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FROM THE LiTERARY GAZETTE. !

STANZAS. {how’s poor Judy 7
M7t heart 12 not as once it was— _ “* Fearsome ! she'll nothe over the night
Gone are its proud and eatly flowers ;. 1 I'm a-thinking."
' *ﬁ“g “““Et}:t '“flﬂﬁénﬂkh“t tf,'vp;:“ | ““Vell, I'll track up the dancers !”
n earth a few dark weary hours : So saving. ;
Mylocs e g he A Uooms | 50,4231°8, Dumireacended n doories
That died and left no fruit behind ; bl y 7 9 fotranc
My feelings lost, like rich perfumes _blanket, stretched angularly from the wall
Flung on the careless summer wind ; 10 the chimuoey, afforded a kind of sereen ;
Yet I have one hope still remaining— 'nu{! presently he stood within achamber,
which the dark and paioful genius of

difference.’ So I takes the plays, Mrs.
Margery, and here they be surely !—And

One that shall be a certainty—
That soon shall come, my sonl’s unchainiCrabbe might have delighted to portray.—
To die—to die. The walls were whitewashed, and at sun-

iry places strange figures and grotesque
tharacters had been traced by somoe mirth-
fal inmate, in such sable outline as the end
of a smoked stick or the edge ofa piece of
charcoal is woot to produce. 'The wan
and flickering light afforded by a farthing
cindle gave a sort of grimness and me-
okce to these achievements of pictorial art,
egpecially as they more than once received
embellishment from portraits of Satan,
such as he is accustomed to be drawn. A
low fire burned gloomily in the sooty grate ;
ardon the hob hissed **thestill small
wiie' ofan iron kettle. On a round deal-
table were two vials, acracked cup, abro-
ken spoon of some dull metal, aod vpon
twosr three mutilated chairs were scatter-
ed virious articles of female attire. On
apotler table, placed helow a high, par-
row,shutterless casement (athwart which,
instead of a curtain, a checked apron had
beenloosely hung, and now waved fitfully
to aul [ro in the gusts of wind that made
‘easyingress through many a chiok and
eramy), Were a looking-glass, sundry ap-
pliaices of the toilet, a bux of coarse rouge,
a fev ornamen® of more show thao va- |
lue;and a watch, the regular and ecalm
clial of which produced that indescribably
padul feeling, which, we fear, mapy of
out ieaders who have beard the sound in a
There, there shall never dim the eye, gick chamber ean easily reeall. A large

When I am in the festal throng,

The gay, the young, the proud, the vile,
When I think how to them belong

The hollow tear, the heartless smile—
When I behold the morning light

Stealing upon them unawares,
And see how ill the mirth of night

The searching glare of sunshine hears—
I think their hearts are like their faces—

All false, all shrinking from truth's eye—
Agsin the wish my spirit traces

To die—to die.

When 1 with nature am alone,
At the sweet birth of morning's hour,
Or when the bright sun from his throne
Looks hotly on my fresh green bower—
When 1 reflect, though I may love
The summer shine, the summer bloom,
That there’s a language in each grove,
Which says a wintry hour shall come—
And when 1 think these two are fading,
The flowers will fall, the birds will fly,
I feel again the wish pervading
) To die—tu die,

And more than all, when in my heart

1 feel the longing to be free,
From earthly bondage to depart,

And know my immortalitv—
When I feel certain of the bliss

That waits me in these realms above—
A world that hath no stain of this,

No crucl scormn, no faithless leve-—
When I remember clouds of sorrow

1 feel that I could wish to-morrow tesim-bed stood opposite to this table,
To die—to die. and *he rﬂ?i lass_partially roflocted
T —— U T 08 O 2 aﬁff stripe, and ever and |
LITERARY. ROtn (as the position of the suffercr follow-
¢d the resless emotion of a disordered
PAUL CLIFFORD. mitd) glimpses of the face of one on whom
. death was rapidly bastening. Beside this

CHAPTER 1.

bed now stood Dummie, a tall, thin man,
resied in a tattered plush jerkip, from
Say, ye oppress’d by ome fantasile woes,
Some jarring nerve thit baffles your repose,

hich the rain-drops slowly dripped, and

Wh sthe downytouch while slaves ad itha thin, yellow, cunning physiognomy,
0 pres v ves ady . . ; ¢
With timid eye to real the distant glance rotesquely hideous in feature, but not po
Who with sad prayersthe weary doctor teaz

tively villainous in expression. On the
To name the nameles ever-new discase:  herside of the bed stood a little boy of

Who with mock patimcedire cnmplainta’gndfm:t three yearsold, dressed asif belong-
¥Which real pain, andthat alone can cure: B to the better classes, although the garb
How would you bear n real pain to lie, ras somewhat tattered and discoloured.
Despis'd, neglected, It alone to die 7’ Ihe poor child tremabled violently, and evi-
Hlow wyuld J61 berey ;]mw your latest brefently looked with the feeling of relief on

'Whe:]e all that's wetched paves the wamy entrance of Dummie. And pow there

eath. Craps . oy ;

wly, and with many a phthisical sigh,

It was adark andstormy night; the raaved towards the foot of the bed the

fell in torrents —exept at occasional inteavy frame of the woman who had ac-

vals, whenit was clecked by n violent gpsted Dummie below, and had followed

of wind which swep up the streets (fogun, haud passibus @quis, to the room of

isin Loodon jthat air scene lies,) rattlige sufferer; she stood with a bottle of me-

along the house-top, and fiercely agitntitiua in her hand, shakiog its contents

the scanty flame of the lamps that strup and dowp, and with a kiodly yet timid
gled agaiost the dekoess. Through ommpassion spread over a enuntenance
of the obscurest quaters of London, angjmsoped with habital libations. This
among haunts little oved by the gentlemende the sceuc: save .that on the chair
of the police, a manevidently of tha low the bedside lay a profusion of long
est orders was windilg his solitary way.—ssy golden rioglets, which had beeo cut
' He stopped twice or trrice at different ehopym'the head of the sufferer when the fe-
and ho ses of a desﬂiptinn corresponde had bLegun tp mount ltpwards: but
with the appearance d the quartier in whicllich, with a jealousy that portrayed the |
they were situated,—and tehded inquirfling littleness of a vain heart, she bad
fursome article’ar otler which did not seeaked and insisted oo retaining near her:
easily to be met with. All the answers hejgave that, by the fire, perfectlyinat-
received were conchd in the l]Egﬂ'[i\-'ﬁ stiveto the event about to take place in
and as he turped from each door, he mut-chamber, and to which we of the bip-
tered to himselfl in novery elegant phrase-5ce attach so awful an iinportance, lay
DIEET' his disappointmnot, and discontent.ypg opey. cat curled in a hall, and doz-
‘At legth, at one " hase, the lavdiord, afeith ball shut eyes, and cars that
sturdy butcher, after rendering the samed and then denoted, by = gentle
reply the inquirer ha hitherto received,fetion, the jar of a louder or pearer
added,—* Butif thisWl doas vell, Dum-§d than usual upon her lethargic
mie, it isquite at yor sarvice.” Paus- The dyiog woman did notat first
ing reflectively for a moment, Dumn:lia to the emtrance either of Dummmie or
respnn-:lqd. that he thoght the thing prof- male at the foot of the bed; butshe
fered might do as wil; and thrustiog it [§d herself round towards the child, and
into his ample pockt, he strode away [Ying his arm fiercely, she drew him to-
" with as rapid a motiol as the wind aud |§ her, and gazed on his terrified fea-
+ the rain would allow. He soon came to [Ywith a look in which exhaustion and
a nest of low and _thnz buildings, at the | gness of complexion were even horri-
entraoce to which, in hlf-effaced charac-
was written * "hames Court.''—
Halting at the most cospicuous of these

m.

you arc like him," she muttered, ** I
angle you,—I will!—ay—tremble!
ght to tremble, when your mother
you, or when heis mentioned.
ve his eyes,—you have !—Qut with
ut!---the devil sits laughiog in
Oh! you weep, do you, little one!
w, be still, my love,—be hushed ! I

half-closed windows ofwhich blazed out
in ruddy comfort the beams of the hospita-
ble hearth, he knocked hstily at the door.
He was admitted by a idy of a certain
age, and endowed with @omely rotundity
of face and person.

‘“ Hast got it, Dumiie?" said she, ot harm thee! harm—O God, he
quickly, asshe. closed te door on the 'ﬂlild after all"’---and atthese words
guest. 1%%ped the boy passionately to her

' Noa, noa! not exactlybut 1 think as
ow s

* Pish, you fool !" erieche woman, io- | s
terrupting him peevishly. * Vy, it is po|a
use desaving of me. Yolkoows you has
only stepped from my boohig ken to ano-
ther, and you has pot bed arter the book
atgtll. So there’s the poorretur a-raving
and a-dyiog, and you—"

. Let I epeak !"" interrujed Dummie in
his turo. ** I tells you, 1 it first to Mo-
ther Busslbone’s, who, I kows, chopsthe|
whiners morniog and eveuk 1o the young
ladies, and 1 axes there foia bible, and
she says, says she, ‘I’as j]Jy a ** Com-
panion to the Haltar!” bi you'll get a
bible, I thinks, at MasterTalkins—the
cobbler—as preaches.’ So goes to Mas-
ter Talkins, and he says, sg he, *I 'as
no call for the bible, 'cause v I 'as a eall
vithout; but mayhap you'll | a-getting it
at the butcher’s, hover the va_'cause vy?
—the butcher 'll be damped Ho I goes

hover the vay, and the butdp says, says
+“The, ‘1'as not abible; but Iy g hook of
'--'\‘qt:glhﬂ-uﬂd for all the vorldystlike'un,
0d meyhap the poor cretur o't seethe

brnd burst into tears!

bm pow, coom!". said Dummie,
y. “ Take the stuff, Juditb,
ve'll talk hover the hurchin !"
other relaxed the grasp of the boy,
ing towards the speaker, gazed at
me wmoments with a bewildered
length she appeared slowly to re-
im, and said as she raised herself
d, and pointed the other towards
o inquiring gesture---

hast brought the book 1"
answered by lifting up the
?IEI.I‘.I brought from the honest

an
hi

heok
buteh

" Chhe room, then!"said the suf-
ferir, \ ho air of mock command so
coama he jpsane. ** We would be
aloye "

Jumby,ipked at the good woman at
'hﬂr"“‘hﬂ bed; and she (though ge-
nerily pasy person to order or to
Pam“dﬂ'tt without reluctance, the sick
chaben

fshy ;. oing to pray!" murmered
ourand {t'c.-:!rthgt nli'?r:afdid the guod
malon l"} « | may indeed as well take

.ll

trasted by the glare and energy of
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myself off, forit’s no werry comfortable
like, to those who be old, to hear all that
IEIIIB !l’l

With this pious reflection, the hostess of
the * Mug,” so was the hosterly called,
heavily descended the creaking stairs.

‘“* Now, man !" said the sufferer, sternly,
---swear that you will uwever reveal,---
swear, [ sag and by the great God, whose
angels are wbout this night, if ever you
break the ozth, I will come back and haunt’
you to yourdyiug day !"

Dummie lace grew pale, for he was
superstitiomly affected hy the vehemence
and the language of the dying woman, and
he answered, as he kissed the pretended
bible,---thathe swore to keep the secret, as
much as hekoew of it, which, she must be
sensible, hesaid, was wvery little. As he
spoke, the wiod swept with a loud and
sudden gustdown the chimuey, arndshook
the roof above them so violenily as 1o
loosen maang of the erumbling tiles, which
fell one after the other, with a crashing
noise on the pavement below. Dummie
started io afiright; and perhaps his con-
science smote him for the trick hehad
played withregard to the false bible. But
the woman, whose excited and unstrung
perves led ber astray from one suhject 1o
another with preterpatural celerity, said
with an hyswrical laugh, ** See, Dummie,
they come in state for me,—--give me the
cap---yonder! and bring the looking-
glass!"

Dummie ¢beyed, and the woman, as she
ina low tooe uttered somethiong about the
unbecoming colour of the ribbands, adjust-
ed the cap en her head; aod thensaying
in a regretfal aod petulant voice, * Wky
should they bave cut off my hair ?---such a
disfigurement !"" bade Dummie desire Mys.
Margery once more to ascend to her.

Left alone with her child, the face of the
wretched mother sofiesed asshe regarded
hiwn, and all the levities and all the vehe-
mences---if we may use the word,--- which
in the turbylent eommotion of her deliri-
um, had yeen stirred up to the surface of
her mind, gradually now sunk, as deat! io-
creased wpon her,---and a mother's anxie-
1y rose th the natural level from which it
had been disturbed and abased. She took
the chtld (o her bosom, and clasping him in
her armyg, which grew weaker every
iostant, the soothed him with a sort of
chant Wljich nurses sing over their unto-
ward 10fants: but the voice was eracked
and hollyw, and as she feltit was so, the
inotber's gyes filled with tears. Mrs. Mar-
g€TY D0V re-entered ; and, turning towards
the hostess, with an impressive calmnéss of
mMAanper which astopished and awed the
person she addressed, the dying woman
poioted |o the child, and said---

“ You have been kiud to me, very kind,
& may God bless you forit! I have found
that those whom the world ealls the worst,
are ofiey the most human. Butl am not
go10g 10 thaok you as I eught to do, but to
ask of you a last and exceeding favour.---
Protect wmy child till he grows up,---you
have ofien said you loved him,---you are
childless yourself, and a morsel of hread
aod a shejier for the night, which isalll
E‘Ek of You to give him, will not impove-
rish more Jegitimate claimants !"

Poor Mrs. Margery, fairly sobbing, vow-
ed she would be a mother to the child, and
that she would endeavour to rear him ho-
nestly, though a public house was not, she
Eflmfﬁ'!ﬁﬁt!, the best place for good exam-
ples.

“ Take him!" cried the mother, hoarse-
ly, as hE.'_.r voice, failing her strength, rat-
tled indistinctly, and almost died within
her. * Take him,---rear him as you will,
as you ¢ap!---any example, auy roofbet-

ter thau-.."  Tere the words were inaudi-
ble. =Aod ob ! mayit be a curse, aud |
al Give methe medicine, [ am dying.”

The hostess, alarmed, hastened to com-
ply, but before she returned to the bedside
the sufferer was imsensible—nor did she
agaio recover speech or motion. A low
and rare moan only testified continued life,
and within two hours that ceased, the spi-
rit was gooe. At that time his hostess was
herself beyond the things ofthe outer world
haviog supported ber spirits during the vi-
gils of the night wita so many litle liquid
excitations, that they finally ended in that
torpor which generally succoeds excite-
ment. Taking, perhaps, advartage of the
opportunity the insensibility of the hostess
afforded him, Dummie, by the expirin
ray of the candle that burped in the deat
chamber, hastily opened a huge box (which
was generally concealed under the bed, and
contained the wardrobe of the deceas-
ed,) and turned with irreverent hand
over the linens and the silks, untiquite
at the bottom of the trunk he disco-
vered some packets of letiers;---these
he seized, aod buried fo the coove-
niences of his dress; he thep, risiog and
replacing the box, cast a longing eye to-
wards the wailch onthe toilet-table, which
-was of gold; but he withdrew his gaze,
and with a long, querulous sigh, observed
to himself, ** The old blone kens o' that,
od rather! but, howsomever, I'll take this;
who knows but it may be of sarvice---fan-
nies to-day may be smash to-morrow !"'*
and he laid bis coarse hand vn the golden
and silky tresses we have rlescribed, * 'Tis
a rum business, and puzzles I; but mum’'s
the word, for my own little eolquarren.”$

With this brief. soliloquy Dummie de-
scended the stairs, and let himselfl out of
the house.

—r

FROM THE FOREIGN QUARTERLY REVIEW,

THE MEDICIL FAMILY.
Concluded.

This intrigue was, however, kept for
some time very ee<ret, as the prince was

* Meaning what is of no value now, may be
precious hereafter.
1 Gu!quarren---nem&‘

about to marry Giovacna, Archdychess of
Austriay but after that marriage wascon-
cluded, thinking it no longer Defessary to
conceal his ioclinations, Fraoceseo esia-
blished Bianca in the house before men-
tioned, and gave Pietro a high office at
court, with a liberal income. 'This unde-
served and noexpected govd fortyne pro-
duced a great change in Pietro's tharacter
an conduct; iostead of the supplicant for
protection, he hecame the haughty and
overheariong [avourite, and at length grew
utterly insupportable to the court, to the
prince, and to Bianca herself. Byt Pietro
wus soon disposed of; for one night he
was surrounded iu the street by a dozen
bravos, and iosta.tly despatehed. 'I'he
Prioce’s visits to Biaoca now became more
lrequent, and more open, and she evident.
ly ;exercised the greatest influeyce over
him. Political favours were only ohrained
through her interposition, and these who
were ambitious of court distinetion, ne-
glgcmd the archduchess to gain the good
will of the prince's mistress. The spirit
of the haughty Austrian priocess could ill
brook this marked neglect; she eomplain-
ed to her hushand, to the emperor, her fa-
ther, to Cosmo, to every one. Cosmo re-
commended to his. son more cautious con-
duct, and indeed urged it as mueh as his
own habitual gallantries eatitled him 1o
do; the Cardioal Ferdinand interfered with
more energy—he loaded his brother with
reproaches, and even threatened him; aod
the people, oppressed with their own
wrongs, and eagerly sympathising with the
unfortunate Giovaona, rose in rebellion;
but all was in vain. Fraocesco, whose
character was even more gloomy and se-
vere thao that of his father, feeling no re-
lief to his spirits in the cold and sullen de-
meanour of his imperial consort, fled for
consolation tothe society of Biunca, whao
charmed him with her beauty and her
sprightly cooversation. The rebellion was
suppresscd; the Cardinal retired to Rome
Cosmo died; and the archduchess «fim.
enduring the bitterest sorrows, died sud-
denly. 'This, for a time, seemed 10 @rouse
a feeling of remorse in the bosou) ef Fran-
cesco. As if to break with Hiavca, he
even quitted Florence; but the wary Vene-
tian now resorted 1o all the al‘“ﬁﬂﬂﬁ her
icgennity and ambition could devise, and
even the prince's confessor was ioduced
to second her efforts, so that at last she
succeeded in raising herself to the grand-
ducal throne, only a few months alter the
death ol her ili-fated rival.

This union, however, was not ifgmediate-
ly made public. Decency & policY required
that the court should go into moufuing for a
stated time for the archduchess aad the
prince’s hasty alliapce with Bfjabca was
pot to be divulged wotil that tim® had_EI-
pired. The marriage was theo publicly
solemnized with the greatest magoificence,
and although at that period Ty$Cany was
sufferivg from famioe and an aceéumulation
of calamities, no less than threé thﬂ'l:lﬁﬂ?ll 1
ducats were wantonly lavished 8B this dis-
gracelul pageant.

Having succeededin her designs, Biao-
ca was now desirous of reconciling all who
had before opposed her ambitioil- Among
these Cardinal Ferdinand was COUspicu-
ous, and at her request Franceit? invited
his Eminence to pay a visit to himselfand
Bianeca at Cajano, where they then resid-
ed. The Cardinal left Rome atcordiogly,
and arrived at his hrother's, whe: “'l_lh Bi-
anca, received him with great ﬁﬁF“llﬂﬂ-—
He seemed sensible of their atteptions, and
affected a warm attachment to [iiS Dew re-
lative, when all of a sudden the grand

Duke and Bianca were togethef Violently

' attacked by the same
oW Miulds anpipoll, Theoad
to whom their death is generally gttributed,
heir to the throne.

Thisstory, as may easily be conceived,
affords ple scope for the display of the
talents u?:ln book-maker, and aecordingly
the lile of this celebrated lady is a subjeet
which has employed the pens of writers in
various languages; in the last century, u-
so, a German made her the subject of a m-
mance, Wwhich was translated oo Freodh.
But Signor Ticozzi now comes forwam,
pretendiog that Bianca Capello had betn
her own biographer, and that the Memois
beflore us \w.lﬂlﬂlj found, with other mm-
cient writio¥s, in repairiog an inner wall
of the house No. 192, Via Maggio, in Fle-
rence, onceinhabited by Bianea, and new
in the possession of the publisher, Vincen-
i zo Batelli. The editor wishes it tobe m-
ferred that Bianca wrote this narrative at
the request of Lucrezia d'Este, Dughessofl
Urbioo, in the year 1580 ; and as she only
died io 1587, hie says he has supplied the
deficiency by adding an historical account
of her latter years, which are, indeed, the
mostimportant part of her eventful life.

Thus, a story, which may be classed with
the codless discoveries of manuseripts with
which the world has of late been surprised
and delighted, is iogeniously contrived to
prove * the fidelity of the copy presented
to the public.” But we muost confess we
are rather sceptical on the subject. The
grounds of our incredulity can perhaps be
appreciated only by those who will take
the trouble to read the whole volume; for
the marks of spuriouspess are chiefly to be
detected in the arrangement of the matter,
aod in thestyle: a cireumstance sufficient-
ly suspicious, isthe industrious care with
which every person of eminence, who could
be introduced with aoy ehadow of proba-
bility, is dragged on the. stage,—often, in-
deed, only to cross it, and vanish. Not-
withstandiog this, the hoek is realfy full of
interest: it is compiled with much histo-
rical accuracy, and gives us acoosiderable
insight into the public and private events by
which the latter years of Cosmo I.,and
aod the whole reign of Francais 1., were
agitated. Woe shall make a few extraets,

disease; @0d 1o a |

ine Eardingl,, '

——

Nﬂ- 1.

which may not prove unaceeptable to the! ‘ Were 1 to loy:

reader. _
The description of the ferualé compani-

the last years of his life is eurious.

| degred,

At the _

—

1 ¥, he said, * I should
lose all m#¥, and wought; desire of gain
piled «1us of man. T might roll

ouns with whom the hrutal Cosmo passed- 1, 9,4¢], 3.~ 2 ride in a golden chariot,
} w listen to the voice of parsimony.

opening of Bianca's Memoirs we fiud him
absorbed in FEleonora Albizzi, whom he
suddenly quitted.

‘““ As a great deal has been said of this
sudden resolution of the Duke, I will not
omit mentioniog the true causes ol it. Ele-
onora Albizzi was of a most lively dispo-
sition and merry humeur, which very soon
led her to abuse the familiarity she enjoyed
with so great n lord; she was constantly
playiog him one trick or avother, till one
day as Cosmo was going to sit down, she
drew away the chair, and he fell back-
wards; not choosiog 10 expose himself to
a repetition of similar accidents, he thought
it most advisable to dispose of lerina
suitable manner. He therefore manied
her to his godson Panciatici, heaping ho-
vours aod favours wpono both of them, and
sraoting to his son Don Giovannoi, (whom
he had by Eleonora,) a patrimony of about
20,000 ducats aooually. To Eleonora sue-
ceeded Camilla Martelli. Salviati, who
was a witty and agreeable narrator, one
eveniog told us by what extraordinary cir-
cumstances Cosmo had fallen in love with
this lady in the year 1567, and why he had
married her. Atthat time, as your excel-
lency cannot be ignorant, a corridor was
lo be made from the Palazzo Pitti to the
Paluzzo di Piazza. It was necessary to
pull down several houses, in order to clear
a way, and particularly the one contiguous
to the corridor and over the office of the
proconsul. This Dbelouged to Antonin
Martelli, a poor gentleman who had two
daughters, the one named Maria, who was
married to one Ghinetti, a sailor, the other
Camilla. Uis excellency haviog seen Ca-
inilla, who was then a girl of tall stature,
fair and delicate, about twenty years of

age, fell in love with her and took her to
BoBa mpsniing. & Lihhen B BN Gt b sk by Wiyl J

father. Inthe course of February last,
Cosmo went to Rome, summooped thither
by Pios V. to receive from his hands the
graod-dueal erown, and on this occasion
he confessed to the Pope, himself, who ex-
borted him to marry Camilla, and gave
him a dispensation for not making it pub-
lic. In consequence, the very day ofhis
return to Florence, 4o the presence of a pa-
rish priest, the girl's father, and two or
three relations, he privately married her,
without the thing being suspected by any
ofhis court. The father, thankiag His
Most Serene Iighness for the honour he
had done his daughter, added, *Does your
Highoess wish that it should be known?
To which Cosmoreplied, *that he did, and
that Martelli might tell it to whom he
pleased." Antounio, who, as 1 have said,
was a poor gentleman, having dressed him-
sell very smartly, and fancyiog himselfl as
importaot a personage aod 1o truth be was,
walked about in the New Market slowly,
and longer than he was nccustomed to do.
Wherefore Alamaono de Pazzi, his bro-
ther-in-law, went up to himn, saying, * Ba-
lencio,’ (for that was his other name,) * you
are very fine to-day—whatis there new in
the wind 7" Balencio replied, *Don't you
know?'" *Not I, indeed,’ said Alamapuo.
Then Balencio replied, *Jbhave married
my daughter Camilla.' *To whom?—
*What! don't you know?" *Not [." *To
the Grand Duke Cosmo!" Then IMazzi
said, 'Much good may itdo you, Antonio,
I am beariily glad of it."” And goiog to the
palace, he asked an audience, and was in-
troduced to the Duke, whomn he congra-
tulated, rejoicing that His Highness had
married his niece. * Alamanoo,’ replied
the Grand Duke, *we have no other re-
lations than emperors, kings, and dukes.”

‘** He afterwards made Martelli a Kopight
of San Stefang, with a pension of 600 scu-
di a year, and other appointments, more
suitable to the grandeur of the donor than
to the merits of Martelli.

‘* By this marriage Cosmo legitimated a
daughter he had by Camilla in the end of
May, 1567. She was called Virginia, and
is the same priocess, whom, while I am
wriling these memuirs, the Grand Duke
my husband has just given in marriage to
Don Cesare d'Este.”

==

FROM THE LITERARY GAZETTE.
" THE FAMILY LIBREARY No. X.*

ThHE praise we so cordially bestowed onits
predecessor, we feel equally disposed to
bestow on the volume before us ; the same
Enm] sense aond good taste marking the

indred miod ofthe writer, the same atten-
tion io collectiog facts, (a difficult and ever
questioned task,) and the same clear and
impartial judgment, make this a most de-
lightful work. Waest, Barry, Blake, Opie,
Morlaod, Bird, and Fuseli, are names to
win attention from all Jovers of their glori-
ous art ; but the memoir of Blake is so cu-
rious a sketch ol a very e xtraordinary mind,
that we cannot but choose it for our i'lus-
tration and make an extract or two which
will also come recommended to the genera-
lity of our readers by their novelty.

“ Though Blake lost himself a little io
the enchanted region of song, he seem not
to have neglected to make himsell master
of the graver, or to have lorgotten his love
of desigus and sketches. He was a duti-
ful servant to Basire, and he stedied ocea-
sionally under Flaxmauo aod Fuseli; but it
was his chiel delight to retire to the solitude
of his chamber, and there make drawings,
aod illustrate with these verses, to be hung
up together in his mother’s chamber. He
was always at work ; be called amusement
idleness, sight seeing vanily, and money-
making the ruin of all high aspirntiens.—

*The Lives of the most eminent British Pain-
ters, Sculptors, and Architecte. By Allan Cun-

be#Busioess is not to gather gold, but to
make glorious shapes, expressing godlike
sentiments.” The day was given to the
graver, by which he earned ecuough to
maiotain himself respectably ; and he bes-
towed his evenings upoa paiating and poe-
try, and intertwined these se closely in his
compositions, that they caonot well be se-
parated. When he was six-and-twenty
years old, he married Katharine Boutclier,
a young woman of humble conoexions—ithe
dark-eyed Kateofseveral of his lyrie poems.
She lived near his father's house, and was
poticed by Blake for the whiteness of her
hand, the brightpoess of her eyes, and a slim

and handsome shape corresponding with

his own notions of sylpbs and nuids. As
he was ap original o all thivgs, it would
have been out of character 16 fall in love
like an ordinary wortal ; he was deserihing
one evening in company the pains he had
suffercd from some eapricivus lady or ano-
ther, when Katharine Bouicher said, * [
pity you from my heart.’ * Do you pity me?’
saill Blake, *then I love you for that.'—
*And I love you,’ said tha frank-hearted lass,
and so the courtship began. He tried how
well she looked in 2 drawing, then how
her charms became verse; and finding,
moreover, that she had good domestie qun-
lities, he married her. They lived together
long and happily. She seemed to have
been ereated on purpose for Blake ;—she
believed him to be
earth ; she believed in his verse—she believ-
ed in hisdesigns ; and to the wildest flights
of his imagination she bawed the knee, and
was a worshipper. She set his house io
good order, prepared bis lvogal meal, learn-
ed to think as he thought, aod, indulging
him in his harmless absurdities, became ns
itwere, bone of his bone, aud flesh of his
s et L SRS PREL T B PS s S e B H
handsome woman is scldom apt to learn—
to despise gaudy dresses, costly meals, plea-
sant company, aod agrceable iovitations——.
she found out the way of being happy at
home, living oo the simplest of food, and
contented in the homliest of clothing. Tt
was no ordinary miod which could do all
this; and she whom Blake emphatically
called his ‘beloved,” was vo ordinary wao-
man. She wrovught off in the press theim-
pressions of his plates—she coloured them
with aslight and near hand—made draw-
ings much in the spirit of her husband's
compositions, and almost rivalle: him in all
things save in the power which he possess-
ed of seeing visions of any ibdividual,
living or dead, whenever le chose to see
them."”

“ During the day he was nman of saga-
city and seose, who handled his graver
wisely, and conversed in a wholesome and
pleasantmanoner; in the.eveniog, when he
had done his prescribed task, he gave
loose to his imagination. While employed
ou shose engragings which accompany the
works of Cowper, he saw such compauny as
the country where he resided afforded, and
talked with Hayley about poetry, witha
fecling to which the author of the Trivmphs
of Temper was an utterstranger ; but atthe
close of the day away went Blake to the
sea-shore, to indulge io his own thoughts,
and 5

¢ High converse with the dead to hold.

Here he forgot the present moment, and
lived in the past; he conceived, verily,
that be had lived in other days, and had
formed friendships with Homer and Moses,
with Pindar and Virgil—with Dante and
Milton. These great men, he asserted,
appraned.te, him, in, Yisigns. and, even, -
tered inte conversation. Milton, in a mo-
ment of coplidence, entrusted him with a
whole poem of his, which the world had
never seen ; but unfortunately the commu-
nication was oral, and the poetry seemed
to have lost much of its bLrightoess in
Blake'srecitation. When asked about the
looks of those visions, he aoswered, * They
are all majestic shadows, gray but lomi-
nous, and superior 1o the common height
of men.” It was evideot that the solitude
of the country gave him a larger swiog in
imaginary matters. His wife often ac-
companied him to these strange interviews;
she was certain that her busbaod both heard
aod saw. Blake's mind at all times re-

book of gramoury, which made

“The cobweb on the dungeon wall
Seerdtapestry in lordly hall.

His miod could convert the most ordinary
occurrence into sofnetbing mystical and
supernatural. He often saw less majestic

shapes than those of the poets of old. ‘Did
you ever sce a fairy’s funeral, madam 1’ he
ooce said 1o a lady who happened to sit by
him in company. *Never, sir,” was the
apswer. *I have,’ said Blake; * but not
before last night. I was walkiog alone in
my garden—there was great stilloess
amoog the braoches and flowers, and more
than common sweetnessin the air ;1 heard
a low and pleasant sound, and 1 koew not
whence it came. At last I saw the broad
leafof a lower move, and underoeath I saw-
a procession of creatures of the size and co-
lour of green and gray grasshoppers, bear-

ivg a body laid out oo a ‘rose-leal, which

they buried with songs and tlien disappear-
ed. It was a fairy funeral.’ Itwould, per-

haps, have been better for his fame had he

coppected it more with the superstitious

beliefs of his country—amongst the elves

and fairies his fancy might have wauodered

at will—their popular character would, per-

haps, have kept him within the hounds of
traditionary belief, and the sea ol his ima-

gination might have had a shore. * * *

‘* To describe the cooversations which

Blake held in prose with demons, and_in

ningham. Yol. ii. London, 1830, J. Murray,
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verso with aogels, would Al velumes,

the finest genius on ”

sembled that first page in the magician's



