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in a subordinate sphere and a lower
occupation, was yet conscious of the
same propensities which govern their
condntgt l; and an tut;lentive examina-
tion of the origin of these propensities,
as they arenﬁere diapla;edp':t soine
distance from the observer, may pro-
bably suggest the idea that vanity, or
a want of steady sense, are as often the
sources of the suﬂbrings we are allud-
ing to, as either superior talent or an
evil destiny. Nor let it be thought
that there is absurdity in the idea of
genius being ever the characteristic of
a tailor ; for to me, at least, it is evi-
dent, that as much of this quality
may be necessary to enable a man to
cut well a suit of small-clothes, as to
carvesentences into trimness and form ;
or if your readers choose to have the
com reversed, I cannot see how
the stirrings of' mind which lead a tailor
to neglect his bhoard, may not be the
same with those which daily allure thou-
sands, under pretence of asserting their
native superiority of talent, toa disre-
d of that steady attention to their
uties which alone can lead to success
in life. At any rate, it is plain, that
whatever may be the essence and
spring of genius, it is most assuredly
a veg dangerous possession, and may
either lead to transcendent glory or to
the lowest sphere of uselessness and
shame. . A
The second of the pieces which I
now transmit to you, seems to we to
have much value ona different account ;
T mean the striking illustration which
it offers of a peculiarity of our dreams
which has not yet been sufficiently
considered by p , namely,
the fine allegorical character which
they sometimes assume.  'When some
event which either elevatesordcpresses
us has taken place, we are apt to dream
in consequence of that event; and it
is in those dreams which occur afer
the fact, and not in those which are

sup ophetic, that this allego-
: ﬂ’r :"’cnm"”“_mfumy be péveeived. = A

erson, far'exm?le,w » has suffered
fome great calamity, or is in Gresd of
some such evm;: v ing him, will
~dream, it may be, of wandering upon
a wild and dan]nte’ heath amidst bogs
and mist,~of walking by night amidst
grave-stones and ruins,—or of being

abandoned upon a ocean to the
mﬁ ﬂlma; A person who has
‘met with some piece fortune,
on the other hand, wm:ém])a-

Translations from Biirger.

“and interest to every thing
“of which cooler minds have not the

of flyi ough the air, or of
m' il ‘yui‘gtﬁdst flowery arbours
with heavenly maidens, or of hmmg
celestial voices singing hymns of holy
rapture. It is plain enough that, in
all such instances, our dreams hrebotl!
prompted, and receive their tinge,
either of melancholy or of cheerful-
ness, from the feeling which had pre-
dominated in our minds ng our
waking hours. But the striking :
vation is :::1: only with how mche:;

el v vy

of Png such dreams are often con-
strueted, but upon how exquisite an
idea of allegory the mind often pr

ceeds in arranging the images whi
e Tvoseitad £ - Hothon? Pin leens

very humbly to recommend this sub-
jeet to the consideration of some of
the inquirers into the Philo of
Mind, who I see are already begin-
ing to enrich your work with
pr h_nndma:ilol}m; tlieg?ylutionof
such ms will probably prove
both H;P:e entertaining and more use=
fal than the most ingenions discussion
of the loug agitated question respect=
ing Cause and Effect; and T yenture
to lay before them the second of the
followi as an example of

Ng pocms,
what I mean. -

The last of the poems which I now
send you, is oue of the best produc-
tions of its celebrated author.  Biir-
ger, indeed, has, in many respects, #
manifest resemblance to our own
Burns,—although the most su
rem’l‘:a;l will = ve, that thmese t;;

ar poets have many sufficien:
l:&inct points also of dissimilitude,
and that perhaps two better instances
could not be selected than those of-
fered b‘{‘th'eae kindred spirits of the
diseriminating traits of Scotch and
of German genius.  Yet Biirger,
Burus, delighted to sing of love as
is known to those whose feelir
have not heen eorrupted either by vi-
cious indulgence, or by much com-
;nme{oe ;dith the ww:rlﬂ,éot that
Whicl glows'in the breasts of bealthy
‘peasants, and which, to those who ar¢
under its influence, gives a dai:wg

5

slightest idea.  Biirger too, like Burns,
could well depict th lings, some”
‘what " akin to love, by the
breasts of youthful or  enthusiasti¢
men are agitated, when they give full
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Awandedz%mood,lwﬂdmnmdedum,
Hath been of Genius but the altered name ?

Thle’whothe spark divine within them
Guide not like other men a tacking keel,
But as the wind of humour fills their sail,
Fearless and free they drive before the

They are, indeed, the choicest things on

earth, _
And should be valued as of rarest birth.
And if a monkey, or a cat, or bear,
Their mastex’s kindness and attention
lfbuttaﬂm or blossoms from the Line
As being rare most wondrous fine
‘What silken couches should for him be
wove
Wthose soul was nurtured by divinest love ?
How should the world that man enrich
wnthpelf
Whose spirit is too fine to mind himself ?
But ah! this niggard world can ne’er dis-

cern
What most of all it interests it to learn.

Oh see in me of this an awful proof,
And stand not from my piteous case aloof.
Butwhﬂehlsplmdidmmm

Yuatmuduchildrenqmﬁngthrough

the house,— -

Oh from your window cast a pitying
On him who now for food lg:ker

Andm how dismal is the case of him

Whosehmdhufatmedﬁn silk in which
ou swim,

Yu%usthsmsdf in coat which rents de-
orm

B‘ﬂeﬂlechinpdhngof the pmleasstmm,

And often sigh for but a piece of bread,

Whﬂefd‘ym on daintiest cakes are richly

Oh y:, lknowyourunder'hem is mov-

By the sad plijnofmyouetuhau

Translations from Biirger.

[Nov.

He took the ring from off my hand,
The pledge of love so true,

And in its stead a pearlin band
Around my neck he threw.

Methought then "mid the garden’s sweets
In pensive guise I strayed,

And sought ’bove all its best retreats
My much lov'd myrtle shade.

My pearlin band amid the stems
1t seemed to break in two,

And rolling from their string, the gems
Quite vanished from my view.

I sought, and sought in that sad hour
My pearlins lost to gain ;

But as 1 sought, alas, my bow’r
Seemed changed to Rosmarin.

Alas ! my dream was but too true,
Its sense no more is dark,

No&reum-bookneedlnowreadthmn@,
Nor ask a learned clerk.

Yes, break my heart ! no true-love ring
Now decks my feeble hand,
Mymyrﬂesallmﬂmrm,
I wear but death’s black band.

And soon a wreath of Rosmarin
Shall blossom o’er my head ;

For, broken like my ring, this heart
Shall soon in death be laid.

——— ——

3.—Song of a Brave Man.

A BRAVE man’s praise I mean to sing
In loftiest tone, on loudest string ;

For gold is dross, and lofty lay .
Alone the brave can well repa
ThankGod,whomughtmylintofm
The lay that speaks a brave man’s fame.

Now fresh and moist the south wind blew
From Europe’s farthest strand,

The rolling clouds before it few

And blackened all the land ; _
The fields were swept,—the forest bent,
And ice-bound lakes and streains were rent-

From loftiest hills the melted snow

loved g sy ey
Iknwymbmulmandrmdyul Amthemexrnﬁred;’
Are ever to the poor and friendless paid. lts farious surges ¢ the shore,
ghmdmthmwmgtmac&umﬁ Andonwudrocksan? bore.
oshlald my carcass e - ;
An ancient bridge thcﬂood,
Andl,besxdﬂhepmseofnnewhowen With arches wide and stron
Your Honour’s merits to his friends can tell, 1t rocks had long
Wil ever strive by finest, stoutest sewing, waves that dashed along :
Toi;;olwm&wvedthembifyom ﬁhalf- ,'mg:::’flmi '
3 - Loud and yet louder roared the stream,
yet
it by g And heaved the rocks amain; f;
;?".‘MM,DTM 3 %aumrﬂwm :
that at might And, while each sign of fear he made,
Iﬁ:‘:ﬂyw&m He called on man and heaven for aid.
Myﬁkeonesiummmomyugm - The rocks from either shore were riven; =
As clear as life I ween. As rushed the sweling waves
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