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PREFACE.

" Lme other authors, I have an excuse to
plead for the defects of my present produc-
tion: not, however, that it was written in a
vacant hour; not that it was published at
the request of friends; not that it will be the-
lnst 1 shall obtrude on public notice ;—but
that most of it was composed in * Days o
Lang Syne,”® and that it is all the produe-

* See page 34



¥l PREFACE.

—_—

tion of one yet in his nonage. I trust the
eritic will believe, that though I enter not
into a more lengthened acknowledgment of
defects, it 15 not that I am less aware of them,
or less desirous of preengaging hiz favouri-
but that by lamenting my inferiority in for-
mally measured sentences, and by multiplymg
excuses for it, I should be dircetly classing
myaeif with those who seek for undue mdul-
gence, by the hackneyed and contemptible _
course of sclf-abasement. And though T am

aware, that if I make my way to the temple
of Fame through the scamlike crowd by which’
it is' surrounded, it must be by fat more stre-
nuous exertions than the present; thmigh un-
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known and friendless as [ now am in the
literary world ; still, T would rather be compared
with excellence and condemned, than with in.
feriority, and commended. But whatever be the
fate of this boyish' production, I shall at least
have the animating recollections that “ Moore™
will be remembered, when * Little™ is forgot-
ten; that the * Hours of Idleness” are but
poor specimens of the geniug of * Byron ;"
and that had * Kirke White™ lived, we might
have expeeted zomething superior to * Chfton
Grove.” |

My friends have pointed out instances in
the following poem, where I had ncglected
the euphony of the line; those particular pas.



