L

MEMOIRS OF THE LIFE

OF

DR. DARWIN,

CHIEFLY DURING HIS RESIDENCE IN LICHFIELD,

Hi 8. JEWETT, M. D,
DAYTON, OHio.

ANECDOTES OF HIS FRIENDS,

WITH

AND

CRITICISMS ON HIS WRITINGS. -

Sr——
BY ANNA SEWARD.

—————— ]

PHILADELPHIA :

AT THE (laggic JPress, FOR THE

PROPRIETORS
WM. POYNTELL, & Co.



H. MAXWELL, PRINTER, NO. 25, NORTH SECOND-STREET.



TO THR

RIGHT HONOURABLE

THE | EARL OF CARLISLE.

MY LORD,

‘W HERE hereditary honours, splendid fortune,
and personal graces, have secured, from the first dawn
of youth, the external respect and gratifying attention of

_the world, it is seldom found that their possessor has
emulously and sedulously distilled the sweetness from
the classic fountains. There is no flattery in observing,
that of those rare instances your Lordship is conspicu-
ously one. Such énergetic industry involves a superior
claim to estimation than where it has appeared the only
means by which native talent and laudable ambition
sould have pierced the mists of obscurity.

You, Sir, have nobly chosen to adorn your ragk,
instead of indolently leaning upon its inherent distinct-
tion, or even satisfying yourself with the acquirement of
senatorial eloquence. Professedly a disciple of the
Muses, and on public proof an highly-favoured disciple,
you must be interested in the life and character of one of
the most eminent of your poetic contemporaries. '
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Hence, my Lord, do I presume to lay these Memoirs
of Dr. Darwin at your feet. From all I hear of Loord
Carlisle’s virtues, as from all I know of his genius, 1t is
one of my first wishes for this little Tract, that it may
interest and amuse a transient hour of his leisure, and
obtain that approbation from him which must reward
biographic integrity, whife literary reputafion brightens

in his smile.
I have the honour to be, with the most perfect respect

and esteem,
My Lord,
Your Lordship’s faithful
| and obedient servant,

ANNA SEWARD.



PREFACE.

- IN publishing these Memoirs of the Life
and Writings of Dr. Darwin, I am conscious of
their defects ; that they do not form a regular detail
of biographical circumstances, even in that moiety
of his professional existence formed by his resi-
dence at Lichfield ; while of that which passed at
Derby I am qualified to present no more than a
merely general view.

My work consists of the following particu-
lars: the person, the mind, the temper of Dr. Dar-
win; his powers as.a Physician, Philosopher, and
Poet ; the peculiar traits of his manners; his excel-
lencies and faults; the Petrarchan attachment of
his middle life, more happy in its result than was
that of the Bard of Vaucluse; the beautiful poetic
testimonies of its fervour, while yet it remained
hopeless ; an investigation of the constituent excel-
lencies and defects of his magnificent poem, the
Botanic Garden; remarks upon his philosophic
prose writings ; the characters and talents of those
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who formed the circle of his friends while he
resided in Lichfield; and the very singular and
interesting history of one of them, well known in
the lettered world, whose domestic history, remark-
able as it is, has beeh unaccountably omitted by the
gentleman who wrote his life.

Dr. Darwin’s Letters make no part of these
Memoirs. Possessing few of them myself, and
those perfectly inconsequential, no effort has here
been made to obtain them from others. He lived
not, like Pope and Swift, Gray and Johnson, in
exclusive devotion to abstract literature. During
such hours of repose, compared to his busy and
hurried life, he might have found leisure to pour
his imagination and his knowledge on the epistolary
page; but his epistles, though professionally nume-
rous, were short from necessity, and by choice
compressed. He has often said that he had not the
talent of elegant letter-writing.  Like all other dis-
. tinguished acquirements, it can only obtain excel-
lence from frequent and diffuse practice, unrestrain-
ed by the interfering pressure of extrinsic consider-
ations.

It was also his frequent remark, that literary
fame invariably suffers by the publication of every
thing which is below the level of that celebrity
. which it has alrezdy gained. Leiters, through

.
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whose progress either wit scatters its scintillations,
criticism its instruction, knowledge its treasures,
or fancy its glow, are not beneath the dignity of
the most eminent reputation; but since coercive
circumstances in a great measure precluded those
effusions to the letters of Darwin, there would be
no kindness to his memory in obtruding them upon
the public ; none to the public in swelling out
books with materials of no intrinsic value. It is
only zeal without judgment, and the enthusiasm
of partiality, which can take pleasure in reading a
great man’s letters, which might have been those
of any tolerably educated mind, on which genius
had never shone.

Biography of recently departed Eminence is
apt to want characteristic truth, since it is
generally written either by a near relation,

Who writes to share the fame of the deceased,
So high in merit, and to him so dear!

Such dwell on praises which they think they share*;
or by an highly obliged friend, whom gratitude
and affection render blindly partial, and who is

influenced by a desire of gratifying, with a descrip-

* Young's Night Thoughts.
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tion of all-excelling endowment and angelic excels
lence, the surviving family of the author he com-
memorates ; or by an editor who believes it highly
conducive to his profits on the writings he pub-
lishres or republishes, to claim for their author the
unqualified admiration and reverence of mankind.
AllL these classes of biographers do for the person
whom they commemorate, what our generally wise
Queen Elizabeth had the weakness to request her
painters would do for her portrait on the canvass;
they draw a picture without shades.

But though people of credulous and efferves-
cent zeal may be gratified by seeing a writer,
whose works have charmed them, thus invested
with unrivalled genius and super-human virtue,
the judicious few, whose approbation is genuine
honor, are aware of this truth, asserted by Mrs.
Barbauld in her beautiful, her inestimable Essay
against Inconsistency in our Expectations: ¢ Na-
“ ture is much too frugal to heap together all man:

¢ ner of shining qualities in one glaring mass *.”
Every man has his errors, and the errors of public
characters are too well known not to expose un-
founded eulogium to the distaste of all who prefer
truth to enthusiasm. They are conscious that the

* Aikin’s and Barbauld’s Essays. .
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mind, as well asthe person, ofa celebrated character,
ought to be drawn with dispassionate fidelity, or not
attempted ; that though just biographic record will
touch the failings of the good and the eminent with
tenderness, it ought not to spread over them the
veil of suppression. A portrait painter might as
well.omit each appropriate distinction of feature,
countenance, and form, because it may not be ele-
gant, and, like the Limper in Gay’s Fables, finish
his pictures from casts of the Venus and Apollo, as.
the historian conceal the faults, foibles; and weak-
nesses of the individual whom he delineates.

It is this fidelity of representation which
* makes Mrs. Piozzi’s Memoirs. of Dr. Johnson, and
Mr. Boswell’s Tour, and his Life of that wonderful
being, so valuable to those who wish not for an idol
to worship, instead of a great man to contemplate,
as nature, passion, and habit, compounded his
character.

If those biographers had invested their deceas-
ed friend with excellence, which no sombre irrita-
bility had ever overshadowed;....with justice and
candour, which no literary jealousy, no party preju-
dice, no bigot zeal had ever warped;....the public
might have been led, through boundless veneration
of one, into injustice towards many. The world

might have been induced to believe that all whose
2
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merit he has depreciated, whose talents he has
undervalued, through the course of his Lives of the
Poets, had deserved the fate they met on these
pages. Then, to the injury of our national taste,
and to the literary and moral character of the great
English Classics, more universal confidence had
been placed in the sophistries of those volumes,
which seem to have put on the whole armour of
truth by the force of their eloquence and the wit of .
their satire. - |

A paragraph whieh appeared in several of the
late newspapers, and which contained a ridicu-
lously false print, political for poetical, mentioned
that these expected Memoirs were undertaken at
the request of the late Dr. Darwin’s family. A
mistaken rumour; though they certainly had their
rise in the expressed desire of Dr. Robert Darwin
of Shrewsbury, that I would supply him with such
anecdotes of his father’s earlier life, as, my inti-
macy with him, during that period, had enabled
me to obtain, and which might assist in forming a
biographic sketch, to be prefixed to his writings at
some future time. In purposed obedience these
records were begun, but they became too extended
to form only materials for another person’s compo-
sition ; and too impartial to péss with propriety
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through the filial channel, though fervently just to
the excellencies of the commemorated.

Of those years in which the talents and social
virtues of this extraordinary man shed their lustre.
over the city which I inhabit, no historian remains,
who, with vicinity of habitation, and domestic
intercourse ' with Dr. Darwin, took equal interest
with myself in all that marked, by traits of him,
that period of twenty-three years, and which engaged
my attention from my very earliest youth. = Some
few of his contemporaries in this town yet remain ;
but not one who could be induced to publish what
their observation may have traced, and their memory
treasured.

His sometime pupil, and late years friend,
the ingenious Mr. Bilsborrow, is writing, or has
written, his Life; but since Dr. Darwin constantly
shrunk with reserved pride from all that candour
would deem confidential conversation, and which
the world is so apt to ridicule as vain egotism;
since it is understood that he had not left biographic
documents; since Mr. Bilsborrow was scarcely in
existence when his illustrious friend first changed
his sphere of action; he must find himselfas much
a stranger to the particulars of his Lichfield resi-
dence, as I am of those which were most prominent
in the equal number of years he passed at Derby.
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Between us, all will probably be known that can
now with accuracy be traced of Dr. Darwin.

To the best of my power I have presumed
to be the recorder of vanished Genius, beneath
the ever-présent consciousness that biography .and
criticism have their sacred duties, alike to the
deceased, and to the public; precluding, on one
hand, unjust depreciatian, on the other, over-valu-

ing partiality.
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THE LIFE AND WRITINGS

or

DOCTOR DARWIN.

CHAP. 1.

Docror Erasuus Darwin was the son of
a private gentleman, near Newark, in Nottingham-
shire. He came to Lichfield to practise physic in
the autumn of the year 1756, at the age of twenty-
four ; bringing high recommendations from . the
university of Edinburgh, in which he had studied,
and from that of Cambridge, to which he belonged.

He was somewhat above the middle size, his
form athletic, and inclined to corpulence; his limbs
too heavy for exact proportion. The traces of a
severe small-pox ; features, and countenance, which,
when they were not animated by social pleasure,
were rather saturnine than sprightly; a stoop in the
shoulders, and the then professional appendage, a
large full-bottomed wig, gave, at that early period
of life, an appearance of nearly twice the years he
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bore. Florid health, and the earnest of good
. humour, a sunny smile, on éntering a room, and on
first accosting hig'"{rigilds, rendered, in his youth,
that exterior agreeable, to which beauty and symme.
try had not been propitious.

He stammered extremely; but whatever . he
gpid, whether gravely or in jest, was always well
worth waiting for, though the inevitable impression
it made might not always be pleasant to individual
self-love. Conscious of great native elevation above
the general standard of intellect, he became, early
in life, sore upon opposition, whether in argument
or conduct, and always revenged it by sarcasm of
very keen edge. Nor was he less impatient of the
sallies of egotism and vanity, even when they were
in so slight a degree, that strict politeness would
rather tolerate than ridicule them. Dr, Darwin
seldom failed to present their caricature in jocose
but wounding irony. If these ingredients of collo-
quial despotism were discernible in unworn exis-
tence, they increased as it advanced, fed by an’
ever-growing reputation within and without the
pale of medicine.

- Extreme was his scepticism to human truth.
From that cause he often disregarded the accounts
his patients gave of themselves, and rather chose

to collect his information by indirect inquiry and
‘ B
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by crosse\ci'amining' them, than from their voluntary
testimony. That distrust and that habit were
probably favourable to his skill in discovering the
origin of diseases, and thence to his preeminent
success in effecting their cure;....but they impres-
sed his mind and tinctured his conversation with an
apparent want of confidence in mankind, which was
apt to wound the ingenuous and confiding spirit,
whether seeking his medieal assistance, or his
counsel as a friend. Perhaps this proneness to
suspicion mingled too much of art in his wisdom.
From the time at which Dr. Darwin first came
to Lichfield, he avowed a conviction of the perni-
cious effects of all vinous fluid on the youthful and
healthy constitution; an absolute horror of spirits
of all sorts, and however diluted. His own exam-
ple, with very few exceptions, supported his
exhortations. From strong malt liquor he totally
abstained, and if he drank a glass or two of English
wine, he mixed it with water. Acid fruits, with
sugar, and all sort of creams, and butter, were his
luxuries; but he always ate plentifully of animal
food. This liberal alimentary regimen he prescrib-
ed to people of every age, where unvitiated appetite
rendered them. capable of following it; even to
infants. He despised the prejudice, which deems
foreign wines more wholesome than the wines of
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the country. If you must drink wine, said he,
let it be home-made. It is well known, that Dr.
Darwin’s influence and example have sobered the
county of Derby; that intemperance in fermented
fluid of every species is almost unknown ainongst
. its gentlemen. '

Professional generosity distinguished Dr.
Darwin’s medical practice. While resident in'
Lichfield, to the priest and lay-vicars of its cathe-
dral, and their families, he always cheerfully gave
his advice, but never took fees from any of them.
Diligently, also, did he attend to the health of the
poor in that city, and afterwards at Derby, and sup-
plied their necessities by food, and all sort of
charitable assistance. In each of those towns, his
was the cheerful board of almost open-housed hospi--
tality, without extravagance or parade; deeming
ever the first unjust, the latter unmanly. Gene-
rosity, wit, and science, were his household gods.

To those many rich presents, which Nature
bestowed on the mind of Dr. Darwin, she added
the seducing, and often dangerous gift of a highly
poetic imagination; but he remembered how fatal
that gift professionally became to the young physi-
cians, Akenside and Armstrong. Concerning
them, the public could not be persuaded, that
so much excellence in an ornamental science was -
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compatible with intense application to a severer
study; with such application as it held necessary
to a responsibility, towards which it might look for
the source of disease, on which it might lean for the
struggle with mortality. Thus, through the first
twenty-three years of his practice as a physician,
Dr. Darwin, with the wisdom of Ulysses, bound
himself to the medical mast, that he might not
follow those delusive syrens, the muses, or be
considered as their avowed votary. Oceasional
little pieces, however, stole at seldom occurring
periods from his pen; though he cautiously preclud-
ed their passing the press, before his latent genius
for poetry became unveiled to the public eye in its
copious and dazzling splendour. Most of these
minute gems have stolen into newspapers and
magazines, since the impragnable rock, on which
his medicinal and philosophical reputation were
placed, induced him to contend for that species of
fame, which should entwine the Parnassian laurel
with the balm of Pharmacy.

After this sketch of Dr. Darwin’s character
and manners, let us return to the dawn of his pro-
fessional establishment. A few weeks after his
arrival at Lichfield, in the latter end of the year
1756, the intuitive discernment, the skill, spirit

and decision, which marked the long course of his
3
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successful practice, were first called into action,
and brilliantly opened his career of fame. The
late Mr. Inge of Thorpe, in Staffordshire, a young
gentleman of family, fortune, and consequence,
lay sick of a dangerous fever. The justly celebrat-
ed Dr. Wilks of Willenhal, who had many years
possessed, in wide extent, the business and confi-
dence of the Lichfield neighbourhood, attended
Mr. Inge, and had unsuccessfully combated his
disease. At length he pronounced it hopeless;
that speedy death must ensue, and took his leave.
It was then that a fond mother, wild with terror
for the life of an only son, as drowning wretches
catch at twigs, sent to Lichfield for the young, and
yet inexperienced physician, of recent arrival there.
By areverse and entirely novel course of treatment,
Dr. Darwin gave his dying patient back to exis-
tence, to health, prosperity, and all that high repu-
tation, which 1\'£r. Inge afterwards possessed as a
public magistrate.

The far-spreading report of this judiciously
daring and fortunate exertion brought Dr. Darwin
into immediate and extensive employment, and
soon eclipsed the hopes of an ingenious rival, who
resigned the contest; nor, afierwards, did any other
competitor bring his certainly ineffectual lamp into
that sphere, in which so bright a luminary shone.
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Equal success, as in the case of Mr. Inge, .
continued to result from the powers of Dr. Darwin’s
genius, his frequent and intense meditation, and
the avidity with which he, through life, devoted
his leisure to scientific acquirement, and the inves-
tigation of disease. Ignorance and timidity, super-
stition, prejudice, and envy, sedulously strove to
attach to his practice the terms, rash, experimental,
theoretic; not considering; that without experimen-
tal theory, the restoring science could have made no
progress; that neither time, nor all its accumulation
of premature death, could have enlarged the circle,
in which the merely practical physician condemns
himself to walk. Strength of mind, fortitude unap-
palled, and the perpetual success which attended
this great man’s deviations from the beaten track,
enabled him to shake those mists from his reputa-
tion, as the lion shakes to air the dewdrops on his
mane.

In 1757, he married Miss Howard, of the Close
of Lichfield, a blooming and lovely young lady
of eighteen. A mind, which had native strength;
an awakened taste for the works of imagination;
ingenuous sweetness; delicacy animated by spright-
liness, and sustained by fortitude, made her a
capable, as well as fascinating companion, even to
a man of talents so illustrious.... To her he could,
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with confidence, commit the important task of ren-
dering his childrens’ minds a soil fit to receive,
and bring to fruit, the stamina of wisdom and
science. ‘

Mrs. Darwin’s own mind, by nature so well
endowed, strengthened and expanded in the friend-
ship, conversation, and confidence of so beloved,
so revered a preceptor. But alas! upon her early
youth, and a too delicate constitution, the frequen-
cy of her maternal situation during the first five
years of her marriage, had probably a baneful effect.
The potent skill, and assiduous cares of him, before
whom disease daily vanished from the frame of
others, could not expel it radically from that of her
he loved. It was however kept at bay thirteen years.

Upon the distinguished happiness of those
years, she spoke with fervour to two intimate
female friends in the last week of her existence,
which closed at the latter end of the summer of 1770.
“ Do not weep for my impending fate,” said the
dying angel, with a smile of unaffected cheerful-
ness. ¢ In the short term of my life, a great deal
“ of happiness has been comprised. The maladies
¢ of my frame were peculiar; the pains in my head
¢« and stomach, which no medicine could eradicate,
¢ were spasmodic and violent; and required stron-
¢¢ ger measures to render them supportable while
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- ¢ they lasted, than my constitution could sustain
“ without injury, The periods of exemption from
¢ those pains were frequently of several days dura-
“ tion, and in my intermissions I felt no indication
- of malady. Pain taught me the value of ease,
““and I enjoyed it with a glow of spirit, seldom, |
¢ perhaps, felt by the habitually healthy. While

¢ Dr. Darwin combated and assuaged my disease
‘ from time to time, his indulgence to all my
‘“ wishes, his active desire to see me amused and
¢ happy, proved incessant. His house, as you
‘¢ know, has ever been the resort of people of science
¢ and merit. If, from my husband’s great and
“ extensive practice, I had much less of his society
¢ than I wished, yet the conversation of his friends,
“ and of my own, was ever ready to enliven the
“ hours of his absence. As occasional malady
“ made me doubly enjoy health, so did those fre-
‘“ quent absences give a zest, even to delight,
“ when I could be indulged with his company.
“ My three boys have ever been docile, and
¢ affectionate....Children as they are, I could trust
¢ them with important secrets, so sacred do they
“ hold every promise they make. They scorn
¢ deceit, and falsehood of every kind, and have less
¢ selfishness than generally belongs to childhood....
¢ Married to another man, I do not suppose I



10 MEMOIRS OF

¢ could have lived a third part of those years,
¢ which I have passed with Dr. Darwin; he has
¢ prolonged my days, and he has blessed them.”
Thus died this superior woman, in the bloom

of life, sincerely regretted by all, who knew how
to value her excellence, and passionately regretted
by the selected few, whom she honoured with her
| personal and confidential friendship. The year
after his marriage, Dr. Darwin purchased an old
half timbered house in the cathedral vicarage, .
adding a handsome new front, with venetian win-
dows, and commodious apartments. This front
looked towards Beacon street, but had no street
annoyance, being separated from it by a narrow,
deep dingle, which, when the Doctor purchased
the premises, was overgrown with tangled briers
and knot-grass. In ancient days it-was the recep-
tacle of that water, which moated the Close in a
semicircle, the other half being defended by the
Minster pool. A fortunate opening, between the-
opposite houses and this which has been described,
gives it a prospect, sufficiently extensive, of plea-
sant and umbrageous fields. Across the dell,
between his house and the street, Dr. Darwin flung
a broad bridge of shallow steps with chinese paling,
descending from his hall-door to the pavement. The
tangled and hollow bottom he cleared away into
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lawny smoothness, and made a terrace on the bank,
which stretched in a line, level with the floor of his
apartments, planting the steep declivity with lilacs
and rose-bushes; while he screened his terrace
from the gaze of passengers, and the summer sun,

serssnsassnsessanséé By all that higher grew,

¢ Of firm and fragrant leaf. Then swiftly rose
¢ Acanthus, and each odorous, bushy shrub,

¢ To fence the verdant wall.”

The last gentleman who purshased this house
and its gardens, has destroyed the verdure and
plantations of that dell, for the purpose of making

- a circular coach-road from the street to the hall-
door; a sacrifice of beauty to convenience, and one
of many proofs, that alteration and improvement
are not always synonimous terms. To this rus in
urbe, of Darwinian creation, resorted, from its early
rising, a knot of philosophic friends, in frequent—
visitation. The Rev. Mr. Michell, many years
deceased. He was skilled in astronomic science,
modest and wise. The ingenious Mr. Kier, of
West Bromich, then Captain Kier. = Mr. Boulton,
known and respected wherever mechanic philosc-
phy is understood. Mr. Watt, the celebrated im-
prover of the steam engine. And, above all others
in Dr. Darwin’s personal regard, the accomplished
Dr. Small, of Birmingham, who bore the blush-
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ing honours of his talents and virtues to an untimely
grave. '

About the year 1765, came to Lichfield, from
the neighbourhood of Reading, the young and gay
philosopher, Mr. Edgeworth, a man of fortune, and
recently married to a Miss Ellars of Oxfordshire.
The fame of Dr. Darwin’s various talents allured
Mr. E. to the city they graced. Then scarcely
two and twenty, and with an exterior yet more
juvenile, he had mathematic science, mechanic
ingenuity, and a competent portion of classical
learning, with the possession of the modern langua-
ges. His address was gracefully spirited, and his
conversation eloquent. He danced, he fenced, and
winged his arrows with more than philosophic skill ;
yet did not the consciousness of these lighter
E_ndow'vments abate his ardour in the pursuit of know-;
ledge.

After having established a friendship and
correspondence with Dr. Darwin, Mr. Edgeworth
did not return to Lichfield till the summer of the
year 1770. With him, at that period, came the
late Mr. Day, of Bear-hill, in Berkshire. These
young men had been fellow-students in the univer-
sity of Oxford. Mr. Day was also attracted by the
same celebrated abilities, which, five years before,
had drawn his friend into their sphere. He was
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"then twenty-four, in possession of a clear estate,
about twelve hundred pounds per anndm.

Mr. Day looked the philosopher. Powder
and fine clothes were; at that time, the appendages
of gentlemen. Mr: Day wore not either. . He was
tall and stooped in the shoulders, full made, but
not corpulent; and in his meditative and melancholy
air a degree of awkwardness and dignity were
blended. We found his features interesting and
agreeable amidst the traces of a severe small-pox.
There was a sort of weight upon the lids of his

large hazle eyes; yet when he declaimed,
1 S. JEvl'u E.TTI M. D.

DAYTON, OHIo0,

besecsbonsessensonisessé Ofgood and evil
“Passion and apathy, and glory, and shame,”

very expressive were the energies gleaming
from them beneath the shade of sable hair, which,
Adam-like, curled about his brows. Less grace-
ful, less amusing, less brilliant than Mr. E. but
more highly imaginative, more classical, and a
deeper reasoner; strict integrity, energetic friend-
ship, openhanded bounty, sedulous and diffusive
charity, greatly overbalanced, on the side of virtue,
the tincture of misanthropic gloom and proud
contempt of common-life society, that marked the
peculiar character, which4shall unfold itself on these
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pages. In succeeding years, Mr. Day published
two noble poems, The Dying Negro, and The
Devoted Legions; also Sandford and Merton, which
by wise parents is put into every youthful hand.

Mr. Day dedicated the third edition of the
Dying Negro to Rousseau. That dedication has
every force and every grace of eloquence. The
sentiments are strongly characteristic of their writer
except in the philippic against American resistance
just commenced when the address to Rousseau
was composed. Generous indignation of the slave
trade, practised without remorse in the southern
colonies of North America, induced Mr. Day to
refuse them all credit for the patriotic virtue of that
resistance to new and unconstitutional claims which
threatened their liberties.

Inthe course of the year 1770, Mr. Day stood
for a full-length picture to Mr. Wright of Derby.
A strong likeness and a dignified portrait were the
result. Drawn as in the open air, the surrounding
sky is tempestuous, lurid, and dark. He stands
leaning his left -arm against a -column inscribed to
Hambden. Mr. Day looks upwards, as enthusias-
tically meditating on the contents of a book, held
in his dropped right hand. The open leaf is the
oration of that virtuous patriot in the senate,
against the grant of ship-money, demanded by king
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Charles the first. A flash of lightning plays in Mr.
Day’s hair, and illuminates the contents of the
volume. The poetic fancy, and what were then the
politics of the original, appear in the choice of sub-
jectand attitude. Dr. Darwin sat to Mr. Wright
about the same period. That was a simply con-
templative portrait, of the most perfect resemblance.

During the summer and autumn of that year,
was found, in Dr. Darwin’s circle, as Mr. Day’s
visiter, the late Mr. William Seward of London;
yet, though a young man whose talents were con-
siderably above the common level, he was rather
a satellite than a planet in that little sphere. He
afterwards became known to the literary world as
one of Dr. Johnson’s habitual companions, and, in
the year 1795, he published Anecdotes of Distin-
guished Persons; a compilation of more industry
in the collection, than grace in the dress. Mr. W.
Seward has not displayed in those volumes, the
happy art of animating narration. Common occur-
rences, even in the lives of eminent people, weary
attention, unless they are told with elegance and
spirit. From the ardently-sought society of men
of genius, this gentleman acquired a striking degree
of wit and ingenious allusion in conversation,
though it was " too uniformly, and too caustically,
of the sarcastic species; but every sort of fire seems
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to have evaporated from the language of Mr. W.
Seward in passing through his pen.

Mr. Day and Mr. Edgeworth took the house
now inhabited by Mr. Moresby, in the little green
valley of Stow, that slopes from the east end of the
cathedral, and forms, with its old grey tower on the
- banks of its lake, so lovely a landscape. That
house was Mr. Day’s bachelor mansion through the
year 1770; that of Mr. Edgeworth, and his wife
and family, in the ensuing year. All of this city and
its vicinity, who 'comprehended and tasted those
powers of mind which take the higher range of
intellect, were delighted to mingle in such associ-
ations.

In February 1775, died Dr, Small, nor were
50 much talent and merit suffered to pass away,

-

¢ Without the meed of some melodious tears.”
They were given in a short elegy, by his most
valued friend, Dr. Darwin; which elegy is engraven
on a vase in Mr. Boulton’s garden, sacred to the
memory of the ingenious deceased :

Ye gay, and young, who, thoughtless of your. doom, .
Shun the disgustful mansions of the dcad,

Where Melancholy broods o’er many a tomb,
Mouldering beneath the yew’s unwholesome shade,
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If chance ye enter these sequester’d groves,
And day’s bright sunshine, for a while, forego,

O leave to Folly’s cheek, the laughs and loves,
And give one hour to philosophic wae!

Here, while no titled dust, no sainted bone,
No lover, weeping over beauty’s bier,

No warrior, frowning in historic stone,
Extorts your praises, or requests your tear.

Cold Contemplationdeans her aching hedd,
And as on human Mer broad eye turns,

Wavegs her meek hand, and sighs for science, dead,
For science, virtue, and for Small she mourns!

Epitaph on Dr. Small of Birmingham, by Mr.
Day: -

Beyond the rage of Time, or Fortune’s power,
Remain, cold stone!....remain, and mark the hour
When all the noblest gifts that Heaven e’er gave
Were destined to a dark, untimely grave.

O taught on reason’s boldest wing to rise,

And catch each glimmer of the opening skies !

O gentle bosom ! O unspotted mind!.

O friend to truth, to virtue, and mankind,

Thy lov’'d remains we trust to this pale shrine,
Secure to meet no second loss like thine !

In Mr, Day’s epitaph there is some pathos,
and more poetry; but it is far from being faultless.
Perhaps it may be its least error, that the name of
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the bewailed is omitted, which Dr. Johnson has
well observed, ought always to be involved in the
verses. It must, however, be confessed, that, in this
case, the noun personal was not calculated to ap-
. pear with grace in verse; but that consideration,
though it doubtless caused, will not justify ‘the
omission. In Dr. Darwin’s Elegy, it is placed
out of all possibility of ludicrous equivoque, and
so accents the last line, as to produce no mean or
inharmonious sound. The commendation, also,
is, in the elegy, of much more dignified modesty.
Praise may be allowed to glow even upon a tomb-
stone, but should never be hyperbolic. The epitaph
is too exclamatory; and to assert that no second
loss, so deplorable, can be sustained, is infinitely
too much for. one, who, however endowed ar;d
adorned, left the world at large no written testimony
of that imputed superiority. It is finely observed
by the charming Prior,

¢ That the distinguish’d part of men,
By pencil, compass, sword, or pen,
Should, in life’s visit leave their name,
In characters, which may proclaim
That they, with ardour, strove to raise
At once their art and country’s praise;
And, in the working, took great care
That all was full and round, and fair.”
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The circumstances of Mr. Day’s disposition,
habits, and destiny were so peculiar, as to justify
digression from the principal subject of these pages.

Their author would deem it inexcusable to
introduce any thing fabulous; to embellish truth
by the slightest colouring of fiction, even by exag-
gerating singularity, or heightening what is extra.
ordinary;....but when realities are of a nature to
interest and to amuse in a collateral branch of the
memoir, the reader will not be displeased toturn
from its principal personage, distinguished rather
by wonderful endowment than by uncommon oc-
currences, while the picture of his friend’s more
eventful story passes before their eyes.

Mr. Day’s fatherdied during hisinfancy, and left
him an-estate of twelve hundred pounds per annum.

Soon after his mother married a gentleman
of the name of Philips. The author of this nar-
rative has often heard Mr. Day describe him as. one
of those common characters, who seck to supply
their inherent want of consequence, .by a busy,
teizing interference in circumstances, with which
they have no real concern. \

Mrs. Philips, jointured with three hundred
pounds a year out of her son’s estate, was left his
sole guardian, or united with another person in the
trust, whom she influenced. Herself, influenced
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by such a husband, often rendered uncomfortable
the domestic situation of a high-spirited youth of
genius. - We may well suppose he impatiently
brooked the preceptive impertinence, and trouble-
some authority of a man whom he despised, and
who had no claim upon his obediencé, though he
considered it as a duty to pay some outward respect
to the husband of his mother.

She frequently repined at the narrowness of her
jointure, and still oftener expressed solicitude lest
Mr. Philips, who had no fortune of his own, should
lose in the decline of life, by losing her, all com-
fortable subsistence. It was Mr. Day’s first act on
coming of age, and into possession of his estate, to
augment his mother’s jointure to four hundred, and
to settle it upon Mr. Philips during his life. This
bounty to a man who had needlessly mortified and
embittered so many years of his own infancy and
youth, evinced a very elevated mind. That mind
also had been wounded by the caprice ofa young la-
dy, who ¢ claimed the triumph of a lettered heart,”
without knowing how to value and retain her prize.
Before her fickleness became indisputable, he wrote
the following beautiful elegy,
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Yet once again in yonder myrtle bowers,

Whence rose-lipp’d zephyrs, hovering shed perfume,
I weave the painted radiance of the flowers,

And press coy Nature in her days of bloom.

Shall she, benignant, to the wondering eyes
Of the lone hermit all her charms unfold?
Or, gemm’d with dew, bid her gay florets rise

To grace the rustic master of the fold?

Shall these possess her bright, her fragant store,
These snatch the wreath, by plastic Nature wave,
Nor wanton summer yield one garland more
To grace the bogam of the nymph I love !

For she shall come ; with her each sister gracs,
With her the kindred powers of harmony,
The deep recesses of the grove shall trace,
And hang with flowers each consecrated tree.

Blithe Fancy too shall spread her glittering plumes,
She loves the white cliffs of Britannia’s isle,

She loves the spot where infant Genius blooms,
She lovesthe spat, where peace and freedom smila,

Dnless her aid the mimic queen bestow,
In vain fresh garlands the low vales adarn;
In vain with brighter tints the florets glow,
Or dewdrops sparkle on the brow of morn.

Opes not one blossom to the spicy gale,

Throws not one elm its moss-wreath’d branches wide,
Wanders no rill through the luxuriant vale,

Or, glist’ning, rushes down the mountain side,

S
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But thither, with the morning’s earliest ray,
Fancy has wing’d her ever-mazy flight,

To hymn wild carols to returning day,
And catch the fairest beams of orient light.

Proud of the theft she mounts her lucid car, +
Her car the rainbow’s painted arch supplies ; .
Her swift wing’d steeds unnumber’d loves prepare,
And countless zephyrs waft her through the skies.

There while her bright wheels pause in cloudless air,
She waves the magic sceptre of command,

And all her flattering visions, wild as fair,
Start into life beneath the potent wand.

Here, proudly nodding o’er the vale below,
High rocks of pearl reflect the morning ray,

Whence gushing streams of azure nectar flow,
And tinge the trickling herbage on their way.

These, cull’d from every mountain, every plain,
Perennial flowers the ambient air perfume,
Far off stern Boreas holds his drear domain s

Nor chains the streams, nor blights the sacred bloom.

Through all the year, in copse and tangled dale,
Lone Philomel her song to Venus pours,

What time pale Evening spreads the dewy veil,
What time the red Morn blushes on the shores.

ITllusive visions! O, not here,...not here,
«~"Does Spring eternal hold her placid reign,
Already Boreas chills the altering year,

And blasts the purple daughters of the plain.
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So fade my promis’d joys !...fair scenes of bliss,
~ Ideal scenés, too long believ’d in vain,

Plung’d down and swallow’d deep in Time’s abyss !w.
So veering Chance, and ruthless fates ordain.

Thee, Laura, thee, by fount, or mazy stream,
Or thicket rude, unpress’d by human feet, -

I sigh, unheeded, tothe moon’s pale beam ;
Thee, Laura, thee, the echoing hills repeat.

'Oh! long of billows wild, and winds the spart,
. Seize, seize the safe asylum that remains!
Here Truth, Love, Freedom, Innnocence resort,

And offer long oblivion to thy pains.

When panting, gasping, Wreathless, on the strand
The shipwreck’d mariner reclines his breast,
Say, shall he ;c_om the hospitable hand,
That points to safety, liberty, and rest ?

But thou, too soon forgetful of past woe,

Again would’st tempt the winds, and treacherous sea ;

Ah! shall the raging blast forget to blow,
Shall every wintry storm be hush’d for thee ?

Not so! Idread the elemental war,

" Too soon, too soon the calm, deceitful, flies;

I hear the blast come wliistling from afar,
Isee the tempest gatherit;g in the skies,

b L
Yet let the tempest roar L..love écoms all harms,
I plunge amid the storm, rest)‘lw;gd to save;
This hour, at least, I clasp thee in my arms,
The next let ruin join ug in the grave,

23
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The above verses imply some perfidy, or dis-
appointment experienced by the lady to whom they
are addressed.  She probably accepted Mr. Day’s
addresses in resentment, and afterwards found she
had not a heart to give him. This is no uncommon
case; and it is surely better to recede, even at the
church-porch, than to plight at its altar the vow
of unexisting love, which no effort of the will can
implant in the bosom. It has been observed, that
marriage is often the grave of love, but scarcely ever
its cradle ; and what hopé of happiness, what hope
of a blessing on nuptials, which commence with
perjury !

Even at that period, ¢ when youth, elate
and gay, steps into life,”” Mr. Day was a rigid
moralist, who proudly imposed on himself cold
abstinence, even from the most innocent pleasures;
nor would he allow an action to be virtuous, which
was performed upon any hope of reward, here, or
hereafter. This severity of principle, more abstract
and specious, than natural or useful, rendered Mr.
Day sceptical towards revealed religion, though by
no means a confirmed deist. Most unlike Doctor
Johnson in those doubts, he resembiled him in want
of sympathy with such miseries as spring from re-
finement and the softer affections; resembled him
also, in true compassion for the sufferings of cold
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and hunger. To the power of relieving them he
nobly sacrificed all the parade of life, and all the
pleasures of luxury. For that mass of human cha-
racter which constitutes polished society, he avowed
-a sovereign contempt; above all things he expressed
avetsion to the modern plans of female education,
attributing to their influence the fickleness which
had stung him. He thought it, however, his duty
to marry ; nursed systematic ideas of the force of
philosophic tuition to produce future virtue, and
loved to mould the infant and youthful mind.

Ever despicable in Mr. Day’s estimation were
the distinctions of birth, and the advantages of
wealth ; and he had learnt to look back with resent-
ment to the allurements of the Graces. He re-
solved, if possible, that his wife should have a taste
for literature and science, for moral and patriotic
philosophy. So might she be his companion in
that retirement, to which he had destined himself;
and assist him in forming the minds of his chil-
dren to stubborn virtue and high exertion. He
resolved also, that she should be simple as a moun-
tain girl, in her dress, her diet, and her manners;
fearless and intrepid as the Spartan wives and Ro-
man heroines.... There was no finding such a crea-
ture ready made; philosophical romance could not
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hope it. He must mould some infant into the be-
ing his fancy bad imaged. '
With the late Mf. Bicknel, then a barrister,
in considerable practice, and of taintless reputa-
tion, and several years older than himself, Mr.
Day lived on terms of intimate friendship. Cre-
dentials were procured of Mr. Day’s moral probity,
and with - them, on his coming of age, these two
friends journied to Shrewsbury, to explore -the
hospital in that town for foundling girls. From
the little train, Mr. Day, in the presence of Mr.
Bicknel, selected two of twelve years each; both
beautiful ; onc fair, with flaxen locks, and light
eyes; her he called Lucretia. The other, a clear,
auburn brunette, with darker eyes, more glowihg
bloom, and chesnut tresses, he named Sabrina.
These girls were obtained on written condi-
tions, for the performance of which Mr. Bicknel was
guarantee. They were to this.effect; that Mr. Day
should, within the twelvemonth after taking them,
resign one into the protection of some reputable
tradeswoman, giving one hundred pounds to
bind her. apprentice; maintaining her, if she
bebaved well, till she' married, " or began business
for herself. Upon either of these events, he promis-
ed to advance four hundred more. He avowed his
intention of educating the girl heshould retain, with
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"a view to making her his future wife; solemnly
engaged never to violate her innocence; and if he
should renounce his plan, to maintain her decently
'in some creditable family till she married, when he
promised five hundred pounds as her wedding
portion. ‘ :

Mr. Day went instantly into France with these
girls; not taking an English servant, that they might
receive no ideas, except those which himself might
choose to impart.

‘They teized and perplexed him ; they quar-
relled, and fought incessantly; they sickened of
the small-pox ; they chained him to their bed-side
by crying, and screaming if they were ever left a
moment with any person who could not speak to
them in English. He was obliged to sit up with
them many nights ; to perform for them the lowest
offices of assistance.
~ They lost no beauty by their disease. - Soon
after they had recovered, crossing the Rhone with
his wards in a tempestuous day, the boat overset.
Being an excellent swimmer he saved them both,
though with difficulty and danger to himself.

~ Mr. Day came back to England in eight
months, heartily glad to separate thelittle squabblers.
Sabrina was become the favourite. He placed the
fair Lucretia with a chamber milliner. She behaved
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well, and became the wife of a respectable linen-
draper in London. QOn his return to his native
country, he intrusted Sabrina to the care of Mr.
Bicknel’s mother, with whom she resided some
months in a country village, while he settled his
affairs at his own mansion-house, from which he
promised not to remove his mother.

It has been said before, that the ﬁlmc of Dr.
Darwin’s talents ajlyred Mr. Day to Lichfield.
Thither he led, in the spring of the year 1770, the
beauteous Sabrina, then thirteen years old, and tak-
ing a twelve month’s possession of the pleasant
mansion in Stowe Vajley, resumed his preparations
for implanting in her young mind the characteristi¢
* wirtues of Arria, Partia, and Cornelia. His expe-
riments had not the success he wished and expected.
Her spirit could not be armed against the dread of
pain, and the appearance of danger. When he
dropped melted sealing-wax upon her arms she did
not endure it heroically, ner when he fired pistols
at her petticoates, which she believed to be charged

with balls, could she help starting aside, or suppress
her screams.

When he tried her fidelity in secret-keeping,
by telling her of well-invented dangers to himself,
in which greater danger would result from its being
discovered that he was aware of them, he once or
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twice detected her having imparted them to the
servants, and to her play-fellows.

She betrayed an averseness to the study of
books, and of the rudiments of science, which gave
little promise of ability, that should, one day, be
responsible for the education of youths, who were
to emulate the Gracchi. -

~Mr. Day persisted in these experiments, and
sustained their continual disappointment during a
year’s residence in the vicinity of Lichfield. The
difficulty seemed to lie in giving her motive to
exertion, self-denial, and heroism." It was against
his plan to draw it from the usual sources, pecu-
niary reward, luxury, ambition, or vanity. His
watchful cares had precluded all knowledge of the
value of money, the reputation of beauty, and its
concomitant desire of ornamented dress. The only
inducement, therefore, which this lovely artless
girl could have to combat and subdue the natural
preference, in youth so blossoming, of ease to pain,
of vacant sport to the labour of thinking, was the .
desire of pleasing her protector, though she knew
not how, or why he became such. In that desire,
fear had greatly the ascendant of affection, and fear
is a cold and indolent feeling.

Thus, after a series of fruitless trials, Mr. Day
renounced all hope of xgoulding Sabrina into .the
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being his imagination had formed; and ceasing
to behold her as his future wife, he placed her at a
boarding school in Sutton-Coldfield, Warwick-
shire. His trust in the power of education faltered ;
his aversion to modern elegance subsided. From
the time he first lived in the Vale of Stowe, he had
daily conversed with the beautiful Miss Honora
Sneyd of Lichfield. Without having ‘received a
Spartan education, she united a disinterested desire
to please, fortitude of spirit, native strength of in-
telect, literary and scientific taste, to unswerving
truth, and to all the graces. She was the very
Honora Sneyd, for whom the gallant and unfortu-
nate Major Andre’s inextinguishable passion is on
poetic, as his military fame and hapless destiny
are on patriot, record. Parental authority having
dissolved the juvenile engagements of this distin-
guished youth and maid, Mr. Day offered to Honora
his philosophic hand. She admired his talents;
she revered his virtues; she tried to school her
heart into softer sentiments in his favour. She
did not succeed in that attempt, and ingenuously
told him so. Her sister, Miss Elizabeth Sneyd,
one year younger than herself, was very pretty,
very sprightly, very artless, and very engaging,
though countless dégrees inferior to the endowed
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and adorned Honora. To her the yet love-luckless
sage transferred the heart, which Honora had with -
sighs resigned.  Elizabeth told Mr. Day she could
have loved him, if he had acquired the manners of
the world, instead of those austere singularities of
air, habit, and address.

He began to impute to them the fickleness
of his first love; the involuntary iciness of the
charming Honora, as well as that for which her
sister accounted. He told Elizabeth, that, for
her sake, he would renounce his prejudices to
external refinements, and try to acquire them. .
He would go to Paris for a year, and commit him- .
selfto dancing and fencing masters. He did so;
stood daily an hour or two in frames, to screw back
his shoulders, and point his feet; he practised the
military gait, the fashionable bow, minuets, and
cotillions ; but it was too late ; habits, so long fixcd,
could no more than partially be overcome. The
endeavour, made at intervals, and by visible effort,
was more really ungraceful than the natural stoop,
and unfashionable air. The studied- bow on en-
trance, the suddenly recollected assumption of atti-
tude, prompted the risible instead of the admiring
sensation; neither was the showy dress, in which

he came back to his fair one, a jot more becoming.
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Poor Elizabeth reproached her reluctant but
insuppressive ingratitude, upon which all this
labour, these sacrifices had been wasted. She con-
fessed, that Thomas Day, blackguard, as he used
jestingly to style himself, less displeased her eye
than Thomas Day, fine gentleman.

Thus again disappointed, he resumed his
accustomed plainness of garb, and neglect of his
person, and went again upon the continent for ano-
ther year, with pursuits of higher aim, more con-
genial to his talents and former principles. Return-
ing to England in the year 1773, he saw, that
spring, Miss Honora Sneyd united to his friend
Mr. Edgeworth, who was become a widower;
and, in the year 1780, he learned that his second
love of that name, Miss Elizabeth Sneyd was also,
after the death of Honora married to Mr. Edge-
worth. '

It was singular that Mr. Day should thus,
in the course of seven years, find himself doubly
rivalled by his most intimate friend; but his own
previously renounced pursuit of those beautiful
young women, left him without either cause or
sensations of resentment on their account.

From the year 1773 this hitherto love-renoun-
ced philosopher resided chicfly in Londen, and amid
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the small and select circle which hefrequented there,
often met the pretty and elegant Miss Esther Mills
of Derbyshire, who, with modern acq\iirements,
and amongst modish luxuries, suited to her large
fortune, had cultivated her understanding by books
and her virtues by benevolence. The again unpo-
lished stoic had every charm in her eyes,

¢ She saw Othello’s visage in his mind.”

But from indignant recollection of hopes so repea-
tedly baffled, Mr. Day looked with distrust on
female attention of however flattering semblance ;
nor was it till after years of her modest, yet tender
devotion to his talents and merit, that he deigned to
ask Miss Mills, if she could, for his sake, resign all
that the world calls pleasures; all its luxuries, all
its ostentation. If, with him, she could resolve
to employ, after the ordinary comforts of life were
supplied, the surplus of her affluent fortunein cloth-
ing the naked, and feeding the hungry ; retire with
him into the country, and shun, through remaining
existence, the infectious taint of human society.
Mr. Day’s constitutional fault, like poor Cow-
per’s, seemed that of looking with severe and dis-
gusted eyes upon those venial errors in his species
which are ‘mutually dolerated by mankind. This
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stain of misanthropy was extremely deepened by
his commerce with the world, restrained as that
commerce had ever been.  Satiric, jealous, and
discerning, it was not easy to deceive him, yet in
a few instances, he was deceived by the appearance
of virtues congenial to his own:

¢ For neither man, nor angel can discern
¢« Hypocrisy, the only evil that walks
¢ Invisible, except to God alone.”

To proposals so formidable, so sure to be
rejected by a heart less than infinitely attached,
Miss Mills gladly assented; but something more
remained. Mr. Day insisted, that her whole for-
tune should be settled upon herself, totally out of
his present or future controul ; that if she grew tired
of asystem of life so likely to weary a woman of the
world, she might return to that world any hour she
chose, fully empowered to resume its habits, and
its pleasures. '

They married, and retired into the country
abaut the year 1780, according to the best recollec-
tion of the author of these memoirs. No carriage ;
no appointed servant about Mrs. Day’s own person,
no luxury of any sort. Music, in which she was
a distinguished proficient, was decmed trivial.
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She banished her harpsichord and music-books.
Frequent experiments upon her temper, and her
attachment, were made by him, whom she lived
but to obey and love. Over these she often wept,
but never repined. No wife, bound in the strictest
fetters, as to the incapacity of claiming separate
maintenance, ever made more absolute sacrifices to
the most imperious husband, -than did this lady,
whose independence had been secured, and of whom
nothing was demanded as a duty.

Thus Mr. Day found, at last, amid the very
class he dreaded, that of fashionable women, a heart
whose passion for him supplied all the requisites of
his high-toned expectations.

Some eight or ten years after his marriage,
the life of this singular being became, in its meri-
dian, a victim to one of his uncommon systems,
He thought highly of the gratitude, generosity, and
sensibility of horses ; and that whenever they were
disobedient, unruly, or vicious, it was owing to
previous ill usage from men. He had reared, fed,
and tamed a favourite foal. When it was time it
- should become serviceable, disdaining to employ
a horse breaker, he would use it to the bit and the
burden himsef. He was not a good horseman.
The animal disliking his new situation, heeded
not the soothing voice to which he had been accus-



86 ) MEMOIRS OF

tomed. He plunged, threw his master, and then,
with his heels, struck him on the head an instantly
fatal blow It was said that Mrs. Day never after-
wards saw the sun; that she lay in bed, into the
curtains of which no light was admitted during
the day, and only rose to stray alone through
her garden, when night gave her sorrows congenial
gloom. She survived this adored husband two
:years, and then died, broken-hearted, for his loss.
Ere the principal subject of this biographic
tract is resumed, the reader will not be sorry to
learn the future destiny of Sabrina. She remained
at school three years; gained the esteem of her
insructress; grew feminine, elegant, and amiable.
This young woman preved one of many instances
" that those modes of educatibn, which have been
sanctioned by long experience, are seldom aban-
doned to advantage by ingenious system-mongers.
When Sabrina left school, Mr. Day allowed
her fifty pounds annually. She boarded some years
‘near Birmingham, and afterwards at Newport, in
Shropshire. 'Wherever she resided, wherever she
paid visits, she secured to herself friends. Beau-
tiful and admired, she passed the dangerous interval
between sixteen and twenty-five, without one
reflection upon her conduct, one stain upon her
discretion, Often the guest of Dr. Darwin, and
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other of her friends in Lichfiéld, esteem and affec-
tion formed the tribute to her virtues.

Mr. Day corresponded with her parentally,
but seldom saw her, and never without witnesses.
Two years after his marriage, and in her twenty-
sixth year, his friend, Mr. Bicknel, proposed him-
self; that very Mr. Bicknel, who went with Mr.
Day to the Foundling Hospital at Shrewsbury, and
by whose suretyship for his upright intentions the
governors of that charity permitted Mr. Day to
take from thence that beauteous glrl and the young
Lucretia. ,
Mr. Bicknel, high in practice as a barrister,
was generally thought an advantageous match for
Sabrina. More from prudential, than impassioned
impulse, did she accept his addresses, yet betame
one of the most affectionate, as well as the best of
wives. When Mr. Day’s consent was asked by
his protegee, he gave it in these ungracious words:
“I do not refuse my consent to your marrying
Mr. Bicknel; but remember you have not asked
my advice.” He gave her the promised dower,

five hundred pounds.
| Mr. Bicknel, without patrxmomal fortune, and
living up to his professional income, did not save
money. His beloved wife brought him two boys.

When the eldest was about five years old, their
7
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father was seized with a paralytic stroke, which, in
a few weeks, became fatal. His charming widow
had no means? of independent support for herself
and infants. Mr. Day said he would allow her
thirty pounds annually, to assist the efforts which
he expected she would make for the maintenance
of herself and children. To have been more boun-
teous must surely have been in his heart, but it
was not in his system. Through the benevolent
exertions of Mr. Harding, Solicitor General to the
Queen, the sum of eight hundred pounds was raised
among the gentlemen of the bar for Mrs. Bicknel
and her sons; the interest to be the mother’s dur-
ing her life, and the principal, at her decease, to be
divided between her children. '

That excellent woman has lived many years,
and yet lives with the good Dr. Burney of Green-
wich, as his housekeeper, and assistant in the cares
of his academy. She is treated by him, and his
friends, with every mark of esteem and respect
due to a gentlewoman, and one. whose virtues
entitle her to universal approbation. Her name
was not in Mr. Day’s will, but Mrs. Day contin-
ued the allowance he had made her, and bequeathed
its continuance from her own fortune during Mrs.
Bicknel’s life.  Mr. and Mrs. Day left no child.
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Mr. Edgeworth, having also lost his third
wife, Elizabeth, is now the husband of a fourth, a
daughter of the reverend Dr. Beaufort of Ireland.
He had four children by his first; a son, who of late
years died in America; Miss Edgeworth, the cele-
brated writer of Stories for Children, and Moral
Tales for Young People, &c.; Miss Anna, mar-
ried to'the ingenious Dr. Beddoes of Bristol; and
Miss Emmeline, married to Mr. King, surgeon of
the same place. Honora left him an infant girl and
boy, when she died in the year 1780. The former
inherited her mother’s name, her beauty, and her
malady, and died of consumption at sixteen. The
amiable son yet lives, with fine talents, but infirm
health. By his third wife, Elizabeth, he has seve-
ral children; and by the present, two or three.
From Mr. Edgeworth’s large family elaborate sys-
tems of infantile education have proceeded: of
them the author of these memoirs cannot speak, as -
~ she has never seen them. Other compositions,
~ which are said to be humorous and brilliant, are
from the same source.
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CHAP. I

IT is now perhaps more than time to resame
the recollected circumstances of .Dr. Darwin’s
life. :
After Dr. Small and Mr. Michell van-
ished from the earth, and Mr. Day and Mr.
Edgeworth, in the year 1772, left the Darwinian
sphere, the present sir Brooke Boothby became an
occasional inhabitant of Lichfield ; sought, on every
possibility, the conversation of Dr. Darwin, and
obtained his lasting friendship. Sir Brooke had
not less poetic fancy than Mr. Day, and even more
external elegance than Mr. Edgeworth possessed
when he won Honora’s heart; elegance, which
time, its general foe, has to this hour but little tar-
nished in the frame of sir Brooke Boothby.

A votary to botanic science, a deep reasoner,
and a clear-sighted politician, is sir Brooke Booth-
by, as his convincing refutation of that splendid,
dazzling, and misleading sophistry, Burke on the
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French Revolution, has proved. Ever to be la-
mented is it, that national pride, and jealousy,
made our efficient senate, and a large majority of
people in these kingdoms, unable to discern the
fallacy which sir Brooke’s answer unveiled. Fal-
lacy, which has eventually overthrown the balange
of power in Europe ; built up by the strong cement
of opposition, the Republic’s menacing and com-
manding tower, and wasted in combat with the
phantom, Jacobinism, the nerves.and sinews of de-
fence against the time when real danger may as-
sault Great Britain.

About the period at which sir Brooke first
sought Dr. Darwin, sought him, also, Mr. Mun-
day of Marketon, whose exertions, as a public
magistrate, have through life been most benignly
sedulous and wise ; with whom

“ The fair ey’d Virtues in retirement dwell ;”

and whose ¢ Needwood Forest’ is one of the most
beautiful local poems that has been written. Its
-landscapes vivid and appropriate; its episodes
swect and interesting; its machinery well fancied
. and original; its numbers spirited, correct, and
harmonious; while an infusion of sweet and gentle
morality pervades the whole, and renders it dear to
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the heart as to the eye and ear. Great is the 'los;s
to poetic literature, that, of this delightful compo-
sition, only a few copies were privately printed,
for presents to the author’s friends and acquain-
tance;. that he cannot overcome his reluctance to
expose it to the danger of illiberal criticism from
some of the self-clected censors in every periodical
publication. The public imagines, that, on each
subjcet discussed in a review and magazine, it ob-
tains the joint opinion of a set of learned men,
employed to appreciate the value of publications....
That in every such work many writers are engaged
is true; yetis it no less true that in each seperate
tract the opiflion is merely individual on every
various theme. One person is appointed to review
the medical, another the chirurgical, another the cle-
rical, another the historical, another the philosophi-
cal articles, another the ethics in prose, and another
the poetry; and each criticises singly, and unassist-
ed, in his appointed range

The most distinguished of Dr. Darwin’s
scientific friends, who visited him from a distance
when he lived in Lichfield, have now been enume-
rated. . .

He once thought inoculation -for the measles
might, as in the small-pox, materially soften the
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discase; and after the patriotic example of lady
Mary Wortley Montague, he made the trial in his
own family, upon his youngest son, Robert, now
Dr. Darwin of Shrewsbury, and upon an infant
daughter, who died within her first year. - Each
had, in consequence, the disease so severely, as to
repel, in their father’s mind, all future desire of
repeating the experiment. '

In the year 1768, Dr. Darwin met with an ac-
cident of irretrievable injury in the human frame.
His propensity to mechanics had unfortunately led
him to construct a very singular carriage. It was

a platform, with a seat fixed upon a very high pair
of whe;ds, and supported in the front, upon the

back of the horse, by means of a kind of probos.
cis, which, forming an arch, reached over the hind
- quarters of the horse, and passed through a ring,
placed on an upright piece of iron, which worked
in a socket, fixed in the saddle. The horse could
thus move from one side of the road to the other,
quartering, as it is cal.led, at the will of the driver,
whose constant attention was necessarily employed
to regulate a piece of machinery contrived, butnot
well contrived for that purpose. From this whim-°
sical carriage the Doctor was several times thrown,
and the last time he used 1it, had the misfortune,
from a similar accident, to break the patella of his
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right knee, which caused, as it always must cause,
an‘incurable weakness in the fractured part, and a
lameness, not very discernible indeed, when walk-
ing on even ground.

It is remarkable, that this uncommon ac:cident
happened to three of the inhabitants of Lichfield
in the course of one year; first to the author of
these memoirs in the prime of her youth ; next, to
Dr. Darwin; and, lastly, to the late Mr. Levett, a
gentleman of wealth and consequence in the town.
No such misfortune was previously remembered
in that city, nor has it once recurred through all the
years which have since elapsed.

Dr. Darwin was happy in the talents, docility,
and obedience, of his three sons. = An high degree
of stammering rctarded and embarrassed his utter-
ance. ‘'The eldest boy, Charles, had contracted the
propensity.  'With that wisdom, which marked
the Doctor’s obscrvations on the habits of life ; with
that decision of conduct, which always instantly
followed the conviction of his mind, he sent Charles
abroad ; at once to break the force of habit, formed
on the contagion of daily example, and from a be-
lief, that in the pronunciation of a foreign language,
hesitation w.euld be less likely to recur, than in
speaking those words and sentences, in which he
had been accusiomed to hesitate. About his twelfth
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year he was committed to the care of the scientific,
the learned, the modest, and worthy Mr. Dickinson,
now rector of Blimel, in Shropshire.

That the purpose of the experiment might not
be frustrated, Dr. Darwin impressed that good
man’s mind with the necessity of not permitting
his pupil to converse in English; nor ever to hear
it uttered after he could at all comprehend the
French language. Charles Darwin returned to
England after a two year’s residence on the conti-
nent, completely cured of stammering ; with which
he was not afterwards troubled ; but his utterance
was from that time, somewhat thick and hurried.

Since these memoirs commenced, an odd anec-
dote of Dr. Darwin’s early residence at Lichfreld
was narrated toafriend of the author by a gentleman,
who was of the party in which it happened. Mr.
Sneyd, then of Bishton, and a few more gentlemen
of Staffordshire, prevailed upon the Doctor to join
them in an expedition by water, from Burton to
Nottingham, and on to Newark. They had cold
provision on board, and plenty of wine. It was
midsummer; the ‘day ardent and sultry. The
noontide meal had been made, and the glass gone
gailyround. It was one of those few instances, in
which the medical votary of the Naiadstransgressed

his general and strict sobriety. If not absolutely
' 8
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intoxicated, his spirits were ina high state of vinous
exhilaration. On the boat approaching Nottingham, °
within the distance of a few fields, he surprised his
companions by stepping, without any previous
notice, from the boat into the middle of the river,
and swimming to shore. They saw him get upon
the bank, and walk coolly over the meadows toward
the town : they called to him invain, he did not once
turn his head

Anxious lest he should take a dangerous cold
by remaining in his wet clothes, and uncertain
whether or not he intended to desert the party, they
rowed instantly to the town, at which they had not
designed to have touched, and went in search of
.their river-god.

In passing through the market-place, they saw
him standing upon a tub, encircled by a crowd of
people, and resisting the entreaties of an apothecary
of the place, one of his old acquaintance, who was
importuning him to go te his house, and accept of
other raiment till his own could be dried.

The party, on pressing through the crowd were
surprised to hear him speaking without any degree
of his usual stammer. '

¢« Have 1 not told you, my friend, that I had
¢ drank a considerable quantity of wine before I
¢ committed myself to the river. You know my
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< general sobriety; and, as a professional man, you
“ ought to know, that the unusual existence of
“ internal stimulus, would, in its effects upon the
‘¢ systéemi, counteract the external cold and mois-
¢ ture.”

Then, perceiving his companions near him,
he nodded, smiled, and waved his hand, as enjoining‘
them silence, thus without hesitation, addressing
the populace:

‘¢ Ye men of Nottingham, listen to me. You
¢ are ingenious and industrious mechanics. By
“ your industry life’s comforts are procured for

" ¢ yourselves and families. If you lose your health,
¢ the power of being industrious will forsake you.
¢ That you know; but you may not know, that to
‘ breathe fresh and changed air constantly, is not
“ less necessary to preserve health, than sobriety
¢ itself. Airbecomes unwholesoms in a few hours
¢ if the windows are shut. Open those of your
¢ sleeping-rooms whenever you quit them to go to
¢ your workshops. Keep the windows of your
« workshops open whenever the weather is not in-
¢ supportably cold. Ihave no inzerest in giving
“ you this advice. Remember what I, your coun-

© ¢ tryman, and a physician, tell you. If you would

‘ not bring infection and disease upon yourselves,

¢ and to your wives and little oncs, change the aic
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“ you breathe, change it many times in a day, by
‘ opening your windows.”

So saying, he stept down from the tub, and
returning with his party to their boat, they pursued
their voyage.

Dr. Johnson was several times at Lichfield,
on visits to Mrs. Lucy Porter his daughter-in-law,
while Dr. Darwin was one of its inhabitants. They
had one or two interviews, but never afterwards
sought each other. Mutual and strong dislike
subsisted between them. It is curious that in Dr.
Johnson’s various letters to Mrs. Thrale, now
Mrs. Piozzi, published by that lady after his death,
many of them, at different periods, dated from
Lichfield, the name of Darwin cannot be found;
nor indeed, that of any of the ingenious and lettered
people who lived there; while of its mere common-
life characters there is frequent mention, with
many hints of Lichfield’s intellectual barrenness,
while it could boast a Darwin, and other men
of classical -learning, poetic talents, and liberal
information. Ofthat number was the Rev. Thomas
Seward Canon-Residentiary of its Cathedral ; known
to the lettered world as critical editor of Beaumont
and Fletcher’s Plays, in concert with Mr. Simpson.
Their edition came out in the year 1750. By
people of literary taste and judgment, it is allowed
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to be the best commentary on those dramatic poets
which has~appearf':d; and that from the lucid ability
of Mr. Seward’s readings and notes. Strangc,
that dramas, so entirely of the Shaksperian school,
in the business and interest of their plots; in the
strength and variety of their characters ; and which,
in their sentiments and language, posscss so much
of Shakspeare’s fire, should be coldly and stupidly
neglected in the present day, which has not yet
forgotten to proclaim the Bard of Avonto be, what
he surely is, the first poet the world has produced.
Sllakspeare has had few more spirited eulogists
than Mr. Seward, in the following lines, written
about the year 1740, and published, together with
other little poems of his, in Dodsley’s Miscellany:

Great Homer’s birth seven rival cities claim

Too mighty such monopoly of fame ! -

Yet not to birth alone did Homer owe

His wond’rous Qorth, what Egypt could bestow,
With all the schools of Greece, and Asia join'd,
Enlarg’d th’ immense expansion of his mind.

Nor yet unrivall’d the Meonian strain,

The British Eagle and the Mantuan Swan,

prer equal heights; but happier, Stratford, thou
With uncontested laurels deck thy brow !

Thy Bard was thine unschool’d, and from' thee brought

More than all Egypt, Greece, or Asia taught ;



50 MEMOIRS OF

Not Homer’s self such peerless honours won,
The Greek has rivals, but thy Shakspeare none !

In the later editions of Dodsley’s Miscellany,
the word Swan, in the fourth couplet, is most
absurdly changed to swain, because it chimed more
completely to the foregoing rhyme, strain, at the
expense of every thing like sense and accuracy in the
apposite terms; at the expense of making a bird and
a man fly equal heights ere balloons were dreamed
of. Mr. Seward was often heard to laugh at this
instance of editorial presumption and stupidity*.

Another of the Lichfield literati, overlooked
by the arrogant Johnson, was the Reverend Arch-
Deacon Vyse, the amiable the excellent father of-
the present ingenious Dr. Vyse of Lambeth, and
his gallant brother General Vyse. Mr. Vyse was
not only a man of learning, but of Prioric talents in
the metrical impromptu. Gentle reader, behold
an instance! and if thou hatest not rhyme, as does
many an ungentle reader, ¢ worse than toad or asp,”
thou wilt not think it intrusive.

Mrs. Vyse, herself a beautiful woman, had a
fair friend whose name was Charlotte Lynes. At
a convivial meeting of Lichfield gentlemen, most

* This gentleman was father of the writer of these memoirs.
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of whom could make agreeable verses, it was pro-
posed that every person in company should give a
ballad or epigram on the lady whose health he drank.
Mr. Vyse toasted Miss Lynes, and, taking out his
pencil, wrote the following stanzas éxtempore:

Shall Pope sing his flames
With quality dames,
And duchesses toast when he dines;
Shall Swift verses compose
On the Girl at the Rose,
While unsung is my fair Charlotte Lynes ?

- O ! were Pheebus my friend,
Or would Bacchus but lend
The spirit that flows from his vines,
The lass of the mill,
Molly Mogg, and Lepeli,
Should be dowdies to fair Charlotte Lynes. -

Any porter may serve,
For a copy, to carve
An Alcides, with muscular chines ;
But a Venus to draw,
Bright as sun ever saw,
Let him copy my fair Charlotte Lynes.

In the midst of gay sights,
And foreign delights,
For his country the banish’d man pines ;
Thus, from her when away,
Though my glances may stray,
Yet my heartis with fair Charlotte Lynes.
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It is Atropus’ sport,
With her sheers to cut short
The thread, which dame Lachesis twines ;
Butforbear, you curst jade,
Or cut mine, not the thead
That was spun for my fair Charlotte Lynes!

For quadrille when the fair
Cards and counters prepare,
They cast out the tens, eights, and nines,
And in love 'tis my fear
‘Thelike fate I shall share,
Discarded by fair Charlotte Lynes.

With hearts full of rapture
Our good dean and chapter
Count over, and finger their fines ;
But I'd give their estate,
Were it ten times as great,
For one kiss of myfair Charlotte Lynes.

The young pair, for acrown, .
On the book laid him down,
The sacrist obsequiously joins,
WerelI bishop I sware
I'd resign him my chair,
'T'o unite me with fair Charlotte Lynes

For my first night I'd go
To those regions of snow,
Where the sun, for six months, never shines,
And O! there should complain
He too soon came again
To disturb me with fair Charlotte Lynes !
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These verses were much read, admired, and
copied. Mr. Vyse thought his fair Charlotte grow-
ing too vain in consequence, and once, when she
was complimented on the subject in a large com-
pany, he said smilingly,

¢ Charlotte the power of song can tell,
¢ For ’twas the ballad made the belle.”

The late Reverend William Robinson was also
" a choice spirit amongst those Lichfieldians, whose
talents illuminated the little city at that period.
Too indolent for authorism, he was, by witand
learning, fully empowered to have shonein that
sphere. More of him hereafter.

These were the men whose intellectual existence
passed unnoticed by Dr. Johnson in his depreciat-
ing estimate of Lichfield talents. But Johnson liked
only worshippers. Arch-deacon Vyse, Mr. Seward
and Mr. Robinson, paid all the respect and atten-
tion to Dr. Johnson, anthese his visits to.their town,
due to his great abilities, his high reputation, and
to whatever was estimable in his mixed character ;
but they were notin the herd that ¢ paged his heels,*
and sunk, in servile silence, under the force of his
dogmas, when their hearts and their judgments bore

coptrary testimony.
9
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Certainly, however, it was anarduous hazard
to the feelings of the company to oppose, in the
slightest degree, Dr. Joknson’s opinions. Hisstentor
lungs ; that combination of wit, humour, and elo-
quence, which“ could make the worse appear the
better reason ;*’ that sarcastic contempt of his anta-
gonist, never suppressed or even softened by the
due restraints of good-breeding, were sufficient to
close the lips, in his presence, of men, who could
have met him in fair argument, on any ground,
literary or political, moral or characteristic.

Where Dr. Johnson was, Dr. Darwin had no
chance of being heard, though at least his equal in
genius, his superior in science; nor indeed, from his
impeded utterance, in the companyofany overbeari ng
declaimer; and he was too intellectually great to be
an humbile listener to Johnson, therefore he shunned
him, on having expcrienéed what manner of man
he was. - The surly dictator felt the mortification
and revenged it, by affecting to avow his disdain of
powers too distinguished.io be an object of genuine
scorn. '

Dr. Darwin, in his turn, was not much more
just to Dr. Johnson’s genius. He uniformly spoke
of him in terms, which, had they been deserved,
would have justified Churchill’s ¢ immane Pom.
poso,” as an appeliation of scorn; since, if his
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person was huge, and his manners pompous and
violent, so were his talents vast and powerful, ina
degree from which only prejudice and resentment
could withhold respect.

Though Dr. Darwin’s hesitation in speaking
precluded his flow of colloquial eloquence, it did
not impede, or at all lessen, the force of that conciser
quality, wit. Of satiric wit he possessed a very
peculiar species. It was neither the dead-doing
broadside of Dr. Jolmson’s satire, nor the aurora
borealis of Gray, whose arch, yet coy and quiet
fastidiousness of taste and feeling, as recorded by
Mason, glanced bright and cold through his conver-
sation, while it scemed difficulf to define its nature;
and while its effects were rather perceived than felt,
exciting surprise more than mirth, and never awa-
kening the pained sense of being the object of its
ridicule. That unique in humorous verse, the Long
Story isacomplete and beautiful specimen of Gray’s
singular vein.

Darwinian wit is not more easy to be defined ;
instances will best convey an idea of its character to
those who never conversed with its possessor. To
give such as are recollected at this moment, it will
be necessary to recall Mr. Robinson, already men-
tioned, as a choice spirit of Lichfield. His perpetual
stream of frolic raillery was of a species so singular
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as to have exclusively obtained, wherever he was
known, the title of rector, ¢ The Rector,” as if
there were no other. The odd excursions of his
fancy were enriched by an exhaustless store of clas-
sic, historic, and theological learning, grotesquely
applied to the passing subjects of conversation, and
that with unrivaled ease and happiness. Itis to be
regretted that no records remain of talents so
uncommon, except in the fading traces of con-
temporary recollection, which time and mortality
obliterate so soon....Frequently during his youth
and middle life in the fashionable circles of Bath,
London, and the summer public places, the whim-
sical sallies of the Rector’s sportive imagination,
which were never coarse or low, common place or
ill-natured, had comnsiderable publicity and eclat.
They were like the lambent lightning of a calm
summier evening, brilliant, but notdangerous. The
sweetness of his temper was the security of every
man’s self-love; and, while his humorous gaiety
¢ set the table in a roar,’’ the company laughed at
their ease. '

But then good-nature was the only curb
his wit could endure. 'Without the slightest taint
of infidelity, Robinson ceuld not resist the tempta-
tion of launching it even at the most serious objects
and themes.
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One evening, when he and Dr. Darwin were
in company together, the Rector had, as usual,
thrown the bridle upon. the neck of his fancy, and
it was scampering over the church-yard, and into
the chancel, when the Doctor exclaimed....¢ Ex-
¢¢ cellent ! Mr. Robinson is not only a clever fellow,

. “ but a d.......d clever fellow.” |

Soon after the subject of common swearing was
introduced, Mr. R. made a mock eulogium upon
its power to animate dullness and to season wit....
Dr. Darwin observed, ¢ Christ says, Swear not at
¢ all, St. Paul tells us we may swear occasionally.
« Mr. Robinson advises us to swear incessantly.
¢ Let us compromise between these counsellors,
« and swear by non-en-ti-ties. I will swear by
“ my im-pu-dence, and Mr. Robinson by his mo-
¢ dest-y.”

That gentleman, whose wit, where it met no
equal resistance, kept an untired and sparkling
course, could seldom recover its track when the
jest and the laugh were with his adversary. So often
was it thus when Dr. Darwin and he met, that Mr.
R. rather shunned than sought the rencounter, It
was curious, that he, who met indulgence from his
clerical and pious brethren for those frolic emana-
tions, wont to play upon the themes his heart re-
vered, should so often find himself reproved, with
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cutting raillery, for the practice, by one not
famous for holding religous subjects in veneration.

Dr. Darwin was conversing with a brother
Botanist, concerning the plant Kalmia, then just an
imported stranger in our green-houses and gardens.
A lady, who was present, concluding he had seen
it, which in fact he had not, asked the Doctor what
were the colours of the plant. He replied, ¢ Madam,
the Kalmia has precisely the colours of a seraph’s
wing.”  So fancifully did he express his want
of consciousness respecting the appearance of a
flower whose name and rareness were all he knew
of the matter.

Dr. Darwin had a large company at tea.
His servant announced a stranger lady, and gentle-
man. The female was a conspicuous figure, ruddy,
corpulent, and tall. She held by the arm a little, |
meek-looking, pale, effeminate man, who from his
close adherence to the side of the lady, seemed to
consider himself as under her protection.

¢ Dr. Darwin, I seek you not as a physician,
¢ but as a Belle Esprit. I make this husband of
“ mine,”” and she looked down with a sideglance
upon the animal ““treat me every summer with a tour
~¢“ through one of the British counties, to explore
¢ whatever it contains worth the attention of inge-
“ nious people. On arriving at the several inns in
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“ our route, I always search out the man of the
“ vicinity most ~distinguished for his genius and
“ taste, and introduce myself, that he may direct,
‘““as the objects of our examination, whatever is
‘“ curious in nature, art or science. Lichfield will
“‘ be our headquarters during several days. Come;
¢ Doctor, whither must we go, what must we in-
‘¢ vestigate to-morrow, and the next day, and the
‘““ next? here are my tablets and pencil.”
 “You arrive, madam, at a fortunate juncture.
¢ To-morrow you will have an opportunity of sur-
¢¢ veying an annual exhibition perfectly worth your
¢ attention. To-morrow, madam, you will go to
¢ Tutbury bull-running.”

The satiric laugh with which he stammered
out the last word, more keenly pointed this sly, yet
broad rebuke to the vanity and arrogance of her
speech. She had been up amongst the boughs,
and little expected they would break under her so
suddenly, and with so little mercy. Her large fea-
tures swelled, and her eycs flashed with anger....1
¢“ was recommended to a man of genius, and I find
¢ him insolent and ill-bred.”....Then, gathcring
up her meek and alarmed husb;md, whom she had
loosed when she first spoke, under the shadow of
her broad arm and shoulder, she struited out of
the room.
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After the departure of this curious couple, his
guests told their host he had been very unmerciful.
I chose, replied he, to avenge the cause of the
little man, whose nothingness was so ostentatiously
displayed by his lady-wife. Her vanity has had a
smart emetic. If it abates the symptoms, she will
have reason to thank her physician who adminis-
tered without hope of a fee.
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A3zBouT the year 1771, commenced that great
work, the Zoonomia, first published in 1794; the
gathered wisdom of three-and-twenty years. Ingen-
ious, beyond all precedent in its conjectures, and
embracing, with giant-grasp, almost every branch
of philosophic science; discovering their bearings
upon each other, and those subtle, and, till then,
concealed links by which they are united ; and with
their separate, conjunctive and collective influence
upon human organization; their sometimes pro-
bable, and at others demonstrative, power, under
judicious application, of restoring that regularity
to the mechanism of animal life, which is compre-
hended under the term health.

It cannot be denied that in the pursuit of a
new and favourite system, Dr. Darwin has, in
some instances, imperiously rejected the adverse
facts which opposed his theory. His chapter on
Instinct, highly ingenious as it is, affords proof of

his hypothetical devotion. He there denies, at least
10
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by strong implication, the existence of that faculty
so termed, and which God has given to his inferior
family, in lieu of the rational. But this wonderfully
ingenious philosopher seeks in vain to melt down
in his system of imitation amongst brutes, the
eternal boundaries which separate instinct and
reason.

God, who has exempted the orders of brutal
life from responsibility for their actions in this ter-
restrial sphere, gave them instinct, incapable of
error, but also, beyond a certain very limited degree,
incapable of improvement; incapable of all that are
termed the artificial passions.

God, who made man accountable, and earthly
life his state of trial, gave him the nobier faculty of
reason, liable to err, but in countless degrees, more
connected with volition; and, according to its dif-
ferent degrees of native strength, almost intermina-
bly capable of improvement.

Instinct cannot be that lower degree of reason
which empowers the animal to observe, and, by
will and choice, to imitate the actions, and acquire
the arts of his species; since, were it so, imitation
would not be confined to his awn particular 'gerius,
but extend to the actions, the customs, and the
arts of other animals; as men observe, and emulate, -
the actions, customs, and arts of the natives of other
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countries. Thus, improvement would have advaric-
ed amongst brutes, in proportion as it has advanced
in mankind. That it has not advanced in brutal
life, through countless generations, we have the
testimony of all records to ascertain. Therefore is
it, that the instinctive. faculty must be a totally

 different power to the rational; in as much as it has
a perfection unknown to reason, and as it has an
incapacity of progression which counteracts that
limited perfection, and renders it a thousand fold
inferior to the expanding, aspiring, and strength«
ening power of human intelligence. Between the
separate nature of those faculties, insurmountable
and everlasting are the barriers. Philosophy can-
not throw them down; but in the attempt, as in
many another, o

¢ Vaulting AMB1TION doth o’erleapitself,

¢ And falls where it would mount.”

If the Creator had indeed giveh to brutal life
that degree of reason, which Dr. Darwin allots to
it, when he asserts that its various orders act from
imitation, which must be voluntary, rather than
from impulse, which is resistless, the fesulting

“ mischief of disorder and confusion amongst those
classes had outweighed the aggregate good of im-
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provement. It is reasonless, will-less instinct,
limited but undeviating, which alone could have
. preserved, as they were in the beginning, are now,
and ever shall be, the numberless divisions and
subdivisions of all merely animal life. As attrac-
tion is the planetary curb of the solar system,
confining all orbs to their proper spheres, so is
instinct the restraint, by which brutes are withheld
from incroaching upon the allotted ranges and pri-
vileges ‘ of their fellow-brutes; from losing their
distinct natures in imitation, blending and endless.
If imitation were the source of brutal acquire-
ments, whence the undeviating sameness of those
acquirements? whence their never extended limit?
Wherefore, since the ear of the feathered warbler
is open to the immense variety of strains, poured
from the throat of birds of other plume, whence its
invariable choice of the family song? And when
the female sees such numbers of different nests
building around her for the reception of the callow
brood, whence her inflexible attachment to the
family nest?

Dr. Darwin read his chapter on Instinct to a
lady, who was in the habit of breeding canary birds.
She observed that the pair, which he then saw build-
ing their nest in her cage, were a male and female,
who had been hatched, and reared in that very
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cage, and were not in existence when the mossy
cradle was fabricated, in which they first saw light.
She asked him how, upon his principle of imitation,
he could account for the nest he then saw building,
being constructed, even to the precise disposal of
every hair and shred of wool, upon the model of
that, in which the pair were born, and on which
- every other canary-bird’s nest is constructed, where
the proper materials are furnished. - That of the
pyefinch, added she, is of much compacter form,
warmer, and more comfortable. Pull one of them
to pieces for its materials; plice another before
these canary-birds, as a pattern, and see if they
will make the slightest effort to imitate their model!
No, the result of their labors will, upon instinctive,
hereditary impulse, be exactly the slovenly little
mansion of their race; the same with that which
their parents built before themselves were hatched.
The Doctor could not do away the force of that
single fact, with which his system was incompatible;
yet he maintained that system with philosophic
sturdiness, though experience brought confutation
- from a thousand sources.

Mr. Fellowes, the eminent champion in.our
day, of true aud perfect Christianity, against the
gloomy misrepresentations of the Calvinists, has
not less truly than ingeniously observed, that
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“ Dr. Darwin’s understanding had some of the
¢ properties of the microscope; that he looked
“ with singularly curious and prying eyes, into the
¢ economy of plants and the habits of animals, and -
¢ laid open the labyrinth of nature in some of her
 most elaborate processes and most subtle com-
‘¢ binations; that he was acquainted with more links
“in the chain of second causes than had probably
¢ been known to any individual, who went before
“him; but that he dwelt so much, and so exclu-
‘ sively on second. causes, that he too generally
‘“ seems to have forgotten that there is a first.”
Certainly Dr. Darwin’s distinguished power
of disclosing the arcana.of nature, enabled him to
explore, and detect, the falacy of many received
d long-established opinions ; but the proud con-
sciousness that hisscientific wand sooften possessed
the power attributed by Milton to Ithuriel’s spear,
betrayed him at times, into systematic error.  Con-
vinced, by deep thought and philosophic experi-
ence, that mankind received so many prejudices
for truths, he looked too jealously atall its most
revered and sacred axioms. Beneath the force of
that jealousy he denied the power of instinct, and
solved it into imitation. To have admitted, on the
testimony of all impartial observation, all fair expe-
riment, the unblening natures of instinct and
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reason, must have involved that responsibility of
man to his Creator for his actions in this his state of
trial, which Dr. Darwin considered as a gloomy
unfounded superstition. Unquestionably, ifreason,
like instinct, were incapable of warp from the power
of volition, man could have no vice which might
justly render him amenable to punishment in a
future ‘state; neither could he have any virtue for
whose cultivation he might hope eternal reward.
But, since his rational faculty is choice, not im-
.pulse, capable, at will, of refinement or degrada-
tion; whether it shall be his pole-star to virtue and .
piety, or his ignus fatuus to vice and irreligion, it
inevitably follows that man is accountable to God
for his conduct; that there is a future and retribu-
tory state.
If this brilliant and dazzling philosopher had
not closed the lynx’s eye of his understanding on
- that clear emanation from the source of intellectual
as well as of planetary light, he had indeed been
great and illuminated above the sons of men.
Then had he disdained to have mingled that art in
his wisdom, which was sometimes found in his
common-life actions, and of which he not unfre-
quently boasted.
That noble simplicity which disdains the
varnish of disengenuous design in principal and in
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conduct, in conversation and in writing, was the
desideratum of Dr. Darwin’s strong and compre-
hensive mind.  Its absence rendered his systems,
which were so often luminous, at times impenetra-
bly dark by paradox. Its absence rendered his
poetic taste somewhat meretricious from his rage
for ornament; chilled his heart against the ardour of
devotion, and chained his mighty powers within
the limits of second causes, though formed to soar
tO INFINITE.

If, however, the doctrines: of the Zgonomia
are not always infallible, it is a work which must
spread the fame of its author over lands and seas,
to whatever clime the sun of science has irradiated
and warmed. The Zoonomia is an exhaustless
. repository of interesting facts, of curious experi-
ments in natural productions, and in medical
effects; a vast and complicated scheme of disquisi-
tion, incalculably important to the health and com-"
forts of mankind, so far as they relate to objects
merely terrestrial; throwing novel, useful, and
beautiful light on the secrets of physiology, botani-
cal, chemical, and aerological.

The world may consider the publication of the
Zoonomia as a new era of pathologic science; the
source of important advance in the power of dis-
closing, abating, and expelling disease. Every
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young professer of medicine, if God has given him’
_ comprehension, éssiduity, and energy, shoulddevote
his nights and days to studying this great work.
It will teach him more than the pages of Galen and
Hippocrates; than schools and universities know
to impart. Those instructions which, through the
channel of its pages, flow to the world, enabled Dr.
Robert Darwin of Shrewsbury to attain instant
eminence as a physician in that country, at his first
outsetting, and in the bloom of scarcely ripened
youth; to continue a course of practice, which has
been the blessing of Shropshire; its sphere expand-
ing with his growing fame. That son, who joins*
‘to'a large portion of his father’s science and skill,
all the ingenuous kindness of his mother’s heart.
That son, whose 'rising abilities and their early
eclat, recompensed to Dr. Darwin a severe depri-
vation in the death of his eldest and darling son,
Charles, of whom this memoir has already spoken.
He was snatched from the world in the prime of
his youth, and with the highest character at the
university of Edinburgh, by a putrid fever, suppo-
sed to have been caught from dissecting, with a
slightly wounded finger, a corps in a state of dan.
gerously advanced putrefaction. When society be-
came depnved ofhis luxuriantly blossoming talents,

Mr. Charles Darwin had resently received an hono-
11
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rary medal from the Society of Arts and Sciences,
for having discovered a criterion by which pus may
be distinguished from mucus.

A few years before Dr. Darwin left Lichfield
as a residence he commenced a botanical society in
that city. It consisted of hirr.xself, Sir Brooke
Boothby, then Mr. Boothby, and a proctor in the
Cathedral jurisdiction, whose name was Jackson.
Sprung from the lowest possible origin, and wholly
uneducated, that man had, by the force of literary
ambition and unwearied industry, obtained admit-
tance into the courts of the spiritual law, a profitable

*share of their emoluments, and had made a tolerable
proficiency in the Latin and French languages. His
life, which closed at sixty, was probably shortened
by lateacquired habits of ebriety. He passed through
its course a would-be philosopher, a turgid and
solemn coxcomb, whose morals were not the best,

and who was vain of launching his pomtless sneers
Revealed Riligion.

Jackson admired Sir Brooke Boothby, and
worshipped and aped Dr. Darwin. He became a
useful drudge to each in their joint work, the trans-
lation. of the Linnzn system of vegetation into
'English from the Latin. His illustrious coadjutors
exacted of him fidelity to the sense of their author,
and they corrected Jackson’s inclegant English,
weeding it of its pompous coarseness.
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The Doctor was probably disappointed thatno
recruits flocked to his botanical standard at Lich-
field. The young men of the genteel classes in that
city devoted themselves to professions with which
natural history had no inseparable connexion. How.-
ever useful, entertaining, and creditable might be its

- studies, they felt little desire to deck the board of
session, the pulpit, or the ensigns of war, with the
Linnzn wreaths and the chemical crystalines.
Thus the original triumvirate received no augmen-
tation, yet the title was maintained. Various obser-
vations, signed Lichfield Botanical Society, were
sent to the periodical publications, and it was’
amusing to hear sientific travellers, on their transit
over Lichfield, inquiring after the state of the bo-
tanical society there.

About the year 1779, at the house of his friend,
Mr. Sneyd of Belmont, whose seat in the wild and
hilly part of Staffordshire Moorlands is eminent for
its boldly romantic features, Dr. Darwin wrote an
address to its owner, from the Naiad of that scene.
Her rivulet originally took its course along the deep
bottom of cradling woods, luxuriantly clothing the
steeply sloping mountains, which a rough glen, and
this its brook, divided.

Mr. Sneyd caused the rough and tangled glen
to be cleared and hollowed into one entire Lasin,
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which the brook:- immediately filled with the
purest and most transparent water. Only a very
‘narrow, marginal path is left on each side, between
the water and those high woody mountains which
shut the liquid scene from every other earthly ob-
ject.  This lake covers more than five acres, yet is
not more than seventy yards across, at the broadest
E part. The length is, therefore, considerable. It gra-
dually narrows on its flow, till suddenly, and with
loud noise, it is precipitated down a craggy, dark,
ling and nearly perpendicular fall of forty feet. The
stream then takes its natural channel, losing itself
m the sombre and pathless woods which stretch far
onward.

‘While we walk on the brink of this liquid con-
cave; while we listen to the roar, with which the
tumbling torrent passes away; while we look up
on each side, to the umbrageous eminences which
leave us only themselves, the water, and the sky,
we are impresséd with a sense of salemn seclusion,
and might fancy ourselves in the solitudes of Tini-
an or Juan-Fernandes. The trees and shrubs which,
from such great elevation, impend over the flood,
give it their own green tint without lessening its
tmnspare&y. Glassy smooth, thislake has not a
wave till within a few yards of its precipitance.
But itis time to introduce Dr. Darwin’s verses
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‘already mentioned. ' They were written before the
-existence of the Lake, and while the brook, which
‘formed it, had the silence imputed to it by the poet.

Address of a water Nymph at Belmont, to the Owner of that place.
O! Friend topeace and Virtue, ever flows
For thee my silent and unsullied stream,
Pure and untainted as thy blameless life! -
Let no gay converse lead thy steps astray
To mix my chaste wave with immodest wine,
Nor with the poisonous cup, which Chemia’s hand
Deals, fell enchantress, to the sons of folly !
So shall young Health thy daily walks attend,
Weave for thy hoary brow the vernal flower
Of cheerfulness, and with his nervous arm

Arrest th’ inexorable scythe of Time.

The exortation was not disobeyed; the bene-
diction was not fruitless. Mr. Sneyd still lives to
exhilarate the spirits of his friends, and to be the
blessing of his neighbourhood. . The duties of a
public magistrate, exerted with energy, and tem-
pered with kindness; the hospitality of his social
mansion; his pursuit of natural history, and taste
for the arts, are unlessened by time, and no corpo-
ral infirmity allays their enjoyment. After a lapse
of seventy years he passes several hours every day,
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inall seasons when the weather is dry, in the open
air, formmg for his scenes new plans of cultivation
and ornament. Look at Mr. Sneyd, ye young
men of fortune, and reflect upon the robust and
happy consequence of youthful sobriety, of reli-
gion, morality, had a cultivated mind !

¢ The age of such is as a lusty winter,
« Frosty, but kindly.

In the spring of the year 1778 the children of
Colonel and Mrs. Pole of Radburn, in Derbyshire,
had been injured by a dangerous quantity of the
cicuta, injudiciously administered to them in the
hooping cough, by a physician of the neighbour-
" hood. Mrs. Pole brought them to the house of
Dr. Darwin, in Lichfield, remaining with them
there a_few weeks, till, by his art, the poison was
expelled from their constitutions, and their health
restored.

Mrs. Pole was then in full bloom of her youth
and beauty. Agrecable features; the glow of
health; a fascinating smile; a fine form, tall and
graceful; playful sprightliness of manners; a bene-
volent heart, and maternal affection, in all its unwea-
ried cares and touching tenderness, contributed to
inspire Dr. Darwin’s admiration, and to secure
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his esteem. Soon after she left Lichfield, with her
renovated little ones, their restorer sent to his friend,
Mr. Bolton of Birmingham, the following directions
for making a tea-vase, designed as a present from
the Doctor to Mrs. Pole:

Friend Bolton, take these ingots fine
From rich Potosi’s sparkling mine ;
With your nice art a tea-vase mould,
Your art, more valu’d than the gold.
With orient pearl, in letters white,
Around it, ¢ To the fairest,” write;
And, where proud Radburn’s turrets rise,

To bright Eliza send the prize.

I’ll have no bending serpents kiss
The foaming wave, and seem to hiss;
No sprawling dragons gape with ire,
And snort out steam, and vomit fire;
No Naiads weep ; no sphinxes stare ;
No tail-hung dolphins swim in air.
Let leaves of myrtle round the rim,
With rose-buds twisting, shade the brim
Each side let woodbine stalks descend,
And form the branches as they bend ;
While on the foot a €upid stands
And twines the wreath with both his hands.
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Perch’d on the riSing lid above,

O place a lovelorn, turtle dove,

With hanging wing, and ruffled plume,
. With gasping beak, and eye of gloom.

Last, let the swelling bosses shine
With silver, white, and burnish’d fine,
Bright as the. fount, whose banks beside

Narcissus gaz’d, and lov’d, and died.

Vase, when Eliza deigns to pour,
With snowy hand, thy boiling shower;
And sweetly talks, and smiles, and sips
The fragrant steam, with ruby lips,
More charms thy polish’d orb shall shew
Than Titian’s glowing pencil drew ;
More than his chisel soft unfurl’d,

Whose heav’n-wrought statue charms the world.

Soon after the composition of these gallant
verses to Mrs. Pole, circumstances arose which
gave rise to the following ode, not less beautiful,
though much less gay:

Fly, gentle steeds ...o’er yon unfriendly towers
Malignant stars, with baleful influence reign ;
Cold Beauty’s frown infects the cheerless houts,

And Avarice dwells in Love’s polluted fane !
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Dim distant towers! whose ample roof protects
All that my beating bosom holds sodear,

Far shining lake! whose silver wave reflects
Of Nature’s fairest forms, the form most fair ;

Groves, where at noon the sleeping Beauty lies;
- Lawns, where at eve her graceful footsteps rove ;
For ye full oft have heard my secret sighs,
And caught unseen, the tear of hopeless love ;

Farewell! a long farewell L....your shades among
No more these eyes shalldrink Eliza’s charms:
No more these ears the music of her tongue !....

O! doom’d for ever toanother’s arms!

Fly, gentle steeds!....my bleeding heart convey
Where brighter scenes and milder planets shine ;
Where Joy’s white pinion glitters in the ray,
And Love sits smiling on his crystal shrine!

About the summer 1778 the countess of
Northesk rested at one of the inns in Lichfield, on
her way to Scotland by the shortest possible stages.
She had been a year in England, for the benefit of
her health, wasting rapidly by hemorrhage. Inef-
fectually had the most eminent physiciansof London
and Bath endeavoured t<1>2check the progress of her
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disease, Her youngest daughter, Lady Marianne
Carnegie, then an amiable girl of thirteen, now,
alas! no more, and their friend, Mrs. Scott, were
the companions of Lady Northesk’s journey. Her
ladyship told the mistress of the inn that she was.
going home to die, the physicians having confessed
that art could do no more inher case. The person
replied, ¢“I wish, Madam, that you would send for
“ our Doctor, he is so famous.” Lady Northesk
consented.

When Dr. Darwin came, he observed that he
could do little on transient observation, where the
disease was obstinate, and of such long continu--
ance; pressed her to remove with her daughter and
friend to his house, and to remain his guests during
a fortnight. The invitation was accepted. He
requested the author of these memoirs frequently
to visit his new patient, contribute to amuse her,
and abate the inevitable injury of perpetual self-
attention.

Miss Seward felt herself extremely interested
in this lady, and anxious to see those sufferings
relieved which were so patiently sustained. Lady
Northesk lay on a couch, through the day, in Dr.
Darwin’s parlour, drawing with difficulty that
breath, which seemed often on the point of final
evaporation. She was thin, even so transparency ;
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her cheeks suffused at times with a flush, beautiful,
though hectic. Her eyes remarkably lucid and
‘full of intelligence. If the languer of disease fre-
quently overshadowed them, they were always
relumined by every observation to which she lis-
tened, on lettered excellence, on the powers of
science, or the ingenuity of art. Her language, in
the high Scotch accent, had every happiness of
" perspicuity, and always expressed rectitude of heart
and susceptibility of taste.

Whenever her great and friendly physician
perceived his patient’s attention engaged by the
conversation of the rest of the circle, he sat consi-
dering her in meditative silence, with looks that
expressed,....* You shall not die thus prematurely,
¢ if my efforts can prevent it.”

One evening, after a long and intense reverie,
he said,....¢“ Lady Northesk, an art was practised
“ in former years, which the medical world has
¢ very long disused ; that of injecting blood into
< the veins by a syringe, and thus repairing the
‘¢ waste of diseases like yours. Human blood, and
¢ that of calves and sheep, were used promiscu-
‘“ ously. Superstition attached impiety to the
¢ practice. It was put a stop to in England by a
¢ bull of excommunication from some of our Pop-
“ ish Princes, against the practitioners of sangui-
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““ success, we may, from this interdiction, fairfly con-
“ clude; else restraint upon its continuance must
* have been superfluous. 'We have a very ingeni-
““ ous watch-maker here, whom I think I could
¢ instruct to form a proper instrument for the pur-
‘¢ pose, if yau choose to submit to the experiment.”
»«..She replied cheerfully, ¢ that she had not the
¢ least objection, if he thought it eligible.”
Miss Seward then said ....* If the trial should
“ be determined upon, perhaps Lady Northesk
¥ would prefer a supply from an healthy human
¢ subject, rather than from an animal. My health
¢ is perfect, neither am I conscious of any lurking
¢ disease, hereditary or accidental. I have no dread
¢ of the lancet, and will gladly spare, from time to
*¢ time, such a portion from my veins to Lady Nor-
¢ thesk, as Dr. Darwin shall think proper toinject.
He seemed much pleased with the propasal,
and his amiable patient expressed gratitude, far
above the just claim of the circumstance. = Dr.
Darwin said he would consult his pillow upon it.
The next day, when Miss S. called upoen
Lady N. the Doctor took her previously into his
study, telling her, that he had resigned all thoughts
of trying the experiment upon Lady Northesk; that
it had occurred to him as a last resource, to save an
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excellent woman, whose disorder, he feared, was
beyond the reach of medicine'; ¢ but,’” added he,
¢¢ the construction of a proper machineis so nice an
‘ affair, the least failure in its power of acting so
¢ hazardous, the chance atlast from the experiment
‘¢ so precarious, that I do not choose to stake my
‘ reputation upon the risque. If she die, the world
“ will say I killed Lady Northesk, though the
‘¢ London and Bath physicians have pronounced her
¢ case hopeless, and sent her home to expire.
¢ They have given hera great deal too much medi-
“cine, I shall give her very little. Their system
¢ of nutritious food, their gravy jellies, and strong
‘ wines, I have already changed for milk, vegeta-
¢ bles and fruit. No wines ever; no meat, no strong
¢ broth, at present. If this alteration of diet prove
¢ unavailing, her family and friendsmust lose her.”

It was not unavailing; she gathered strength
under the change from day to day. The disease
abated, and in three weeks time she pursued her
journey to Scotland, a convalescent, full of hope for
herself, of grateful veneration towards her physician,
whose rescuing skill had saved her from the grave ;
and full, also, of overrating thankfulness to Miss S.
for the offer she had made. With her Lady Nor-
thesk regularly corresponded from that time till her
sudden and deplorable death. All Lady N.’s letters
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spoke of completely recovered health ard strength.
She sent Miss Sefvard a present of some beauti-
ful Scotch pebbles for a necklace, picked up by her
own hands in her Lord’s park, and polishéd at
Edinburgh. | \
Lady Northesk might have lived to old age,
the blessing of her family and friends. Alas! the
time had passed by in which Miss Seward was ac-
customed to expect a letter from her friend !
Inquiry taught her that Lady Northesk had
perished by the dreadfully-frequent accident of
having set fire to her clothes. Lady Marianne
Carnegie wrote to Miss S. the year after, and con-
tinued to honaur her with several letters while her
Ladyship lived with her father at Ethic House, on
the ocean’s edge. It was there that she dedicated
many of her youthful years to the pious endeavour
of mitigating Lord Northesk’s deep anguish for the
loss of his Lady, which had induced him inflexi-
bly to renounce all society except with his own
" family. That might be said of Ethic House which
Dr. Johnson said of the Isle of Raasay, in the He-
brides. ¢ Without were the dark rocks, the
‘ roaring winds, and tumultuous deep;”’ but alas.
for Lady Marianne! it could not also be said, as
of Raasay, that ¢ within were the social comforts,
“ the voice of gaiety, the dance, and the song.”
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Yet did she support, with uncomp‘l:ﬁning pa-
tience, in the flower of her youth, this deep soli-
tude; this monotony of natural objects, in which
little vartety could be found, beyond the change of
smiling and froWning seas, the hushed and the
bellowing waters.

In the autumn of this year Mrs. Pole of Rad-
burn was taken ill; her disorder a violent fever.
Dr. Darwin was called in, and perhaps never, since
‘the death of Mrs. Darwin, prescribed with such
‘deep anxiety. Not being requested to continue
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