentions, and those of each
amiable member of his family, united with the
presence of his mether, who was kindly mvited to
remain with him during his illness, concurred to
palliate the disease, and render his situation as
comfortable as possible. For a time, the malady
appeared to yield in a slight measure to the reme-
dies proposed, and he found himself capable of
bearing a removal in Dr. Jenner’s carriage to his
mother’s house in Bristol, about the end of May,

The following interesting note was addressed to
his friend Mr, Biddulph, from his sick room at
Berkeley :

e T

TO THE REV. T. T. BIDDULPH.

‘¢ Berkeley, Friday Afternoon,
“ REV. AND DEAR SIR, :

“ I experienced a great disappomtment on
hearing that your visit to Berkeley was postponed.
] longed to have seen you, that I might have en-

E
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joyed your conversation 7rep: Teoy iy [SAEmOpEwY.

Your kind letter was, indeed, a most welcome
cordial to my mind. I need consolation ; yet 1
feel that I have still greater need of instruction
and advice. Since then there is no prospect of
my being able as yet to receive these from you in
person, as I have often had the privilege of doing,
may I solicit the great favour of you to transmit
them to me by correspondence (that happy sub-
stitute for conversation), when you have a leisure
opportunity which you cannot better employ. I
cannot but know how much you are engaged ; }'Et
if it be in your power to favour me with such a
letter as I have taken the liberty of soliciting, I
know that your sympathetic feelings will prompt
you to write, particularly when you are told that
he who solicits your advice ¢ agrotat animo
¢ magis quam corpore.’

“ This mental disease arises not from what poets
call the ¢ immedicabile vulnus” My tender dis-
tresses brought me, indeed, in a great measure to
my present state of bodily weakness ; but they
now are all removed, and peace on these matters
is perfectly restored to my mind. The source
of my concern is this: After having laboured
(since I have had the power of labouring) in the
acquisition of knowledge and the pursuit of praise,
I ponder on what I have attained, and in spite of
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the glossy arguments of infatuated fancy, the voice
of conviction will be heard, pronouncing that all
is vanity. Here then I have no resting-place for
my soul. I seek it where 1 know it is to be found,
but my thoughts are all.dark and uncertain. I
resolve to forsake the vanities and follies of former
days, yet L cannot satisfy myself, whether this
resolution proceeds from the judgment of the
head, or the contrite feelings of the heart. I
pray, not without earnestness, but am oppressed
by the same mistrust, whether my applications
are the aspirations of a sincere heart, or the effu-
sions merely of the head. You see my state, my
dear Sir. 1 live between hope and fear; but
what I dread more than these mental tumults is,
the deadly calm of a delusive peace. Pardon, my
dear Sir, this garrulity. I can say no more through
weakness. :
¢ Ever your most truly obliged
“ And affectionate servant,
“ J.D.WorGan.”

o e

So great was the activity of Worgan’s mind,
that he found nothing so difficult to support as
that vacancy of thought which was inculcated on
him during his long confinement; and it was

E3
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found necessary, whenever he was able to sit up
at all, to allow him a moderate use of his books,
for the purpose of alleviating the ennui which
want of occupation produced.

Before his illness, he had read with much plea-
sure the Enchiridion of Epictetus (a convenient
pocket edition of which had been presented to
him by his kind friend the Rev. William Davies, of
Rockhampton), and he thought himself fortified
by its philosophy against the adverse accidents of
life, and the apprehension of death. That ve-
lume, with a variety of other books and papers,
was lying on his table when a young friend called
on him during his confinement. Pomting to the
Epictetus, he said, “ That is a book with which
I was some time since delighted ; I studied it, and
thought myself, wrapt up in its philosophy, to be
secure against all the storms of fate ; but the se-
curity was quite theoretical. I have found the
conclusions of proud reason to be very deficient
for practical apphcation. It is in the book of
Revelation alone that the antidote to adversity is
to be found. The consolation of a sick bed and
of a dying hour must come from above.”

Soon after his return to Bristol, he mqumed
of his mother the opinion which the medical gen-
tleman who then attended him expressed of his
case; and on being answered only by her tears, he
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said, * Your tears speak ; I have thought for this
month past that I should not recover ; I feel my
strength gradually deereasing, and I know that I
am in the second stage of a consumption. I must
confess that I felt at the beginuing of my illness &
great desire to recover: I had just arranged my
affairs respecting going to the University. Bright
were my prospects, but how soon are they clouded!
Oh, for entire resignation to the Divine will !”

Finding himself thus gradually sinking, although
at times his mind was anxiously employed respect-
g the future fate of his papers, and the oblivion
which he feared would enwrap his name; yet he en-
deavoured to throw off considerations such as these,
and to devote himself to the great work of pre-
paring for another world. The desire of literary
distinction appears to have been the last earthly
propensity that he felt ; it had possessed a strong
hold on his heart, but it was subdued. He had
fully perceived the mnsufficiency of that philosophy
which an acquaintance with Plato and the other
sophists had familiarized to him. He felt that
nothing but a revelation from above could afford
relief suitable to the case of depraved nature ; and
the near view of a spiritual state of existence
which he now had, urged lim to seek reconcilia-
tion with God, through the mediation of the mer-
ciful Saviour of a lost world.,

E 3



54

Addressing his mother one day, he said, “ I
have had a religious education, and I enjoyed it;
it was always a pleasure to me from my childhood
to attend the means of grace; I loved the house
of God and the people of God; I approved of
the doctrines of the Gospel, and through restrain-
ing grace I have been kept from the vices that
young people are often drawn into: but all this is
not sufficient; I have been very deficient in the
vital and practical part of Christianity; I have
much to mourn over, and I now feel, with death
in my view, the necessity of a true conversion, of
an entire change, a being ¢ born again.” I must
know for myself, my interest in that salvation
which Christ has wrought or purchased for sin-
ners. Oh that my repentance may be sincere! I
would not be deceived for worlds.” This dread of
sclf-deception affording prominent evidence of
sincerity, was frequently and strongly expressed in
various conversations which he held with his cle-
rical friend before referred to. -

The following short note was the last which
employed his pen:
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ments for her tenderness and affectionate atten-
tions to him ; and would speak of the comfort that
possessed his mind, even in the midst of afflictions
so severe. “ I have been,” said he, ¢ endeavour-
ing to attain one of the highest seats in the literary
world, but it is all vanity : I can now willingly
resign it, to obtain the lowest seat in Heaven.”
Filial piety, indeed, formed at this time a most
interesting feature i his character ; another, not
less engaging, was his anxious desire to eradicate
from his memory any injurious treatment which
he had received, and to cultivate a spirit of good-
will to all, accompanied by a hope that a similar
disposition would be extended towards him by
any whom he had the misfortune to have offended.
¢« I have earnestly prayed,” said he, “ that God
would remove every thing of an unpleasant nature
from wy mind, and that I might, from my heart,
forgive these few persons who have treated me
with unkinduvess ; and I have been enabled not
only to forgive them, but to pray for them ; and
my mind is in perfect peace with every one. I
can truly say, I am happy, very happy.” i
On the 17th of July he took an affectionate
farewell of his younger brother and his sister, ex-
horting them to shun the vanities of the world,
and to devote their hearts to the service of God.
He afterwards, with one or two of his most iu-
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timate friends, received the Holy Sacrament. The
ceremony, as might be expected m such circum-
stances, was peculiarly striking—solemnity and
devotion marked the countenance and the conduct
of the youthful saint, while he joined i it.

He now felt that his prospects were brightening
every moment. The benighted mhabitants of the
frigid zone, on whose plains the sun sheds not his
cheering beams for many succeeding months of
darkness and desolation, are said to climb their
highest mountains, to watch with eager anxiety,
and to welcome with grateful rapture, the first
gemal ray which gilds their summits. Such
was the situation of Worgan; from the eminence
of Christian hope, he awaited with lively joy that
dayspring from on high which was about to dawn
on his aspiring soul, to dispel the shades of mortal
ignorance and misery, and to diffuse a mild radiance
around his unfettered spirit through ages without
an end.

A hemorrhage from the lungs at length attended
the other symptoms, and generally attacked hun
in the middle of the night, reducing him to the
greatest state of weakness, and continually threat-
ening suffocation; by which it was evident he
would soon be relieved from all his troubles.
Observing his mother in tears, he said, “ My be-
loved mother, do uot grieve, but rejoice; I am
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going from a world of sin and sorrow to never-
ceasing joy ; my dear Saviour hath, n answer te
our united prayers, perfectly tranquillized my
mind ; every cloud i1s removed. Oh, thou God
of compassion, great are thy mercies to me!”
On the day preceding the night of his departure,
being the 24th of July, he was very particular in
an examination of the grounds of his confidence in
the Divine favour. In the evening he said, “1
a'n happy, nexpressibly happy ; and if it should
plezse God to call me home to-night, I can now
go as a poor sinner, relying on my Saviour’s righ-
teousness, and appear in the presence of God
without fear or dismay.”

In the course of the night, he frequently in-
quired the hour, and was much employed in pri-
vate prayer. At one he desired to be supported
in his bed, saying, ¢ This is about the time.” A
celestial brightness suffused the countenance of the
dying saint, while, in tranquil confidence, he awaited
his couflict with the King of Terrors. Within an
hour afterwards the hemorrhage came on, and he
exclaimed, ¢ Gracious Saviour, help me—=gracious
Saviour, support me !”  Becoming speechless, he
expressed the comfort of his mind to his mother
by a significant smile, aud shortly after expired

without a struggle or groan.
¢ Blessed are the dead that die in the Lord even
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so saith the Spirit; for they rest from their labours,
and their works do follow them.”

TIn person Worgan was tall, and remarkably
spare in habit; his countenance indicated great
mildness and steadiness of disposition, but was
not m other respects the mirror of his mind. A
certain air of originality, however, sufficiently
marked that he was not “in the roll of commou
men.”  His egesight failed him carly, and he was
obliged, from his first years of application, to have
recourse to the assistance of glasses, both in read-
ing and writing. To these he was so well ac-
customed, that before he attained his eleventh
year, he could make use of them on any occasion
with the composure and gravity of a man whom
age had driven to seek this extraneous aid.

In Worgan’s character, various and opposite
qualities seem to have been umited. That his
Judgment was unusually matured, and his mind
formed for deep and intimate investigation, ap-
pears from the nature and intenseness of his
studies, whilst his peetic effusions prove that he
was alive to the soft and refined pleasures which
flow from a lively imagination and delicate sensi-
bility,

2
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Yet he stecred clear of the negligence of the

philosopher, and the eccentricities of the man of
genius, and attended to each of his various pur-
suits with as much method in his plan of study
and diligence in his progress, as if it had been the
only one to which he was devoted. He ex-
perienced none of those sudden transitions from
intellectual energy and inspiration, to inability and
depression, which often mark the towering genius ;
he shone (if such an expression may be applied to
one who was unheeded beyond his own narrow
circle) with the steady light of the regulated planet,
rather than with the short-lived flash of meteoric
brilliancy. Naturally fond of retirement, and con-
firmed in habits of seclusion by his thirst for lite-
rary knowledge, he nevertheless enjoyed society,
and was particularly easy and pleasant in conver-
sation, which a very retentive memory enabled
him to embellish by apt quotations and interesting
anecdotes.

He was reserved, and had an appearance of
apathy ; yet perhaps there never was a mind more
truly formed for friendship, or more keenly alive to
the tenderest affections of the heart.

Persevering industry seems to be the most pro-
minent feature of his character: this, aided by
the desire of literary fame, enabled him to over-
come his natural antipathy to the study of lan~
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suages, and to attain considerable proficiency in
Hebrew, as well as the Classics, French, and
Italian.

: The religious education with which he was fa-
voured, and which he appears to have prized
(though perhaps he was never fully sensible of its
value till affliction convinced him that this world
ought to be a scene of preparation for the next),
gave a bias of piety to his mind which maintained
its comparative influence through life, even before
he so felt the vital power of godliness, as to per-
ceive the emptiness of all human attainments,
honours, and enjoyments. Hence his standard of
morality was pure and exalted, and hence arose
the integrity and simplicity which marked his
character.

But the seclusion from the world which was
the lot of his early life, whilst it tended to pre-
serve his simplicity and purity, induced him to be
too much attached to his own views and habits,
and laid him more open to the pernicious in-
fluence of adulation and applause which his talents
excited, and which at one period produced a slight
effect in his manners and conversation. He was
certainly conscious of the superior nature of his
abilities, and felt a counfidence and complacency
which led him sometimes to set too high a value
on his own judgment and opinions. Yet to his
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stead of presentiné it to her, as I could not ho--
nestly put a work into her hands, some of the doc-
trines of which are of so ruinous a tendency.

I conceived that you must have been induced to
purchase it from the celebrity it has acquired, with-
out giving it a perusal yourself; and, accordingly,
I have returned it to you, that you may dispose of
it as you think proper on a further consideration
of its contents.

You express your surprise at my disapprobation
of Dr. Gregory’s popular work. If you will
allow me to dispute your opinion, to which, with-
out flattery, I ever attach the greatest respect, I
will point out the passages which I think objec-
tionable, and briefly state the reasons of my disap-
probation. I feel it a duty incumbent upon me
to give you my sentiments with sincerity, since, if
you recommend the volume, your friends will con-
sider its prmt:lples as incontrovertibly just.

The design of the work is highly mmmendablc,
and it was doubtless written with the purest mo-
tives. The youthful part of the fair sex have the
strongest claim upon the notice of the moral philo-
sopher, for of all other rational beings they have
the greatest need of advice. But those admoni-
tions can produce but little effect upon a glewing
heart, and a vivid imagination, which dwell upon
punctilios in the conduct, passing over the grand
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principles of human action. This is the charac-
teristic defect of Dr. Gregory’s work. It is re-
plete with frivolities, and totally destitute of those
convincing, irresistible arguments which come with
energy to the heart. Read his chapter on Re-
ligion, and tell me if your sense of the importance of
religion 1s strengthened by the arguments there ad-
duced. He shows the expediency of religion; but
religion is not a question of expediency—it is a
matter of duty and necessity. We must be Chris-
tians, not because devotion is a soothing compa-
nion in our mortal pilgrimage, but because it is n-
dispensably requisite to rescue us from everlasting
perdition. But what is the religion Dr. Gregory
mculcates? An attendance on public worship—
private devotions, and charitable offices. We hear
nothing of the renewing change in the heart and
life, which constitutes the soul of religion, and
which is naturally productive of every private and
social virtue. One consideration deduced from the
declarations of unerring Wisdom will ever be ac-
companied with more powerful influence on the
mind than a thousand secondary arguments. He
cautions his daughters to avoid religious conversa-
tion in mixed companies. In many situations this
advice may be correct; but the honest zeal which
advocates the cause of religion on all occasions, is
preferable to the bashfulness on religious subjects,
F &
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nexions that are to be coeval with life. The sum
total of all the advice that can be given on this
tender topic is simply this,~—Follow nature ; tread
in the course which she directs, lighted on your
way by prudence and delicacy. This is a matter
of the heart, and consequently the feelings of the
heart alone are to be consulted. To them alone
we must appeal; and when we faithfully obey their
genuine impulse, we shall not be n much danger
of falling into error.  Yet, pitiful to behold! Dr.
Gregory’s chapter upon this most momentous
topic is totally dedicated to frivolous admonitions
on trifling points of propriety and etiquette. His
precepts are calculated to render the female who
shall follow them a moving puppet. Fashion is
substituted for nature, and a system of affectation
and deceit is plausibly introduced under the spe-
cious name of delicacy. But does delicacy require
us to assume an air of coldness when our hearts
are warm? Does it direct us to lead a life of
perpetual restraint in our intercourse with those
who are dearest to our hearts? and does it enjoin
the female sex for ever to bely their own feelings ?
Dr. Gregory advises his daughters respecting their
conduct to the man whom they may prefer to
others,—1f you love him, let me advise you never
to discover to him the full extent of your love; no,



71

not although you marry him. This sufficiently
shows your preference, which is all he 1s entitled
to know.—Execrable thought ! The soul must be
dead to the best sentiments of our nature, that
could inculcate or could follow such advice.
What is it that constitutes the felicity of the con-
Jugal condition? It is the mutual participation
of every feeling; it is the magic union of conge-
nial souls ; it is the reciprocal assurance of unal-
terable and unlimited affection. But, if Dr. G.’s
doctrine be just, farewell to domestic happiness,
farewell to that boundless confidence, without
‘which affection is but an imaginary phantom and
a sounding name. The unhappy mortal who shall
act upon such ummatural principles will nip the
roses of leve in their bloom, but the thorn will
‘remain for ever: for the moment we deviate from
(the path of nature, we enter into the labyrinth of
folly, and our wanderings will terminate in the
bitterest distress.
There are numerous particulars in Dr. G.’s vo-
“lume which appear to me to betray a singular per-
version of judgment; but I will not trouble you
~with further details. If the preceding animadver-
sions be just, it will appear that this little volume,
notwithstanding its popularity, is of a nature not
#simply erroneous, but highly dangerous on the im-
F 4
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TO e

MY DEAR MADAM,

Tue poems and miscellaneons works of
Mr. Addison I have marked as wsual, and re-
turned for your perusal : and I would recommend
you to give them particular attention. They were
primarily composed in Latin, and the originals
are prefixed; but I will be contented if you dili-
gently read them in the English translation. The
poem on the Peace of Ryswick is peculiarly ele-
gant and animated. Boileau, a celebrated French
satiwist and critic, was accustomed to ridicule
English poetry, and said that England was too
stupid a country to produce any thing truly poeti-
cal. Upon the perusal of this poem of Addison,
he was so struck with its beauties, that he im-
mediately altered his tone, and said that England
might produce geniuses with uncommon poetical
abilities ; at the same time he remarked, that Bri-
tish poets are men, not children: they camnot
play, like the French and Italians, but they can
soar to a height, to which no French or Italian
poet ever attained. Boileau lived to see his ob-
servation most amply verified: for, before his
deeease, Pope, Swift, Young, Thomson, Dryden,

b
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‘Milton, Tickell, and a multitude of others, illu-
‘minated the hemisphere of British poetry, and
after having surpassed all the moderns, neaﬂy
rivalled the glory of the ancients. The Descrip-
tion of the Resurrection is a masterly production :
the idea is taken from the Altar-piece of Magdalen
College, Oxon: an accurate delineation of which
is prefised, page 93. Of the other poems, I have
marked the best.

The Treatise on the Roman Poets you should
attentively read, in the original, if you please; or
if not, in the translation. The other extracts are
marked.

The Autumnal Evening’s Ride is a most de-
lightful poem. It was written by a son of Dr.
Matthews, M.P. for Hereford, who died before
he attained his twenty-first year. The rhyming
verses at the end were written by his disconsolate
father. The descriptions of young Matthews are
so natural, and such a vein of sympathy pervades
the whole, and there is united such a glow of
poetical sentiment aud imagery, that I cannot help
thinking, that if Matthews had lived, he would
have made one of the greatest poets this age has
produced. ‘

The Beauties of Shakespeare are all to be found
in the Elegant Extracts, and therefore I have de-
tained the volume,
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which are perpetually issuing from the press, are
perused with avidity by many who would have
started aghast at the sight of the folios and quartos
which frowned in the libraries of our great-grand-
fathers. The beneficial effects of these pleasing
publications are easily discernible; for, to the
credit of the present age be it spoken, most of
our beaux can write their amatory epistles without
Entick lying at their elbow, and half of the modern
fine ladies can venture to send an invitation-card
without the assistance of Dyche, Dilworth, or
the Polite Letter-writer. For the most ignorant
cannot rest contented unless they can converse and
write without flagrant errors ; and those who can
gabble with the greatest volubility, tell the most
incredible tales, or write with the greatest fluency,
are sure to be esteemed the most learned men,
and the most agreeable and entertaining com-
panions.

The course of my acquaintance has led me to
notice one species of learned absurdity which 1s
peculiarly ridiculous. This is the inordinate desire
for quotations, or rather mis-quotations, which
influences the tongue of every man whose know-
ledge has reached to Enfield’s Speaker. The co-
pious list of detached sentences prefixed to that
work, the subjects for themes which are given to
school-boys or college-boys, and the mottos of
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and T must confess that I am'somewhat sélfish in
my feelings of joy on the occasion; since 1 may,
not unreasoniably, indulge an expectation, that we
may one day be united in our academical occupa-
tions, and renew that friendship which formerly
afforded me so much pleasure in the busy hours of
childhood.

Ap extraordinary determination of blood to the
braiu, ‘which veliemently affected my eyesight, and
somewhat endangered my senses, obliged me to
desist from my studies for a considerable time,
and at present I have but partially renewed them,
Thanks to the mercies of the All-disposimg Power,
the apprebension of danger is now entirely past :
and, as the tranquillity of my mind is re-esta~
blished, and ‘my head much relieved by Dr. Jen-
-fier’s adviee, Itrust, through the Divine blessing,
1 shall shortly be able to return to my ordinary
employnients. And may the restoration of my
kealth, and of my mental powers, be accompanied
by a renewed dedication of the whole to the service
of Him, from whose bounty they are derived, that
in' prosperity and adversity, i sickness and health,
in youth and age, in life and death, the Lord Je-
hovzh may be my strerigth and my song. T feel
wayself placed in a dangerous path, with allare-
ments on each side. Muy his grace be sufficient
¥or me, and guide my steps in the “ narrow way.”
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of my character and conduct, with reference to
a well-known subject. As this once-distressing
affair at present sleeps in peace, I will not call it
into life again, by unnecessarily provoking a dis-
cussion of it. But I cannot satisfy my feelings,
without repeating to you the assurance of the gra-
titude I feel, for the true friendship and kind li-
berality, which you manifested towards me during
the whole of the business,

* * *

Farewell then, for the present, to a subject which
has been the source of the sweetest pleasures and
bitterest distresses of my life. I have now another
coucern to occupy my attention, upon which I
beg leave, my most valued friend, to solicit a re-
newal of the kindness, which, on many former
occasions, you have shown me, in favouring me
with your opmion and advice. I allude to the
steps, which it will be necessary for me to take,
respecting my entrance into the University, Ina
few months, the period of three years which [
engaged to remain with Dr. Jenner, will have ex-
pired. My wishes towards a clerical life are ever
the same ; and as, in order to the accomplishment
of these wishes, it 1s requisite that I should pass
through the fiery ordeal of an University education,
H
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I must prepare myself for the mecessary evil. T
propose to enter the first term after the long vaca-
tion, and, by taking at once the two terms in
which my attendance at college is not requisite, I
shall be able to remain with Dr. Jenner a few
months longer, if he wishes it. I need not say that
the acquisition of a scholarship or exhibition
would be most desirable to me. May I then in-
quire of you what steps I should take with a view
to the attaining it> 1 will simply mention what
has occurred to my own mind. About three years
ago, Mr. corresponded, respecting me,
with a friend of college,—who was so kind
as to promise his exertions in my favour, saying
at the same time that he could easily procure me
two exhibitions worth ten pounds each, at :
and that, in consequence of Mr.
mendation, he would receive nothing of me for
tuition, which would be an additional advantage
of £9, annually. As Mr.
of certain occurrences two years ago, expressed
his determination to give himself no further con-
cern respecting me, I cannot with propriety apply
to him on the subject. Yet I have had it in
contemplation to address a letter to Mr. ——,
which I think might perhaps be productive of
much good, without the possibility of doing harm.

s recom-

, 1n consequence

S
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I now principally devote my time to the study
of Grecian literature.

* ¥ .

I ever am your most obliged faithful servant,
Jonnx Dawes Worean.

B ® &

HE may look back upon the days that
are past, and the recollection may be sweet; but
the opportunity of improving those days is gone
for ever; to retrace them therefore with fond re-
gret, when they are no longer ours, is unworthy
of the immortal mind. It is also sweet to direct
the eye of hope towards futurity, and to feast the
umagination on scenes that are yet to come. These
dreams are consoling to the weary mind, and are
no derogation from the dignity of wisdom. But
though we beguile our solitude with these visions
of fancy, let us not dwell upon them as if they
were realities; let us not worship the phantoms of
our own creation; for before the least of our hopes
ave realized, the heart which they animated may
cease to throb, the eye which they caused to beam
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concerning them. But a question has been started
by him, which I am unable to answer, and to
which I should feel highly obliged to you if you
would have the kindness to afford me a reply.
Can a student in the University of Oxford enjoy
the benefits of any exhibition, which does not be-
long to the college n which he resides? If this
question be answered n the negative, can you have
the goodness to nform me, where any such exhi-
bitions are attainable? It is painful that those,
who enter the University with the disinterested
wish of finally promoting the glory of their God,
by their ministerial labours, should be obliged ta
take so many worldly considerations into the ac
count; but I need not inform you, my dear Sir,
that these considerations, in my case, are matters
of importance and necessity. .

The sonnet to which you allude, is entirely at
the service of the Magazine to which you have
transmitted it. I have a series of devotional
sonnets, with the composition of which I beguiled
my solitary hours, under the pressure of heart-
rending sorrows. These, when I have time, I
shall fairly transcribe, and take the liberty of send-
ing them to you, for the benefit of your opinion
and correction; and if you think they will coincide
‘with the plan of that publication, I shall rejoice
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attentive perusal and consideration of the whole on
my mind is a conviction that the literary world was
never disgraced by critics more unjust, or a trans-
lator more incompetent, than those in question.
¥You can form no idea how miserably the sonnets
of Petrarch are mangled and butchered, in the
specimens of the translation which you sent me,
I shall now send you In return a sonnet or two,
which I translated about a year and a half ago;
and I beg you to favour me with your unreserved
‘opinion, and your critical animadversions upon
them. The first is the same of which your letier
contains a translation ; you may therefore make g
comparison between their merits.

SONNET LIX.

The cheerful hours returping Zephyr leads,

With flow'rs and fruits, fair partners of his way §
The swallow’s chirp, the nightingale’s lorn lay,
Are heard, and beauty crowns the spangled meads,
The fields rejoice ; Heav'n smiles serenely bright ;
His daughter’s charms exulting Jove admires ;

Air, Ocean, Earth, confess the genial fires ;
And all their tribes in glowing love unite,
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But ah ! to me revolving seasons bring
Fresh griefs for her, who in my bosom reigns,
Though borne to yonder skies, for ever dear+
Of her bereft, the flower-enamel'd spring,
The plamy songsters, and the virgin trains,
Bleak, barren wilds and savage forms appear.

The two sonnets, which I have enclosed, T will
be obliged to you to return, when you have done
with them, as [ have no other copy. 1 send them
as specimens of my translation, with which I in-
tend to proceed in my suminer evening rambles,
The more severely you criticize them, the more |
shall feel obliged to you.

I thank you for your hints respecting the Spa-
nish language. The object which I have in view
in all my studies, is to render my life honourable
to myself, and useful to others: I would there-
fore willingly learn any language, in which there
were any valuable writers, not yet translated into
our language ; and I should think my time well
occupied in making a version of them. If there-
fore you will be kind enough to inform me what
are the untranslated Spanish poems to which you
allude, 1 will ask the advice of Mr. Hayley, and
if he considers those poems as worthy of a trans-
lation, and likely to repay my labour, I will im-
mediately commence the study of the Spanish
language,






107

I have been content, for a considerable time, to
sacrifice inclination at the shrine of duty; or, in
other words, to forsake poetry for Grecian prose.
I made out a list of Latin and Greek composi-
tions, which I determined immediately and umin-
terruptedly to study. This list I have enclosed,
Those pieces, which I have marked with an as-
terisk, I have already pernsed. I should be
obliged to you, if you would have the kindness to
add to the list any writers whose works you con-
sider as deserving of my notice ; or to erase from
it any works, which you think will not repay my
labours. T am at present reading Plato’s Phado,
which enraptures me by the sublimity of its doc-
trines, and the sweetness of the diction. By ar-
guments deduced from natural religion, he so
eloquently shows the worthlessness of our tene-
ments of clay, the vanity of the pursuits that oc-
cupy the children of mortality, aud the value and
eternity of the soul, that I do not wonder at the
story we are told of a youth, who drowned him-
self, after the perusal of the Phedo, that he might
put its truth to the test, and be freed from the in-
cumbrances of flesh and blood. I cannot here
refrain from remarking the vast difference I have
found between the style of Socrates’ Discourses,
as transmitted to us by Plate, and those for which
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jected pursuit of modem continental literature,
till I have quitted the solitary cells of Berkeley 7
and in the mean time I shall follow the advice of
the poet, in studying without interruption the
« Fxemplaria Graca.” For it is pleasant to
cultivate in solitude a language with the principles
of which you are already acquainted, however
fatiguing it may be to attempt the cultivation of
* one with which you are totally unacquainted.

Believe me to be, as ever,
Dear Sir,
Your sincerely obliged friend and servant,
Joun Dawes WORGAN,

TO THE SAME.

Berkeley, March8, 1809.
1Y DEAR 5IR,

TuANK you for your obliging letter of
the 25th of February, which I have just received,
and for the satisfactory information it contained
on Platonic subjects. The account with which
you have kindly furnished me, has afforded me all
the intelligence 1 desired. There is only owe fur-
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he may reconcile apparent anachronisms in an-
cient fabulists, or adjust the contradictory tenets
of different mythologists? All our pursuits of a
speculative nature may be trifles, and trifles they
confessedly are, compared with the sacred Wisdom
that teaches us how to live and how to die; but
the pursuits of natural philosophy are surely of all
others the least trifling ; and if contrasted with the,
frivolities that engross the attention of a majority
of mankmd, how dignified, how sublime do they
appear !

It is not because I conceive any arguments to
be necessary to form your own opinion on these
topics, that I enter into such a series of observa-
tions. My object 1s simply te elucidate the mo-
tives, that lead me to trouble you with so many
inquiries concerning Plato and his divine produc-
tions, His Phado, as well as his Crito, I have
read, and re-read, and my sentiments most fully
concur with yours, both as to their subject and
their style. They are worthy of a disciple of
Socrates : would that their author had lived four
hundred years later! how glorious a propagator
might he have been of the doctrines of Christ !
But this 1s a foolish remark, aud I am ashamed of
having written it. The time of our birth, as well
ay the period of our existence, is surely best de-
termined by Him that made us.
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I am rejoiced to hear the desire you express of
secking for wisdom in the academic shades. I
purpose entering them in September next: and
how pleasant would it be for us to study Plato
together! You aspire to a happy profession,
which may lead to the highest honours, and render
you an instrument of the greatest good; and were I
to offer my advice, I would point out that prefession
to you from a desire, that, as 1t has long been de=
graded by men of ignorance and corruption, its dig-
nity may at length be restored, by men of talent and
mtegrity. In the choice of a pursuit, however, that
is to be coeval with our active powers, the bent
of the inclination is the only guide that we cam
safely consult. “ Naturam sequere,” is the sum -
total of all the advige that can be given,

The seal with which my last letter was closed,
was dug up in a church-yard in this neighbour-
hood. It is composed of unpolished brass, and
its handle is a thick ring of the same metal, I
rather conceive that the inscriptien is Hebrew,
since one or two of the letters are common He-
brew characters. The others may perhaps be
distorted, or unskilfully engraved. I have sought
in vain for an interpretation. But are you likely
to fall in with Mr. Adam Clarke? He would no
doubt be able to solve the mystery.

I am sorry to hear that you have been so much
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flections on the nature of our existence, which
were so soothing and so animating to my feelings,
that 1 would not exchange the ennobling consola-
tions they afford, for all the pageants of pleasure
and glory.

Alas! how uyequal is the alliance, to which our
spirits are ordained to submit, during the period
of our pilgrimage below ! What avails it that they
were the semblance of the Deity, created in im-
mortality and incorruption? What avails it that
they were constituted partakers of the divine na-
ture, and were designed to be partakers of the di-
vine glory? They are immured within a melan-
choly prison, within a tenement of clay, which it
is their office to.animate and inform. The various
senses, which appertain to the body, they ought
to guide and control. They are to be the movers and
conductors of the corporeal machine; and the ob-
ject at which their exertions are to be directed, s
the glory of their Creator, and the happiness of their
companions in life, by which, at the same time,
their own advancement in glory and happiness
would be promoted. Such are the purposes for
which they were created; but what is the world
in which they are to move ! Itis a wilderness, which
iniquity, like a torrent, has overdeluged, and through
which the demons of folly and wickedness diffuse
their influence, like a poisonous contagion. And



123

does the heaven-born soul, on taking a part in
- such a scene, display her sacred onigin, by resist-
ing their seductive powers, and assert her native
cdignity, by trampling under foot the most blan-
dishing of their allurements? Let us ask ourselves
the question, and how mortifying is the reply!
And can the heaven-descended soul become the
slave of earthly pollution? She can, she 15 be-
come such. Does she not employ the powers of
the body, m procurisg a few transient and un-
worthy gratifications? Does she not neglect and
frustrate the object of her creation,—does she not
msult her Maker and vilify herself, by yielding to
the impulse of lawless passions, by suffering her-
self to be controlled by earthly objects, instead of
controlling them, and, by fixing her regard upon
the trifles of time, forgetful of the eternal state ?
And does she not thus disqualify herself for the
heavenly inheritance, and assimilate herself to all
that is evil and wretched? Reason and expe-
rience, as well as Revelation, reply in the affirma-
tive to these painful inquiries. And how shall
the horrors of this fatal condition be removed?
Reason and experience are here unable to reply.
To Revelation alone, we can look with confi-
dence ; and how cheering is the answer it affords !
Does the spirit bewail the evils into which she
has plunged ¢ Does she resolve to forsake them,
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gress of life, confirm her in her contempt of earth,
and her aspirations after a better country. And
her frailties shall soon be over. She advances in
wisdom, in perfection, and in happiness; she is
more and more assimilated to the nnage of her
God; and when she shall have completed the
purposes for which she was sent into the body, she
shall be emancipated from its bondage: she shall
mount upon the wings of the wind, and ascend
triumphantly into the presence of her Father, té
repose for ever in his bosom, looking with pity
and with scorn on her former mcumbrances of
flesh and blood, and viewing the earth from afar
as a rolling atom.

But I must restram my careering fancy. If I
have grown more formal than the laws of corre-
spondence allow, and if what I have written is
more like a sermon than a letter, you must re-
member that I am just rescued from the verge of
the grave, and you will not wonder that these ex-
alted subjects are uppermost in my mind, and
that T wish them to be uppermost in the minds of
those I Jove. How contemptible do the frivolous
pursuits of life appear, when compared with- those
which divine contemplation holds forward to the
view !

Adieu, my dear friend: we cannot fully under-
stand these glorious subjects, while we are in this
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But that my soul, by sacred Wisdom led,

May rest secure beneath some low-built shed,
And in thy love, Almighty Father! blest,

Hail the sweet transports of eternal rest.

When vig'rous youth my rising passion warms,
And earthly scenes display their fading charms,
In this frail heart unchanging Monarch reign,
And-o’er my will thy rightful sway sustain ;

My erring fancy and its pow’rs control,

And bind with cords of love my wand'ring soul.
In manhood’s prime, and each succeeding stage,
Thou shalt alone my first, best thoughts engage :
Tost on the busy world’s tempestuous sea,

My steadfast anchor shall be fix’d on Thee;
And when decaying age shall damp my joy,

And the weak frame of human bliss destroy,

Let my glad breast with humble faith resign,
Trust in thy love, and on thy arm recline.

"Then let my soul (thy glories in her view)
From earth’s drear wilderness her flight pursue,
Rest at thy feet, amid the prostrate host,

Who sound thy praises through th’ empyreal coast;
And there the counsels of thy mercy trace,

Sav'd by the riches of thy pard’ning grace.
Vain are the ponderous loads of sordid gold,
Which the fond throng with eager joy behold. =
Tho’ plenteous harvests crown the yellow plain,
And splendid affluence spread her golden reign;
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Say, can ye shed around a sacred ray,

Aud heav'nly comfort to the breast convey 2

Vain is each phantom on this earthly ball,

And in eternal night its brightest glories fall.

O let me rest in humble life secure,

Spurn the false world, and heavnly bliss ensure !

Far from terrestrial joys and ravening strife,

Which fall, loud thund’ring, and embitter life,

Let me with peaceful competence reside,

And view secure the wreck of tow’ring pride ;

Let sweet Content ber lasting joys afford,

And humble Plenty crown my frugal board :

Then shall mine eyes with pitying scorn survey

The fond delusive meteors of a day,

Which from the mists of erring Fancy rise,

And, vaiuly follow’d, mock the gazing eyes.

Then shall my thought with sacred fervour soar

On seraph wing, and gain th’ ethereal shore 3

With Salem’s beauty fir'd, the world despise,

And quit the rolling earth, to grasp the skies,
Redeeming Lord ! thy quick’'ning pow'r exert,

And to thy law my rebel will convert.

Claim for thyself alone my worthless heart ;

Correct, refive, and purge its every part.

Break with strong hand th’ oppressor’s galling chain,

And in my breast coufirm thy blissful reiga.
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Creation pours a general strain
To Him, whose bounty cheers the plain :
Secure the fleecy wand'rers sport,
And crop the meadow sﬂewi&apnnkled bloom :
While Flora spreads her ample court,
And mingled sweets the spicy gale perfumey

! f ¥ - &
. It . i ud w ‘ Pl

L. 3

Now let us pierce the grove's embow’ring shade,
And gain th’ aspiring mountain’s arduous brows.
Gay dew-drops glitter on each spangled glade,
And freshen’d verdure smiles on ev’ry bough.
And see, what lovely prospects rise ! ‘
With waving.corn the vallies teem,
Which, gilded by the solar beam,
Like seas of gold'enchant my eyes.
Here lofty Mendip lifts his tow’ring head,
And the twin brooks in friendly channels flow ;
Majestic oaks their rev’rend honours spread, =~
And tender saplings with soft foliage blow :
There hoarse Sabrina rolls her sainted tide,
And purling streams in smooth meanders glide.
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Crown'd with bright wreaths, the tuneful Nine

With votive lays adorn thy shrine ;

Fair Science sheds her cheering light, -

And dissipates the mental night ;

Portentous Ignorance retires,

And Art her chosen band inspires.

Full-handed Plenty treads the lawn,

With roseate Health, at earliest dawn ;

And, dancing o’er th” enamel’d mead,

Their lovely quire the Graees lead ;

While fair Civility displays

Her friendly smiles and fostering rays,
Swift may the circling moments fly,

Till man thy beaming car descry.

Thrice happy day, thrice welcome hour,

When earth shall feel thy tranquil pow’r;

Then shall the thunders cease to roll,

Whaose peals affright the turbid pole :

No more shall eager warriors rise,

Or the shrill clarion rend the skies ;

No more shall martial tempests roar,

Or deserts reek in human gore.

Where late the sanguine torrent roll'd,

The swains their waving erops behold,

The bending falchion cleaves the land,

Obedient to thy blest command

The bloody sword and gory spear

Tonch'd by thy hand a scythe appear ;
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Or in the rustic mansion lie,
The sport of tender infancy.
While many a falt'ring tongue repeats
His warlike grandsire’s wondrous feats.
Wide o’er the rampart’s mould’ring height,
Sweet verdure giads th’ admiring sight,
And round the castle’s shatter’d towers
Fair ivy twines her op’ning flowers.

No more shall fainting nations groan,
But thy celestial sceptre own.
The smiling meads shall laugh and sing,
Rich with the flow’ry gifts of spring ;
And warbling quires on every spray
Tune to thy praisé the joyous lay.
Thy glittering temple shall arise,
And crown'd with beauty meet the skies.
There, with due homage, man shall bow,
And carol forth the grateful vow ;
And many an artless shrine erect,
With fruits and votive garlands deck’d.
No blood shall stain the sacred ground,
No victim feel the deadly wound ;
But vernal flow’rs of fairest hue,
And roses bath’d in sparkling dew, -
With golden sheaves and purple wine,
By swains preferr’d, shall grace thy shrixe.

When, in his golden chariot borne,
Bright Phoebus gives the rosy morn ;
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What shall the Muse’s languid breast iuspire,

Or bid her fingers wake the dormant lyre ?

Oft have I sat beneath the hawthorn bower,
While social converse cheer’d the livelong hour,
Caught the wild warblings of the wood-lark’s throat,
Or the lorn nightingale’s enamour’d note ;

Where o’er each bauk the blushing violets bloom’d,
And op’ning flow’rs the breezy morn perfum’d,
Led by retirement’s hand, with glowing thoughty
The tafted vale and echoing grove I sought ;
And, far secluded from the busy throng,

Wak’d on my jocund pipe the rural song,

And nurs’d the visions of romantic ease,

Sooth’d by the murm’ring sound of branching trees.
But time has laid their verdant honours low,

And not a leaf adorns the whiten’d bough,

And not a warbler glads the cheerless day,

But Desolation sweeps her headlong way.

Yet though no more enchauting scenes invite,

Nor vernal charms the ravish'd sense delight,
Still may the Muse inspiring objects find,

And Nature’s wealth enrich the Poet’s mind,
Zthereal pinions memory’s pow’r supplies,

And bids the soul with eager transport rise ;

Her magic hand a faithful glass displays,

To renovate the scenes of happier days 3

Again the flow’rs of rich-rob’d Summer blow,
Again the fruits of purple Autumn glow ;
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And here, in haunts to Sol’s bright rays unknows,

Where Superstition rear’d her ebon throne,

Our pitying eyes survey'd the lonely cell,

Where Chatterton awoke the tuneful shell,

And bade his Iyre the deep-ton’d music roll

With pleasing raptures o’er th’ enamour’d soul.

Sweet Nature’s child ! accept the tribute paid

By fond affection to thy honour’d shade :

"Though pallid want thy mortal hours distrest,

Thy genius wither’d, and thy fires deprest ;

Stll round thy grave unfading flow’rs shall bloom,

And weeping Muses ever mourn thy doom,

Bards yet unborn shall drop the kindred tear,

Embalm thy memory, and thy name revere.
Now, from the city’s gloomy scenes withdrawn,

We trod th’ enamel’d mead and verdant lawn,

Where laughing swains, with hearts for ever blithe,

Plied with assiduous hand the glitt'ring scythe,

And at each stroke the fairy webs o’erthrew,

¥rom blade to blade prolong’d, and gemm’d with

dew.

Now o’er aspiring hills we bent our way, .

Pausing to catch the blackbird’s mellow lay,

To pluck the wild-flow’r from its dewy cell,

Or count the herds that whiten'd o’er the dell.

Where'er we gaz'd enchanting prospects smil'd,

And social converse the long way beguil’'d,

4.












156

Soothes with immortal hope the care-worn breast,

And gives on earth a gleam of heav'nly rest.

Ye sons of earth, pursue your gilded toys,

And linger in the haunts of fleeting joys ;

The meteor happiness eludes your gaze,

And each light blast o’erthrows the bliss you raise.
Now when the urn had pour’d its hissing tide,

And China’s stores our morning wants supplied,

Our strenuous thoughts to various labours bent,

The noontide hours 1n healthful cares we spent.

Thy voice, Evander, bade the menial throng

With cheerful mind their busy work prolong ;

Firm, though benignant,—gentle, though severe,

While every rustic bent a duteous ear;

And willing love a purer service drew

Than e’er the proud insulting tyrant knew.

And oft, by Virtue’s gen’rous dictates led,

From plain to plam thy willing feet have sped ;

Thy liberal hand reliev’d Affliction’s load,

And led the recreant step to Wisdom’s road,

Pleas'd the drear haunts of latent woe to seek,

And wipe the tear from Sorrow’s faded cheek,

While strong benevolence thy heart refin’d,

And Heav'n’s own flame inspir'd thy vig’rous mind,
Here, from the scenes of crowded life retir'd,

By pure affection’s warmest impulse fir'd,

Her infant train the mother’s care mstructs,

And the soft heart in virtae’s path conducts.
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The cheerful hours elaps’d in silent flow ;
Each heart was fird with Friendship’s mutual

glow ; '
From TFashion’s dull frivolities releas’d,
Fach opening bosom shar’d the mental feast—
"Then the rich treasures of the letter’d page
With deathless charms our willing thoughts engage ;
Pleas’d we survey, by faithful trav’llers shown,
The mingled beauties of each distant zone,
And then the moral strain our eyes explore,
And feast, O Virtue, on thy sacred lore.
Tar was the sland’rous fiend, whose venom’d dart
Wounds with malicious aim the guileless heart,
Assails an absent neighbour’s honest name,
Or nips the laurels of ingenuous fame.
No idle talk on fashion’s varying coursem—
No empty mirth, detraction’s endless source,—
But fairer scenes in heav'nly forms appear,
And sweeter accents vibrate on the ear.

Such were the joys that serious thought endear'd,
Nor these alone our circling moments cheer’d ;
No stoic thralls the pming soul confin'd,

Or steel’d with apathy the listless mind ;

But guiltless Pleasure, in her maiden pride,
With all the sister Graces at her side,

O’er cach warm heart her pleasing transports shed,
By Reason cherish’d, and by Virtus fed.
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And to His praise attunes her grateful pow'rs
Who bids the vales rejoice, and glads the laughing
hours.

Ye too, whom infancy’s fond bliss delights,
May share the joys which social mirth invites;
For see, with lightsome heart, serenely gay,
Yon busy group direct their eager play.

When yellow radiance gilds the glimm’ring spires,
And twilight’s hand unveils the starry fires,
Oft would I seek the closing hours of eve,
Pleas’d the false world, and all her pomps, to leave,
Watch the pale glow-worm’s ineffectual beam,
Or Cynthia’s image dancing in the stream :——
Reflective Wisdom, with angelic mien,
Has cheer’d my wand’ring in the silent scene;
And while her heav'n-directed eye survey'd
Spring’s varied bloom, or summer’s grateful shade,
When the full year its plenteous produce shower’d,
Or ice-bound winter’s foaming tempests lower’d,
Her glowing heart that Sacred Presence own'd,
Which, though in Heaven's empyreal height en-

thron'd,
Conspicuous shines, with matchless might confest,
In the green vale by vernal flowrets drest,
As when his mandate rais'd the spangled pole,
And bade the starry train effulgent roll,—
As when cherubic harps his pow’r confess,
And flaming tongues his boundless mercy bless,
9
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Blest be that Power, whose guardian love pratects

Thy favour'd regions, and thy bliss directs,

No blood-stain’d victors riot on thy plains,

Or load thy trembling sons with galling chains ;

No fearful clarion echoes through thy streets,

To rouse thy children from their lone retreats;

No slaughter’d myriads welter w thy vales,

No plaintive murmurs fill the tainted gales.

Still, when the sunbeams glitter on the dew,

Thy rustic sons their peaceful toils pursue ;

The fleecy wanderers crop the flow’ry food,

And plumy songsters warble through the wood;

No mad’ning foes thy rural scenes invade,

But Ceres’ gifts replenish every glade ;

The wild bee murmurs through the blooming fields,

And the glad year its pregnant produce yields ;

And oft at evening, round the cottage door,

Thy vig'rous swains partake the frugal store,

Quaff the full bowl, the lovelorn ditty sing,

And shout, Long live Britannia’s glorious King
And not alone with nature’s bounty blest,

Thy peaceful sons enjoy perpetual rest ;

And not alone Abundance crowns thy marts,

And social quiet every bliss imparts ; —

But nobler gifts propitious Heav'n allows,

And fairer blessings claim thy grateful vows:

For on thy plains, in native splendour bright,

Divine Religion sheds ber cheering light;
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'The_‘ehades of blinded ignorance dispels,
And in the favour’d land conspicuous dwells;
With sacred light her glowing lustres show
The path to ceaseless bliss or lasting woe ;
Her faithful powers illume the grov’ling crowd,
Exalt the humble, and abase the proud;
And many a Porteus, fird with holy zeal,
Bids erring man his guilty nature feel,
With heav’nly truth assails the deafen’d ears,
Or with sweet strains the contrite bosom cheers ;
Then to the Cross the wounded sinner guides,
To wash for ever in the crimson tides.
See Superstition, mantled in a storm,
Hies from the plains, and hides her hagard form;
While pure Devotion from the sky descends,
Thy g]ory fosters, and thy peace defends.
And o'er thy meads, adorn’d with blmmmg
flowers,
Life’s noblest bliss, immortal Freedom towers;
Alike the peasant and the prince protects,
Binds in one chain and by one law directs.
Not lawless Anarchy, whose hell-born sway
Lures the fond crowd, then tramples on her prey;
Not the fell fiend whose pow’r by myriads curst,
In ruthless mis'ry Gallia's realms immers'd ;
But sacred Liberty, divinely fair,
Friend to lhe world, and Natare’s darling care;
" we
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From clime to clime by rev'rend sages led;
By Reason foster’d and by Virtue fed.
Her cheering vigour to thy sons decreed,
Crowns every bliss, and gladdens every mead ;
High o’er thy realms, unmov’d by party strife,
She guards their peace, their treasures, and their
life, . _
Hurls into night Oppression’s murd’rous band, -
And heaps with lasting joys thy favour'd strand.
Rage, ye loud storms! assault our peaceful shore ;
Ye wild winds ! riot, and, ye tempests ! roar :—
While sacred Liberty, with eye serene,
Smiles on our plains, and animates the scene ;
While pure Religion darts her heav'nly ray,
And rich-rob’d vales their plenteous gifts display;
Still shall our veice th’ Almighty Maker bless,
Resound his goodness, and his pow’r confess.
Frail are the sons of earth. Her brightest
climes _ dac |
Groan with increasing guilt, and countless crimes :
Yet thee, with Heay'n’s peculiar bounty blest,
My natal shore! peculiar crimes infest,
And basest sins almighty love requite, .
While Seraphs shudder at the fearful sight.
Stay, stay, ye sporters on Perdition’s brink,
Behold th’ expanse below !—behold, and think ;
Ere yet the quiv'ring thunderbolt shall fly,
While mercy yet receivesthe suppliant cry;
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AN HYMN,
Tﬁ;ﬂﬂaﬁm rmm .'t!'nn Hzﬁnw. .

TH’Almighty Lord, whose sov’reign sceptre sway'd

Yon azure plains, by trembling hosts obey’d ;

Ere in the void the starry orbs were hung,

Or Nature’s goodly frame from Chaos sprung ;

What time, arising at his plastic word,

The fair creation own'd its glorious Lord ;

Then was he hail'd “ Supreme, eternal King,”

While prostrate angels touch’d the golden string,

And when the orbs that gild the sky decay,

And earth in wild confusion fades away ;

He will alone, tremendous Monarch, reign,

And arm’d with endless might his sway sustain,
He was, he is, and shall for ever be,

Crown’d with immortal pow’r and majesty.

He is the glorious One ; and who can vie

With Him, whose nod controls th’ obedient sky ?

No second pow’r his mighty sway can share,

Or with the Source of life and strength compare,

From vast eternity his reign began,
And with swift course through circling ages ran ;
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And when reyolving years shall cease to roll,
And fleeting suns forsake the darken'd pole,
Nought shall Jehovah’s boundless age confine,
Contract his pow’r, or bid his love decline.
His sure control shall sway the seas and land,
And conscious worlds obey his high command ;
While the bright hosts that tread th’ empyreal plains,
With sacred awe confess, “ Jehovah reigns.”
This is the God, in whom my soul coufides,
Whose guardian care my feet in safety guides.
“This the sure friend, whose arm my life redeems,
This the blest fount, from which my comfort
streams ;
This is my steadfast rock ; “ a rock that braves
The raging tempests, and the rising waves :”
Firm in his strength I dwell in soft repose,
And view secure the rage of angry foes.
My glorious banner, my divine retreat,
My blissful lot, with heav’nly joys replete ;
Whose gracious ear my suppliant voice attends,
Whose pow’rful arm my trembling life defends ;
My guardian bulwark, and almighty shield,
"T'is to thy care with joyful trust I yield!
By day and night with gracious hand protect,
And through the maze of life my steps direct.
The Lord is mine j;——secure in him I rest,
- Fear shall no more invade my tranquil breast,

N4
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Jam jam perspiciunt turbida litora,

Alti et voce rogant: “ Quis bonus adstitit

Meerenti patrie > Quis bonus emicat
Humani generis pater ?

¢ Quis, stans intrepido corde, calumnias
Audacesque minas provocat hostium ?
Celi et munifico percitus ambitu,

Aufert terrigenis mala ?

¢ Tllius decorent tempora florbus,
Formoséique hederd, Pimpleidum chorus
Ilius cithare factaque pradicent

Humani generis patris.”

Non dux, terrificam militie decus,

Non cristatus eques, turbave bellica ;—

Jllorum comitat pallida mors viam,
Dura et subsequitur fames.

Non qui, luxuriis doctus inanibus,
Consultus vacu stat sapienti :
Horum vana perit gloria, firmaque

Virtus nomina rejicit :

Sed qui, despietens munera divitum,
Funestis hominum prebet opem malis;
Vitam pacificis excolit artibus,

Genti vinclaque sublevat.
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Quam suavi cithard Pieris Handel:
Divinam cecinit gloriam, honoribus
Lztis commemorans nomen, et emula
Fulgens splendida Bati.

Ansteius, propriis pradita gratils,

Cui splendet salibus lucida pagina,

Vestris auxiliis matribus Anglicis
Vaccine reciit decus.

Et nunc Agricolis docta Britannicis

Reddet Virgilii Musa Georgica :—

Heus ! tandem propera, neve diutius:
Secretum teneas opus.

Matris progeniem donec Amor fovet

Ferventi gremio : —donec imaginem

Ipsius genitor diligit, almaque
Mortales Pietas regit : =

Exardens juvenum dum recolit cohors

Artes ingenuas, Musave pectora

Vatum leta movet ;—dumque levamina
JEgrotis medici ferunt ;—

Vestris attribuet candida Veritas

Laudem promeritis :—nil valet hostiam

Mendacum rabies : —nil thalus impetus 5
— Rupes ®quora provoeat. ~~
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And though, by Fortune’s varying will opprest,
Ne'er was my bosom with thy friendship blest :
Ne'er did mine eyes behold thy mortal form,
Ne'er did thy voice my kindred fancy warm ;
Still o’er thy tomb, by sacred sorrow led,
Let the fond muse her humble offering shed ;
Weep for HER woe, whose bursting sighs bemoan
Her tender guide and lov'd associate flown ;
Weep for thy babes, on life’s wide ocean tost,
Their watchful sire and steadfast guardian lost ;
Weep for the poor, whose tearful eyes behold
The dark damp vault their strenuous friend enfold;
Weep for myself, lamenting thou hast died,
Ere mutual friendship had our souls allied.

But see! what rays the midnight shades illume ;
What heav'nly splendours pierce th’ incumbent

gloom !

Cherubic glories beam along the sky,
And angel forms salute the wondering eye !
Mute be the plaintive note !—1I rise ! T rise!
Immortal Faith her eagle wing supplies :
She lifts my fancy from the tufted sod,
To Sion’s mansions, and the throne of God.
Hush’d be the voice of woe !~—celestial peace
Calms my sad soul, and bids the tumult cease.
Methinks, transported to that blissful shore,
Where heavenly quires Almighty Love adore,

0 2
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His p[astu: word th’ aérial plain controls,
Guides the wide world, and rules the spangled
poles ;

And shall not He thy bnunded wish supply ?

Oh ! banish fear, and on his arm rely.

Still shall his guardian care thy steps direct,

Thy children foster, and thy cause protect ;

Blunt the keen darts of angish as they fly,

And wipe the tear-drop from each motsten'd eye,

Till, when thy soul, from mortal bondage freed,

While earth-born glories from thy view recede,

Mounts on the wings of Hope, and borne above

To the blest regions of delight and love,

Thy bounding feet the sacred mausions tread,

And lambent glories deck thy star-crown’'d head.

And while th’ unutterable transports rise,

Thy long-lov’d Ambrose shall salute thine eyes ;

There in ecstatic bliss your souls shall meet,

Your crowns of glory cast at Jesus’ feet ;

Join with seraphic hosts the duteous lay,

Your Saviour God adore, and endless homage pay,
And ye, who weep for your departed sire,

While big tears roll, and mutual groans transpire,

Oh! while you mourn the father and the friend,

His dying precepts let your hearts attend.

Bud the pure signs of holy grief appear,

And bow to Wisdom’s voice a willing ear :
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Still shall her healing energies extend,

Our cares alleviate, and our race befriend s

And future ages, wondering as they read

Of woes, which once the sPEcKLED FIEND de=
creed,

London, Edinburgh, and Dublin, which, after the most
laborious investigation, was laid before the British Senate,
must convey peculiar satisfaction to the mind of every
Englishman. Their Report contains an impartial dis-
cussion of the subject, and concludes by stating * that
they feel it their duty strongly to recommend the practice
of Vaccination. They have been led to this conclusion
by no preconceived opinion, but by the most unbiassed
judgment, formed from an irresistible weight of evidence
which has been laid before them. For when the number,
the respectability, the disinterestedness, and the exten-
sive experience of its advocates, is compared with the
feeble and imperfect testimonies of its few opposers;
and when it is considered that many, who were once
adverse to Vaccination, have been convinced by further
trials, and are now to be ranked among its warmest sup-
porters, the truth seems to be established as firmly as
the nature of such a question admits; so that the Col-
lege of Physicians conceive that the Public may rea-
sonably look forward with some degree of hope to the
time when all opposition shall cease, and the general
concurrence of mankind shall at Jength be able to put an
end to the ravages at least, if not to the existence, of
the Small-Pox.”
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SONNET XIIL
WRITTEN AT FRAMPTON UPON SEVERN.

Frampron! I love fo stray thy meads along,—
To mark the church-tow’r, glimmering through
the trees
That skirt thy green, and catch the mellow song,
Borne from yon woodlands by the perfum’d
breeze.
Now, rapt in musings, from some sloping mound,
I watch the skiff on Severn’s billowy tide,—
Trace the blue hills that lift their heads around,
And count the herds that grace their verdant side.
Sweet are thy charms, by lavish Nature given,
Yet, lovely spot! a prouder boast is thine ;
For oft the Muses, at the close of even,
Have warbled in thy grove their songs divine;
And while they breath’d the strain with rapture
fraught,
Their sweetest lays thy favour'd GARDNER taught !















SONNET XVII.
THE THUNDER-STORM.

See! the wild Tempest-Fiend through bursting

clouds

His fiery chariot wheels.—With thund’ring sound

Rush the red bolts of vengeance, and around
Terrific night the deathful triumph shrouds,

Save where the lightning’s flash with lurid gleams
Gilds the wide waste.—The giddy and the gay
Aghast may tremble, as they blithely stray °

Where pleasure lights their path with dazzling beams

'Of cloudless joyance. But 1 love to view
This sweetly-mournful scene; yon whirlwind's

boom _ .

Is music to my ear, and midnight's gloom
More welcome than the landscape’s brightest hue.
For while my soul her blasted bliss bemoans,

In unison with me Creation groans.













































SONNET XXXIL

S1sTER belov'd ! if pure Affection’s lay,
Though short, an echo in thy heart may find,
Accept the warm vows from a ‘brother’s mind
Breath’d in a faithful strain, to greet the day
That gave thee birth. To live in lengthen’d years
I pray not for thee, for too well I know
That Earth’s most pleasant paths are paths of
woe ;
And soon each pilgrim’s cheek is worn with tears:
But this T pray, that holy Faith may raise
Thy wishes from the world : how brief thy date
It matters not, if Jesu’s love create
Thy ransom’d soul anew, and guide thy ways.
Then may thy cares for earthly prospects end,
Heav'n is thy home, thy Saviour is thy friend.
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SONNET XXXIIL.

WRITTEN IN A COTTAGE.

Here, from the scenes of pageant pride releas’d,
Embower’d in bliss the rev'rend Herbert dwells;
Quits the false earth, on heav'nly joys to feast,
And seeks for Wisdom in her rural cells.
Though void of burdening W ealth’s redundant store,
A frugal board his daily want supplies;
Unskill'd in Sophistry’s deceitful lore,
With humble Faith he rests,—divinely wise.
So, when my social duties are discharg’d,
No more on transitory cares intent ;
Here let me rest, from earth-born toils enlarg'd,
While Faith and Hope their healing balm present.
Thus let my feet their destin’d circle run,—
Life’s noblest comforts share,~its deathful tumult
* shun, Aery
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SONNET XXXVIL

WaEeN blushing Eve unveils the starry fires,
As oer the plains I roam with pensive eye,
My fellow-swains, with taunting laughter, cry :
“See the frail youth, whom ill-starr’d love inspires !”
And many a sage with leaden tongue exclaims,
“ Fond swain ! the tyrant from thy breast repel :
¢ Shun the dire shaft,~—the deadly tumult quell,
“ And quench by Reason’s pow'r the lurking
flames.”
Yes ! my Elmira!—to the sapient strain
- Which Reason pours, my duteous heart shall
bow ;
For—Reason smiles upon my tender vow,
And firmer binds Affection’s golden chain.
Reason and Love to crown my choice agree :
I love with reason when I gaze on thee.
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SONNET XL.

WRITTEN ON THE APPROACH OF
WINTER.

SEe! to the busy town’s discordant neise
What giddy wanderers urge their idle flight ;
For transient splendour leave perennial joys,
And, grasping shadows, quit sincere delight.
I envy not, fond crowd ! your gilded woe ;
Be mine the pleasure Nature’s charms impart :
Hence your perfidious smile, and cumbrous show ;
Be mine the joys that penetrate the heart.
Though Plenty glads no more th’ unbleating dale,
How sweet th’ encircled fire,~the social board;
To gather wisdom from the snow-clad vale,
To share the bliss domestic scenes afford ;
And, 'mid the rattling storm, and dreary gloom,
Thy power, O Love! can bid unfading flowrete
bloom.
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with his own hand, during an uninterrupted prac-
tice of ten years; and though I have been very
particular in my inquiries respecting the result, I
have never heard of a single instance ia swhich any
of his patients were subsequently affected with the
Small-Pox. I have seen accounts, which proceed
from the best authorities, of the Vaccination of
some millions on the continent of Furope, inour
East Indian settlements, and in almost every
corner of the civilized world. But as Englishmen
will naturally repose more implicit confidence n
facts which eccur within their own shores, and of
the truth or falschood of which they may, if they
please, be convinced by ocular demonstration, 1
shall confine myself chiefly to the evidence of
English practitioners. 1 should be sorry to be
suspected of attaching undue belief to the pub-
lications of the friends of Vaccination, or of
entertaining improper doubts of the accuracy of
the statements of its opponents. Yet I cannot
think that the assertions of a few individuals, @who
avow that they never practised Vaccination, can
be put into competition with the assertions of the
host of medical men, who have made Vaccination
a principal object of their attention, and who,
when they declare that it does afford a complete
security (of course, when duly conducted) agamst
the Variolous infection, speak altogether from
T &
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found them without experience in Vaccination,
supporting their opinions by hearsay information
and hypothetical reasoming ; and, upon investi-
gating the facts which they advanced, they found
them to be either misapprehended or misrepre-
sented.”

The same sentiments, under different words,
bave been expressed by the other Colleges of
Physicians and Surgeons in the United Kingdom.
But, of all their Reports, none appears to me to
be so clearly favourable to Vaccination, as that of
the Royal College of Surgeons of London. This
learned body had received an account of one hun-
dred and sixty-four thousand three hundred and
eighty-one cases of Vaccination. In this number
fifty-six cases are stated to have occurred in which
the Small-Pox followed. So that there is only
one instance of fallure in almost three thousand
cases ; and this, observe, necessarily including the
vesult of the practice m 1ts very infancy. Now
if we take three thousand hens, and put them to
sit upon their eggs, 1 rather suspect that wmore
than one of them might not succeed m hatching :
vet, would any man thence assert, from such a
deviation, that the hen does not possess the power
of hatehing? It 1s equally absurd to assert that
Vaccmation does not afford a secusity {rom the
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« Answer to Mr. Highmore’s Objections to the
Bill before Parliament to prevent the spreading of
the Small-Pox,” and which Mr. Murray states
to have been communicated to him by Dr.
Jemner), the following information is contained:
“ The governments in India have shown every
anxiety to disseminate the new Inoculation, and
in all these presidencies there are regular establish-
ments for the purpose.” “ On this island the
Small-Pox was annually epidemic : siuce the in-
troduction of the Vaccine, it has done but little
mischief ; and for the last three years has not
even appeared ; indeed I am sorry for this; for
such is the apathy and indolence of the Asiatic
character, that an evil a little removed is seldom
- attended to or feared. I feel frequently the effects
of this; for, when urging parents to bring their
children to my station, they tell me, ¢ Why fear
¢ Atala? (Small-Pox.) Your disease has diiven
¢ it away, and we have nothing to fear.  If Small-
¢ Pox again appears, we will all come to you at
¢ once.” If this reasoning be foolish, it would be
difficult to produce so strong a testimony of thei
confidence in the preventive efficacy of the new
discovery.” ¢ The mortality from the visitation
of the Small-Pox, in any district of this country,
is much indeed beyond what you can imagine in

% 2
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Europe. It is certain that, on a favourable com-
putation, one in three die of Small-Pox in this
country. Indeed, the mortality at certain seasons,
and under certain circumstances, 18 frequently
more than half; that is, when one hundred are
seized with this loathsome disease, fifty perish.
Even the Inoculated Small-Pox proves a serious
disease here : independently of the common ob-
jections that are fairly urged against the practice
of spreading more widely the contagion, our ex-
perience in this settlement has led us to conclude
that one child in fifty is lost.”

From this artless narrative we learn the tre-
mendous devastation which the Variolous conta-
gion formerly produced in the territories of India,
and we also learn how completely it has been ex-
terminated by the most simple and easy means—
by the universal practice of the Vaccine Inocula-
tion. If then the universal practice of Vaccina-
tion be capable of eradicating the Small-Pox
from one district of the globe, it naturally follows
that it is equally capable of eradicating it from
the glohe itself, whenever the practice shall have
become general among all mankind.

This animating prospect is not a visionary dream,
Look at the European continent, look at Ame-
rica, look at many parts of Britain ; and you will
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find that wherever Vaccination is disseminated as
it ought to be, there the Small-Pox has been ba-
nished, and prevented from returning. Since,
therefore, the same causes must produce the same
effects, to any extent to which they may be al-
lowed to operate, it is self-evident that nothing
but unanimous exertions are wanting, to free the
world from the severest malady that has ever af-
flicted its inhabitants. T will not at present in-
dulge in the language of exultation, withywhich
so proud a triumph over the most fatal of diseases
must inspire the lips of every friend of humanity.
I wish to reason dispassionately; and I would,
therefore, coolly inquire what are the causes that
impede the progress of such inestimable blessings?
Why is it that a disease, which has been expelled
from India, should continue to send such hordes of
wretched victims to the grave in the metropolis of
the British empire ?  And what methods would it
be expedient to adopt, that this waste of human
life may be prevented, that prejudice may be
subdued, that Vaccination may be received in
the manner its importance demands, and that the
British realms may derive from it the same ad-
vantages that other countries have al ex-
perienced? With a few unprejudiced rem

these subjects, I will trouble you, Mr,Urban, for




































