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The Comic.

[Oct.

him with strange stories in order to make him forget all
about it. Timur ceased weeping, but Chodscba ceased
not, but began now first to weep amain, and in good
earnest. At last, said Timur to Chodscba, "Hearken!
I have looked in the mirror, and seen myself ugly. Thereat
I grieved, because although I am Caliph, and have also
much wealth, and many wives, yet still I am so ugly ;
therefore have I wept. But thou, why weepest thou with
out ceasing?' Chodscba answered, `If thou hast only seen
thy face once, and at once seeing bast not been able to contain thyself, but bast wept, what should we do, we who see
thy face every day and night? If we weep not, who
should weep? Therefore have I wept.' Timur almost
split his sides with laughing."
Politics also furnishes the same mark for satire. What is
nobler than the expansive sentiment of patriotism, which
would find brothers in a whole nation? But when this
enthusiasm is perceived to end in the very intelligible maxims of trade, so much for so much, the intellect feels again
the half man. Or what is fitter than that we should espouse
and carry a principle against all opposition? but when the
men appear who ask our votes as representatives of this
ideal, we are sadly out of countenance .
But there is no end to this analysis . We do nothing
that is not laughable, whenever we quit our spontaneous
sentiment. All our plans, managements, houses, poems, if
compared with the wisdom and love which man represents,
are equally imperfect and ridiculous. But we cannot afford
to part with any advantages. We must learn by laughter,
as well as by tears and terrors ; explore the whole of nature,-the farce and buffoonery in the yard below, as well as
the lessons of poets and philosophers upstairs, in the hall, and get the rest and refreshment of the shaking of the sides .
But the comic also has its own speedy limits . Mirth quickly
becomes intemperate, and the man would soon die of inanition, as some persons have been tickled to death. The
same scourge whips the joker and the enjoyer of the joke.
When Carlini was convulsing Naples with laughter, a
patient waited on a physician in that city, to obtain some
remedy for excessive melancholy, which was rapidly consuming his life. The physician endeavored to cheer his
spirits, and advised him to go to the theatre and see Carlini. He replied, "I am Carlini."
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Ode to Beauty.

ODE TO BEAUTY .
Weo gave thee, 0 Beauty!
The keys of this breast ;

To thee who betrayed me
To be ruined or blest?
Say when in lapsed ages
Thee knew I of old ;
Or what was the service,
For which I was sold?
When first my eyes saw thee,
1 found me thy thrall,
By magical drawings,
Sweet tyrant of all!
Love drinks at thy banquet
Remediless thirst ;
Thou intimate stranger!
Thou latest and first!
Lavish, lavish promiser !
Nigh persuading gods to err ;
Guest of million painted forms
Which in turn thy glory warms,
The frailest leaf, the mossy bark,
The acorn's cup, the rain drop's are,
The shining pebble of the pond,
Thou inscribest with a bond,
In thy momentary play,
Would bankrupt nature to repay.
Ah ! what avails it
To hide or to shun
Whom the Infinite One
Hath granted his throne?
The heaven high over
Is the deep's lover.

258

Ode to Beauty.
The sun and sea,
Informed by thee,
Before me run
And draw me on,
Yet fly me still,
As Fate refuses
To me the heart Fate for me chooses.
Is it that my opulent soul
Was mingled from the generous whole,
Sea-valleys and the deep of skies
Furnished several supplies,
And the sands whereof I 'm made
Draw me to them s�lf-betrayed.
I turn the proud portfolios,
Which hold the grand designs
Of Salvator, of Guercino,
And Piranesi's lines ;
I hear the lofty preans
Of the masters of the shell,
Who heard the starry music
And recount the numbers well;
Olympian bards who sung
Divine Ideas below,
Which always find us young,
And always keep us so.
Oft in streets or humblest places
I detect far-wandered graces,
Which from Eden wide astray
In lowly homes have lost their way.
Thee gliding through the sea of form,
As the lightning through the storm,
Somewhat not to be possessed,
Somewhat not to be caressed,
No feet so fleet could ever find,
No perfect form could ever bind.
Thou, eternal fugiti,·e,
Hovering over all that live,
Quick and skilful to inspire
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Allston's Funeral.
Sweet extravagant desire,
Starry space and lily bell
Filling with thy roseate smell,
Wilt not give the lips to taste
Of the nectar which thou hast.
All that's good and great, with thee
Stands in deep conspiracy,
Thou hast bribed the dark and lonely
To report thy features only,
And the cold and purple morning
Itself with thoughts of thee adorning ;
The leafy dell, the city mart,
Equal trophies of thine art ;
E'en the flowing azure air
Thou hast touched for my despair;
And if I languish into dreams,
Again I meet the ardent beams.
Queen of things ! I dare not die
In Being's deeps past ear and eye,
Lest there I find the same deceiver
And be the game of Fate forever.
Dread Power, but dear! if God thou be,
Unmake me quite, or give thyself to me !
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