
THE GLEANER §e. 

LITERATURE, 
We continue our extract from the Review in Black- 
wood, of Mr Alfred Tennyson’s Poem. 
One of the saddest misfortunes that can befall a young poet, is 

to be the Pet of a Coterie; and the very saddest ofall, - if in 
Cockneydom. Such has been the unlucky lot of Alfred Tennyson. 
He has been elevated to the throne of Little Britain, and son- 
nets were showered over, his coronation from the most remote 
regions of his empire, even from Hampstead Hill. Eulogies more 
elaborate than the architecture of the costliest gingerbread, have 
been built up into panegyrical piles, in commemeration of the 
Birth-day; and *twould be & pity indeed with one’s erutch to smash 
the gilt battlements, white too with sugar as with frost, and be- 
gemmed with comflts. I'he besetting sin of all periodical criti- 
ersm, and now-a-days there is no other, is boundless extrava- 
ganee of praise; but none splash it on like the trowelmen who 
have been bedaubing Mr. Tennyson. There is something wrong, 
however. with the compos: “It won't stick, unseemly cracks 
deform the surface; it falls off piece by piece ere:it has “dried in 
the sun, or it hardens into blotches, and the worshippers. have 
but discoloured and disbguied their dol. The worst of it is, that 
they make the Bespattered not only feel, but look rid‘culous; he 
seems as absurd as an lage in a tea-garden; and. bedizened with 
faded and fantastic garlands, the public congh on being told he is 
a Poet, for he has much more the appearance of a Post 
The Englishman’s Magazine ought not ta: have died; for it 

threatened to be a very pleasant periodical. An Egsay on the 
Genius of Alfred Tennyson,’ sent it to the grave, The superhu— 
man—nay, supernatural— pomposity of that one paper, incapaciat- 
ed the whole work for living one day longer in this unceremo- 
nious world. ‘Fhe solemnity with which the critic approached 
the object af his adoration, and the sanctity with which he laid 
his offerings on the shrine, were too much for our irreligious age. 
The Essay ¢ on the Genins of Alfred Tennyson,” awoke u general 
guffaw, and it expired in convulsions. Yet the Essay was  ex- 
ceedingly well-writien—as well as if ithad been “on the Genius 
of Sir Isaac Newton.” Therein lay the mistake. Sir Isaac dis 
covered the law of gravitation; Alfred had but written some pret- 
ty verses, and mankind were not prepared to set him amorg the. 
stars But that he has genius is proved by his being at this 
moment alive; for had he not, he must have breathed his last nn— 
der that critique. The spirit of life most indeed be strong within 
him; for he has outlived a narcotic dose administered to him by a 
crazy charlatan in the Westmmster, and after that he may sleep 

“in safety witha pan of charcoul 
But the Old Man most see justice dode to this ingenivs lad, 

and save him frow his worst enemies, his {riends - Never are we 
so _happy—nay, ’tis now almost our only happiness—as when 
scattering flowers’ in the sunshipe that falls from the yet wun- 
clouded sky on the green path prepared by gracions Nature for the 
feet of enthusiastic youth. Yet we scatter them not in tuo lavish 
profusion; and: we take care ‘that the yonag poet'shall see, along 
with the shadow of the spirit that cheers him on, that, too, of the 
accompianying-crutch, Were we not afraid thatont style might 
be thought to, wax too figurative we should gay that Alfred isa 

promising plant; and that the day may come when, beneath sun 
and shower, his genius may grow up and expand ato a staely 
tree, enibowering a solemn shade within its wide circumferene, 
while the daylight lies‘gorgeously on its crest, seen from afar wu 
glory —itself a grove. 319% i 

Put that day will never éome, 1f he harken not to our adyice. 
and, as far as his own nature will permit, regulate by it the 
movements of his genus. This may perhaps appear, at first sight 
or hearing, not a little unreasonable on our part; but not so, if 
Alfred would but lay our words to heart, and weditate on their 
spirit. ‘We desire to see him prosper; and we predict fame as 
the fruit of obedieuce. If he disobey, he assuredly goes to ob- 
livion. 

¥ x * 

Our critique ig near its conclusion; and in correcting it for 
press, we see that its whole merit, which is great, consists in the 
extracts, which ave © beautiful exceedingly.” Perhaps, in the 
first part of our artic'e, we may have exaggerated Mr. ‘Tennyson’, 
not unfrequent silliness, for we are apt to be earried away by the 
whim of the moment, and in oor humourous moods, many things 
wear a queer look tu our aged eyes, which fill young pupils with 
tears; but we feel assured that in the second ‘part we have not 
exaggerated his strength—that we have dope no more than justice 
to his fine faculties—and that the millions who delight in Maga 
will, with one voice, confirm our judgment—that Alfred Tennyson 
is a poet. : 
But though it may be a mistake of ours, were we to say tha 

he has much to learn, itcan be no mistake to say that he bas 
not a little to unlearn, and more to bring into practice, before his 
genius can achieve its destined triomphs. A puerile partiality. for 
particular forins of expression, nay, modes of spel ing and of pro- 
nuaciation, may be easily overlooked in one whom WE must look 
or. as yet a'mere boy; but if he carry it with. him, and indulge it 
in manhood, why it will make him seem silly as his sheep; and 
should he continue to bleat so when his head and beard are as 
grey as ours, he will be truly a lavghable old ram, and the ewes 
will care no more for him than 1f he were a wether. 
Farther—he must consider that all the fancies that fleet across 

whe imagination, 'ike shadows on the grass or the tree-tops, are 
not entitled to be made small separate poems of—about the length | 
of one’s little finger; that many, nay, most of them, should be} 
suffered to pass away with a silent © God bless ye,” like butter— 
flies, single or in shoals, each family with its own hereditary 
character mottled on its wings; and that though thousands of those 
grave brown, and gay golden images will be blown back in show- 
ers, as ifupoa balmy breezes changing suddenly and softly to the 
A1RT whence inspiration at the moment breathes, yet not one in| 
a thousand is worth being caught and pinned down on paper into | P 
oetry, gently as if you loved him’—oaly the few that are 

Bright with the © beauty stillmere beauteous’—and a few sach 
belong to all the orders—from the little silly moth that extin- 
guishes herself in your taper, up to the mighty Emperor of Mo- 
rocco at meridian wavering has burnished downage in the uncon: 
suming suo who glorifies the wondrous stranger. 
Now, Mr. Tendyson does not seem ta know this; or if he do, he 

is self-willed and perverse in hissometimes almost infantile vanity 
{and how vain are most veautiful children!) and thinks that any, 
Fheught or Feeling or Fancy that bas had the honour and the 

happiness to pass through 81s mind, must by that very act be 
worthy. of everlasting commemmoration. Heaven pity the poor 
world, were we to put into stanzas, and publish upon it, all our 
thoughts, thick as mots in the sum, or a summer evening atmes- 
phere of midges? 

Finally, Nature is mighty, and poets shonid dea) with her on a 
grand scale. She lavishes her glorious gifis before their path in 
such profusion, that Genius—reverent as he is of the mysterious 
mother, and meeting her at sunrise on the mountains with greatful 
orisons— with greatful orisons bidd ing her farewell among the long 
shadows that stretch across the giens when sunset sinks into the 
sea—is yet privileged to tread with a seeming scorn ‘in the midst 
imagery that to common eyes would be as a revelation of wonders 
from another world. Familiar to him are they as the grass below 
his feet. In lowlier moods he looks at them—and in his love they 
grow beautiful. So did Burns beautify the daisy—¢ wee inodest 
crimson-tipped flower!” But in loftier monds, the * the violet 
by: the mossy stone,” is not © half-hidden to the eye’—it is ieft 
unthought of to its own sweet existence. ‘I'he poet then ranges 
wide and high, like Thomson, in his Hymn to the Seasons, 
which he liad so gloriously sung, seeing in allthe changes of the 
rolling year ¢ but the varied god,’— like Wordsworth, in his Ex- 
cursion, commun ing too with the spirit ¢ whose dwellings is the 
light of settiog suns.” 
Those great men are indeed among the 

* Lights of the world and demigods of fame;’ 
but all poers, ere they gain a bright name, must thus celebrate the 
worship of nature. "They do well, even the greatest of them, to 
trace up the brovks to their gource in swne-bisin or mossy well, 
in the glen-head, where greensward gladcs among the heather 
se~m the birthplace of the Sitent People— the Fairies, But in 
their immortal works they must show us how red comes the 
tviver down," castles of rock or of clond—long withdrawing vales, 
where midway between the flowery foreground, and in the distance 
of bive mountain ranges, some great cy lifts vp its dim-seen 
spires through the misty smoke beneath which imagination hears 
the bum of life—* peaceful as soe mmeasarable p an,’ the breast 
of old ocean sleeping in the suashine—or as if an earthquake 
shook the pillars of his caverned depths, tumbling the foam of 
his breakers, mast-high, if mast be there, tillthe canvass ceases 
to be silent, and the gazer hears him howling over his prey—=See — 
see!—the foundering wreck ofa three-decker going down head- 
foremost to eternity. 
With such admonition, we bid Alfred Tennyson farewell. 

LOVE. ( 
The following passages on this delightful theme we 

extract from Sheridan Knowles’s new and successful 
play, The Hunchback: 

“0 Juria, I have ventured for thy love, 
A= the bold merchant who, for only hope 

Of some rich gam, all former gains will risk. 
Before 1 asked a portion of thy heart 

I perilled allmy own, and now all's lost.” 

¢ A young woman’s heart, sir. 
Is nat a stone to carve a posy on, 
Which knows not whet is writ on't—which you may buy, 
Exchinge. or sell sir, keep or give away, sir: 
it is a richer, yet a poorer thing, — 
Priceless to him that owrs and prizes it, — 
Worthless when own’d, not prized, which makes the man 
That covets 1t, obtains it, and discards it, 
A fool, i not a villain sir? 

¢ Love me! 
He never loved me! if he had, he never 
Had given me vp! Love's not a spider’s web 
But fit to mesh a fly—that you can break 
By only blowing on’t.. He never loved me! 
He knows not what love 18; or if he does, 
He has not been o’%r chary of his peace, 
And that be’ll find when I’m another’s wife, 
Lost! Jost to him for ever! Tears again! 
Why should T weep for him? Who make their woes 
Deserve them! what bave I to do with tears?’ 

¢ Love's a heedless thing, 
That never takes account of obstacles— ? 
Makes plas of mountains, rivulets of seas, 
That part it (rom its wish.” 

‘ Love's cunning of disguises—spite of locks, 
Skin, vesture, it is she, and only she. 
What will not constant woman do for love, 

That’s loved with constancy? Set her the task, 
Virtue approving, that will baffle her; 
O’ertax her offspring—patience, courage, wit— 
My life upon it. 

¢ What would you weigh ’gainst love 
That’s true? Tell me with what you’d turn the scale— 
Yea, make the index waver? Wealth? A feather! 
Rank? Tinsil against bullion in the balance! 
The love of kindred? That to set ’gainst love, 
Friendship comes nearest to ’t. but put it in, 
Frienuship will kick the beam—weigh nothing ’gainst it, 
Weigh love agamst the world, 
Yetare they happy that haye nought to say to it. 

| more powerful arguments. 

{time she had once owned her preference, her lover 

Irisz Evoquence.—It has been the habit of late | 
years to scoff at Irish eloquence; but let the scoffers’ 
roduce among themselves the equal of a thousand pas. 

sages that still live in the records of the fallen par ia- 
ment of Ireland. The meagre and affected style which | 
has at length so universally pervaded the department | 
of public speaking—parliament, bar, and pulpit— | 
shrinks with antral jenlonsy from the magnificence and | 
the native power of this great faculty of appeal to the 
understandings of all men alike, whose excellence was, 
that, at once enriched and invigorated by the noblest 
imagination, it awoke the reason not less than the feel- 

ee 

Ings, and even in 1ts most fantastic decoration, lost 
nozhing of its original strength. It was ornamented; but its force was no more sacrificed to 1ts ornament, than the solid steel of the Greek helmet to its plumage 
and sculptures. Grattan and Curran in Ireland, She- ridan and Burke in this country, were among the most 
logical of speakers; their finest illustrations were only 

The gold and jewels © 
‘that sceptre which they waved over the legislature, 
with such undisputed supremacy, only increased the, 
weicht and substantial value of emblem.— Rev. C Croly." 

FROM THE DIAMOND MAGAZINE. 

THE POINT" OF HONOR. 
Soxe years ago the writer of the present article happened to be stopping at the house of an elderly gen: tleman residing near Gravesend. His visit bad laste 

two or three weeks, when he chanced one day to ex 
press some surprise that his host should always atten a place of divine worship at Northfleet, when the churc 
at Gravesend was so much ‘nearer to his mansion ¢ Perhaps, however,’ said I, you do not like the 
preacher.’ < On the contrary,’ replies] the old gentie® 
man, © I admire him extremely; but were all the pietys 
logic, and eloquence of England’s most celebrated pre: 
lates collected in one gifted individual, his sermo? 
would not induce me fo enter Gravesend Church’ 
¢ Indeed! what can be ihe cause of such asingunlar 80° tipathy—perhaps the building is damp, [ know you ar subject to rheumatism.’ ¢ Did you Sir,” continued hes 
without noticing the latter part of my speech, ‘pe 
ceive two white marble tombs near the ‘eates: « With out any inscription?’ <The same; ten years ago the dust which moulders beneath those’—his voice faltered: 
and for a moment he was silent, but he soon resumé 
in a firmer tone. ¢Itis a mournful tale, yet af you have no better occupation you would oblige me by lis 
ening to the relation, and give me your opinion re 
pecting the conduet of the actors.” Havine expresse 
a desire to hear the story the old gentleman thus bega® 
‘ Recall to your mind the most beautiful features of the 
most beautiful women that you ever met, and out of these different charms form, like Apellesofold, a mode! 
of perfect loveliness; animate this beau ideal with an 
expression where vivacity was tempered by dignitf’ where archness was tempered by tenderness, and per 
haps you may be able to conceive some faint idea © 
Florence Gray. To these personal attractions ad 
mind full of talent, a heart overflowing with sympath and romance, a temper that rendered herself and every. 
one around her happy, and to crown all, a fortune © thirty thousand pounds. Alliances of the most brilliant 
description were proposed {o her from all quarters, - 
every ball and assembly she was sure to he surrounded 
by a circle of admirers distinguished by their rank 
wealth, and merit. + A crowd of * desirables’ disputed 
the honour of laying their hearts and fortunes at be 
feet, © Flattered, followed, sought, and sued,” bh? 
Florence been a little intoxicated by the incense th? 
was daily offered to her—had she sometimes played th 
coquette—had she occasionally teazed half a doze? 
sighing swains to death—who would not have excused 
he? Beautiesare privileged despots, and if they som® 
times abuse the “right divine’ which nature has co?” 
ferred upon them, what can their poor subjects do bY 
submit? The tyranny isone which no press can argu 
away, and which uno revolution can overturn, BY 
Florence was not even a coquette—she had early di” 
tinguished Reginald Verney by her favor, and from ¢ f 

a 
never for a single moment any reason to doubt th 
sincerity and constancy of her attachment, He was? 
young man of considerable fortune, and I cannot bette 
describe him than by saying that he was in every rer 
pect worthy of his mistress.” Tn spite. of Shakspear® 
aphorism, the course of true love seemed for once 
run smooth. Emboldened by sundry eloquent sigh 
rnd tender glances, Reginald at length ventered tM 
sweet question, and Florence blushed consent. O" 
both sides their friends approved the match, Ther 
was no obstacle to their happiness, Reginald presse, 
her so name the day, The words trembled on her 117] 
she began to speak, then stopped short, then laugh? 
at Reginald’s disappointment. At length, in an uf 
guarded moment, a promise escaped her; it was i 
stantly revoked, but too late, Reginald insisted upo” 
its performance. A few days before the happy morni®3 
appointed for their union, Verney chanced to be Jit” 
ing at the table of his future son in law, Florence W% 
at his side The party hod agreed to pass the eveni®® 
at a concert at Rochester. While the dissert was p'* 
longed until the carriage was ready; the conversati® 
was turned upon a duel that had lately taken plac? 
The whole neighbourhood was ringing with the i 
plorable event. A dispute had arisen at the theal” 
respecting a seat. Onqe of the parties, a hot-head®y 
young officer, who had just left a dinner party, behst® 
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