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served to rear; and though certainly no scaffolding could

be raised on surer principles, I could have wished that the

ingenuity which had been tasked to erect it had been ex

erted a little further in taking it down. But the work

before me was evidently the production of a greater artist.

Not a fiagment of the scaffolding remained, - not so much

as a mark to show how it had been constructed. The

whole seemed to have risen like an exhalation, and in this

respect reminded me of the structures of Shakspeare alone.

I read the inimitable "Twa Dogs." Here, 'I said, is' the

full and perfect realization of what Swift and Dryden were

hardy enough to attempt, but lacked genius to accomplish.

Here are dogs
-bon fide dogs

- endowed, indeed, with"

more than human sense and observation, but true to char

acter, as the most honest and. attached of quadrupeds, in

every line. And then those exquisite touches which the

poor man, inured to a life of toil and poverty, can alone

rightly understand; and those deeply-based remarks on

character which only the philosopher, can justly -appreci

ate! This is the true catholic poetry, which addresses

itself, -not to any little circle, walled in from the rest of the

species by some peculiarity of thought, prejudice, or con

dition, but to the whole human family. I read on. "The

Holy Fair," "Hallowe'en," "The Vision," the "Address to

the Dcii,", engaged me by turns; and then the strange,

uproarious, unequalled "Death and Doctor Hornbook.?'

This, I said,, is something new in the literature of, the

world. Shakspeare possessed above all men the power

of instant and yet natural transition, - from the lightly

gay to the deeply pathetic, from the wild to the humor

ous,-but the opposite states of feeling which he induces,

however close the neighborhood, are ever distinct and

separate: the oil and. the water, though contained in the
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