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turies unmixed with the surrounding population, like a bare
and blasted heath in the midst of smiling plenty, yet cherishing
their wretchedness, by rigorous usage and tradition, as if they
loved it .
It is an aristocracy of rags, and suffering, and vice,
yet as exclusive as the patricians of wealth and power. We infer that the picture is false ; that resources and compensation exist, which are not shown us. If Gypsies are pricked, we believe
they will bleed ; if wretched, they will jump at the first opportunity of bettering their condition. What unmakes man is essentially incredible . The air may be loaded with fogs or with fetid
gases, and continue respirable ; but if it be decomposed, it can
no longer sustain life . The condition of the Gypsy may be bad
enough, tried by the scale of English comfort, and yet appear
tolerable and pleasant to the Gypsy, who finds attractions in his
out-door way of living, his freedom, and sociability, which the
Agent of the Bible Society does not reckon . And we think
that a traveler of another way of thinking would not find the
Gypsy so void of conscience. as Mr. Borrow paints him, as the
differences in that particular are universally exaggerated in daily
conversation . And lastly, we suspect the walls of separation
between the Gypsy and the surrounding population are less firm
than we are here given to understand.
Ancient Spanish Ballads, Historical and Romantic . Translated, with Notes. By J. G. LoCKHART . New York : Wiley
& Putnam .
THE enterprising publishers, Messrs . Wiley & Putnam, who
have reprinted, in a plain but very neat form, Mr . Lockhart's
gorgeously illustrated work, have judiciously prefixed to it, by
way of introduction, a critique on the book from the Edinburgh
Review, and have added at the end of the volume an analytical
account, with specimens of the Romance of the Cid, from the
Penny Magazine. This is done with the greatest propriety, for
the Cid seems to be the proper centre of Spanish legendary po
The Iliad, the Nibelungen, the Cid, the Robin Hood
etry .
Ballads, Frithiofs Saga, (for the last also depends for its merit
on its fidelity to the legend,) are five admirable collections of
early popular poetry of so many nations ; and with whatever
difference of form, they possess strong mutual resemblances,
chiefly apparent in the spirit which they communicate to the
reader, of health, vigor, cheerfulness, and good hope . In this
day of reprinting and of restoration, we hope that Southey's
Chronicle of the Cid, which is a kind of "Harmony of the
Gospels" of the Spanish Romance, may be republished in a
volume of convenient size .
That is a strong book, and
makes lovers and admirers of "My Cid, the Perfect one, who
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was born in a fortunate hour ." Its traits of heroism and bursts
of simple emotion, once read, can never be forgotten ; "I am
not a man to be besieged ;" and °' God! What a glad man was
the Cid on that day," and many the like words still ring in
our ears. The Cortes at Toledo, where judgment was given
between the Cid and his sons-in-law, is one of the strongest
Several of the best ballads
dramatic scenes in literature .
in Mr. Lockhart's collection recite incidents of the Cid's history.
The best ballad in the book is the "Count Alarcos
and the Infanta Solisa," which is a meet companion for Chaucer's Griselda . The "Count Garci Perez de Vargas" is one
of our favorites ; and there is one called the "Bridal of An-,
dalla," which we have long logt all power to read as a poem, since
we have heard it sung by a voice so rich, and sweet, and penetrating, as to make the ballad the inalienable property of the
singer.
New York
THis pleasing summer-day story is the work of a well read,
cultivated writer, with a skillful ear, and an evident admirer of
Scott and Campbell . There is a metrical sweetness and calm
perception of beauty spread over the poem, which declare that
the poet enjoyed his own work ; and the smoothness and literary
finish of the cantos seem to indicate more years than it appears
our author has numbered . Yet the perusal suggested that the author had written this poem in the feeling, that the delight he has
experienced from Scott's effective lists of names might be reproduced in America by the enumeration of the sweet and sonorous
Indian names of our waters. The success is exactly correspondent. The verses are tuneful, but are secondary ; and remind the ear so much of the model, as to show that the noble
aboriginal names were not suffered to make their own measures
in the poet's ear, but must modulate their wild beauty to a foreign metre. They deserved better at the author's hands. We
felt, also, the objection that is apt to lie against poems on
new subjects by persons versed in old books, that the costume
is exaggerated at the expense of the man. The most Indian
thing about the Indian is surely not his moccasins, or his calumet, his wampum, or his stone hatchet, but traits of character
and sagacity, skill or passion ; which would be intelligible at
Paris or at Pekin, and which Scipio or Sidney, Lord Clive or
Colonel Crockett would be as likely to exhibit as Osceola and
Black Hawk .
Source: The Dial (July 1842) pp. 129

