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How many chapters have teen written, and how many more 
might be written, on the " Curiosities of Literature !" And 
when we come to consider them, how numerous and how 
various these Curiosities of Literature are ! Perhaps no 
more striking instances can be found to illustrate this sub 
ject than in the history of literary works. In their inception, 
their progress, and their completion, how strange and curious 
are the facts which relate to many of those works, which, for 
their rare merits, or for their author's fame, have now become 
familiar or renowned!

What is a " new work ? " Suppose it to be written by a 
popular or accredited author; or to be upon a subject which 
has present attractions for public attention : what interest it 
excites! If there be any mystery as to its authorship ; or 
any history relating to its subject, how eagerly is its appear 
ance looked for, how closely is every feature scanned ! And 
yet when the book comes before us when we look upon it 
as new with a life and a career before it the inviter of 
criticism (be it favourable or unfavourable, fair or unfair) 
all new and fresh as to its appearance before the world  
what a life it has lived already ! To its author its life is 
finished, before to the reader it has yet begun. Books just 
published are just born. At their birth their author has 
done with them. Their life, and their figure in the world,



182

are all matters which pertain to the uncertain Future. The 
child just born is born merely : to become a man and play 
his part and do his duty in the world, he has now to live. 
The ship just built is as yet a dead, useless hull: to do 
what it was intended to do to go whither it was intended to 
go, it must be launched and sailed. Else, all thus far done 
is so much lost and wasted. So with literary work. It is 
designed, modified and written often little like at last to the 
form it was at first intended to give it but it is finished, for 
better or worse fulfilling its author's wish and intention, 
with more or less success.

And there is yet a life antecedent even to that we have 
just alluded to. Before the first page is penned ; before 
its opening words are written ; how much of thought and 
attention ; of search and research ; of facts .and illustra 
tions entertained and weighed some to be received, others 
to be rejected, as irrelevant, redundant, or superfluous some 
to figure largely on the canvas, in the foreground, to be 
leading characteristics of the picture, others to be subordinate 
and accessory, glanced at rather than examined ; how much 
of all this has passed through the author's mind occupied 
his time furnished the engrossing employment of the " la- 
" borious days" which men give to literary work, not only 
before the world sees a word of the book, but before the 
printer sees a page of the manuscript. And while we may 
hope, in all great works aiming at permanent success and at 
high influence, the potency of the highest and best hopes is 
never absent, surely it is permissible to think of the present, 
and the worldly fame which they may bring to their authors : 
and then recurs the thought so well expressed by the author 
of the Minstrel: 

" O who shall tell how hard it is to climb
"The steep where Fame's proud temple shines afar?"

But all this is matter of uncertainty. The author may
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hope, but he must fear. A future Paradise Lost may live 
for ever: but it may be little thought of and have a tardy 
sale in its author's life-time, while it is reserved for a future 
Addison to make it known and popular, only when its author 
has passed from the scene altogether. Doubtful as is the 
future career of the child just born whether he shall live on, 
or die speedily ; whether he shall have a healthy and vigorous 
life, or a painful, sickly one ; whether he win a good name, 
or miss and mar all the chances of prosperity and distinction; 
whether life, long or short, be prosperous or otherwise these 
contingencies are not a whit more doubtful in the case of the 
child than of literary progeny of the Book which has just 
received the final punctuation of the author's pen. In this 
spirit Wordsworth says 

" Go forth, my little book ! pursue thy way ;
" Go forth, and please the gentle and the good."*

And in another authority, seldom quoted, and probably not 
much known, there is what has always struck me as an 
admirable valediction for an author laying down his pen :  
" And here I will make an end. And if I have done well, 
" and as is fitting the story, it is that which I desired : but 
" if slenderly and meanly, it is that which I could attain 
" unto." (2 Maccabees, xv, 37, 38.)

I said a little while ago that a book when finished is often 
little like at last to the form it was intended to give it at the 
first. This is a statement to which no thoughtful student of 
literary history will for a moment demur. The fact is so. 
It arises from a variety of causes. In some of its aspects it 
induces sad reflections ; but in every aspect it is well worthy 
of note. Where Death comes to arrest the active hand and 
stop the fertile brain, and to change the intended work into 
a monumental " Fragment," then the instance is sad enough.

* Memorials, A.D. 1820, p. 143.



134

Such as this are Mrs. Gaskell's Wives and Daughters and 
Thackeray's Denis Duval left as it were with the ink still 
wet, and the pen laid down intended to be resumed on the 
morrow ; hut -when the morrow came 

*****   They had 
" Another morn than ours."

But there are numerous cases of a very different character. 
Sometimes a subject so grows upon a man as far to exceed 
the bounds within which he proposed to treat it. Of this the 
most conspicuous instance is that of Macaulay's History. 
No life would be long enough to complete as he began the 
work which he contemplated and announced in the very first 
sentence of the book as " The History of England from the 
" accession of King James the Second down to a time which 
" is within the memory of men still living." We know, as a 
matter of fact, that it did not reach continuously to the end 
of the succeeding reign. The memory of living men does 
not very strictly define a date : but we may be very sure that 
Lord Macaulay would never willingly have limited the scheme 
of his work so as to exclude the doings and the times of Pitt 
and Fox, which would have been no unfit or unreasonable 
boundary to " the memory of men still living." They died 
in 1806. His work breaks off in 1701. As his health gave 
way, Dean Milman tells us he gave up " the hope of reaching 
" the close of the first Brunswicks; and before his last 
" illness he had reduced his plan to the reign of Queen 
" Anne."* And so, instead of the completed work which 
the author designed, we have a brilliant fragment a literary 
" Torso :" "yet a torso (as the Dean of St. Paul's again says), 
" if, as we fairly may, we take the Revolution and the reign 
" of William III as a whole, nearly complete in its stature 
" and in all its limbs."t

* Memoir, p. xrvi, t Ibid, p, xziz.
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This is an instance of a subject expanding to a magnitude 
 which it was heyond the power of the author to control or to 
overtake. But there are very curious examples of a different 
kind. Tn the early half of the last century lived two young 
men of high birth, and position, and undoubted ability, who 
having fallen into the fashionable scepticism of the times, 
resolved each to write a book, and strike a double blow 
against the Christian faith. Each selected his subject, and 
entered upon his task. But when they came to examine the 
matter before them, they found, as Bishop Butler* said such 
enquirers would find, that the Christian religion was not 
such a faith " as that there was nothing in it." Their 
enquiries were prosecuted, their works completed and pub 
lished. The reading public were not disappointed of the 
volumes, but the sceptical public were very much disappointed 
at their character. A familiar line informs us how 

" They who came to scoff remained to pray."f

And so it was with Thomas, first Lord Lyttelton, and his 
friend Gilbert West. The first-named chose the Life of St. 
Paul as his subject; and the latter proposed to treat of the 
Eesurrection of our Lord. The temper in which they began 
their researches soon changed ; they found that which com 
manded their reverence and faith, instead of moving their 
ridicule and scorn-; and the works which they did write, on 
the subjects originally announced, became very different from 
what they designed to make them. Instead of being attacks 
on Christianity, they were arguments and evidences of its 
truth, and are to this day referred to, and quoted by its 
defenders. Both works were published in 1747 ; but West's 
Observations on the Resurrection is less well known now, 
than Lord Lyttelton's dissertation on the Conversion and 
Apostleship of St. Paul. Perhaps there are few, if any,

  Preface to Analogy. + Goldsmith's Deserted Village.
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other instances of works, conceived and announced with a 
special intention to support one set of opinions, producing in 
their progress a complete change in the views of the writers, 
and ultimately appearing before the public in a character 
the very opposite of that which not only they had expected, 
but the authors themselves had designed.

Less important instances of mutation while under the 
author's hand, but quite noticeable in their way, are those of 
which we find examples in Mr. Dickens' works. Pickwick 
was commenced with the cumbrous machinery of a club, 
which the author was obliged to discard as he went on ; and 
yet he returned to it in Master Humphrey's Clock, which was 
the preliminary form, and its name the super-title of the 
Old Curiosity Shop and Barnaly Rudge. Other changes 
have, we know, been forced upon the same writer. The 
periodical form of publication which he has made so popular 
has this disadvantage, that a work may be caught up and 
dramatised by another hand before it is finished, its plot 
anticipated, and its conclusion forestalled. This has been 
done, and Mr. Dickens has been obliged to change his plan 
and alter his plot accordingly.

There are other literary works noted for their incomplete 
ness. Sydney Smith's Essay on the Irish Church was left 
A Fragment, As such it appeared after his decease; and 
has since been incorporated with his collected works.

In Poetry, many of Kirke White's pieces are unfinished, for 
the well-known reason that his literary career was soon 
brought to a close by his early death ; and the zeal of 
admiring friends overcame, as it often does in similar cases, 
their sounder judgement, and prompted them to preserve 
everything, when much would have been better destroyed. 
If this was done with the full consent and approval of his 
editor and biographer, Southey, it shews that the author of 
Thalaba dealt a harder, and doubtless a juster measure to
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himself than he did to others, for he acknowledges in his 
Letters, to having destroyed far more verses than he ever 
published. I have no doubt that he, many a time in after 
life, most heartily wished that the number of the published 
had been smaller still, and that, at least, Wat Tyler and the 
Vision of Judgement had been among the manuscripts con 
demned, instead of in the former category.

But if Kirke White was one of the shortest-lived of 
English poets, Samuel Rogers was one who lived longest, and 
in his collected works I think you will find not a few pieces 
which end with a broken line and asterisks, instead of 
running to their normal shape. A greater poet than either 
(Samuel Taylor Coleridge) has left one of his most charac 
teristic works Kubla Khan a brilliant fragment,

" Orient pearls at random strung."

Christabel, the most exquisite of all his inspirations, was 
also left incomplete. " "Tis but a fragment!" exclaims 
Christopher North, " and for the sake of all that is wild and 
" beautiful let it remain so for ever."*

It is interesting too, when we can look back upon the life 
of a man as completed, and his work done, to observe how he 
spoke of his purposed and intended work, when as yet it 
had no existence save in his own mind.

Listen to Richard Hooker " weary of the noise and op- 
" position " of London, and craving for study and quietness. 
* * * "I have begun a Treatise " he says, writing to 
Archbishop Whitgift, " in which I intend * * * * 
" a demonstration of the reasonableness of our laws of 
" Ecclesiastical Polity * * * to which end I have

« " In the summer of 1797, Coleridge wrote the first part of Chrislabel in 
" 1800, the second, and published them in 1816 so perfected, that his genius 
" in its happiest hours feared to look its own poem in the face, and left it for 
" many long years, and at last, without an altered or an added word, to the delight 
" of all ages." Profetsar Wilson'i Works, TO!, vii, p. 348.
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" searched many books and spent many thoughtful hours. 
" * * But, my Lord, I shall never be able to finish 
" what I have begun, unless I be removed unto some quiet 
" parsonage, where I may see God's blessings spring out of 
" my mother earth, and eat my own bread in privacy and 
" peace." That place he found at Bishopsbourne, near 
Canterbury. At the end of a pleasant walk from the cathe 
dral city you find yourself on the scene of his life and 
labours. There he completed his task; there he " fed the 
" flock"; there he finished his work, and closed his eyes 
upon all things earthly ; there, under the chancel floor, " lie 
" rests from his labours, and his works do follow him."

Nor can we forget in this connexion the immortal words of 
Milton, announcing the purpose which was perfected in his 
Paradise Lost. After reviewing his early life and studies, he 
goes on to say, " I began thus far to assent both to them 
" [his friends in Italy] and divers of my friends here at 
" home ; and not less to an inward prompting which now 
" grew daily upon me, that by labour and intent study (which 
" I take to be my portion in this life), joined to the strong 
" propensity of nature, I might, perhaps, leave something so 
" written, to after times, as they should not willingly let it die." 
This was written in 1642; ten years afterwards he became 
blind. Paradise Lost was commenced in 1058, completed 
after seven years' work in 16G5, and two years later, in 16G7, 
it was published to the world.

Another great name in literature, which will supply us with 
an illustration here, is that of Gibbon, the historian of 
Rome's Decline and Fall. His own account of the formation 
into shape of his intention to undertake some important 
historical work, is dated Rome, October 15th, 1764, and is 
in these words : " As I sat musing amidst the ruins of the 
" Capitol, while the barefooted friars were singing vespers in 
" the temple of Jupiter, the idea of writing the decline and
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" fall of the city first started to my mind." It was twelve 
years after this, in 1776, that his first volume was published.

A further instance under this head has been invested with 
a mournful interest since this paper was read, by the decease 
of the author of the History of Europe, Sir Archibald Alison. 
In closing his account of the review of their victorious armies 
by the allied sovereigns, at Paris, in 1814, he says "Among 
" the countless multitude whom the extraordinary events of 
" the period had drawn together from every part of Europe 
" to the French capital, and the brilliancy of this spectacle 
" had concentrated on one spot, was one young man who 
" had watched with intense interest the progress of the war 
" from his earliest years, and who, having hurried from 
'' his paternal roof in Edinburgh on the first cessation of 
" hostilities, then conceived the first idea of narrating its 
" events; and amidst its wonders inhaled that ardent spirit, 
" that deep enthusiasm, which, sustaining him through fifteen 
" subsequent years of travelling and study, and twenty more 
" of composition, has at length realised itself in the present 
" history."*

The idea of compiling his Dictionary was suggested to 
Johnson's mind by a remark made while he was sitting at 
Dodsley's, the bookseller's shop. His reply, after a pause 
for reflection, was, "I think I shall not undertake it;" 
though he afterwards laboured BO earnestly at it, and brought 
it to such a successful issue.

Many men mistake their vocation, their chief mistake 
being an overweening estimate of themselves. The cure for 
all such errors is to be found, whether in literature or any 
other pursuit, in the comparison which is forced upon us by 
the measuring and the matching with each other which comes

  Hut, Europe, chap, luxix, { 64.
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when we are brought face to face, and foot to foot, in the 
arena where the active drama of life has to be performed. 
Some men make their first essay and fail, and none are 
disappointed but themselves. They begin with grandilo 
quence and end in twaddle. " In the name of the prophet  
" Figs " is the pretentious preface and the sorry sequel, 
which typifies exactly the contrast between their promise 
and their performance. We are summoned by a flourish of 
trumpets, to hear not the prophet's precept not the poet's 
song not the demonstration of the philosopher not the 
discourse of the sage but an inferior creature's bray.

Yet it is not always so. The first failure is not uniformly 
final. There are some men who have power, and know it; 
but who cannot at their first essay give it fitting utterance. 
Their's is, in ample measure "the divinity that stirs within 
" us " it is struggling for voice and expression, and in due 
time these will be attained; and then they will never speak 
but to attentive listeners. How many a man has felt under 
these circumstances, what was not only felt but expressed by 
the present Chancellor of the Exchequer and Leader of the 
House of Commons, when he made his first speech in that 
assembly of which he was destined to become one of the 
most illustrious chiefs and ornaments. " I am not at all 
" surprised," were the words with which he closed his first 
abortive speech, " at the reception I have experienced. I 
" have begun several times many things, and I have often 
" succeeded at last. I sit down now, but the time will come 
" when you will hear me." And that time, as we all well 
know, was not long in coming. He made that speech in 
1837 ; in 1846 he became, what he has since continued, the 
leader of his party.

And it is interesting to observe how some men achieve 
success at the first stroke, as it were. They leap into fame  
as Dickens did, and Scott too, as a novelist; and Dean
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Stanley, as a biographer, by his Life of Arnold while others 
strive and struggle on, laboriously and perseveringly, and 
only attain at length what their contemporaries secured at the 
first bound. But you will all have noticed, when this is the 
case, what interest is at once imparted to the earlier works of 
such writers. Thackeray had been a long time before the 
world, in a subordinate position, when Vanity Fair at once 
placed him in the first rank. Then came out all the old 
editions, and innumerable new ones, of all that he had 
previously written under the nom deplume of Michael Angelo 
Titmarsh. So, in a former day, the publication of English 
Bards and Scotch Reviewers made people ask for and buy 
what they would never, otherwise, have cared about the 
Hours of Idleness of the noble English Bard, which had so 
provoked the ire of the Scotch Reviewer. The after success 
of Southey created an adventitious demand for his Wat 
Ty/er, which might have been to the profit of the publisher, 
though it was little to the pleasure of the poet. I have in 
my possession a copy of Tennyson's earliest works: the 
volume was published anonymously, in an obscure country 
town, with the date of 1827, under the title of Poems by two 
Brothers. I believe there is no doubt that Mr. Charles 
Tennyson, the brother of the future Laureate, retired from the 
literary arena in order to leave the author of In Memoriam 
undisputed master of the field. I need not say that if Alfred 
Tennyson had written nothing more, or better, than what 
appears there, the book would never have been heard of; but 
it has now a value and an interest from association, which it 
never could have had in itself.*

* In the Cambridge Essays, by members of the University, 1855, the writer of 
an article on Tennyson (Mr. George Briraley, M.A.) says he " published bis first 
" volume of Poems in 1830, when he was an undergraduate of Trinity College, 
" Cambridge," but adds in a note, " There is, we believe, an earlier volume of 
" Poems, published by Alfred and Charles Tennyson, but we have never seen a 
" copy." The volume spoken of in the text is the one here alluded to.
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The arts of Painting and Architecture supply us with other 
examples of the same kind. When the great Palace of West 
minster had made the name of Sir Charles Barry famous as 
its architect, people became interested in knowing that one 
of his earliest works in Gothic was S. Matthew's Church, 
Camp Field, Manchester ; and that the Athenseum, in the 
same city, is an early specimen of his Italian buildings. A 
man of taste in passing along Crown Street in this town will 
not be indisposed to turn and notice the Church of S. Stephen 
the Martyr, when he knows that it was an early work of 
perhaps the greatest of living architects George Gilbert 
Scott. It is the recognition of this feeling in the kindred 
art of Painting which causes men of wealth and taste to 
become collectors. The late Prince Consort, we know, col 
lected every scrap which was procurable to illustrate the 
works of Raphael, and hoped after two or three years devoted 
to his works, to take up in succession Michael Angelo and 
Leonardo da Vinci, and to elucidate the development of their 
gigantic powers in a similar manner.t

Some men for the same reason think not so much of 
variety in their galleries, as of their richness in Turners, 
Creswicks, Stanfields, or other favourite masters among 
" Modern Painters."

Another patron of the arts will miss no opportunity of 
becoming the possessor of a Cattermole, a Prout, or a 
Birket Foster. Thus sketches of paintings mere scraps 
and outlines the early work of their authors, which were 
cast aside, or given away, or " sold for an old song," are made 
by the success of after works, or by the accumulated reputa 
tion of the artists, of an augmented value out of all propor 
tion to their intrinsic worth, and which, irrespective of 
these circumstances, would be simply incredible and indeed

t Fine Artt Quarterly Review, vol. i, 1868, p. 28.
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impossible. And both in Literature and the Arts the same 
fact holds good that this recurring to early works is invested 
with more than a biographical interest great as that interest 
undoubtedly is. These works, when regarded chronologically, 
record the growth and power of the master. You see it in its 
beginnings, you trace delightedly its development and pro 
gress, and you rejoice in the triumph of its final achievements. 
Taste and skill, the refinements of cultivation, and the facility 
resulting from experience, all describe and record themselves 
in the successive works of the poet and the painter; and far 
too frequently toot (it must be owned) in both cases, play off 
into artistic vagaries and whims the contortions, not the 
graceful natural action, of a conscious prodigality of power.

Another subject upon which it occurs to me to say a word 
in passing, is the intimate association, and, I may add, the 
co-ordinate relation which sometimes subsists between Author 
and Editor. Of many accepted works, the chief value is 
that they are of this or that edition. Todd's Johnson was in 
its day the best of Dictionaries. Croker's Boswell's Johnson 
was intended to be, and probably was, (if we may set aside 
Macaulay's testimony as vitiated by party spirit,) the best 
Life of the great sage of Liehfield. Archbishop Whately's 
edition of Bacon's Essays seems likely enough to supersede 
every other. Keble's Hooker is another instance in Theolo 
gical Literature of a fact, which if we were to travel into the 
domain of Law Books, we should find illustrated by examples 
which are numberless.

There are, moreover, instances where an author has adopted 
and then adapted, and in so doing made his own, by largely 
altering and sometimes immeasurably improving the works 
of writers in a previous age or another country. Chaucer 
took the idea of his Canterbury Tales from the Decameron 
of Boccaccio. Shakspeare appropriated dramas which he 
found ready to his hand, and turning them to shapes which
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no other hand could have given them, sent them forth to 
endure

" Not for an Age, but for all Time."

Sheridan, long afterwards, taking Kotzebue's plays of " The 
" Stranger" and " Pizarro," made them essentially English, 
and his own. So also did Coleridge'in his translation of the 
Wallemtein of Schiller. And these are not now presented 
aa the only cases, hut as perhaps some of the most con 
spicuous, with which the literary history of England can 
furnish us.

Turning now to the relation of Painter and Engraver, I 
suppose it is no uncommon thing for an engraving to be 
valued for its own peculiar merit and excellence, quite as 
much as the original picture, which the engraver has but 
copied, is valued by its possessor. You will find the con 
noisseur as proud of his " first impression," his " proof before 
" letters," his " brilliant" line engraving, and his soft mezzo- 
tinto, as if he possessed the many-coloured originals.

In another direction all of us must have noticed that this 
age has been distinguished for the tasteful, feeling, and appro 
priate restoration of our old cathedrals and churches. Is it 
too much to anticipate that in a future day the Bestorer may 
be held in as much honour as the Architect ? not such honour 
as was aspired to in former generations by official restorers  
the unhappy churchwardens whose wretched taste prompted 
them first to Vandalize the churches they were sworn to 
protect, and then to perpetuate the memory of their offence 
with hideous particularity and obtrusiveness. The Restorers 
of our day seek only to be remembered by their works, in 
which they have embodied what Coleridge described " The 
" principle of the Gothic architecture," said he, " is infinity 
" made imaginable."

So much for the relation which sometimes subsists between
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different men, connected by their being employed on the same 
work, though treating it at a different stage of its history and 
in a different manner.

I do not think that this divergence into a short considera 
tion of the relation of Author and Editor, Composer and 
Adapter, Painter and Engraver, Architect and Kestorer, is at 
all unworthy of the time we have spent upon it.

Another subject of interest which, T think, deserves more 
extended treatment than I can give it here, is the celebrated 
passages of eminent authors, and the more famous portions 
of particular books. Of the latter character is the well- 
known Chapter III in Macaulay's History of England the 
one descriptive of the state of England in 1C85, "when the 
" crown passed from Charles II to his brother." So also are 
the memorable 15th and 16th Chapters in Gibbon's Decline 
and Fall of the Roman Empire, which attracted so much 
attention and excited so much controversy. Of particular 
isolated passages, which are even more famous than the books 
in which they occur, are the opening paragraphs in Paley's 
Natural Theology, on the supposed finding of a watch in 
crossing a heath; also that in the Moral and Political 
Philosophy, where the metaphor of a " flock of pigeons in a 
" field of corn " procured for him, from George III, not the 
Bishopric he was believed to aspire to, but the sobriquet of 
"pigeon Paley;" and, most beautiful of all, the closing 
sentence in the Natural Theology. The circumstances under 
which it was written I shall speak of presently. At present 
I remind you that he concludes his last work with these last 
words : " That great office rests with Him: be it ours to 
" hope and prepare, under a firm and settled persuasion, that, 
" living and dying, we are His: that life is passed in Hia 
" constant presence, and that death resigns us to His merciful 
" disposal." A grand Nunc Dimittis for such a man. That 
work he had desired to complete, that it might form with hia 

I,
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previous writings one complete system, and be the fulfilment 
of a regular and comprehensive design. He had written it 
in the anguish of a painful disease which finally proved fatal, 
and, with this experience, he had written of Pain itself, in his 
last chapter but one, that it " has the power of shedding a 
" satisfaction over intervals of ease which I believe few enjoy- 
" ments exceed." To write this identical work and here we 
alight upon another series of facts he had, after he was sixty 
years of age, devoted himself to the study of anatomy. 
Macaulay, too, to do justice to the life and times and country 
of his great hero, William of Orange, had, in like manner, 
learnt the Dutch language. And not for the literary purposes 
of a writer, but to obtain as much gratification as was possible 
from the perusal of the book, a noted Indian general, Sir 
Thomas Munro, set himself, late in life, to learn the Spanish 
tongue, that he might enjoy the reading of Don Quixote in 
the original.

Another curiosity of Literature, which has always appeared 
to me very remarkable, is the extraordinary preference of 
eminent writers for the least admirable of their works. Milton, 
for instance, preferred his Paradise Regained to its immortal 
predecessor, the Paradise Lost, a preference which I will 
undertake to say no other human being ever shared with him. 
Byron, in like manner, held the extraordinary opinion that 
the best of his works was a versified translation from an 
Italian author Pulci by name whom not one Englishman 
in a million would ever have heard of if it had not been for 
this association of his name with that of Byron. Southey 
believed that his fame would rest most solidly on his pon 
derous and tedious History of Brazil whereas the fact is 
that his most popular work and his best is his shortest and 
simplest, the Life of Nelson. Dr. Johnson was possessed 
by the same delusion. He, who wrote the Rambler without 
assistance ; who brought out the Dictionary without patron-
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age ; whose Life of Savage Sir Joshua Reynolds read through 
as he stood at the mantel-piece against which he was leaning 
when he opened the book; whose London, when he was un 
known and poor, won the admiration and procured for him 
the good offices of Pope, then at the head of the literary 
world; he actually thought the best of his writings was a 
thing not one of you ever heard of, though Boswell charac 
teristically describes it, after reciting its title, The Vision 
of Theodore, the Hermit, found in his cell, as "a most 
" beautiful allegory of human life, under the figure of ascend- 
" ing the mountain of existence!" Fancy Dr. Johnson writing 
such a thing ; and then fancy his preference for that over 
all his other works. It is hard to say which of the two facts 
seems the least credible. Nor was Scott superior to the 
same extraordinary infatuation. He believed that his best 
work was one which, probably, no one would know as his if 
they did not find it bound up with the Waverley Novels, 
The Surgeons Daughter. So differently do men's works 
appear to their own minds from that aspect in which they 
come to be regarded by the world.

And there must be a reason for a phenomenon of which 
the examples are so numerous. I think I have a glimpse 
of what that reason is. Those works which cost a writer the 
most labour are those which he values the most. They be 
come his favourites. Who, in a family, is often the favourite 
child ? The one who is the most delicate, who has cost the 
most care, who has some defect the deaf child, it may be, 
or the lame one, like Tiny Tim in the Christmas Carol. 
So, I again suggest, is it with literary progeny. A writer's 
favourites are, according to this analogy, the feeblest of his 
works, as a parent's favourites are the most delicate of his 
children.

Very nearly akin to the fact just alluded to, is the history 
of Sequels in literature. How often have men been tempted 
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by the success of a work which has become immensely 
popular, to write a sequel to it. How almost invariably is that 
sequel a failure. Milton and Byron again furnish the first 
examples. Paradise Regained was a sequel to the Paradise 
Lost. How immeasnreably below it in merit! Lara was 
the sequel of the Corsair, and of course inferior to it. 
Shakspeare could do almost anything, and do it well. He 
succeeded here where Milton failed. The Merry Wives of 
Windsor, in which Falstaff's amatory adventures are set 
forth, was the sequel to the historical plays, in which his 
mock heroic exploits are depicted ; and the comedy is said to 
have been written at the wish of Queen Elizabeth. But as a 
rule, sequels are failures : and the reason is obvious. Every 
perfect work should be complete in itself. It should have, 
according to the old canon of criticism, a beginning, a middle, 
and an end. To take, from a finished work, characters and 
incidents, and weave them into the fabric of a new story, is 
an experiment faulty in principle and pretty sure to fail in 
practice. Many men have tried it. One, we have seen, 
succeeded, but the majority have failed. Dickens notably did 
so, when he introduced Mr. Pickwick and the Wellers, and 
other characters which had become so popular in his first 
great work, into his subsequent weekly publication of Master 
Humphrey's Clock.

The field over which we have now wandered has been rich 
in material, and wide in extent. Many more pickings up 
might have been made, and many must have occurred to you 
while I have been speaking.. I wish those which have been 
made were more valuable, more worthy of your attention, 
of the occasion, and of the Society. We have recounted 
many names; referred to many books; touched upon many 
subjects ; gone back through the story of many generations ;
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but I will, in conclusion, come to matters of immediate 
concern, subjects of to-day.

In the Exhibition now open in Paris there is a develop 
ment of the fertility and resources of English Literature very 
remarkable in itself, and which I wish to bring before you as 
the closing topic of this paper.

It was on the solicitation of the French Minister of Public 
Instruction, addressed to the British Government, that the 
Committee of Council on Education determined to promote 
an exhibition of all the books published in Great Britain in 
the year 1860. Such exhibition forms part of that now open 
in Pnris. It consists of 4,752 volumes, lent for the purpose. 
The entire cost of these, if any one thought fit to buy them, 
would be about .£1,500. They have been brought out by 
184 publishing firms: of whom 2 reside in Dublin, 6 in 
Edinburgh, 43 in other towns besides London, and 133 in 
London itself in Paternoster Row and elsewhere. The 
number of volumes published in Dublin, is 129 ; in Edin 
burgh, 279 ; in the provincial towns, 335 ; and in London, 
4,009. In a report prepared by the Rev. W. H. Brookfield, 
who has been officially entrusted with the management of 
this department, it is estimated that not more than one-half of 
the total number of volumes exhibited belong to that class of 
subjects to which is usually ascribed the name of Literature. 
Under this denomination is included works in history, 
biography, poetry, fiction, travels and the like, to the exclusion 
of books on the mechanical arts, on commerce and agricul 
ture, directories, guides &c. Further, it is estimated that 
3399 of the books exhibited are new publications: the re 
mainder are reprints. Connected with this subject of reprints 
several curious facts are disclosed well worthy of being picked 
up and jotted down in connexion with the many kindred 
topics which have been under our consideration this evening.
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Of the works of the standard English authors, there were 
reprinted in this country, in the course of last year, two 
editions of Chaucer, fifteen of Shakspeare's plays and six of 
his smaller poems, two of Dryden, two of Butler, eight of 
Milton, five of Pope, four of Thomson, seven of Goldsmith, 
three of Gray, thirteen of Cowper, eight of Wordsworth, the 
same number of Moore, three of Shelley, and eleven of Byron. 
The complete summary of all the hooks exhibited, as drawn 
up by Mr. Brookfield, is as follows : 

	Vols. 
Architecture ........ 25
Classical ..*...... 44
Commercial . . . . . . . .114
Directories, Dictionaries, Lists and Guides . 101
Education ........ 057
Essays and Didactic ...... 71
Prose-fiction ........ 1007
History, Memoirs and other Narratives professing

to be true ........ 294
Illustrated Works ...... 164
Law ...... . 34
Mechanical Arts and Engineering ... 86
Miscellaneous ....... 185
Natural History ...... 82
Naval and Military ; Politics and Social Science . 53
Pastime ......... 69
Poetry ......... 600
Beligion ........ 982
Science, Medicine &c. ...... 189
Tillage, Live Stock and Domestic Economy . 95
Voyages, Travels and Topography . . . 100

Total Volumes of 1866 lent for exhibition . 4752

And now, with your permission, I will requote the passage 
I have already given, as my own valediction to my hearers:  
" If I have done well, and as is fitting the story, it is that 
" which I desired; but if slenderly and meanly, it is that 
" which I could attain unto."


