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of human life, than a man seeking work;" and that the ex

quisite Dirge, "Man was made to Mourn," owes its existence

to the sentiment. The feeling is certainly a very depressing
one; aiid as on most other occasions work rather sought me

than I the work, I experienced more of it at this time than at

any other period of my life. 1, of course, could hardly ex

pect that people should die off and require epitaphs merely to

accommodate me. That demand of employment as a right in

all cases and circumstances, which the more extreme "claims

of-labor men" do not scruple to urge, is the result of a sort

of indignant re-action on this feeling,-a feeling which be

came poetry in Burns and nonsense in the Communists; but

which I experienced neither as nonsense nor poetry, but sim

ply as a depressing conviction that I was one man too many
in the world. The gentleman on whom I now called with

my friend was a person both of business habits and literary
tastes; but I saw that my poetic scheme rather damaged me

in. his estimation. The English verse produced at this time

in the far north was of a kind ill fitted for the literary market,

and usually published, or rather prmtecl,-for published it

never was,-by that teasing subscription scheme which so

often robs men of good money, and gives them bad books in

exchange; and he seemed to set me down as one of the annoy

ing semi-beggar class-,-rather a mistake, I should hope. He,

however, obligingly introduced me to a gentleman ofliterature

and science, the secretary of a society of the place, antiquarian
and scientific in its character, termed the "Northern Institu

tion," and the honorary conservator of its museum,-an in

teresting miscellaneous collection, which I had previously seen,

and in connection with which I had formed my only other

scheme of getting into employment.
I wrote that old English hand which has been revived of

late by the general rage for the mcdkcval, but which at that

time was one of the lost arts, with much neatness; and could

produce imitations of the illuminated manuscripts that pre
ceded our printed books, which oven an antiquary would have

pronounced respectable. And, addressing the members of the
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