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TO 

THE REY. :F. P. HOOLE. 

l\ly DEAR SoN, 

IT is now more than fourteen years since I 
dedicated to you this little "\:Vork, ·which was 
prompted by a mothe1·'s anxiety to secure yon, 
and other children of your description, from an 
inordinate and unchecked admiration of Genius. 
From. infancy you had given indications of that 
dii-po::iition of mind, which, though it might 
justify my hope:;, necessarily excited my fear 
abo, and called upon me to use every means in 
my power, for restraining its ardour, and regu­
latiug its sensibibty. It is my happiness to re­
collect that the impressions made upon your 
heart by the moral character of Ludovico were 
decidedly exelllplified in early life, and to be­
lieye that they prep.1red you to encounter, with 
the humility of a Christian and the firmness of 
a man, seYere and unexpected trials, and in 
some measure laid the foundation of virtues 
most becoming the sacred profession to ,.,. hich, 
from the purest motiYes, you have devoted 
your future life. 

It is under this idea, that I offer you agam 



th:Lt which, although a suitable gift to a boy of 
thirteen, would be no longer i,UCh to yon, save 
as it is connected with the solicitude and affec­
tion of a mother, thankful that her little a Jabour 
of lo,·e" ,ms kindly appreciated, and dutifully 
esteemed, by her only son. Another reason 
may be found in the snccc5s of the story, which 
is perhaps unprecedented towards a book so 
humble in pretension, and hitherto insignificant 
in appearance. It has beC'n tran::,]ated into e,,ery 
European language; and in France, Germany, 
and Holland, gone through nnmernus editions; 
--the ,t.i\c haYe condescended to praise it-the 
good to circulate it; therefore I 1urve some right 
to clafa11 for it that consideration you arc alway~ 
~o willing to bestow on every effort of mine. ,,, 

I am, my clear Frederick, 
Your truly affectionate i\Iother, 

B. HOFL.Al\'D. 
2J, ]Vr.wmmz Stre<t, 

Oclol·er 10, 1826. 



THE 

SON OF A GENIUS: 

A TALE. 

CHAPTER I. 

No jealousy their dawn of lo,·e o'ercast, 

Xor blasted were their wedded days with stl'ife; 

Each season look'tl delightful as it pass'd, 

Found in the lowly Yale of shepherd life 

BEATTIE. 

"DEPEND upon it, l\Irs. Lewis, your son 
i!:i a boy of genius," wzcommon genins,'' said a 
gentleman to the wife of an Arti t, as he 

looked oYer some loose sketches which lay upon -

her work-table, at one end of which sat a 

sickly-looking boy of ahout twelve year old, 
11 



2 TUE ::50N OF A GENIUS. 

at work with his pencil; an<l who now look­

ing up, exhibited his pale face, so illuminated 

by the pleasure praise seldom fail5 to con­

vey, however administered, that the gentle­

man thought he had seldom seen so intelli­

gent a countenance, or been regarded with 

a look so prepossessing. He was recalled 

from his observations on the boy, by the 

words which immediately fell from the mo­

ther, accompanied by a look of apprehensive 

tenderness lest her son should be injured by 

the flattery he had incautiously conveyed. 
" Indeed, Sir, you are mistaken: 111y son 

has no Genius, but he has imlu:-;ll'.!J; and 

sufficient talent to make that industry profit­

able, I hope." 
"Yon underrate his powers, :Ma'am; I am 

convinced he has really Genius, and will some 
day cut a very great figure in the ·world: 

you must not clamp the ardours, or be too 

severe on the eccentricities, of a mind like 

his: be who can do such tl1ings as these arc 

now, will at a future period claim the high­

est honours fame can bestow.'' 
The mother ans.rercd by a deep sigh; n1Hl 
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TIIE SON OF A GENIUS. 3 

a::, the tears rose into her eyes, involuntarily, 
though almost inarticulate! y, exclaimed," God 

forbid that he should seek them!'' The gen­

tleman was sorry to see her so much affected, 
though he concluded that she was a weak 
woman, whose stupidity, vulgarity, 01· obsti­
nacy of mind, were but too likely to inj urc 
the expanding talents of her son; and though 
the meekness of her manner, and the s,veet 
dejection of her countenance, had somewhat 

interested him in her favour, when he first 
entered her apartment, he quitted it with a 

sense of sorrow for the wan-looking boy, and 
ve:x.3,tion at the perverse mother, whom he 
considered the cruel controller of Genius she 
conld not comprehend, and therefore songht 
to repel, by redncing the high soarings of 
fancy to the drudgery of common labour and 
the fatigue of incessant application. 

The gentleman was extremely mistaken in 
this conclusion ; for :Mrs. Lewis was a woman 
of strong natnral understanding, and had 
some portion of that finer perception of beauty 
and e'\.ccllcnce, whic.:h, in whatever path it 
walks, may be designated f!,·enius; but she 
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had an a-vers10n to the word, amounting al­

most to horror, from having observed its 

application tend to injure, either nearly or 

remotely, every one to whom it had been her 

lot to see it applied. It was in her mind 

· associated with imprudence, imbecility, folly, 

or vice ; made the excuse for one man's 

eccentricities, another man's errors, and not 

unfrequently connected with the crimes of a 

third. No wonder that she shrunk from its 

application to a son, who, notwithstanding 

his pale looks, and her apparent suppression 

of his exultation, was to her the very soul of 

all her earthly hopes, and had been nourished 

by her with a tenderness so exquisite, a love 

so unceasing in its care and so judicious in 

its efforts, that in relating the history of this 

mother and her son, we flatter ourselves every 

young person who, like him, has been praised 

for this rare, indefinite, and often blameably­

extoUed quality, so much the subject of atten­

tion in the present day, will sec the folly of 

depending upon it, either for happiness or 

respectability, in this world, and the sin of 

daring to make it an e-xcusc for neglecting 

' t I .. 
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THE SON OF A GENIUS. 5 

that " which is to come;,, and, that those 

young people whose more moderate talents, 
or less vivid imagination, have preserved 
their minds from being inflated by this silly 
method of extolling that which implies no 
merit, since it exacts no exertion, will learn 
that much may be gained by industry, even 
where Nature has not been liberal; and that 
the attainments for which men, in all stations 
and all ages, were most esteemed, were the 
result of patient investigation, unwearied dili­
gence, and incessant labour: without these, 
the most brilliant talents have failed to pro­
duce either individual comforts or true cele­
brity. In proportion as the mind is endued 
with higher powers and acuter sensibilities, 
it is annoyed with stronger passions and more 
dangerous propensities, and calls, in a more 
peculiar manner, for the control of reason, 
and the aids and restrictions of religion, with­
out which the widest soarings of human intel­
lect arc as liable to error a.s the weakest con­
clusions of the most boun<lu.l j tH.lgment, in 
all that most intcr0sts us as accountable and 
immortal beings, called to c.on;:;idcr this wo'rld 

n 3 



6 THE SON OF A GENIUS. 

as but the passage to another, which 1s to 

last for ever and ever. 
l\Ir. Rumney, the father of l\Irs. Lewis, 

was a clergyman who resided on a very small 
living in Cumberland : he was married to a 
plain, sensible, good woman, the daughter of 
a neighbouring farmer, by \vhom he had 
five children; of whom Agnes was the eldest 
very considerably, as the two children who 
succeeded her were both taken by the diseases 
incident to infancy. This circumstance was 
an advantage to her; as, by rendering her 
for some time the sole object of her father's 
attention, it s~cured for her all the instruc­
tion such a companion could bestow; so 
that before she was called to participate her 
mother's duties in her household depart­
ment, she had gained as much knowledge of 
the rudiments of education as was necessary 
to give her a taste for improvement, which 
never fails to lead youth into such a dispo­
sition of their time, as to enable them to 
seize every precious moment circumstances will 
allow for mental cultivation ; and the little 
thu:-:, acq uircd is too dear, too \·aluablc, to be 

: t 
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THE SON OF A GENIUS. 7 

wasted and misapplied. Thus, amidst incessant 
occupation and various petty cares, Agnes be­
came mistress of much estimable knowledge, 
notwithstanding the obscurity in which she 
lived, and the necessity of attending to all 
the common cares of life inseparable from 
narrow circumstances. She was well read in 
the Bible, she thoroughly understood the 
prayers and the doctrines of her own church, 
and had a sufficient knowledge of the various 
modes in which others professed the Christian 
faith,-to feel charity for all, and respect for 
many. She had likewise read the history of 
the Jews, that of her own country, and as 
much of the Greek and Roman as enabled 
her to converse with her father on the sub­
jects to which he occasionally referred re­
lative to those extraordinary people. She 
was likewise conversant in Thomson's Sea­
sons, Goldsmith's Deserted Village, and 
Gray's Poems; had rcacl three volumes of 
the Spectator, one of the Rambler, and all 
Tillotson 's Sermons. To this stock of eru­
dition, which, howe\·er humble it may ap­
}Kar to those more highly favoured, had left 
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a mind of native strength and energy by no 

means poorly endowed, she added a know­
ledge of her needle above the common stan­

dard ; she had an excellent ear, and sung 

and read with singular sweetness and fluency; 

she wrote a neat hand ; understood her own 

language, and ,,.:as not ignorant of Latin; to 

which it may be added, that she knew suffi­

cient mineralogy, botany, and natural phi­
losophy, to render her entertaining to her 
father and useful to her mother; but as these 

were endowments receive<l in the way of chit­
chat, it never entered the mind of Agnes to 

class them amongst her attainments. In the 

circle of her own parish there were a few 
young women similarly instructed by her 

father, or other friends: so that her mind 
was neither left to the dangerous contem­

plation of its own superiority, which is often 
the case in secluded situations: nor~ as she 

saw no one superior to her, was she led to 

repine at their advantages, or sink under 
the consciousnc~s of humiliating inferiority. 
Hence arose a pro1,er estimation of her~clf, 

a solidity of charnctrr, a tcrnpcrnnce, pro-

JI 
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'I'HE SON OF A GENIUS. 9 

priety, and self-possession, which, combined 
with deep and fervent piety, unaffected 
sensibility, and true modesty, rendered her 

not less estimable than engaging, and pro­
mised that the virtuous woman would suc­

ceed to the duteous and tender daughter. 
At the period we now speak of, it ,vas not 

so much the fashion, as at present, to ex­
plore the beauties of the mountain scenery of 
Cumberland; and the remote village where 

1\Ir. Rumney held the "noiseless tenor of 
his way" lay too far from the more striking 

objects sought in the tour of the lakes to 
have awakened curiosity, though it boasted 
many singular beauties; and the inhabitants 
of N ewkirkdale knew nothiug more of the 
lords, and ladies, artists and virtuosi, who 
visited Keswick and Paterdale now and then, 

than what was transmitted to them thence 
on market-days and fairs, where the good 
pastor and his wife occasionally went for the 
necessar1 supply of such things as could not 
be procured elsewhere. At the distance of 
about five miles was a gentleman's seat; but 

it was ' eldom visited bv the o"·ners above . 
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once in three or four years, when they came 
for the purpose of gronse-shooting; but 
which visits generally afforded much plea­
sure to ~Ir. Rumney, as the squire eyer 
treated him with respect, and generally 
brought him a present of some books, which 
was the most welcome one he could receive. 
On these occasions ~Irs. Rumney generally 
became possessor of a dozen or two of wine, 
which was carefully hoarded as a kind of 
parish-stock, to which every sick person in 
her vicinity might look as long as there was 
any left ; for, as the good priest was the spi­
ritual father of his flock, considering their 
joys, sorrows, unions, and differences, as his 
own immediate care, - so his pious and 
worthy partner, according to her utmost 
ability, left nothing undone that could con­
tribute to their welfare. To lier little stock 
of superfluities they all looked in the hour of 
want, and to her knowledge in that of suffer­
ing; her kindness was their comfort, and 
her skill their consolation; and, of course, 
her joys were t!tefr joys, and lter sorrows 
"ere their afflictions. "\Vhcn the pastor's 

a] 
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crop failed, the poorest parishioner he had 
found a sheaf for his minister's barn; when 
his lambs died, every shepherd around re­
joiced when his ewes produced twins, be­
cause it furnished an excuse for offering one 
to his worship. 

'The inhabitants of this part of England 
enjoy a degree of equality unknown to any 
other; and which, though it prevents the 
accumulation of property· in the degree in 
which it is generally diffused over the island, 
yet prevents also much poverty, and the 
evils arising from servility. The land is 
almost universally held by a kind of little 
gentry, who, being owners, not farmers, en­
joy all the independence of country squires, 
though they are often nearly as poor as their 
cottagers ; these call themselves statesmen­
the eldest son is sole heir ; and it is by no 
means uncommon to find them residents on 
the very spot where their fathers have lived 
from before the Conquest: and it is their 
pride to persist, as far as they are able, in 
a.11 the customs which prevailed in the days 
of their forefathers,-a circumstance inimical 
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to improvement, but beneficial to moral~. 

As the annals of a family transmit naturally 

the most favourable side of its character, so 

the present possessor is called upon to pre­

serve, unimpaired, the good faith, integrity, 

or religious disposition, of his forefathers; 

and becomes bound to certain restraints on 

his passions, which cannot fail to be bene­

ficial to himself, and furnish an example to 

his children and neighbours of the greatest 

utility. As the native good sense and vigo­
rous intellect of men, soberly exercised, lead 

them to consider what is really good in that 

which increasing civilization offers to their 

attention, it may be fairly inferred that the 

Cumberland and "\1/ estmoreland little land­

holders do not reject many essential advan­

tages, at this day, by adhering to the prac­
tice of their fathers, whilst they retain a 

considerable portion of that which is rt=>ally 

good from their amiable partiality. 
Amongst the principal blessings thus de­

rived, may be considered the uni rersality of 

learning; at least, such a portion of it as we 
have assigned to Agnes. In eYery family 

' ... 
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the Bible is read, and commented upon by the 
master or mistress of the house; and as much 
of profane history understood, as is connect­
ed with it, and tends to cast light upon it~ 
and to this-is usually added a knowledge of 
local history, connected with that of the coun­
try. A taste for poetry is prevalent also, by 
a natural analogy with the minds of a people 
who inh3.bit a sublime and picturesque coun­
try, often the seat of border warfare, and 
still subject to feudal tenures ;-circumstan­
ces which all have a tendency to inspire the 
mind with images of beauty, terror, and in­
terest, which constitute the very best essence 
of poetry, and give it the power of delight­
ing tl;ie imagination without corrupting the 
heart. 

To return from a digression which, we 
trust, was not useless, since it may serve to 
help many a wanderer from these sequestered 
glades to recall to their minds, and, I trust, 
their affections, the simple people they have 
left behind; and those who have not been ac­
quainted with them, to contemplate a new 
order in society, which, hmrever remote from 

C 



14 THE SON OF A GENIUS. 

their own circle, can never be contemptible 
or umvorthy their notice; we proceed to say, 
that during the autumn, when Agnes Rum­
ney had completed her nineteenth year, the 
gentleman in question visited his seat, after 
an absence of four years, accompanied by 
several friends from the South, and having, 
amongst other inmates, a young artist of 
great abilities, ·who came into this country 
for the purpose of taking sketches of the ro­
mantic scenery it so profusely exhibits. 

:Mr. Rumney, on his visit to the great 
house, returned under the pleasing impres­
sion refined society never fails to give the 
mind calculated for enjoying it, when but 
rarely admitted to the intellectual feast; but 
he dwelt more on the pleasure the young ar­
tist's conver~ation had given him, than on all 
the rest: his wit, his eloquence, the variety 
of his information, the versatility of his man­
ners, the brilliancy of hi imagination, the 
sublimity of his conceptions, - all were hy 
turns the theme of the good man's praise ; 
and Agnes and her mother listened till they 
partook hi. enthu iasm, ancl ardently de -ired 

C I 
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TIIE SON OF A GENIUS. 15 

to become acquainted with this extraordinary 
stranger. 

Their wishes were gratified much sooner 
than they expected, for l\Ir. Lewis, the ar­
tist, having been much pleased with the sim­
plicity, sanctity, and good sense of the Cum­
berland di vine - ancl being accustomed to 
pursue, with enthusiasm, whatever had the 
power to attract him - and to admire or de­
spise, love or hate, whatever lay in his path, 
paid l\Ir. Rumney an early visit, desiring to 
be led by him into some of those scenes where 
he could pursue his delightful avocation ; 
after spending some hours at which, he would 
return to partake of his dinner. 

The waster of the house heard this with 
pleasure; the mistress, on " hospitable 
thoughts intent," ran to apprize Agnes of 
the expected guest, and they united in strain­
ing every nerve to add to the comforts of 
their plain but hospitable table. l\Ir. Lewis 
was charmed with all he saw, but especially 
with Agnes, - the delight he felt he com­
nrnnicatcd; for the brilliance of his conver­
sation exceeded eYcn what it had done in a 
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higher circJe; and :Mr. Rumney, perhaps 

flattered by that circumstance, exclaimed, 

the moment after he had shaken hands at 

parting \vith him, " "\Yell, what do you say 

to this ·wonderful young man? Have you 

ever seen any thing like him t, 
" -;\Te'l:er,,, returned his wife; " but still I 

liked him best when he took the children on 

his knee, and told them about his pranks and 

misfortunes ,vhen he ·was a little one.,, 

" That was natural enough for you, my 

love; but he has pleased me more than any 

thing, by explaining those peculiarities in 

perspective, which have so often puzzled me 

when a cending the mountains." 

" I admired him the most/ said Agnes, 

timidly, "when, at the ,·ery moment he was 

quoting that fine passage of poetry, at the 

name of mother, his own seemed to cross his 

mind, his eyes filled with tc.ars, and he was 

unable to proceed; for then I kne\,. that, 

surprismg and clever as he i , his heart felt 

ju~t as my own would have clone at such a 

sad remembrance." 
" Blc~s thee, my bonny bairn,'' said the 

1, 
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mother, tenderly kissing L2r; .. , his mother, 
with all the joy she must once have had in 
such a son, could not be happier than I am 
in my Aggy.,, 

1Ur. Lewis's. visit was soon renewed, and in 
a short time he became almost a constant in­
mate in the family; and as the timidity of 
Agnes gave way, and he discovered the abi­
lities she possessed, it was evident that he 
became more pleased with her conversation 
than even her person, which was uncommon­
ly attractive, though less striking to an in­
habitant than a stranger, as in her neigh­
bourhood almost every woman is delicately 
fair, and elegantly formecl; but there was 
something in the unpretending good sense, 
the artless propriety, and dignified su bmis­
sion, which marked the manner of Agnes in 
every action of her life, added to the com­
passionate tenderness and lively devotion 
which was occasionally exhibited in her con­
duct, that struck the feelings and attached 
the heart of l\Ir. Lewis. He ha<l spent much 
time amongst the great, the gay, and the ac­
complished,- where his various talents, ek-

c 3 
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gant manners, and fine person, had attracted 
their attention, and induced them to call 
forth all their powers of p~easing, since every 
person is anxious to be appreciated by those 
they consider proficients or judges: but he 
had never yet met ·with a young woman at 
once so simple and so wise, as Agnes: and 
he yielded with his accustomed submission 
to the prevailing impulse - to the passion 
which she had inspired, and which it was not 
difficult to render reciprocal in une already 
prepossessed in his favour. 

With an open countenance and ingenuous 
heart, Lewis honourably confessed to his re­
verend friend, that his paternal fortune was 

small, and nearly consumed by the unayoid­
able expenses contracted in pursuing his art; 
that he belieYed he had not, since the loss of 
his parents, conducted his affairs with all the 
prudence in the world; and that he was sub­
ject to impetuosity of temper, which some­
times hurried him into extravagancies he af­
ter wards repented of, and follies he despised; 
" but/' he added, " I have a heart capable' 
of unbounded tenderness; of sublime dcvo-

,'l 
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tion, and deep contrition. Thank God, my 
nature is undebased by vicious propensity, 
my name unstained by reproach; my errors 
have been the errors of genius, and have a 
claim on the mercy of all who know how to 
estimate the peculiarities attached to it.,, 

The frankness and humility of confession 
never fail to interest the heart ; and there 
was little doubt but the rector gave full cre­
dit to his young friend for all that was most 
amiable in his conduct, in this; - and the 
consciousness that he had not a shilling in 
the world to give his daughter, induced him 
to believe that it would ill become hirn to 
make any remarks on pecuniary matters. 
Lightly as :Mr. Lewis thought of his own 
property, it appeared wealth in the eyes of 
the good man, who had never possessed half 
so much in his life; and as he had heard him 
spoken of at the hall as a man of prodigious 
genius, who would be an honour to his coun­
try, and had actually beheld him receive a 
sum of money for one picture, equal to his 
whole income, he could not form any idea of 
\\ ant being attached to his daughter's future 
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situation ; and cone] uded that this indirect 

method of re-assuring his mind on a subject 

for which he felt no fears, was amongst the 

eccentricitjes which, in despite of his affec­

tion, he had sometimes painfully contemplat­

ed in his amiable young friend. 

But on other subjects the good man felt it 

a duty to be more explicit: he had many 

conversations with :l\Ir. Lewis on morals and 

religion ; on all of which the young man 

spoke with an air of lively animation and 

deep interest-as one that felt all the beauty 

of virtue, and the excellence of Christianity: 

-" 'Tis true," said the pastor, as relating 
these conversations to his anxious wife, ,..- he 

does not enter into particular disquisitions 

on lesser points quite so much as I could 

wish ; but I impute this to the difficulty of 

restraining that soaring fancy and ardent 

spirit, which naturally mingles its rhapsodies 

with the contemplation of divine things in 

the mind of a man of genius, and prevents 

him from stooping in all things to the letter 

of the law, by inspiring him with more noble 

conccptionf-, more exalted , icm, of the ex-

r. 
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cellence of our holy religion, and the beauty 

of truth, than minds of a common cast are 
favoured with.,' 

Mrs. Rumnefs mind, though sensible, 

acute, and vigorous, had been so long under 

the complete guidance of her husband, 

through whose more cultivated intellect, as 

a faithful medium, she looked on every ob­

ject, that it was no wonder she saw as he did, 

in an instance where her affections, like his 

own, were drawn forcibly towards one, who 

appeared not only calculated to make her 

daughter happy, but to raise her to that 

station of life they naturally concluded their 

beloved child was calculated to adorn; and 

where it was probable her good example 

might be efficacious to others, and not un­

likely that her acquaintance with that world 

to which they were nearly strangers, might 

enable her, in various ways, to benefit the 

younger branches of their still increasing 

family. Under these united considerations, 

therefore, they bestowed Agnes on the young 

man, in the fullest confidence of her happi­

ness; percc1vrng that she was most tcndcrl v 
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attached to him, and that she looked up to 
him ·with that veneration for his wisdom, and 
admiration of his talents, which they thought 
the proper characteristics of a wife,s affec­
tion. On his part, there was a sentiment of 
love so nearly approaching to idolatry for 
her, that the worthy pastor woulcl have 
thought it a subject for his severe reprehen­
sion; since in his opinion, ( which was al­
ways regulated by the word of God,) " in­
ordinate affection," even for the most ami­
able human being, was in a degree sinful; 
but he concluded that this sensation was a 
part of that enthusiasm which was insepa-
rable from true genius, he was therefore in­
duced to smile at that in his son-in-law 
which he would have condemned in another. 

For a short time after the marriage of 
Agnes, the young couple continued to re­
side in the rectory, in order to enable l\Ir. 
Lewis to finish a set of sketches he was taking 
from the surrounding scenery. This period 
was the holiday of Agnes,s life: she accom­
panied her beloved husband on his Yarious 
little expeditions for distant views; she ex-
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plored with him the wild dale, and traced 

the meadering rivulet, climbed the towering 

mountain, and gazed on the beauteous vale 

below, while, wi.th a painter's eye and poef s 

tongue, he led her from one object of in­

terest to another, expatiating on their beau­

ties, explaining their use in the great scale 

of creation, and, finally, glorifying the Al­

mighty hand, so eminently visible in scenes 

like these. From the humble rill that trick­

led down the pendent rock, to the proud 

lake that stretched its ample mirror through 

the broadest valley ; from the grassy hillock 

to the lofty mountain, his comprehensive 

glance pervaded whatever was beautiful and 

grand~ and felt in all, 

" These are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 

Almighty ! thine this universal frame, 

Thui- wondrous fair'---" 

The native refinement and energy of his 

young and pliant wife, soon enabled her to 

partake with no common fervour the elegant 

and sublime enthusiasm which affected his 

mind; hut yet she "as neither so delighted 

by the rnptures thus awakened, nor so d:rn-
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zled by the brilliance of powers thus dis­
played, as not to be conscious that the dif­
ferent hours, and more expensive habits of 
her husband, rendered her residence at her 
father's inconvenient and improper; and, 
painful as it v.ras to leave a home so dear, she 
by no means sought to protract her stay be­
yond the appointed time; though she left it 
with a degree of solicitude for future life, 
which until this time had never clouded her 
humble views, or troubled her contented 
bosom. 

CHAPTER II. 

I11 truth, he was a ~trange anrl wayward wight~ 
Foll(l of each gentle and each dreadful scene. 

BEATTIE, 

l\Ir. LE\VIS was the only surviving son of 
a gentleman, who had nearly expended a 
fine fortune in mechanical pursuits, which 
he had not the stcadine::.s to follow so as to 
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bring any single object to perfection, though 
he evinced powers sufficient to have fully 
effected that purpose. His son had received 
the education suitable for a liberal profession, 
but a direction of mind too desultory for any, 
until his seventeenth year, when he pro­
fessed himself determined on embracing that 
of a painter ;-a desire perfectly consonant 
to the wishes of his father, who obtained for 
him every aid his profession required; but 
at the same time, by instilling the belief that 
on his genius alone, he must depend for fu­
ture fame and fortune, defeated in a great 
measure the benefits he bestowed, in pro­
viding hi.s talents the means of cultivation; 
since his son was thereby encouraged to neg­
lect that application necessary in every pro­
fession, and taught to rest on fortuitous 
means for producing that, which is the re­
ward of well-exerted efforts and unwearied 
application of appropriate talents. The fa_ 
ther died very soon after the son's choice of 
a profession was settled, leaving his affairs 
in a state of so much derangement, that his 
widow, who had always been a most affec-

D 
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tionate wife and tender mother, was literally 
harassed to death with settling them. She 
had, however, the satisfaction of paying all 
his debts, reducing his scattered property to 
a tangible shape, and leaving her son in actual 
possession of about two thousand pounds, 
with which she hoped he would be enabled to 
set out advantageously in life, being assured 
by all who knew him, that he was a young 
man of the most promising talents, and being 
happy in the persuasion that he had an ex­
cellent disposition, and was not subject to 
any vicious propensity whatever. 

Young Lewis sincerely loved and lamented 
both his parents; but he neither took ,vaming 
from the errors into which one had fallen, 
from following blindly a pursuit praisewor­
thy in itself, but ruinous to him from his 
mismanagement and mutability, nor followed 
the advice and example of the oilier, by esti­
mating his own right of expenditure and 
powers of improvemPnt. Rash, impetuous, 
and enthusiastic-yet generous, affectionate, 
and ingenuous, he was perpetually led into 
the commission of follies which he repented 
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and despised, but whose recurrence he adopt­
ed no stable means of preventing. Attri­
buting his faults to weakness immediately 
connected with that superiority in himself, 
of which he felt too proud to examine mi­
nutely its claims to his partiality, or even 
his right to the distinction thus arrogated; 
and, as it served as an apology for idleness 
at some times, extravagance at others, and 
eccentricity in all,-as it had been ceded to 
him by his father, allowed him by his com­
panions, and was the attribute most dear to 
him in others,-he indulged himself in be­
lieving that he was influenced in all he did 
by possessing genius. 

This supposititious power did not, however, 
prevent the young man from knowing that it 
was by common application and regular study 
he had become master of all that which was 
indeed estimable in his attainments: and so 
long as the period lasted in which he placed 
himself under the direction of others, his pro­
gress was striking ; for his application was 
truly that of vigorous intellect, and a noble 
contempt of surrounding difficulties: but 



28 THE ~ON OF A GENIC~. 

when to the cares of his profession were add­
ed those of his worldly affairs, and the possi­
bility of turning his knowledge to profit, he 
manifested a carelessness amounting to folly, 
and an ignorance at which a schoolboy might 
blush; and, from his scorn of trifles and 
neglect of petty cares, was continually sub­
ject to serious inconveniences, and, in time, 
to alarming calamities. 

At the time of his marriage, lvfr. Lewis 
was about four-and-twenty, and, considering 
his youth, was in possession of a considerable 
degree of public favour: but as he had em­
braced landscape-painting (a branch of the 
art slow in the fame it bestows, and by no 
means lucrative until that fame is esta1lishcd), 
it was necessary to husband his little patri­
mony with prudence, unless he increased it 
by the ordinary method-that of teaching: 
but there was, according to his apprehension, 
a degradation in this mode of employing his 
talents, unworthy of him as a man of genius; 
he therefore applied himself exclusively to 
painting; and, professing himself devoted to 
his art, conceiYcd, with all the arc.lour natural 
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to his years and character, that success must 
ultimately crown his labours, more especially 
as he had made considerable progress in his 
father's studies, possessed a fine taste for 
poetry, and had spent much of his time in 
the composition of an epic poem, from which 
he promised himself the highest honours. 

But, alas! between the pen and the pencil, 
each applied to by turns, but neither with 
effect, month after month glided on, and Ag­
nes never perceived that the labours of her 
husband actually produced any money. For 
some time she forbore to make any remarks, 
or express any wishes on the subject, since 
all her modest wants were more liberally sup­
plied than she desired ; but as she found that 
all their expenditure arose from a principal, 
which was, by the confession of her husband, 
fast waning to a close, she became extremely 
anxious to sec those talents, on which she 
had so often meditated with delight, pro­
duce something like the harvest so long pro­
mised, especially as she was become the mo­
ther of a boy, whoin his father beheld with 
great delight and affection, and whom, from 
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his pa1·tiality to the painter of that name, he 

christened Ludovico Caracci. 
They now removed from the northern 

counties, where they had hitherto resided, to 

}\Ianchester, as a place of great importance 

for its wealth, and where the talents of a re­

spectable artist were likely to meet with that 

encouragement not to be expected in a more 

secluded situation. l\Ir. Lewis regarded his 

long residence among the mountains as a 

period of study in l\Tature,s best academy, 

and considered this the outset of his profes­

sional career. He had obtained many valu­

able introductions to various wealthy inhabi­

tants, and his hopes were so sanguine, that 

even the consciousne~s that he had not more 

than fifty pounds in the world left, to pro­

vide for daily increasing expenditure, failed 

to affect his spirits, or cast a cloud on his 

brow. 
He was well received at l\Ianchester by 

those to whom he looked as future patrons; 

the specimens of his talents exhibited in his 

rooms were much admired ~ some v:erc 

bought, others ordered; and Agnes partook 
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the happiness she had hoped for, though she 

lamented the expense incurred from residing 

in a place where the means of living were so 

l much more difficult than she had ever known 

them; she, however, applied herself with 

double diligence to the management of their 

household concerns, and endeavoured to sup­

ply by frugality the difference in their ex­

penditure. 
But now was the time of trial: hitherto 

l\lr. Lewis had followed the bent of his incli­

nation, as it directed his studies, or made 

those studies his amusement; he was now 

called upon (as every man is, more or less) 

to obey the will of others, and submit to 

certain privations, for certain rewards. But 
the desultory life he had so long led, his habit 

of placing Genius at the helm of his thoughts, 

and indulging in the belief of its all-control­

ling power, without examining how far ca­

price, idleness, and folly, assumed its name, 

either in his own mind or that of others, pre­

cluded him from every solid advantage offer­

ed to him. Pursuing the dictates of this snp-

posititious impulse, he scorned every other: 
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the pictures ordered were frequently never 
touched, or if painted, \Vere not according to 
the wishes of their owners ; they never were 
finished to any given time; and h frequently 
happened that a picture, on which all his 
hopes of subsistence depended, was abandon­
ed entirely, whilst he composed couplets in­
tended to garnish the corner of a newspaper, 
wasted his time in the perusal of a new novel, 
or, with more apparent wisdom, but to equal 
loss, pursued some mechanical speculation 
or learned hypothesis. If any person, who 
either felt for him that friendship his man­
ners seldom failed to inspire, or was really 
interested in this speedy condusion of the 
\Vork then on his easel, presumed to remon­
strate with him on this unfortunate misap­
plic..:ati0n of hit: time, he never failed to in­
sist upon " the utter impossibility of bind­
ing minds of a superior class to common 
rules;,, gave a thousand instances in which 
men of genius had acted in the same eccen­
tric manner; declared that the moment of 
in,;piration mu5t be employed, but cannot be 

.. ' 

I , 

t · 1 ., 
'r 
•. 

. 
11' 

: 1 

'-



TIIE SON OF A GENIUS. 33 

pressed into the service of art; and that the 
independence of his mind should never yield 
to the shackles which the restraints of pru­
dence threw over souls of a more vulgar 
mould and meaner destination. 

The total negligence of the wishes of his 
patrons was particularly disgusting to the 
wealthy merchants and manufacturers of 
1\Ianchester, who, used to regularity in all 
their proceedings, and seldom educated in a 
manner that could make them comprehend 
the nature of that mental labour which is in 
fact the life of the art, viewed his errors with 
too much austerity, and aggravated the 
fault, which appeared the greater, because, 
in opposition to their own mode of action. 
They condemned him,, not more than he de­
spised them. After three years, residence 
he left 1\Ianchester, with a determination ne­
ver more to reside iu a manufacturing town, 
and set out for York, taking with him a wife 
and three little children, who left a place 
,dth regret where they had experienced much 
personal kindness, and where Agnes had seen 
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that, with common prudence, it was very 
possible not only to live in comfort, but to 
secure an ample independence. 

A very short time served to convince l\Irs. 
Lewis, that if the evils of narrow-minded 
tradesmen were severely felt in their late re­
sidence, the narrow purses of gentry, living 
for the most part on stated incomes, were 
likely to be more severely felt at the present; 
Lut she had some consolation from the cheap­
ness of the place, and from perceiving the 
kind consideration with which her husband 
was treated by people of real superiority. 
Lewis, for his part, was delighted: he found 
himself amongst kindred souls, and felt as if 
he was now, for the first time, brought into 
that world which he was formed to enjoy and 
to embellish; every where courted, invited, 
and admired, his presence seemed necessary 
to enliven every party, and to give zest to 
every enjoyment; for, as he was known to 
be a man of family, as well as a man of ge­
nius, every house in Y m·k ,,·as open to rc­
cciYe him; and literary acquaintance, lively 
friends, and admiring amateurs, surrounded 
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him on every side, while agreeable invitations 
poured in from every quarter. 

But in this round of engagements all em­
ployment was suspended, and for a time even 
painting was forgotten: unfortunately, the 
interesting antiquities, the fine cathedral, and 
many local advantages of York, awoke ad­
miration, which affected him rather as a Poet 
than a Painter, and every solitary ramble 
and unengaged hour were given to the com­
position of poetry. By degrees this passion 
gained still more ground, and, with the true 
spirit of a poet, he withdrew from all com­
pany, abandoned every other pursuit, and, 
wrapt in the sublime contemplation of the 
past, became completcl y absorbed in this 
single subject; so that at the time when the 
city was filling with company, wl10 rnight 
have been really beneficial to him, and to 
whom it was the intention of his new friends 
to introduce him, he ,vas so distracted with 
the though ts of being torn from his loved 
employment, that he hastily fled from the 
city, took i-efuge in a distant farm-house, 
and determined to lin~ in the closest retire-
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ment till he had accomplished his task, which 
was, writing an Epic Poem, entitled " Con­
stantine the Great.'' 

During the time when he had been visit­
ing jn York, though admired and caressed 
by all, his wife and infants had lived in a 
solitary lodging, where, with melancholy fore­
bodings, she had endeavoured to keep up 
her i::pirits in the hope of better times, and 
by every method of the most self-denying 
economy, to delay the approach of want. As, 
however, it was impossible to avoid running 
in debt for mere necessaries, her anxiety be­
came more distressing; and her creditors were 
so urgent for payment, when her husband 
thus incautiously forsook her, leaving her a 
message to follow him, without reflecting on 
the necessity of settling their affairs, that she 
was obliged to compromise in the best man­
ner she was able, by disposing of all the little 
furniture they had brought with them, and 
the greatest part of her husband's books. 
This circumstance was quickly spread; their 
credit was universally blasted; and when the 
poem was finished, and the author presented 
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it, under the idea of a liberal subscription 
being entered upon for it, which would doubt­
less have been the case three months before, 
he found from the bookseller that he was 
universally regarded in York as an idle, dis­
sipated man, who ran into debt he had no 
means of discharging, and exposed his wife 
and innocent children to bear the brunt of 
misfortune and the sufferings of poverty. 

Stung more with the severity of this sen­
tence than the truth it contained, since he con­
ceived that the very people who pronounced 
it were those who, on his arrival, had made 
him idle and dissipated, and now, when by 
incessant application he had redeemed his 
character, abandoned him without mercy, he 
hastily repaired to his unhappy wife, declar­
ing that he would instantly fly to the metro­
polis, where alone he could publish his poem, 
and where genius never failed to meet with 
patrons whose wealth and liberality ensured 
the success due to superior talent. 

Thi~ scheme was found impracticable : the 
utmost limits of their power only enabled 
them to proceed to Leeds, where they were 
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with increasing avidity ; became again a 
painter; and so long as no ·one troubled him 
with claims for money he could not pro­
duce, was perfectly easy how his boys were 
fed or clothed ; their smiles were delightful 
to him, and every display of talent they 
evinced transported him: but of their real 
comforts, or their future destination, he either 
thought not at all, or when, by some pressing 
circumstances, forced to think, he shrunk 
from with a weakness that enervated, or self­
reproach that ovenvhelmed him. 

By degreesl the artist emerged from the 
obscurity that attended his first appearance 
at Leech; and a bookseller having permitted 
his pictures to be hung in his shop, was so 
fortunate as to dispose of two of them. This 
circumstance renovated the spirits of Lewis: 
he took better lodgings immediately; re­
plenished his wardrobe; increased his stock 
of materials ; sent his eldest son to school; 
and considerably extended his credit ·with 
various new tradesmen ;-but he neglected 
to pay those who had trusted him, and 
whom he thus made his enemies, to the sin-
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cere grief and mortification of his wife, whose 

utmost endeavours could not enable her to 

repay them ; for, as he was now much at 

home, it ,vas impossible for her to carry 011 

her employment with effect, especially as she 

was again likely to increase her family, and 

her second son was a very delicate boy, and 

occupied much of her attention. Many a 

heart-breaking sigh did she breathe over 

him, under the distressing idea that the 

hardships to which he had been exposed, in 

consequence of their poverty, had preyed 

upon his constitution; for notwithstanding 

all that may be said, ,tnd with truth, re­

specting the healthiness of poor people's 

children, yet it will not be found that scanty 

meals and long-protracted fasts produce firm 

flesh and ruddy looks. Agnes well remem­

herc~d that her boys at :l\Ianchester were 

blessed with both, and her heart sickened at 

the present contrast; but she endeavoured 

in all her sorrows to look up to her heavenly 

Father for consolation and strength, and, as 

far as it was possible, to lead her poor babes 

to the same celestial fountain ;-and many a 
E3 
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time did the little boys, kneeling on each 
side of their prostrate mother, with clasped 
hands and devout looks, listen to her fervent 
prayers for their welfare and that of her be­
loved p:utner, who at some times fervently 
partook of their devotions, but never with­
out evidently suffering so much, that the 
tender heart of his wife almost shrunk from 
witnessing emotions, which she perceived 
were indications of sensibility, unaccompanied 
by resolution, and unattended by reform. 
From time to time he suffered every oppor­
tunity, for really benefiting himself and fa_ 
mily, to e~.cape, either from a carelesE>ness 
,vhich lost the hour for securing employ­
ment, a haughtiness which rejected it, or, 
what was prejudicial in the highest degree, a 
versatility in the application of }fr· talents, 
which, while it evinced his real superiority, 
prevented every effect that might haye been 
expected. After three years' residence in 
a rich, populous, and hospitable town, Agnes 
found herself again with a babe at her breast, 
her second son in his cofffo, and her eldest, 
pale~ cmaeiatccl, and weeping by her side, 
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without money to procure support for the 

one, or interment for the other-surrounded 

by creditors she could not satisfy, and far 

distant from all her natural connexions,­

yet forced to urge the instant departure of 

her dejected husband, lest every pang she 

felt should be aggravated by seeing him 

dragged to a long-threatened prison. 

CHAPTER III. 

But. why should I his childish feats display ? 

Concourse, and noise, and toil, he ever fled, 

Nor cared to mingle in the clamorous fray 

Of squabbling imps--
BEATTIE. 

Luoovrco was at this period nearly eight 

years old ; he was tall of his age, but ex­
tremely slender; his face was very pale, but 

his black C) es were full of intelligence; and 

the brown hair which hung in clustering 
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curls on his forehead, gave him, notwith­
standing his wan looks and shabby clothes, 
the air of a chjld who had seen better days­
especially as his face and the collar of his 
shirt ,vere al ways clean ; and, from being 
used to ramble much with his father, he had 
acquired grace and agility in his gait, and 
the air of a gentleman in his whole deport­
ment. 

His temper, when a mere child, had been 
impetuous, and he inherited from his father 
a quickness of conception that frequently led 
him to discover and resent imagined injury ; 
but at the same time he was so warmly at­
tached to all arOltnd him, so open to convic­
tion, and so truly sorry for having given 
offence to any human being, so anxiou:s to 
make reparation for error, and so grateful 
for its acceptance, that, although he often 
did wrong, he never continued in disgrace. 
As his mother well knew that a life spent in 
erring and atoning is inconsistent and u:sc­
less, it was her particular object so to control 
this error jn early life, that it might never 
impede his happinc.: .J, or ohstrud his pro-



THE SON OF A GENIUS. 45 

gress in virtue, beyond the days of infancy ; 

and so wisely had she applied her tender cares 

to this purpose, that at the period we speak 

of, a child more amiable, docile, and tractable, 

could not be found ; although his vivacity 

was still great, and his powers of mind, either 

as eYinced by fortitude or perseverance, very 

extraordinary, except when bowed down, as 

at present, by severe a:ffiiction: for severe 

indeed was the stroke which separated him 

from a brother, whom he not only loved as 

such ·with the tenderest affection, but who 

had been the only companion he had ever 

known. The poverty which had hung over 

him having shut him from the houses of the 

rich, and the refinement naturally imbibed 
from parents like his, together with the 

cares of his mother, having rendered it im­

possible for him to associate with children of 

a lower class. From these, during the short 

period he was at school, he had been accus­
tomed to receive much insult, on account of 

the difficult pronunciation of his name, which 

had therefore only tended to render him still 

fonder of a brother who was similarly situ-
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ated, and who was likewise so meek-tem­
pered, and so fond of him, that, in all their 
childish sports and various competitions, 
there was never found a disposition to 
quarrel with each other; for Ludovico ,, as 
not more inclined to take the lead, than Ra­
phael to give it to him. 

Such was the boy, who, after lamenting 
many hours, as one that " refused to be com­
forted,,, over the dead body of his beloved 
brother, witnessed the still acuter pang 
which his mother felt when emptying her 
little purse of the few hard-earned shillings 
which remained, she put them into the hands 
of his father, and besought him to take ad­
vantage of the night, and hasten out of the 
country, ere the law should seize him. The 
bitter sorrow visible in his countenance, as he 
glanced his eye over the wretched apartment 
he was quitting, arrested that of Ludovico; 
he watched its pathetic expression as pur­
suing each object of love and interest; it re­
garded first the coffin of the departed chiltl­
then the: cradle of the sleeping babe-his own 
sw·ollen face and weeping eyes-and lm>tly, 
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the wasted form and pallid countenance of 

his mother, on which it rested with an ex­

pression of sorrow that seemed to cone.en trate 

all human misery. 
The boy flew into his father's arms ; he 

sobbed convulsively upon his bosom ; he felt 

as if his Yery heart was breaking. " 1\Iy 
poor fellow !" said Lewis, struggling with 

himself, "my dear boy ! do not give way to 

this sorrow; remember, it is your duty to 

exert yourself for your mother,s sake; I 

leaye her to your care, Ludovico ; she has 

now no other comforter ; remember that, my 
dear, my only son.,, The father pressed him 

to his heart, and fled. 
" "\Ve have a Comforter above," said his 

mother, approaching the bewildered and 

overpowered boy : " and to that Comforter 

we must both look, my dear; but you know 

we can only have a right to do so by con­

trolling our immoderate grief. It is natural 
that you should mourn for Raphael, that 

you should lament parting with your father 

at such a time of affliction, for our blessed 

Lord himself wept at the tomb of Lazarus; 
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but you know, Ludovico, he did not indulge 
in affliction, he did not increase the sorrows 
in which he sympathized by his own eaxess.,' 

Ludovico promised to subdue his grief, 
and he sought divine assistance; then turn­
ing to his mother, he said, "Oh, mother! 
if I could indeed help you, I should be hap­
py even now-I feel I should.,, 

" You will help and comfort me most at 
present, by endeavouring to sleep, my child. 
l\f y fears for your health outweigh eyery 
other.,, 

Ludovico kissed her, and crept to his soli­
tary bed, which, though the night was far 
advanced, he had feared to visit, from a con­
sciousness that it would renew his sorrow ; 
but his recent agitation had spent itself, and 
a ray of hope that he was yet capable of 
assisting and comforting his mother solaced 
his mind; and in a long and ardent prayer, 
he poured out his heart to Him that "de­
spiseth not the day of small things ; ,, after 
which he sunk into a sound and refreshing 
slumber, and which, though not a long one, 
renewed his strength. Hearing uncommon 
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noises in the streets, he recollected that it 

was a great fair; and concluded that, though 

early, it was better to rise, and collect the 

various thoughts which he well remembered 

had occupied his mind the morning before. 

On entering the sitting-room, he perceived 

his poor mother just as he had left her; and 

though she had now his little sister in her 

arms, yet it was plain, from the appearance 

of her work-table, that she had been sitting 

up all night making gloves, and he doubted 

not it was with the intention of disposing of 

them in the fair. After an affectionate salu­

tation to her and the babe, and one tender 

look towards the melancholy corner which 
contained the loved remains of his brother, 
he busied himself with looking up several 

articles that were scattered round the room, 

but with an air of such quietness, that his 

mother fancied he was attaching some little 

mystery to his employment; and rejoicing 

that he was going to adopt any means of dis­

sipating his distress, she appeared not to re­

gard him, but fixed her eyes attentiYcly on 

her nursling; whilst LudoYico, having col-
F 
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lected various necessaries for drawing, wlnch 
had naturally become his chief employment, 
and had always been his favourite amuse­
ment, sat himself down on the floor opposite 
to her. 

One party absorbed in deep and sorrowful 
reflections, the other in great but not hope­
less solicitude; both were silent for a con­
siderable time: at length ~Irs. Lewis said, 
" Come, child, you have been up nearly two 
hours; get your breakfast." 

'' Presently, mother; I ha,·e nearly finished 
my picture, but cannot moYe till I have 
clone it.,, 

Iii about ten minutes Ludovico arose, and 
presented to his mother a coarse but not ill­
conceiYed picture of herself and the babe, 
which she approved of very much, though 
she pointed out some improvements, which 
he readily adopted; then despatching his 
breakfast in great haste, hut not till he had 
prevailed on his mother to take her,s a] so, he 
resumed his employment. As his celerity 
increased by practice, in the middle of the 
day h~ found that he had made si\. pictun's 
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of his mother, upon as many half sheets of 
paper; and he now began to mount them 
upon press-paper, which he begged from the 
ma~ter of the lodgings, who was a clothier, 
and used it in the pressing of his cloth; hav­
ing done this, he drew lines round them, 
which he £lled with Indian ink, and thus 
finished them in a tidy manner; but all this 
was accompanied with the same air of secrecy 
with which it was begun; and scarcely could 
the affiicted mother ref use a smile at the im­
portant and mysterious air assumed by he:r 
industrious boy, whom she had ahvays en­
couraged in pursuing whatever he engaged 
in with perseverance and ardour, as the ne­
ver-failing means of ultimate success. 

In the course of the afternoon, the person 
whom she had engaged to take her little par­
cel of gloves came for them; and as she was 
not quite prepared, Ludovico stepped out 
unperceived while she detained him. After 
this business was over, she was somewhat 
surprised that he did not return; but con­
cluding that he was trying to get more press­
paper from the master of the house, v,as not 



4 

52 THE SON OF A GENIUS. 

sorry for an absence that would be beneficial 
to him; but when evening came, and upon 
inquiry she found that he had not been be­
low, and was certainly out of the house, she 
became extremely uneasy, and felt more bit­
terly than ever the full extent of her wretched 
situation-thus trebly bereft of her comforts. 

During all the distress which l\Irs. Lewis 
had experienced since she left the happy, 
though humble roof of her father, she had 
never yet acquainted her parents with more 
of her real situation than was absolutely ne­
cessary, feeling, that to make them farther 
informed of her unhappiness would be only 
increasing their burthen without lightening 
her own ; though she was well aware that 
the utmost relief they could render her ,vould 
be speedily accorded. It now struck her 
that her poor boy, deprived of the company 
of his brother, ,rould be placed to the great­
est advantage under the roof of his grand­
father, who, she doubted not, would afford 
him the protection he so much wanted at this 
time; and she was debating in her own mind 
on the necessity of the step, and struggling 
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to overcome the dread she felt of parting 

with a child so inexpressibly dear, when the 

door was suddenly opened by Ludovico, who, 

with an air of wildness in his countenance, 

ran to the spot where she sat, fell on his 

knees before her, and laying his face on her 

lap, burst into tears,-at the same time seiz­

ing her hand, which he devoured with kisses, 

he placed in it a crown piece, and two shil-

lings. 
" 1\Iy child! my clear boy! who gave you 

this money ?" 
"Oh, mother! mother! I have sold them 

all, - all my pictures. At first I was sadly 

m,hamed, when I went out and stood in the 

market-place: but as people came to me and 

ask.eel me what I would take for them, I said 

a shilling a-piece; so two women came and 

bought each one ; and then a man, who 

sold toys, came and put this crown in my 

hand and took the other four away with 

him, and told me to paint a dozen more 

before next Tuesday, and he would buy them 

all - and - - a1Hl - i:s not thi" gooc.l news, 

mother?" 
F3 
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" Indeed, my love, it is: but why do you 
cry, Ludovico?" 

" Oh, mother, I cannot help it: yesterday 
I was so very wretched, because poor Ra­
phael was dead ; and father and you looked 
so unhappy, I could not help wishing it 
would please God to take me too, and I cried 
for exceeding great sorrow: but now I feel 
as if I had much rather live and be a comfort 
to you: and since I have sold my little pic­
tures, it has made me so happy, I feel my 
heart swelling quite full, very full of joy.'' 

Again the boy wept, and his mother, strain­
ing him to her fond heart, which rose to 
Heaven in silent gratitude for such a gift, 
wept also. 

After a long pause, Ludovico, recovering 
serenity, cheerfully said, ""\Vho knows, dear 
mother, but I have a genius, and may one 
day be a great man ? I am sure if I lzave, 
I shall always thank God for giving it to me, 
for your sake and the baby's, and poor fa_ 
ther's sake too. Oh, I wish that Raphael 
had lived, if it had been only till to-day, that 
he might have felt as I do just now." 
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Agnes was loth to repress the generous 

hopes and ennobling enthusiasm. which, at 

this moment, so evidently enlivened the heart 

of her amiable child; but she felt it her 

duty to impress, in this hour of awakened 

feeling- this early outset in the life of a 

child, forced by circumstances to premature 

reflection and exertion, the necessity of just-

1 y estimating his own powers, and the nature 

of the path he seemed appointed to tread. 

Taking both his hands in hers as he still knelt 

at her feet, with a look of great tenderness~ 

but deep solemnity, she said, " :My dear 

child, God has given to you and to all men 

talents; by the prudent and persevering, 

who not only use but improve them, every 

thing really desirable may always be attain­

ed; but without indu try, and the proper 

application of that indu try, no natural gift 

can pos~ibly avail them. Therefore, though 

it is only just and right that you hould 

thank God for enabling you to be of use to 

your parent , and praise IIim, who is in­

deed the giver of every good and perfect 

gift; seeking with humility and diligence for 
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his blessings on your endeavour:;, and hi:; 
direction in all your pursuits; yet remem­
ber, it is foolish and presumptuous to expect 
success, even in a good cause, otherwise than 
as He has appointed: ::md it is His will that 
we attain all real ad vantages, both for this 
world and that which is to come, by ear­
nestly endeavouring to obtain them by vigi­
lance.,, 

"But then, what does my father mean by 
saying so often that Genius conquers all 
things: and telling me about so many great 
men who had genius?" 

" The great men he speaks of, having a 
decided preference for some particular art or 
science, pursued with unceasing diligence 
every means which was likely to contribute 
to their attainment ; this preference is called 
taste, and united with this perseverance, it 
produced that superiority which became ge­
nius. Do you understand me, my dear?" 

"Perfectly, mother; for I remember when 
Raphael was making a kite, he coulcl not do 
it at all; and as father used to say he was 
a goud child, but hacl no gvniu;-;, I _ thought 
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it was of no use to leave off drawing to teach 

him: but he wanted a kite; and he tried, 

and tried, till at last he made this pretty one, 

which I will keep for his sake: and then 

father said, ' Well, I declare the boy has 

really a genius for kite-making.' I suppose, 

in general, people call a taste, or just having 

a liking for things, having a genius; but if 

they think that will do, they are sadly mis­

taken ; I know that by myself.. Why, mo­

ther, do you know I have been drawing your 

face and the baby's with pencil only, for 

many weeks, but I would not waste paint on 

it till I was quite sure of doing good; because 

many a tirne, when I have seen father waste 

things, you have looked so sad, and given 

such deep sighs when nobody heard you but 

111e." 

" Yes, my child, our Father who is in 

Heaven heard them; and in teaching you to 

feel for your mother, proved that the wrrow­

ful sighing of an humble heart ascended not 

to his mercy-seat in vain: let this be ever 

your comfort, my child; and in cycry exer­

tion you make for yourself, remember, that 
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although success may not crown your endea­
vours, though ever so well exerted, ( which is 
sometimes, though not frequently, the case,) 
that you have an unfailing friend in heaven, 
who can render your sufferings the means of 
blessedness, and who never fails to help those 
who put their trust in him." 

This interesting conversation received a 
dreadful interruption by the mistress of the 
lodging-house, who entered to say, she had 
just heard that J\Ir. Lewis was arrested, and 
at that moment lodged in the jail at the suit 
of his tailor; and she added, that as there 
was now no likelihood that they would be 
able to pay for their lodgings, she was will­
ing to forgive them the little which was due 
in arrears, provided they would bury the 
little boy, and leave the place to-morrow 
evenmg. 

This dreadful event, long foreseen by ~Irs. 
Lewis, yet not less deplored on that account, 
for a moment completely overcame her, and 
she fell back in her chair almost fainting; 
while Ludovico inquired, with cager and 
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trembling haste, where the wicked men had 

caught his poor father. 
" Wicked ! indeed, there be no wickedness 

in people seeking their own, as I know of. -

"\,Vhy, your father did just as your people of 

genus always do; instead of running away 

out of the county as he should, knowing as 

how there was a writ out against him-what 

does he do? but when he'd got a few miles 

out a town, an' his flutter was gone off as it 

were, but down he sits afore an old oak tree, 

and begins to take it down in one of his 

books ; so the foaks az corned to the fair 

seed him, and they tdled those az telled the 

baileys, who set off and tok him without 

trouble, only that he begged and prayed of 

all things--" 
" For what did he beg?' cried the wife, 

starting forward in extreme distress. 

" He begged of all things they would let 

him finish his sketch of the old oak, and 

shured them it was worth twenty guineas; 

but I warrant nobody else will say that but 

some genus like his se1f :-for my part, I be 
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sor.ry for you, very sorry: God forbid my 
Nanny should ever marry such as he; hut 
we must take care of ourselves; not but if 
little Lu, Lu- what's his name? - ever 
comes for press-paper, or aught else, to our 
house, he be 's heartily welcome; for I will 
say, a nicer, civiller sort of a body than 
you never darkened my doors ; and as to th' 
master, he's a nice man, and quite a better­
more sort of a genteel persoll; but, dear 
heart, with all his 'bilitics he '11 niver get 
bread, being as how he sticks to nothing, as 
it were." 

To the great relief of l\Irs. Lewis, the 
good. ·woman, who lamented and scolded in 
the same breath, now withdrew: and, after 
a long and painful silence, at length Ludo­
vico broke it, by saying, " l\lother, l\Irs. 
Holmes said the men were not wicked who 
took my dear father; but surely they were? 
When he spoke of them yesterday, he called 
them cruel creditors, and hard-hearted 
wretches, you know.1

' 

" Your father was then i11 a state of severe 
affliction, and, in his apprehension of that 
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misfortune which has actually happened, he 
spoke with more asperity than was j usti:fiable, 
which, you know, we all do when we are 
either ,,ery angry or very sorry, and for which 
we afterwards see ourselves to blame." 

" Then it is not wiclcecl to put people in 
prison t' 

" No, my dear, not wicked, but certainly 
unkind, and in some cases cruel; but I do 
not say 1\Ir. Bradley is cruel, though I feel 
extremely distressed at his conduct ; he has 
waited a long time for his money, has known 
that your father has had the power of paying 
him, but neglected to do it,- and these 
things have vexed him." 

" Then he is not a bad man t' 
" No, my dear, he is a good man; regular 

in his own payments, desirous of maintaining 
his family, and very charitable to the poor; 
but, not being possessed of much knowledge, 
he is not aware of the difficulties which are 
always found to attend men in your father's 
profession." 

"I will never run into debt," said the boy 
thoughtfully; "especially with t"gnorant peo­

G 
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ple :-it breaks my heart to think my fath'er 

should sleep by himself in a prison ; let us 

go to him, dear mother." 
l\:Irs. Lewis, as well as her trern bling limbs 

would permit her, put on her bonnet and 

shawl for that purpose: but, on casting a 

look towards the coffin, knew not what was 

best to do. Ludovico read her thoughts. 

" Go by yourself, dear mother : I will re­

main here - I will not leave the room for 

a moment. I tun not afraid to stay with 

dear Raphael; surely you do not think I 

am, believing, as I do, that he is gone to 

Heaven, and that the eye of Goel is now 

looking down on us both.'' 
" Thou art my' manna in the wilderness,',, 

said the fond mother, clasping him a moment 

to her breast., and then flying, as well as sh8 

was able, to the wretched abode of her more 

wretched partner, whom she found so com­

pletely overpowered by the severity of those 

reflections which had crowded upon him 

since his entrance into this melancholy home, 

as to be actually ill; -and dreadfolly divided 

as her heart was between two objPcts so dear 
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to her, she yet felt it was impossible to for­
sake her husband; and the njght was passed 
by Ludovico alone in the chamber of death, 
rendered more melancholy by the mournful 
certainty that nothing less than a strong ne­
cessity for remaining with his a-fHicted father, 
whose acute distress he had too often wit­
nessed, would haYe kept his mother from re­
turning to him. 

,vhen Ludovico began to think on his mo­
ther, and retrace not only the many excellent 
precepts with which she had ever stored his 
mind, and that of the dear child ·who was still 
his silent companion, he was led to consider 
her conduct also. " 1\Iy mother does not sit 
down and cry over misfortunes only; no, she 
does all she can to get out of them, and I 
must clo my best too. Suppose I write a 
letter to beg this person will set my poor 
father at liberty ; or had I not better take 
my best clothes back to him ?-it will be 
something towards the debt: and then, next 
week I shall haYe done the pictures, and if I 
have a crown for four, how much shall I get 
for a dozen t' 
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As Ludovico had only learned a very little 
of accounts from his mother, this sum, though 
small, was a lesson to him : in settling that, 
he was led to propose other questions of the 
same kind, which amused his mind, and in 
the midst of his calculations he fell asleep, 
(having had very little the preceding night,) 
nor awoke till the rays of the sun fell warm 
upon his face, when he arose, and recollect­
ing his resolutions, prepared all his little 
powers for a successful attack upon the feel­
ings of his father's creditor ; and finding the 
people of the house were up, he request­
ed their attention to the room he left, :mcl 
with his own and poor Raphael's clothes 
bundled up, ,.vas proceeding to the tailor's 
house with his offering, when that person 
himself entered the door, and by his sudden 
appearance disconcerted every word of the 
pathetic appeal poor Ludovico had intended 
to have made. 

" Where's your mother, child t' 
" l\'.Iy mother took the babe in her arms, 

about ten o'clock last night, and went to the 
prison to my father." 
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" Bless my soul ! is that a coffin t' 
"Yes, sir; my poor brother died the day be­

fore yesterday, and we mnst bury him to-day." 

" Sad work this, child ! What are you 

going to do with that bundle? Pawn it, I 

suppose, ey, child?" 
"It is my best clothes, and poor Raphael's; 

I was bringing them to you; I hope, sir,-

1 beg, sir, you will sell them, and let the 

money help to take my father out of prison." 

'' And who told you to do this?" 

" Nobody told me; but I know my mother 

will not be angry, for she is always unhappy 

about debts; and now she is quite, quite 

wretched, because father is in the jail." 

"Ay, ay, I see what you want, but I 

shan't let him out; because for why? I know 

it '11 do him good to stay in a bit; it '11 teach 

him to know what's what: but don't you go 

for to think I'm hard-hearted, for now I'll 

tell you what I'll do-I'll find your mother 

money to bury this poor boy, and you shall 

haYe your clothes to go to the funeral in ; 

and when that's oYer, come to me, and I 

shall ::.a\ :-;omcthing to \ ou." 
G 3 
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,vith these words, the tailor brushed away 
a tear from his eyes, threw some money on 
the table, and departed, leavjng Ludovico 
uncertain whether he was most grateful for 
present relief, or vexed at the detention of 
his father, for whom he felt so much affec­
tion, and whose situation appeared to him so 
dreadful, that he could not help still consi­
dering is as cruel and unmerited. 

CHAPTER IV. 

Charity never faileth. 

,v HE~ poor l\Irs. Lewis, accorn panied by 
her son, returned from paying her last duties 
to the sweet child who had for so long a 
time been the object of her solicitude, she 
found the person with whom she had lodged 
standing on the outside of her chamber-door, 
with the babe she had been obliged to con­
~ign to her care, ready to dcliH~1 it along 
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with her clothes, but resolute in denying her 

admittance to her lodgings, which, she said, 

were already disposed of to those who could 

pay for them. 
lUrs. Lewis was utterly unable to contend 

the point ; she pressed her little girl to her 

aching heart, and bent her steps towards hel' 

husband's abode, followed by Ludovico, who 

having, in the course of the day, visited his 

father, and conveyed to him his materials for 

painting, now took up the bundle which con­

tained their united wardrobe, and prepared 

to follow ; at the same time, mentioning his 

engagement with lVfr. Bradley, the tailor, 

with whom he proposed to leave the clothes 

he now wore. 
His mother, approving his design, accom­

panied him to the tailor's, who said he was 

an honest child, and added, " though but a· 

little one, I can teach him to cover buttons 

soon ; and if so be as he will promise to be 

good, I will take him into the house; he shall 

sleep with my 'prcntice, and I will teach him 

to work for his living, and feed him as if he 

were my O\\ n:· 
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Agnes cast a melancholy look at her chilcl; 
she dreaded taking him to the receptacle 
\vhither she was condemned to go; yet every 
feeling of lo11g-no11rished hope sunk at the 
idea of tltus bestowing that child, whose mind 
she had nurtured, and whose talents she was 
convinced deserved a far different destina­
tion; but when she considered how contami­
nating is the touch of impurity, she could 
not help wishing to secure him this humble 
asvlum, from a consciousness that it was far ., 

better than the haunts of that abode to which 
she was doomed. Thanking the honest man 
for the offer, she turned to Ludovico, ·who, 
shrinking from the proposal, was now closely 
pressing to her side. 

,~ ,vhat do you say, my dear, to l\Ir. 
Bradley ,s offer ?" 

" I am much, ve1:l/ much obliged, but I 
had rather go with you, mother." 

" vVhat ! to idleness and starvation t' said 
the tailor. 

" No, sir, I shall work very hard : I earn­
ed seven shillings yesterday with my own 

hands; mother knows I did." 
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l\Irs. Lewis explained this to the astonish­

ed hearer, adding, that, '' Notwithstanding 

his temporary success, she had rather leave 

him in good hands, fearful of the injury his 

mind might receive from the associates of 

the jail." 
" Look yet said the tailor, " I'm not such 

a fool as not to see, that a boy with his sort 

of larning, and a better trade than mine at 

his fingers' ends, should not go for to spend 

his days at my work-board, neither can I 

afford to keep hjm without working; but I'll 

tell you what I '11 do, he shall lodge here, 

and so long as he can keep himself by his 

little thingnmby pictures, he shall; and when 

that's done, which I take it '11 be very soon, 

if he '11 take to my trade, well and good." 

This plan relieved the mother's heart, while 

it awoke with new force the honest ambition 

of her son, who pursued his avocation with 

unremitting diligence, constantly spending 

the principal part of every day with his pa­

rents, and preparing his little pictures for 

sale, in which he soon became so expert, that 

the man who had employed him, and who 
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was a hawker of petty wares round the neigh­
bourhood, declared he ,vas oYerstockea with 
the first pattern, and expressed a wish for 
some other; so that Ludovico, from painting 
his mother and sister, turned his thoughts to 
domestic animals, and after various efforts, 
at length produced <logs and cats with equal 
success and rapidity: which the vender ob­
serving, abated his price; -a circumstance 
which at length incited Ludovico's determi­
nation to conquer the diffidence he had felt, 
and offer them for sale on the following mar­
ket-clay himself. 

This scheme fully ans,vcted his purpose, 
for as he offered his first production in silence, 
a report prevailed that he was a " little 
foreigner, which was magnified into his being 
a Papist, selling pictures of the Virgin and 
Child;,, and as every thing marvellous ob­
tains celebrity, poor Ludovico's productions 
were not only speedily sold, but many coun­
trywomen gave him an apple out of their 
baskets, or a piece of cake from their pock­
ets, as a mark of sympathy for his suppo cd 
rni:,fortunes iu losing hi country and friends. 
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Ludovico had. hitherto carried all his gams 

innrn.:diatcly to his mother; but he was so 

elated by the success of this day, in which 

he had taken fifteen shillings, tlnt he con­

ceiYed the heroic design of rescuing his father 

from captivity, and, on retiring to his lodg­

ings, he ventured to ask 1Ir. Bradley how 

much money would get his father out of 

pn-on. 
" SeYenteen pouuds is your father's debt 

to me, my little fellm.,,·." 
,Vith a look of great importance, Ludo­

vico laid all his earnings on the table. 

" "r ell done, my noble boy! your money 

doesn·t go in gingerbread, that's a plain case. 

I cannot, however, think of taking it; but 

this I will say, that when your father pays 

me one hnlf uf his debt, I will let him out: 

in the mean time, he lives in cheap lodgings, 

and no worse for biting the bridle, in my 

mind at least. But I'll tell you what, there 

will be a great fair in three weeks at ,v ake­

fielc.l, and if you get a stock of your dogs 

and cats, and babies ready, you will sell them 

well, my br>y, if you send them there:' 
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With diligent delight poor Ludovico now 
went to work, resolving to save every penny 
he could procure; but his incessant exertions 
injured his health, and as his mother would 
not hear of his going at a distance to dispose 
of his pictures, he was obliged to sell off his 
large stock at very low prices to his old cus­
tomer, the pedlar; who, on his part, declar­
ed that he could not pay for them till he had 
sold them. To this arrangement Ludovico 
made no objection, so delighted was he with 
the largeness of the sum he was about to re­
ceive: but alas! he was now doomed to meet 
a severe loss in the faithlessness of his friend, 
who having never been in possession of half 
the number before, made off with his prize, 
and was not heard of in the neighbourhood 
agam. 

Poor Ludovico's spirits completely sunk at 
this unfortunate failure; he had expended a 
considerable part of his money in purchasing 
the materials to complete this order ; he had 
injured his health by the closeness of his ap­
plication, and almost denied himself food, in 
his extreme anxiety not to diminish his little 
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hoard; and to complete his distress, on going 

to pour his sorrows into the hosom of that 

tender parent who would so truly sympathize 

·with them, he found her weeping over her 

Bick babe, who had gradually pined ever 

since she had been removed to her present 
close and comfortless abode. 

At such a time Ludovico could not add to 

her distress by revealing his discomfiture; 

and, in order to hide his chagrin from her 

anxious and penetrating eye, he busied him­

self in mounting two or three of his ill-fated 

pictures, as he now thought them, resolving 

henceforward never to trust them in any 
hands but his own. His father observed, as 
he looked at them, that the tears were in his 
eyes; and mistaking the cause, he endeavour­

ed to console him by retouching them, and 

praising his exertions. This tenderness only 

made poor Ludovico more sensible of the bit­

terness of his disappointment, and fearful 
that he could not command his feelings much 
longer, he hastily bade good-bye to his pa­

rents, and, seizing his pictures and pencils, 

rushed out of the prison. 
II 
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In the first alley he entered, poor Ludo­
vico freely indulged the grief he had long 
suppressed, and, after staying there a con­
siderable time, pursued his way, with melan­
choly steps, towards his lodgings. In turn­
ing into Briggate, at the corner of a pastry­
cook's shop, he was stopped for a moment 
by the passing of a cart, and his eyes were 
naturally drawn towards the window: a gen­
tleman, who was a passenger in a stage-coach 
then drawn up on the other side of the street, 
had been despatched by the rest of the party 
to this shop, with such a variety of commis­
sion~, that he found it difficult how to dis­
pose of them, and was stuffing papers into 
each pocket, when the meagre face of Ludo­
vico caught his eye, at the very moment the 
shop-girl presented him with an open paper 
of biscuits he was nearly forgetting, and of 
which he had been eating whilst the other 
parcels were prepared. Ludovico had heard 
his mother wish for some finger biscuits to 
steep in the milk she gave his sister, and 
his eye glanced instinctively towards the 
paper. 
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" Give them to that poor hungry boy," 
said the gentleman, directing Ludovico, by 
a kind look, to receive them. 

Naturally diffident, the poor boy blushed, 
and hung back; but the gentleman, not less 
struck by his modesty than his apparent 
desire, called him encouragingly, and put 
them into his hand, expecting to see him de­
vour them. Ile was thanked by a look of 
the most lively gratitude he had ever wit­
nessed; but to his surprise, the boy, folding 
up his treasure, darted up the street ; in a 
few moments he stopped, and turning back 
just as the gentleman, warned by the coach­
man, was entering the vehicle, Ludovico 
flew towards him, holding the best of his 
little pictures in his hand, crying, "Pray, 
sir: do, pray, sir, take it.'' 

The gentleman, willing to buy the thing, 
whatever it might be, from a boy who had 
already moved his compassion, received it, 
saying, '' "\Vhat is the price, my boy t' 
when Ludovico, with another expressive look 
of gratitude, ran away as fast as he was 
able. 
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A person was at this moment handing up 
some bundles to the coachman : he had obJ 
served the whole transaction, for he knew 
Ludovico very well, being one of the persons 
sometimes employed by 1\ir. Bradley, and 
remarking the surprise visible in the stranger, 
said, "That be a curious little chap, sir; 
I'll be bound he's gone to take them sweets 
as you geed him to the jail, to his little sister: 
it's just like him.'' 

The gentleman's curiosity was strong} y ex­
cited, and partly gratified, before the coach 
drove off, by the few facts gathered from 
this man; and it furnished conversation 
amongst the passengers for the rest of the 
stage, and particularly interested a lady who 
was fond of drawing, and had been visiting 
her little girl, who was placed at a boarding­
school in the vicinity of Leeds. This lady 
looked often at the picture, and thought it a 
surprising effort for such a child, and she 
determined on making further inquiries re­
specting him when she visited that neigh­
bourhood again: and the gentleman sent him 
half-a-crown by the coachman, ·which to the 
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man's credit, was faithfully delivered the 

next day, and helped so much to revive the 

drooping spirits of the poor child, that he 

once more commenced his task, and finding 

his work improve from that degree of me­

chanical excellence which is ever attained by 

practice, he again entertained hopes of ulti­

mate success. 
The greatest trouble Ludovico experienced 

now arose from his father, who, disliking to 

see him employed in what he called useless 

and tasteless daubs, inimical to that freedom 

which he deemed necessary for the expansion 

of Genius, was perpetually giving him other 

employment, and setting him to do different 

things. Although his mother perceived, 

from his bringing no more money, that his 

little trade had ceased to be profitable, yet 

she approved the perseverance which so evi­

dently tended to his improvement in one 

branch of the art, and proposed that he 

should carry on his work in the tailor's gar­

ret, only making it a point to visit them every 

day. In depriving herself of the pleasure of 

her child\, society, this truly affectionate 
H3 
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mother lost the only one she enjoyed; but 
she saved him from much suffering, as well 
as facilitated his views. The confinement of 
her husband being a grievance to which, of 
all others, he had the greatest aversion, from 
being in the continual habit of exploring the 
country, and feasting on its beauteous scenes, 
which were, to his enlightened mind and 
vivid imagination, not only a luxuriant re­
past, but a consoling balm; the dreadful 
difference preyed upon his spirits, affected 
his health, and greatly altered his temper, so 
that he was alternately sorrowful or petulant; 
either sinking into a dejection so distressing 
as to awaken the keenest sympathy, or pro­
ducing manners so fretfol, peevish, and irri­
table, that it was impossible for either his 
wife or son to please him. Such will ever be 
the effects of trouble on a mind which is not 
under the guidance of reason, or subject to 
the mild but all-restraining influence of re­
ligion, whatever may be its natural powers 
or its acquired knowledge. 

l\frs. Lewis was not onl_y desirous of saving 
her poor boy from the pnin of sharing his fa-
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ther's grief, or enduring his ill-humour; she 

wished, as far as it was possible, to prevent 

him from imbibing those sentiments he was 

in the habit of uttering, respecting the su­

per-excellence of possessing Genius, and the 

contempt he often expressed for the common 

occupations and common endowments of 

those around him. It had been the great 

business of her life to guard her son from 

imbibing that pride of talent, that self-suffi­

ciency and contempt of common cares, which 

had been the ruin of her husband; and al­

though his situation at this very moment 

seemed to offer an antidote to his doctrine, 

yet in so young a child, and one who ad­

mired his father the more, as his unfolding 

mind and increasing taste for his art ex­

panded, and as his pity and compassion were 

exc.:ite<l toward:; him, she feared these senti­

ments might lay the seeds for future errors, 

unlc~s she opposed their growth by exposing 

the folly cf the father, in every stage of his 

mismanagement, to the son. This mode of 

conduct was so utterly repugnant to her 

affections~ lier sense of the obedience due to 
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him, and every feeling and principle which 
had ever governed her conduct, that she 
could not for a moment bring herself to think 
of doing it, in even the most trivial instance, 
except when there was a positive danger of 
misleading her son; and the duty of implant­
ing true notions of right and wrong in lzis 
mind, she ever held paramount to every other. 

Left in a great measure to his own m:.inage­
men t, Ludovico now worked incessantly; 
and when he had :finished a little parcel of 
pictures, took them out into the neighbouring 
villages of this populous district for sale : a 
circumstance of great utility to him, as the 
exercise he was obliged to take, was of the 
greatest use to his health; and the country­
women who bought his pictures, frequently 
gave him a crust of bread and basin of un­
adulterated milk, which was far more nourish­
ing than the unwholesome viands on which 
he had lately fed, and of which his extreme 
anxiety to save money for his great purpose 
had allowed him far less than was really ne­
cessary for a growing boy. Y ct Ludovico's 
care, so far from dosing his heart to the 
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l:SOrrows of others, only made him more 

anxious to relieve them ; and his roll was 

often shared with the beggar whom he met 

on his rambles. 
Amongst other objects of Ludovico·s com­

passion was an old woman who sold matches, 

mop-thrums, and little paper bags for the 

maids to put feathers in. He inquired of 

thjs poor woman, ",vhat she gave for the 

last?', To which she answered by complain­

ing that she had only two left, and could get 

no more; at the same time lamenting she 

could not make them herself, as they were 

the most profitable articles she sold. 

Ludovico, after examining one, bought it 

of her ; as he did so, these words passed his 

mind, " Silver and gold have I none, but 

such as I have give I unto thee.,, llis eyes 

filled with tears as he looked at the withered 

face and gray hair of the poor old woman ; 

and as it was his custom to run away when 

his feelings were awakened, he scampered 

out of sight before the old woman had time 

to pcrceiYc that he had giYen her three-pence 

for her two-penny bag. 
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" Now the blessing of God go with thee, 
my bonny bairn !', said the old woman, for 
she was convinced by the look of the boy that 
it was done intentionally. 

"No need to bless he for an odd penny/' 
said a woman who was standing by; "why, 
Goody, that's the boy as sells the pictures 
all about ; he ,s bought your bag on purpose 
for a pattern, and by next market-day he 'II 
be selling a whole mass of ,em, ye 'JI see 
that.,' 

" Well, well, we mun awl live," said the 
poor dame. 

On the next market-day Ludovico was 
seen as usual, silently standing in Briggate 
with his pictures, and something folded in a 
newspaper under his arm: he had now been 
regularly working for several months, and 
his sale was of course not so rapid as at :first, 
especially as he had raised his prices. Just 
as he had finished bargaining with a cobbler, 
who wished for a painting to ornament his 
stall, he cast his eyes upon the old woman 
with her match.basket, and springing gladly 
forward, he opened his little parcel, and 
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produced nine neat paper bags, very pret­

tily made; which he silently put into her 

hand. 
" An, what mun I gee thee for these, my 

lad? They be just what I wanted." 

" Nothing, nothing at all ; you are wel­

come," said Ludovico : as he spoke, trying 

to escape the poor woman's surprise and 

thanks by edging his way backward into the 

crowd. 
At this moment, a loud altercation was 

taking place between two cornfactors, one of 

whom, in an angry voice, was repeating the 

words-
" 'Tis false, I tell you, false altogether ; I 

paid you for the second load along with the 

other, as my receipt will show.'' 

" I shall believe the receipt when I see it, 

but not till then: for the twenty-eight pounds 

stand in my book uncrossed ; whereas the 

fifty pounds is just as it ought to be, made 

recei,1 ed, all in order." 
" ~lore shame for you, not settling your 

books ; but I '11 convince you, I'll prove to 

yout said the first in a very angry tone, 
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taking out his pocket-book, aud turning oYcr 
the leaves with great agitation. 

At this very mon1ent poor Ludovico had 
the ill-luck to jostle the angry man in his re­
treat, who, in the moment of vexation, gave 
him such a violent blow, that many of the 
papen: in his pocket-Look foll out: the book 
was full of bills, for he was going to make a 
large payment, and the consciousness of hi.;; 
folly instantly calmed his anger. He gather­
ed his papers up as well as he could, looking 
in vain for the receipt, whkh he declared he 
possessed, and proposed stepping into the 
hotel to examine more minutely the contents 
of the disarranged pocket-book; saying at 
the same time, " I believe I have lost no­
thing, but that is more by good luck than 
good looking after.,, 

This was more than Ludovico could say, 
for he had not only got a ha.rel blow, but his 
pictures were a11 thrown down on the dirty 
sto11es, which were wet from a recent shower, 
and the labours of a w·eek were lost in a mo­
ment. The poor woman would have wiped 
them for him, but Ludovico, knowing all 
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was lost, hastily clapped them together, and 

was departing, when he perceived something 

of paper sticking to his foot, which he had no 

doubt had come from the angry man's poc­

ket-book,-an idea which was instantly con­

firmed, by perceiving that it was a Leeds 

Bank-note for fin, guineas. 
Ludovico had that morning counted his 

store, which, with the stock he hoped to dis­

pose of that day, amounted to something 

more than three pounds. He looked wist­

fully at the bill,-" Five pounds five, and 

three poun<h seven," said he inwardly. 

" make eight pounds twelve. Oh, that it 

was mine!'' 
" Thine, honey ! It is thine, to be sure; 

and much good may thee have of it!" said 

the olcl woman. 
" Nay, goody, it is the gentleman's that 

struck me." 
" iiore brute he! But I cloesn't think it 

be hb'n, for he said he had got all that be­

longed to him, and many a man as rich as he 

have gone over these stones to-day; take it, 

chilcl - take it ; 'tis a God-.:;encl to thee for 
l 
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helping a poor old woman, and it came to 

thee in the very nick of time, as a body may 
say, just as I was praying for thee in my own 
heart; that it did." 

This was indeed persuasive logic, and for 
a moment Ludovico yielded to it; but the 
next convinced him that he ought at least to 
inquire for the gentleman who had owned 
the pocket-book, persuading himself, that 
as he seemed a rich man, even if he had lost 
the bill, he might perhaps give it him: he 
therefore hastened after him to the hotel, but 
having no name or description to give of the 
gentleman sufficiently clear, he could gain no 
attention, and was at length turned out by 
the waiter. As he was making his way to 
the prison, in order, at last, to make his mo­
ther acquainted with the whole affair, he saw 
the very person he wanted riding past him in 
full gallop: Ludovico called out to him to 
stop, but the gentleman remembering him 
only by the blow he had given him, did not 
stop; he threw a shilling on the pavement to 
the boy, and pursued his course as fast as a 
good horse could carry him. 

tioa 

anct 

mar 

I", ., ,I 

1fhe 
) 
~mib 

:nr. t 

l! 
ro,ii:a 

ll~J! 



THE SON OF A GENIUS. 87 

Several people who witnessed this transac­

tion asked Ludovico why he wanted the per­

son to stop: to which he replied by eagerly 

asking his name. They were all ignorant, 

and united in saying they did not think he 

was a person who regularly frequented their 

market, as they never had seen him before. 

Ludovico ,vent home to the tailor's garret, 

laid down his parcel of ruined pictures, 

which were of no worth but for the paste­

board they were mounted on, and, putting 

all his money into his bosom, prepared to lay 

this case of conscience before his mother ; at 

the same time recollecting all that the old 

woman had said, Tespecting his right to the 

£ye guineas, and concluding that it could not 

have been lost by the person in question, 

who since he had seen him, and seen hirn, 

too, in the very act of calling to him, would, 

if he had been conscious of such a loss, have 

doubtles made inquiries of one so likely to 

inform him. 
"\Vhen Ludovico arrived at the prison, he 

found hi~ father fe,,erish and languid, thrown 

upon the bed, and hi little sister laid on her 
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mother's lap. She held up her head on his 
coming, and, as well as she ·was able to arti­
culate, asked him for an apple; being wont 
to receive all her little indulgences of this 
kind through his hands; for though in habhs 
of the strictest self-denial, Ludovico seldom 
came empty-handed : matters of greater mo­
ment had now occupied him, and with an 
apologizing kiss he passed by ha to inquire 
after his father. 

" I am dying for want of air and exer­
cise," said Lewis faintly to his affectionate 
boy. 

" But, my father, I hope, I believe,­
that is, if my mother thinks it right-I can, 
yes, indeed I can take you out of this terri­
ble place.~, 

He then recounted briefly his agreement 
with the tailor, the success he had met with, 
the money he had saved, notwithstanding 
the loss he had sustained in the onset, and 
lastly, the note he had found, with all his 
cares and doubts. 

The prospect of regained liberty in;:;pirecl 
the dejected Lewis with new life: he sprung 
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from his pitiful couch, caught his young de­

liverer to his heart ; called him the preserver 

of his life, his noble, his generous boy, and 

shed a torrent of tears on his face. Ludo­

vico, exceedingly affected, warmly returned 

his caresses; but yet this. event, so long, so 

ardently desired, for which he had prayed 

so oft, and worked so hard, failed to give 

him the happiness he had expected ; for 

though his father's joy was indeed grateful 

to his heart, his mother had not yet spoken: 

he looked earnestly and doubtingly in her 

face. 
" You look at me, my child. Can you 

doubt my approbation - my sincere joy ? 

Believe me, my dear boy, your industry, 

care, and perseverance, have my truest admi­

ration; but I wish, I cannot help wishing, 

as I see you do, that we could find the owner 

of this bill." 
" "\Ye must advertise it, by all means," 

said Lewis. " I will copy the number; and 

if an owner should really be found, of which 

I have not the s1ightest expectation, we mm,t 

of course return it to the true O\\Ucr." 

I 3 
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" But how can we return it, if we pay it 
away?" 

"Dear Agnes, how can you raise objec­
tions so cruel to me ? how can you bear to 
see my best days consumed in a prison ·which 
destroys all my energies, and enervates the 
very faculties whose exertion would support 
us? You know I cannot paint here. How 
should I, when my very soul is shackled by 
useless regrets? but give me liberty, and 
you shall see of what I am capable!" 

Agnes reflected for a moment; then rising, 
she said she would immediately sec l\!Ir. 
Bradley, and urge the performance of his 
promise, to accept this half-payment, and 
liberate her husband; "But,i' she added, 
turning to Ludovico, " you and I must, as 
soon as we are able, make up this sum, my 
child, in order that we may be able to answer 
this just demand, should it eYer be made 
upon us; our szceetest joys, our best propen­
sities, must not be purchased by our inte­
grity.,, 

The tailor was not an ill-tempered, still 
lc~s an unfeeling man ; he readily entered 
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into an agreement with 1\Irs. Lewis to accept 

the rest of his debt by instalments, and the 

instant liberation of Lewis was accomp1ished; 

in truth, the creditor would never have de­

tained him so long, but from an id.ea that he was 

an idle, dissipated man, to whom punishment 

might be serviceable. He was mistaken in his 

conception of the character of poor Lewis, who 

was pr'-1ne to no vice whatsoever, and was, 

for the most part, laborious in his application, 

though not persevering; but he was not al­

together wrong in his mode of curing the 

kind of errors into which he had really fallen; 

since his late sufferings had, for a time, the 

effect of inducing him to turn his mind to the 

necessity of rendering his profession profit­

able. This he \Vas the better enabled to do, 

from his frame-maker agreeing to take his 

pictures off his hands ; which, though done 

to a certain degree during his residence in 

prison for the payment of an old debt, had 

not yet been immediately beneficial to him, 

as he had owed his support there entirely to 

the industry of his wife, who, although 

obliged to nurse a child whose fir~t steps were 
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learnt in that melancholy abode, yet made 
shift to obtain food for all; and by her dili­
gence, patience, and resignation, not only 
provided for his wants, but soothed his sor­
rows, and endeavoured, by unremitting kind­
ness, and unwearied well-doing, to lead him 
to that fountain of consolation from whence 
she derived support under her accumulated 
affliction. 

,vhen a few days were passed, and l\Irs. 
Lewis had put an advertisement in the news­
paper,-a circumstance which greatly re­
lieved both her own mind and that of Ludo­
vico, the latter again set seriously to work, 
and after preparing his accustomed number, 
he recollected his last spoiled cargo still left 
in the tailor's garret, from which he now 
fetched them, intending to turn the boards 
to the best account possible. In dividing 
two of those "hich were joined by the dirt, 
he saw a piece of paper, which, to his eye, 
nearly resembled another bank bill: the first 
he had met with had, notwithstanding the 
happy effect it had produced to his dear 
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father, left a weight upon his heart it had 

never known before, and he felt a repugnance 

to touching it : his mother was sitting at 

work near him, and he immediately pointed 

it out to her. 
l\Irs. Lewis, gently turning the paper from 

the place where it stuck, found it was a re­

ceipt for seventy-eight pounds, specified as 

being due on two bills, from John Higgins 

to Timothy Jackson; it was dated Thorpe 

li'arm, Dec. 26. 
"Ay, now it is all plain, quite plain,"' said 

poor Ludovico. " l\Ir. Higgins had good 

reason for being in a passion ; and it is very, 

very hard, that he should lose both his mo­

ney and his receipt. But where is Thorpe 

Farm, I wonder t' 
" I cannot answer that; we must adver-

tise again, for there arc many places of that 

name,'' said l\'.Irs. Lewis. 
Poor Ludovic0 ~s countenance fell. " Alas ! 

mother, we cannot advertise; you know we 

have got no money." As he spoke he sat 

down with an air of such extreme mortifica-
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tion and shame, that his mother was wound­
ed to the heart; she endeavoured to comfort 
him by saying, that it would be some days 
before they could put the advertisement in 
the newspaper, and jn the mean time some­
thing might turn out favourable; adding, 
" l\Iy dear child, you know I have told you 
many times, and your own experience has 
taught you, I am certain, that to fold our 
hands in despair is not only sinful, as it ar­
gues a mistrust of Diviue goodness, but like­
wise very foolish, because it prevents us from 
bene:fi6ng ourselves as much as ,ve may : 
whilst you sit sorrowing, you might be earn­
ing sixpence or a shilling." 

"But what is sixpence or a shilling to five 
guineas t' 

" It is a considerable part, however dis­
proportionate it may appear at fir t; besides, 
surely the consciousness of doing our best is 
a great matter; consider how happy it has 
made you many a time within the last ~ix 
months; and do you think the knowledge of 
your industry will make no difference in the 
estimation of this l\Ir. Hjggins? Believe 
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me, child, the advantage of a good character, 

and a clear conscience, are well worth your 

utmost efforts." 
Thus encouraged, the sensible and feeling 

boy resumed his employment, and even ex­

ceeded his former exertions. 

CHAPTER V. 

Keep innocence, and take heed to the thing that is 

right, for that will bring a man peace at the last. 
PsALl\rs 

\VHEN Ludovico, with his new stock, 

again made his appearance in the market­

place, he found the old woman watching 

about, in hopes of seeing him; she told him 

that she had sold all her paper cases in the 

neighbourhood of Pudsey, chiefly amongst 

the )\foravians: that she had been to their 

large school at ] ullneck, and having inform­

eel one of the masters 1clw had made her little 
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cases, he had said, that if Ludovico woulcl 
bring some of his pictures there, he might 
sell a number to the boys, who were now 
returning from the Yacation, and who could 
not spend their money better than by en­
couraging a uoy who was so ingenious ancl 
industrious, and withal so charitable. 

As several market-people had witnessed 
the ruin of poor Ludovico's pictures the day 
of his last sale, they were the more inclined 
to help him on this, and he returned home 
with half-a-guinea to his mother, who having 
her lodgings to pay, was not able to put any 
thing to it. He then revealed the old ,vo­
man 's news, and proposed going to Fullneck 
with a great many little pictures calculated 
for the purses of his expected customers. 
:Mrs. Lewis had no objection but what arose 
from the length of the way, as she found it 
was nearly seven miles. As the days were, 
however, at the longest, this objection was 
overruled, and consent given ; in con~c­
quence of which the eager boy set out to buy 
materials, resolved to commence his opera­
tions with the dawn of morning. 
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As he was turning out of the shop-door, 

somebody struck him smartly on the shoul­

der; he turned round, and beheld with sur­

prise his long-lost friend the pedlar. 

" ,vhat ! you thought I should come no 

more, I ·warrant? you thought I was a rogue, 

now, did not you ?" 
Ludovico hastily asked for his pictures. 

" All sold, my boy, long ago ; but come, 

here's six-and-twenty shillings for you, and 

you must draw me as many more before this 

day week, for I am going another long 

journey." 
" I draw better than I did, and I do not 

intend to sell any more so cheap.,, 

" Well, I don,t mind if I give you a 

guinea and a half ; only be true to your 

time.,, 
,vith a light heart Ludovico returned home 

and added this to his treasure. His mother 

rose when he did the next morning, and 

assisted him in his work, finding it to be 

really profitable at present; but, considering 

that it must be necessarily soon over, she 

tol<l. him that he ought by all means to cxc-

K. 
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cute the order he had received first: but 

Ludovico, though he obeyed her injunction, 
seemed to have a particular desire to expe-­
dite those drawings which were to introduce 
him to children of his own age ; and he was 
incessantly inquiring of her what were the 
rules, profession, and design, of the institu­
tion he was about to visit. Every word she 

uttered only served to increase his curiosity 
and admiration : he, however, did not gratify 
it till he had secured the money from the 
pedlar; when the consciousness that the tea­
cup in his mother,s possession, notwithstand­

ing he had paid a good deal to the paper­
man, contained nearly half of the five gui­

neas, though he had put a second advertise­
ment in the papers, he set out with a light 
heart for his destination, following the path 

of a stage-waggon. 
Ludovico arrived at Fullneck in the fore­

noon; and, as all was still, he sauntered 
round the place unheeded, till at length he 
found himself in front of a long row of hand­
some buildings on a terrace, which, overlook­
ing a beautiful valley watered b_v a winding 
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stream, and thick set with various small cop­

pices, leads the eye to the opposite hill, 

whose cultivated heights are crowned by a 

neat village, its modest church, and an old­

fashioned hall. The whole scene was in uni­

son with his ideas of pastoral and rural land­

scape, and with that retirement from the 

confusion, dissipation, mingled splendour and 

poverty, which ever strike on the senses in 

large manufacturing towns. The description 

his mother ha<l given him of the religious 

retirement, simplicity, and innocence of the 

inhabitants, rendered their abode doubly in­

teresting; and as he gazed on all around him, 

his heart felt drawn towards them, a tear 

stole down his cheek, and he silently ejacu­

lated, " Oh, hap1)Y ! happy place!'' 

His reverie had continued some time, when 

an universal buzz of pleasure, equally remote 

from the rude clamour of boisterous mirth, 

and the repre sed sensations of it, broke on 

his ear, and he found the terrace on which 

he stood covered by l>oys of al1 ages, come 

out to play; some had heard of him at Leeds, 

and dre\\ nigh with an air of courteous curi-
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o&ity: and nne little fellow, who, although 
very young, from being an inhabitant of this 
seminary from his very cradle, concefred 
himself entitled to do the honours of the 
place, approached and took his hand. There 
was something in this child's age, face, and 
still more his manner, which reminded Ludo­
vico of Raphael: he ha<l lived much in the 
world, he had conversed much with stran­
gers, but he had never felt the touch of a 
child's band ~incc that of his poor brother 
had feebly endeavoured to return the fond 
pressure of his: this incident awakened his 
feelings acutely~ he gazed a moment on the 
child, and burst into tears. 

" \Vhy do you cry, my little boy?"'' said 
one of the masters, who now advanced from 
the house, and \vhosc welcome step wa joy­
fully made way for by the willing crowd, 
who, the moment he had reached Ludo­
vico, again hemmed round in sympathizing 
curiosity. 

" I had once a brother, a dear brother," 
said Ludovico, sobbing; " and-and this 
Ettle boy i& like-like him." 

I .. , 
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" 1\Iy dear child, we are all brothers here 

and can feel for your loss; but we must 

try to comfort you ; your brother, we trust, 

is gone to a much better world than this, 

where all tears are wiped for ever from his 

eyes, and where he will one day welcome you 

to share his glory, if you ' remember your 

Creator in the days of your youth,' as I hope 

you do, my child." 
The sweet and gentle tone in which these 

·words were uttered, soothed, whilst they af­

fected, the amiable child: he threw his arms 

round the speaker, and hiding his face in the 

kind bosom of his supporter, for a few mi­

nutes indulged in tears; while in tender and 

re, pectful silence the softened group stood 

around, lamenting, by many a significant 

glance, that a little boy with so much feeling 

should be so shabby, and look so thin. 

As Ludovico recovered, 1\Ir. Steinhauer, 

the master who had noticed him, led him 

into the house, gave him some bread and 

butter, and examined his pictures; thus en­

couraged, the poor boy recovered his spirits, 

~ 3 
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and ventured to say he was in hopes the 
young gentlemen would purchase wme. " I 
l1ave no doubt of it,>' returned his kin<l con­
soler; " but, as I perceive you are a little 
modest boy, and it is very possible our chil­
dren, though very affectionate, might teaze 
you with questions, suppose I provide you 
somebody to sell for you, while you rest here 
and eat your luncheon.,, 

So saying, he looked out of the window, 
saying to a tall boy who stood near, '' Hig­
gins, my good fellow, take these pictures and 
sell them to al] who will buy; in my opinion 
they are very pretty; they arc sixpence 
a-piece.,, 

An universal buzz was now heard, consist­
ing of mingled approbation, de:sires to get 
one, or fears of losing one ; and in a few 
minutes Ludovico was so n1_uch interested, 
that his benevolent entertainer told him to 
go amongst them: he was received with a 
shout of pleasure; in a moment his hands 
were full of sixpences and muste1ccl balf­
PL'nce; and the H,lle:-;rnan lamented that he 
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had not reserved one for himself, though he 

had intended to buy it and send it to his 

brothers at Thorpe Farm. 

" Higgins-Thorpe Farm ! " said Ludo­

vico to himself. In a moment after, he 

turned to the boy, and inquired if his father 

frequented Leeds market. 

" He goes there somc>times, very seldom 

though, for he lives near Rotheram; he 

brought me here not long since, and then he 

stopped in the market to his sorrow, for he 

lost a bank-note.,, 
"I found it !-I found it !" said Ludovico, 

clapping his hands ; " and I found his receipt 

too, and mother says that 's a better thing; 

I put them both in the newspaper yesterday, 

as you may see; and if you will come to our 

house I will give you the receipt and the­

no, not the note, but almost all the money, 

and I will work for the rest and bring it you 

here: you see I have got thirty-six six­

pences now: pray take them to begin with." 

" Rut why did yon not keep the bank­

note, my little fellow?', said the master. 
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Ludovico blushed, and trembled, and after 
much hesitation, said-

" My father was in prison, sir; I have it 
all but-but a little." 

" I do not doubt your honest intentions, 
my child; but from that pain you now feel, 
and which I had no idea of inflicting, remem­
ber, so long as you live, never to do evil in 
the hopes that good may come; but whilst 
I say this, so thoroughly I am convinced 
that your affection, perhaps even your obe­
dience, led you astray, that I am willing to 
make up your five guineas for my friend 
Mr. Higgins, fully convinced that you will 
:repay me every farthing.,' 

Ludovico submitted to this remonstrance 
by a look of contrite humility, and answered 
by eyes that glistened with tears of gratitude; 
but young Higgins declined doing any thing 
in the matter, saying he would write to his 
father, whom he expected coming over soon, 
and Ludovico should put the letter in thepost. 

The boy was happy in this arrangement, 
thinking that with his mother's assistance the 
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money would become a bank-note again be­

fore the claimant appeared; and he parted 

from his new friends with great complacency; 

bnt, alas ! before he got home, either from 

the unusual length of the way, his previous 

exertions, or some latent cause, he became 

afflicted with a violent head-ache and intole­

rable thirst; and scarcely had he deposited 

his money in its usual hiding-place, than he 

sunk on the floor in a kind of fainting-fit, 

from which he was raised by his distracted 

father and heart-stricken mother. 

For many days Ludovico was so ill, that 

all employment both for himself and parents 

was impos:sible, and of course the idea was 

still uppermost in his mind, that 1\Ir. Hig­

gins would be corning soon for his bank-note, 

and retarded his recovery. Being, however, 

from his habits, fond of being out in the 

meadows, as soon as he was able, he_requested 

his father to walk with him, and they took a 

short turn in the fields ; "hen they were 

near home, 1\Ir. Le" is, recollecting that the 

frame-maker who took his picture had sent 
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for him at the time when LudoYico was at 
the worst, proposed stepping back to see what 
he wanted. Just as he left him, two ladies 
passed; and one, after giving poor Ludovico 
an earnest look, said, "Are not you the little 
boy ,vho paints pictures, and whose father 
,vas in confinement some time ago?'' 

It instantly struck him that this was l\Irs. 
Higgins, and his pale face was dyed with 
crimson ; but he promptly answered, " Yes, 
ma'am, I am Ludovico Lewis: my father is 
out of prison now." 

" So I find, child ; but I could not learn 
where you lodged; take me to your parents." 

Surprised, and somewhat relieved, Ludo­
vico led the ,vay, as well as he was able, to 
their lodgings, which, though humble, were 
always kept as neat as it was possible by his 
mother, who was now anxiously looking out 
for the return of the invalid. Scarcely had 
the ladies entered when l\Ir. Lewis returned; 
and though now looking ill and very shabby, 
his manners eYidently proving that he was a 
gentleman, the lady who spoke ha,·ing no 
doubt of his identity, addressed 11im thus:-
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" iir. Lewis, your little boy has been the 

means, though unknown to himself, of making 

me your friend; I have procured fo:r you the 

teaching of l\'Iiss "\Vilson's school at Chapel 

Town. You are required to attend two days 

in the week, and, in order to save you all 

risk, she engages to pay you fifty pounds 

per quarter. She knows your abilities, and 

only requests your regularity." 

Thankfulness to Heaven for this joyful 

news, fear lest her husband should be so 

blind, so mad, as to refuse it, alike operated 

on iirs. Lewis, and oppressed her almost to 

fainting. Ludovico cried out that his mo­

ther was ill, and in that fear his father lost 

the power of reply : he held his wife, bis 

faded, woe-worn wife, in his arms; he beheld 

the pale cheek of that boy who was again 

made a ministering angel to his wants, and 

deeply affected, he pronounced, with many 

expressions of gratitude to the lady, that he 

would merit the recommendation she had 

given him. 
Agnes was now happy ; she breathed, she 

wept-her heart ascended in thankful ado~ 
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ration to that God who thus led her, step hy 
step, out of the " mire and clay," which had 
so long surrounded her, and once more set 
her foot upon the rock of modest competence. 

,vhen the ladies were gone, a consultation 
took place upon a subject of immediate im­
portance; it was necessary that l\Ir. Lewis 
should have a new suit of clothes before the 
following ~Ion day. His wife said she had no 
doubt but l\ir. Bradley would supply him, 
when he knew his appointment to the school. 

"I shall not employ that fellow any more," 
said J\Jr. Lewis haughtily. His wife sighed. 

" I believe," added he, after a pause, " I 
must borrow from Lu's treasure. This ~fr. 
Higgins seems in no hurry to claim his note. 
·what say you, my boy?'' 

"I will work night and day for you, father, 
but I cannot give you my money; I mean 
that money, because-because it is not mine:' 

" The boy is a fool," said his father, an­
grily rising; then giving a glance towards 
the sorrowful and perturbed countenance 
over which he had so lately hung in speech­
less solicitude, he cl1ecked himself, and draw-
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ing the child to him with an air of tender­

ness and self--command, he reasoned with him 

thus:-
" 1\I y dear, you are of an age to under­

stand what I am going to say, therefore at­

tend to me ; you know I mast appear pro­

perly dressed at the school, or Miss Wilson 

cannot employ me : and if she does employ 

me, I irnrnediatel y secure the means of re­

paying this money: of course, there is a very 

great benefit incurred, and very little risk, 

so that not to do it would be an absolute sin 

in my present situation. Do you see this?" 

After some thought, Ludovico answered­

" I see you must be clothed, father, pro­

perly, and I know you have no money: but 

still it is not right to take 1\Ir. Higgins's 

money, for fear you should never be able to 

make it up; because you may die-we may 

all die to-night. Don't be angry at me, dear 

father, but I cannot, indeed I cannot, giYe it 

you ; and if you take it from me, it will 

break my heart." 
" I would not take it for the world, child; 

you mistake me, boy,-my honour is surely 
J, 
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as rigid as your mother's ; I wished to con­
vince your reason of an act of expediency, 
but I have done; either you have not the 
sense to be convinced, or you are encouraged 
to unkindness and disobedience." So say­
ing, l\1r. Lewis, putting on his hat, with an 
air of cool defiance, walked out of the hous0. 

Agnes dreaded lest his anger should in­
duce him hastily to resign the school, for she 
had seen him in so many instances abandon 
help in similar cases, that she trembled lest 
even suffering had not taught him wisdom; 
she consulted what was best to be done, and 
with poor Ludovico in her hand, she went to 
a mercer in the neighbourhood and fran1'.ly 
stated the case. The person heard her with 
great attention, and promised her the things 
she wanted. 

l\Iany hours did she sit restless and un­
happy, waiting for her husband ; on his re­
turn he was exceedingly intoxicated, which, 
being a vice to which he had never been sub­
ject, affected her the more; and this evening, 
which had once promised so much, was, like 
her dreams of happinf'ss for many a past 
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year, involved in clouds of sorrow and vain 

regrets. 
The next morning, as Lewis was sitting at 

his easel, heart-sick, and head-achy, unable 

to work, and unwilling to complain, from the 

consciousness of his folly, the family was 

surprised by the entrance of 1\Ir. Higgins, 

who immediately addressing Ludovico, said, 

" ,v ell, my honest boy, I hear you are able 

and willing to recompense good for evil, by 

restoring me the note and the receipt I lost~ 

like a fool as I was, by being so angry; but 

every man is a fool when he suffers passion 

to get hold of him ; eh, sir ?" looking to 1\1r. 

Lewis for assent as he spoke. 
l\Ir. Lewis felt the fact, but only acknow­

ledged. it by a bow. "Let me see," con­

tinued 1\Ir. Higgins, taking a pen and ink 

from his pocket ; 4
' you have paid tweke 

shillings for advertisements : I mean to give 

you a guinea, my boy, for reward; there­

fore, if you give me three pounds twelve 

shillings, ,ve shall be right." 

1\Ir. Lewis, greatly agitated, arose, and 

opening the window, looked earnestly into 
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the street : whilst Ludovico ran for his tea­
cup, and betwixt gold, sih-er, and copper, 
counted out three pounds nine and eight­
pence, and was turning to his mother for the 
rernaindPr, when she, conscious that her hus­
band had spent the last farthing in actual 
possession the night before, and not bearing 
to wound him by a useless question, took a 
pair of new gloves out of a drawer, and 
laying them silently on the table, pushed 
them with the change, towards l\Ir. Higgins. 

l\Ir. Higgins took all in equal silence, for 
he comprehended both the action and its mo­
tive; and something rose in his throat and 
prevented speech: he put the gloves carefully 
in his pocket, saying inwardly, "The price of 
a virtuous woman is indeed above rubbies :,' 
then hemming stoutly, and twinkling away 
the drop which pity and esteem had gather­
ed in his eye, he said, " "\Vell, my little 
fellow, I am quite satisfied, and I hope you 
are so too.,, 

" Yes, sir," said Ludovico ; " I am very 
glad it is settled, and I am much obliged to 
yon for taking so little.'' 
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'' Yes, child, you feel satisfied and are 

glad the affair is off your mind; but you 

haYe by no means the same pleasure you 

would haYe had if you had given me back my 

note, and in return I had given you a bright 

gulden guinea; for then you would have felt 

rich in possession, rich in the power of spend­

ing your money, or giving it to your parents : 

you are now merely easy in having discharged 

a duty, and this is a very, very good thing, 

hut to have had your money in your own 

hand would have been still better." 

Ludovico confessed that it would. 

" Then, my good child, let this affair be a 

lesson to you as long as you live, never to 

run into debt on the strength of working 

yourself out of it, for, depend upon it, la­

bour goes down very heavily when it is done 

to get rid of an obligation, not to obtain a 

comfort ; and this rule is more particular! y 

to be obserYed in all occupations where the 

taste and imagination are called into action, 

since it is next to impossible for a man to 

giYe fair play to either, when his mind is 

loaded by the consciousness of debt : a man, 

L3 
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from honesty, may work hard, but the sense 
of depression will prevent him from working 
well. I see you understand me, so be sure 
you remember." 

" I will, indeed, sir," said Ludovico ear­
nestly, for he did indeed understand this; he 
had heard his father breathe many a sigh 
over the pictures he had been lately painting 
for the frame-maker, under the dread of 
another imprisonment ; and he had seen him, 
when painting for his ordinary chance of sale, 
or, as he termed it> at the ins6gation of his 
Genius, so happy in his employment, that it 
was with difficulty he could be torn from it 
to take necessary food. 

" "\Vell, then," resumed l\Ir. Higgins, 
" we will now proceed to settle our second 
business: you see I am very regular, I never 
jumble things together. Now tell me how 
many of your pictures I spoiled when I 
knocked you down in the market-place?" 

" Oh, sir, don't think of that; you know 
you threw me a shilling on the pavement 
that night." 
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" That was for the blow I gave you ; I 

did not know at that time I had otherwise 

injured you ; but I now see, by the way in 

which I procured the safety of my receipt, 

that I spoiled your pictures; tell me the ex­

tent of the mischief.,, 

" There were seven spoiled, sir; but the 

old pasteboards are worth a shilling, so we 

will call the damage six.,, 

" Good boy ,-1 like that distinction ; it 

proves not only honesty, but regularity : 

here are six shillings for you.,, Ludovico, 

as he took the money, felt the pleasure of 

being rich, for it was his own, fairly earned. 

" And now," said 1\lr. Higgins, "here are 

three guineas for you, which is the reward I 

shoulcl have gh·en any other person for find­

ing my receipt; it will buy you a new snit of 

clothes, my boy, which, I perceive, you 

want, and -which I wish you your health to 

wear.,, 
"Oh, :.;ir, you are very good to me, in­

deed; but I don't know-pray, mother, is 

it right I i-hould take this money just for 
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g1vmg back a bit of paper that is of no use 
to me ?'' said Ludovico, turning to his 
mother. 

Every feeling of native and long-nourished 
pride arose in the father's breast at this mo­
ment, and turning from the window, he cast 
a look towards the boy, and the words "By 
no means,'' rose to his lipF'; but the appear­
ance of Ludovico's well-patched jacket and 
worn-out shoes checked him, and Mrs. 
Lewis's reply, though uttered in a low voice, 
was the only one heard. 

"Take it, my love, by all means, since 
1\lr. Higgins has the goodness to give it you, 
and consider it not only as his gift, but that 
of a gracious Providence, who has given you 
another friend in the hour of need; remem­
bering also, that although this appears an 
accidental good, yet it came to you in the 
prosecution of a regular system of industry, 
which is ever beneficial." 

" And among other good lessons learnt 
out of this incident, take this, my child," 
said l\fr. Higgins, " that I ha.ve given you 
this for a receipt, from the loss of which I 
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might have been made to pay twenty-eight 

pounds over again-not by a dishonest man 

who wished to cheat me, but an irregular 

man, who did not keep his books properly. 

There is as much mischief done in the world 

by folly and disorder, as roguery : the man 

who wrongs me in this instance would neglect 

to do himse1f j nstice in another, and so cheat 

and be cheated without benefit or villany; 

so that every \\ise man will take receipts for 

fear of accidents. Now, can you think of 

all this, my man ?" 
"If I cannot remember the words, I am 

sure I can remember the thing; and when I 

am a man, I will take receipts ; and yet fa­

ther never takes any; do you, Sir? I think 

you scorn them; and if I thought it would 

spoil my genius, I am afraid I should scorn 

them too.'' 
"1\Ir. Higgins is perfectly right in all he 

has said, child,'" said the father, "for I have 

repeatedly suffered for want of that wisdom 

he recommends; but these petty cares are 

totally incompatible with-'' 
" Pardon me, l\Ir. Lewis," hastily inter-
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rupted the worthy stranger, " you have said 
enough to convince your son that he has lis­
tened to a necessary document; and depend 
upon it, a great mind can take in petty cares, 
an aspiring genius stoop to petty details, 
since it is impossible to be virtuous and piou 
without it; and no one can deny that virtue 
is the crown of genius, and religion the very 
soul of virtue." 

CHAPTER VI. 

Stripp'd of his fondest, dearest claim, 
And disinherited of fame, 
Louder and bolder bards were crown'd, 
'Whose dissonance his music drown'd. 

l\IoNTGOJrEHY. 

THE good offices of l\Ir. Higgins did not 
stop with the attention we have mentioned; 
through his means, several country gentlemen 
were led to visit the apartments of l\Ir. 
Lewis, and to purchase his pictures. I-fis 
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debts were soon paid; he removed to genteel 
lodgings, and, in a short time, lived again 
like a gentleman; and being extremely anx­
ious to forget the days of his humiliation, 
and erase the remembrance of them from the 
minds of others, he readily agreed to the 
suggestion of 1Ylrs. Lewis, to place Ludovico 
at a boarding-school, being particularly de­
sirous that the time when the poor child had 
maintained himself, and helped to maintain 
him, by the sale of his humble works, should 
be forgotten. 

Conscious that the memory of this truly 
praiseworthy period in her son's life might 
injure him in the eyes of proud and ill-taught 
children, and subject him to blush for that 
poverty which his conduct had ennobled, 
and which, in the moment of sorrow, had 
planted those seeds of virtue which future 
life ,vould not fail to call into action, l\Irs. 
Lewis was desirous of :fixing him at Fullneck, 
as the place where she thought he would be 
less subject to the scorn of others, from the 
uncommon attention paid by the masters to 
the conduct and comfort of tlw pupils; and 
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to her great satisfaction she perceived, that 

although Ludovico, daily more and more 

attached to his parents, and doatingly fond 

of his little sister, seemed but to live in their 

society, heard her proposal without express­

ing any regret, and anticipated much benefit 

from his residence there. 
In this quiet retreat of learning, simplicity, 

and piety, the now happy boy remained 

about two years, and there made such acces­

sions to his knowledge as were necessary for 
his years, without losing any of those im­

portant lessons impressed on his tender heart 

by the painful scenes he had gone through. 

And here too he recovered his health, and 

those blooming looks which are the natural 

result of mental ease, regular exercise, good 

food, and early hours. During this time, he 

was frequently visited by both parents; and 

during the latter part of it, his sister, whose 

name was Constantina (so called because her 

father had newly finished his poem of" Con­
stantine the Great', at the time of her birth) 

accompanied her mother, and added greatly 

to his pleasure. He was, however, pained 

and 
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to observe, that l\lrs. Lewis looked very pale, 
and that her mild features were often shaded 
with that solicitude which had been so much 
her companion from his earliest remem­
brance; but, as she did not reveal the cause, 
he would not wound her by asking it. Ile 
was not only an affectionate, but a sensible 
and submissive child, and felt it to be his 
duty to receive his mother's confidence with 
gratitude, and her sorrows with sympathy, 
but never to intrude on that secrecy she 
might think proper to observe. 

Ludovico had still another motive for re­
pressing his curiosity: he was now able to 
reflect sufficiently on the conduct of his fa_ 
ther, and to gather from the casual obser­
vations of others enough to teach him, that 
all their past misfortunes had arisen from his 
imprudence, and that infatuation which he 
imputed to genius, and deemed inseparable 
from it. He therefore felt aware, that what­
ever might be his mother's sorrows, they 
sprang from some misfortune in close alli­
ance with his father's indiscretion~ and so 
dearly did he love that father, so highly did 
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he estimate his talents, so tenderly commise­
rate his sufferings, and so justly appreciate 
the obedience due to him, that he could not 
bear to touch on any subject ,, hich could in 
the remotest degree lead to his condemnation. 
As these were precisely the sentiments his 
mother had ever sought to inspire him with, 
and which were in her own mind felt in a 
still higher degree towards her much loved, 
though faulty husband, it was no wonder 
that each party observed a delicate and affec­
tionate silence on a subject so painful, though 
so interesting to them both. 

For the first six months after his appoint­
ment to the school, :Mr. Lewis had attended 
to it with so much regularity, and displayed 
such decided ability, that many parents of 
the children sought his acquaintance, and 
praised him so much, that the offer of another 
school was made him, which, t:nfortunately, 
he accepted; we say unfortunately, from the 
circumstances which followed. On accept­
ing this second offer, nlr. Lewis was dazzled 
by the prospect of an immediate incrca-,e of 
income, and did not consider that it would 
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necessarily engross that time which he had 

hitherto devoted to painting, in which he 

always delighted, and from which he with 

difficulty tore himself on the appointed days. 

The consequence was, that he soon found his 

time would be nearly all occupied with at­

tending the two schools, and preparing the 

necessary copies for each : and although 1Irs. 

Lewis, -who, during the first year of her 

marriage, had made great progress in this 

delightful art, "·hich she now resumed by 

making little sketches for younger scholars, 

assjsted him, yet still so much time was con­

sumed, that his pictures - those pictures to 

"hich he ever looked as the medium of fame 

through every future age, stood still. He 

could not bear this; his habit of self-indul­

gence combined with his laudable ambition 

to urge him to resume his work, or repine 

that he could not; and without exerting that 

energy which would have enabled him to 

conquer his difficulties, b) husbanding his 

time, he frequently spent many an hour in 

bewailing the want of it; he neglected each 

school by turns, and yet did not forward hi~ 
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work at home, and at the end of the second 
half-year he declined them both ; but, in or­
der to soothe the distress of his wife, he con­
sented to take a few pupils at his own house 
on very expensive terms. 

Such was the general opinion of his talents, 
and such was the engagjng suavity of his 
manners, that although his resjgnation of the 
schools had lost him many friends, yet, hav­
ing introduced him to many acquaintances, 
he was soon enabled to gain from these a 
number of very lucrative pupils, most of 
whom, being pretty well advanced in the art, 
suited him far better than the attendance on 
children ; and he now lamented that he had 
so long wasted his time and talents in a pur­
suit unworthy of him, never considering the 
misery from which he had been rescued by 
this very means; for it was his misfortune 
ever to live on the present moment. Thus, 
experience was rendered useless, and the fu­
ture was abandoned to the clelusjon of hope, 
or at times to the depression of despair, in­
stC'ad of being provided for by the sugges-

::r 

ena 

he 

itt-
th 
H,J 

0 

L 

,j 
' 



THE SON OF A GENIUS, 12.'5 

tions of the past, and the knowledge it had 

imparted. 
Under this new regulation, 1\'Ir. Lewis was 

enabled to finish a large picture, for which 

he purchased an expensive frame, and send 

it to the Royal Academy, in the full hope 

that those talents which had been spoken of 

so high1 y some years ago, would now be con­

sidered matured by time, and that he should 

appear as bursting on the world with more 

brilliance, from his long seclusion and appa­

rent obscurity. This obscurity he chose to 

attribute to the misfortunes which had at­

tended his professional progress, his impru­

dent marriage, and the weight ever attached 

to a large family ; for these things floated on 

the surface of his history, were spoken of by 

his admirers, and presented agreeable and 

1rntural causes for the depression of a man of 

genius, since men of genius, and men of no 

genius, have felt the weight of such impedi­

ments in all ages; and to be considered a 

man of genius, admired, courted, distinguish­

ed, and eYen pitied or condemned as such, 
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was at once the ambition and consolation of 
this misguided, though interesting man. 

Every woman of taste, sentiment, and abi­
lity, must feel pride and pleasure in the dis­
play of her husband's talents, however deve­
loped ; and Agnes beheld "ith delight this 
proof of poor Lewis's powers, and concurred 
with him in the necessity of setting it off to 
the best advantage; and when he proposed 
that they should both go to London, for the 
purpose of seeing how the picture ·was hung 
in the Academy, she no farther opposed the 
scheme than to decline her share of such an 
expensive jaunt. Feeling with him how na­
tural it was, for a man so situated, to wish, 
with all a parent's longings, to inquire after 
the fate of his child, she encouraged him 
most a:ffectionately to set out, and lost no 
time in providing every facility for his de­
parture; only urging his speedy return on 
account of his pupils, ·who being near] y all 
grown up, were anxious to improve their 
time, and not likely to accept excuses or 
delays. 

Lewi<.; went to London, ancl with a beat-
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ing heart flew to the Academy, and there 

beheld his long-cherished work,-that work, 

on which he had expended the treasured 

knowledge of many a year - to gather mate­

rials for which he had been many a time burnt 

in the sun, or drenched by the ::,hower - for 

which he had passed many a long day in un­

easiness and hunger-many a sleepless night 

in combining, arranging, and concluding­

to which he had bent all the enthusiasm of 

his imagination and the knowledge of his art, 

- that picture, so valued and so dear, was 

hung in a corner, aloof from every eye, un­

noticed by every tongue, and as little likely 

to attract attention as when the canvass lay 

rolled behind the meTcer's counter. 

This misfortune, for such it really was, 

oYerwhelmed poor Lewis, and perhaps was 

felt the more seYerely, because it was the 

fir:::.t he had ever really known; for whatever 

else he had experienced of trouble, which he 

had dignified with that name, had. arisen evi­

dently and naturally out of his own conduct, 

as effecls follow causes; and. although this 

was a mi:-,fortune felt in common with many 
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other equal sufferers, and was one of those 
disappointments he might have been prepar­
ed to expect, yet for a time he suffered it 
completely to overpower him, and without 
seeing any friend, making any inquiry into 
the state of the arts, or doing one of the 
things which he ought to have done, he pre­
cipitately returned to Leeds, to throw l1im­
self on the consolations of his wife, and to 
protest against a profession which, after all 
his labour, had deceived him. 

l\frs. Lewis applied every means of conso­
lation she could suggest ; and particular! y 
pointed out the happiness they enjoyed in 
being enabled to procure the means of life 
by teaching; adding, that she had of late 
practised drawing so much, she hoped soon 
to be a valuable assistant to him. 

" I disclaim, I renounce all drawing, 
painting, and every thing that belongs to it ; 
and I beseech you never to name it to me: 
if I see you touch a pencil in my presence, I 
shall feel it unkind, and injurious to me." 

The sympathizing wife considered these 
professions the result of too kccnl_, -wounded 
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feelings, which in a short time would return 

to their accustomed amenity ; but, to her ex­

treme concern, the irritability thus roused 

continued to act, and, in despite of her re­

monstrances, he renounced his scholars, sold 

his painting and drawing materials, and would 

have disposed of his sketches for a trifling 

considerati.on, if she had not contrived to 

secrete them. Then collecting a few books, 

the diminished remnant of his father's library, 

he set himself down to study mcchanics,-a 

mode of conduct to which he was encouraged 

by the father of one of his late pupils, who 

was at the head of a prodigious manufactory, 

and who, from various conversations with 

Lewis, had discovered the scientific know­

ledge he possessed in matters of this descrip­

tion. 
Poor :Mrs. Lewis's heart sunk under this 

change, for she saw nothing before her but a 

recapitulation of farther sorrows; she had 

intended to treat herself and Ludovico with his 

company during the ensuing )lids urn mer vaca­

tion; but, fearful either that he should adopt 

his father's new pursuit, or, in condemning 
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it, be led to blame the versatility of him who 
followed it, she had the resolution to forego 
this pleasure; and it was on her visit to him 
at this time he first perceiYed the dejection 
we have noticed. 

l\lr. Lewis had already begun to exert his 
recovered talents in mechanics, and had near­
ly constructed a small piece of machinery, 
calculated to improve the appearance of 
broad-cloths, and which abridged manual 
Jabour without supplying the place of work­
men :-of course, it was likely to answer ex­
tremely well; and the gentleman who per­
suaded him to undertake it, exultingly told 
l\Irs. Lewis, that it was ,vorth all the pictures 
in the world. She was therefore persuading 
herself, that if he persisted in this pursuit, 
all might yet be well, -when he received a 
letter from the Secretary of the Royal Aca­
demy, desiring him to remove his picture, as 
the exhibition had been over some d3.ys. 

He threw the letter from him with an air 
of such vexation, as plainl.r proved the sub­
ject ·was hateful; and in order to save him 
from farther pain, l\.Irs. Lewis wrote to a 
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person she had formerly been acquainted 

with during her residence in York, request­

ing him to remove the picture to his own 

house for a short time; and mentioning what 

had been the situation of this unfortunate 

essay of her husband's skill. 

~Ir. Lewis, not content with his first effort 

in mechanics, recommenced his labour ~ and 

as his knowledge increased, and he became 

more perfect at every trial, so it appeared 

that every beginning only laid the founda­

tion of another improvement ; so that time 

passed, debts were necessarily contracted, 

and nothing '"vas finished that could demand 

the reward liberally offered in the first in­

stance ; and the person who had so ex ullingl y 

prognosticated success was now fearful that 

nothing would be accomplished. Just, how­

ever, as the projector had brought all to 

bear, and was now prophesying that in three 

days he would give the finishing stroke to 

his admirable instrument, 1\Irs. Lewis re­

ceived a most welcome letter from London. 

The friend to whom she ha<l. consigned the 

picture had shown it to a gentleman of known 
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liberality and acknowledged j u<lgment, who 
had not only purchased the picture, but de­
clared that he thought the artist a man of 
genius, and that it was a thousand pities 
such a man should be buried in a country town. 

The handsome enclosure contained m this 
letter made not a more welcome revolution 
in the affairs of :\Ir. Lewis, and the satisfac­
tion of his oppressed wife, than the latter 
part of its contents caused in his feelings; 
joy sparkled in his eyes, and conscious po\\·er 
beamed on his bro,Y: " I am agnin a paint­
er," said he, majestically stalking over the 
room \Vith the air of one who has regained 
liberty and life. 

" But, my clear Lewis, as you have so 
nearly, so very nearly finished this clever 
little machine, you will surely complete it, 
and then paint again as soon as you please; 
- but surely you will finish this in the first place." 

""r\.,. onsense ! any fool may fini h it now; I 
can give directions to a common carpenter 
about it-London is the place, the onl.!J place 
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for a painter: I have indeed been cooped up 
too long in the country, but we will now 
set out immediately." 

With many a sigh Agnes obeyed the will 
of her hasty, impetuous husband: she was 
glad that he was about to resume his own 
profession, and she thought, from his success 
in the present instance, and the encourage­
ment held out by their friend, that it was 
probable that the talents of her husband 
would indeed be best appreciated and encou­
raged in the metropolis~ but she wished him 
to await the reward of his late excrtions, 
and to take with him such a sum of money 
as might enable him to live for some months 
without being under the necessity of stooping 
to the drudgery of the profession, and there­
by injuring his name in the higher walks of 
the art. But, alas! his ear, possessed by the 
demon of self-flattery, '' refused to hear the 
voice of the charmer," though she " charmed 
ever so wisely.,, Hastily calling his creditors 
together, he paid them out of the bill he had 
received; then sending for a neighbouring 
carpenter, sold him the machinery which had 

N 
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employed him six months for as many pounds; 

and fetching Ludovico from school, which 

he quitted with infinite regret, set out for 

London with his family, in the very depth of 

winter, without any prospect of employment 

or patronage beyond that held out by the 

sale of a single picture, and with not more 

than ten pounds in the ,vorld beyond the 

expenses of their journey. 
Ou their arrival, it was found that the 

friend who sold the picture was gone to spenJ 

the winter in Bath, and the gentleman to 

whom he sold it had gone to reside on his 

estate in Ireland, whither he had c01weyecl his 

purchase ; so that Lewis was not only left 

without an acquaintance to advise, or a pa­

tron to encourage him, but without even a 

picture to which he could refer any person ; 

having sold indiscriminately many which 

were finished, along with many more that 

were unfinished, at the time when he so 

rashly resigned a profession which, of all 

others, requires not only indefatigable dili­

gence and unwearied patience, but a fortitude 
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that no failure can blast, no disappointment 

overcome. 
Lewis now felt himself like a mariner with­

out chart or comp:1s&, left alone on an im­

measurable ocean; and his spirits were again 

sinking into a depression as blameable as 
their late exhilaration, when Agnes produced 
those valuable sketches of his, which togethe1· 

\\
1ith a few pencils and some scarce pigments, 

she had saved from the general wreck; and 

Ludovico offered to do any thing in his 

power towards preparing his palette. His 

hopes reYived with the appearance of his 
wanted apparatus, and setting seriously to 
work, he shoTtly produced two beautiful 
views of the Lakes, which were at that time, 
as now, in deserved reputation. 

Desirous of obtaining the imffrage of artists 

for his pictures, 1\Ir. Lewis took an oppor­
tunity of calling on several with whom he 

had either been acquainted formerly, or whose 
names stood so high in the list of professional 
celebrity, as to be considered general patrons 
of the Arts. He was receive<l by the former 
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with coldness, either as a man forgotten by 
long absence, or as one whose competition 
was not desirable : by the fatter, with more 
urbanity, but not sufficient freedom to en­
courage a warm and generous spfrit like his, 
to throw itself on their protection, and he 
returned to his lodgings disgusted and dispi­
rited, to reconsider on the way of disposing 
of his pictures, for the frames of which he 
had already paid two-thirds of all that he 
had in the world. 

In the course of a few days, necessity ob­
liged him to part with them to a picture­
dealer, who, taking advantage of his situation, 
obtained them for two guineas, and engaged 
him to paint several more, for which he ad­
vanced him money. The infatuated Lewis 
thus became in this man's power, and at the 
time he should have made another effort to 
attract public attention, by painting again a 
large picture for the Academy, his time was 
frittered away, his talents restrained, and 
his name lost by his compact with a con­
temptible fellow, who at once encouraged 
and destroyed him. 
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1\Iany a time did poor Ludovico recollect 

1\1r. Higgins,s counsel, and turn in his mind 

the possibility of rescuing his father from 

this second bondage, whilst his mother re­

sumed her old employments, as finding that 

the profits she got, though trifling, were 

prompt ; and Ludovico, determined not to be 

idle, began to make a set of cfrawings with his 

mother's assistance; and as he was now much 

improved, he succeeded so far as to procure 

subsistence for himself; but, dear as every 

thingwasinLondon, to do more was impossible. 

It was generally Ludovico,s task to take 

his father,s pictures, when finished, to this 

man, and in doing so he frequently was seen 

by different gentlemen, to whom his appear­

ance was attractive from the modesty and 

good sense of his manners, and the neatness 

of his person, notwithstanding the poverty 

which again became visible in his dress, and 

the absence of those good looks which had 

been his school companions ; and through 

him one or two of these gentlemen had been 

led to call in his father,s painting-room, to 

the great joy of the boy, as they had made 
3 
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several small purchases; but having never 
found one of his father's happiest efforts on 
the easel, were not induced to hold out the 
encouragement they ,vould have doubtless 
bestowed on better productions. 

The gentleman with whose observation on 
Ludovico's genius we opened this story, was 
one of these; he left the house at the time 
we speak of, foeUng sorry for the boy ; and 
happening to see him a few days after, stand­
ing at a book-staJJ in Poland-street, he thus 
addressed him : 

" Are you fond of reading, my little 
fellow?" 

" Yes sir I ahra)'S read when I have ' ' time." 

'' If there are any of the;:;e books for which 
you have a fancy, I will give it you.n 

Ludovico had just laid down a small edi­
tion of Collin , and he instinctively put his 
hand on it again. 

",vith all my heart," said the gentleman, 
comprehending hi expressive and grateful 
blush ; " you are fond of poetry, it seems i''' 

,. 



THE SON OF A GENIUS. 139 

" Extremely fond of it, sir; but I don,t 

read it often." 
"So much the better, at your time of day, 

for there are many things more useful. But 

what poetry did you read last?" 
Ludovico hesitated a moment, and then 

said, " Constantine the Great, sir." 

" You are more learned than me, for I 
not only never read, but never heard of such 

a poem.,' 
"No, sir, my father has not published it 

yet.,, 

" Your father published! What, is your 

father a poet as well as a painter? The thing 

is, however~ very po~sible, for the aTts are 

nearly related : each presents pictures to the 

mind through different mediums. -Come, 

step with me into this coffee-house, and if 

you can repeat me a few lines of your father,s 

poem, pray do." 
In a tremulous but pleasing voice, and 

with great justness of expression, Ludovico 

recited the opening of his fathces poem, and 

informed the gentleman, as ,vcll as he could, 
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what constituted the argument; on which he 
observed, ""vVell, if your father can write 
verses like those, ,tis a shame he does not 
publish them, that's all I have to say,-tell 
him I said so; and you may add farther, 
that, whenever he does, I will for myself and 
friends engage to take twenty copies off his 
hands.', 

Away flew Ludovico on the wings of joy 
to repeat his message; but to his mortifica­
tion, it was heard by his father, not only with­
out pleasure, but an air of vexation appeared 
on his features : " How happened you, my 
dear, to giYe the boy that idle manuscript?,, 
said he to his wife; "I have not seen it these 
seven years.,, 

" That is precisely the time wise men lay 
such things by, and then read and revise 
them, I haYe been told; suppose, my dear, 
you ·were to do the same: I haYe lately 
listened to it ·with great pleasure, and am 
well convinced it is worth your attention; 
many inferior things are every day publish­
ed, even in its present state, and you might 
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improve it very greatly, I am certain, by 

correction." 
l\Ir. Lewis did not immediately comply 

with his wife's desire, but soon after this, 

happening to hear Ludovico quote two lines 

of it, he was struck with their beauty, and 

seized the long-neglected manuscript with 

avidity; and on reading was so pleased with 

it, that he became entirely wrapt in poetic 

furor as he had been on his first writing it, 

and every moment of his life was now given 

to correction and emendation, whilst Lud0-

vico's time was entirely o~cupied in neatly 

transcribing it. Poor Agnes, and even little 

Constantina, plied the needle for their joint 

support, but were obliged to beg credit 

both for their lodgings and their food in a 

great measnre, since they lived at more 

than double tlleir expense in the country, 

and yet were not paid equally foT their la­

bours. 
At length the important work was finish­

ed, and poor Lewi felt again the delight of 

having performed something that might 
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claim the meed of praise from posterity ; but 
although confident in his own powers, and 
fully possessed with the idea of inspiration 
from genius, he was yet diffident, and ex­
tremely averse to authorship; realjzing what 
a French author has assumed of all English 
writers, that they are ashamed of the works 
which are their highest honour. \Vhen he 
first wrote this poem, it was doubtless his in­
tention to publish it immediately; but time, 
by increasing his knowledge, and purifying 
his taste, rendered him of course more aware 
of the difficulty of the task, and more sensible 
of the imperfections of his work ; and not­
withstanding the pleasure he felt in pursuing 
the higher passages of it, and the sense he 
could not help entertaining of its comparative 
merits, yet all the solicitations of his wife 
and son could not prevail on him to publish 
it, till want again stared him so plainly in 
the face, that at last 

"Ilis poverty, but not his will, consented;'' 

and even then, such was the bashfulness 
which oppressed him on this occasion, that 
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he requested his wife to offer the manuscript 

to the booksellers. 
Possessed as l\Irs. Lewis was of that genu­

ine sensibility and taste which enabled her to 

appreciate poetic excellence, and aware that 

she held a valuable work in her hand, she 

determined to offer it only to those book­

sellers whose names stood high in their pro­

fession : and, ignorant that any other intro­

duction than her business was necessary, she 

set out, accompanied by Ludovico, to the 

west end of the town, and offered it to a gen­

tleman of the first eminence as a publisher, 

who refused it in a way that gave her little 

hopes of success in her future application ; 

but stimulated by hei· distress, she went to a 

house in Bond-street, where civility at least 

marked the conduct of the proprietor. It 

unluckily happened, however, that it was 

not the line of publication he dealt in, but he 

recommended her to a gentleman in Fleet­

street. On her entrance to this house, she 

was accommodated with a seat by one of the 

assi::;tants, and the principal informed of the 

nature of her business. In a short time :\Ir. 
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N - appeared and looked at the manu­
script. "'rhis is certainly a very beautiful 
poem, madam," said he; "so beautiful, that 
I regret it is not in my power to be the pur­
chaser, having already as much on my hands 
as I dare undertake." She ventured to ask 
him to whom he would recommend her to 
offer it.-" C-'s is a very good house, 
n1a'ain - very good judges, too." So to 
C--'s she went. l\Ir. C. was fortunately 
at home: and after waiting half an hour, she 
was conducted into his counting-house in 
silence, and then told to leave the manuscript 
and her address. Ludovico, with more fore­
sight than his mother, said, "Pray, sir, may 
I call again next week for your answer?"­
" I will drop your father a line, mentioning 
my proposals," ,vas his reply. 

" I think, mother/' said Ludovico, as 
they left the house, "selling books for a 
livelihood is like fishing for amusement; the 
best baits will hardly get a nibble in either 
case : I am certain I shall never seek pleasure 
in the one, and God forbid I should be driven 
by necessity to the other!''-" Amen, my 
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child," said the mother. At length, after 
many a weary journey undertaken by poor 
Ludovico, in hopes of his father's poem be­
ing purchased by l\1r. C., it was returned to 
him, saying, that when he had leisure to 

look it over it should be sent fur, but that 
poetry was a very unsaleable commodity at 
the best. 

At the moment when Ludovico returned, 
the spirits of his father were elated by a com­
mission he had just received from that very 
gentleman who had first incited him to pub­
lish, and who had been speaking to him on 
the subject; and under this impression he 
now declared that he would immediate} v 

"' 
publish the work at his own expense, and set 
all those tiresome booksellers at defiance. 

Convinced as l\Irs. Lewis was of the ex-
,. cellence of her husband's work, she yet 

trembled at the thoughts of incurring a 
printer's bill: but as her spouse, with his 
usual rapidity of J.ecision, had now deter 
mined on the thing, she set about seeking 
who would do it the cheapest, a.nu at length 
found a person who offered what appeared 
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both to her and Lewis very reasonable pro­
posals; but he refused to begin printing till 
half the money \Vas advanced. Such was 
the newly-awakened desire of the Arti:;t to 
see his poem in forwardness at this period, 
notwithstanding his previous timidity, that 
he not only worked night and day to finish 
the grntleman's picture, but again applied to 
his insidious friend the picture-dealer, who, 
anxious to take advantage of his wants, and 
vexed to see him employed for a gentleman 
who woLild pay him liberally, supplied him 
on the express condition that he should ·work 
for no other person for the next six months: 
an agreement he signed in despite of the tears 
and entreaties of his distressed son, who fore­
saw all the evils to which it would subject 
him, GO deeply had he allmved the counsel of 
his friends to affect his memory. 

From this time, all that had been bad 
in the affairs of poor Lewis went worse. 
Before the six months expired, the poems 
were delivered, and the printer demanded 
farther payment : but, alas! the contracting 
parties discovered, now too late, that in their 
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ignorance of terms, they had consented to 

the poem being printed in a manner so shab­

by and unfashionable in its outward form, 

that every bookseller to whom it was offered 

protested against its appearance; and de­

clared "it might lie on their shelves for ever, 

no person would purchase it ; ,, and as Lewjs 

was by this time well aware that he had con­

ducted the business altogether w rang, he could 

not help acknowledging the truth of this con­

clusion; for the external appearance of his 

literary bantling was so inferior to the present 

general style of publication, that it was im­

possible for even parental partiality to sup­

pose it would attract attention, until its me­

rit was generally known, or at least asserted 

by those guardians of the public taste, whose 

opinions, whC':ther adopted or not, cannot 

fail to give publicity, and confer some de­

gree of fame. But as Lewis was entirely 

ignorant of the general routine of business, 

and disdained every means of notice which 

approached to servility, or even indicated 

fear, he shrunk in sullen melancholy from 

the clisappointmellt of his expectations, and 
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leaving his wife to <lispose of the books as 
well as she was able, desired only that they 
might never be brought before his mind in 
any way again, protesting that worlds should 
not tempt him to compose another couplet. 

This resolution was as unfortunate as that 
which, on a former occasion, had condemned 
his pencil to temporary oblivion; for, though 
all the booksellers to whom they were offered 
declined the purchase of his poem, and barely 
suffered it to remain on thefr shelves as a fa_ 
, ·our, yet several read it, and being pleased 
with the variety of beautiful imagery, fine 
sentiments, and truly classic taste displayed 
in it, conceived that the author might be­
come a great favourite with the public, if his 
powers were employed in some more common 
medium, presented under a less questionable 
shape, and made proposals to him for that 
purpose-but he turned from these proposals 
with cold disgust, or haughty sorrow; and, 
without considering that his work was yet 
unknown, and of course uncondemned, he 
assumed the manners of one ·who has been 
ill-treated by the world, looks down with 
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contempt on those who have trampleJ upon 

him, and repels cruelty by disdain. 

Poor Ludovico watched every turn of his 

father,s irritated temper and wounded spirit 

with the deepest interest and the truest sym­

pathy; and so much did his affection lead 

him to participate in all his father,s feelings, 

that his mother again found the utmost diffi­

culty to inform his judgment without weak­

ening his respect; to show him how far miE­

conduct had produced the evil bis he::trt was 

still commanded to pity, and his industry to 

obviate. Ah ! how severe was such a task 

to a fond and tender wife; to one who, in 

every change of situation, every modification 

of sorrow, wa.:. alike active to help, strong 

to suffer, and patient to endure; who com­

bined the firmness of fortitude with the meek­

ness of obedience; was humble in the hour 

of joy, and cheerful in the day of adversity. 

"\Vhen the picture-dealer, nlr. Sinister, 

found how large a debt was still due to the 

printer, he became only the more urgent 

with ~Ir. Lewis to fulfil his agreement; and 

when the sl:\. months wert:- expired, it ,, m, 

o 3 
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found that scarcely ten pounds remained dne 
to the Artist, who owed twice that sum to 
the colourman, besides various other debts 
unavoidably contracted for the support of 
his family. It cannot be supposed that the 
late disappointments he had received, acting 
on a mind subject to suffering every impulse 
to affect him acutely, could have been sus­
tained by Lewis without sensibly affecting 
his health as well as his spirits; and <luring 
the depression under which he now sunk, he 
was frequently led to visit a public-house; 
not for the purpose of intoxication, for the 
native refinement of his mind, and his do­
mestic habits, aided by a sense of duty, for­
bade that degradation; hut merely to take 
a trifling refreshment, and in the society of 
those around to forget his own cares. Agnes 
had of late observed that her husband's ap­
petite was very in<lifferent, and she wished 
him to take a little wine, and therefore did 
not object to these visits, until they became 
so frequent as to alarm her; she then, for 
the first time in her life>, seriously rernon­
strated with him, and her entreaties were i:,o 

or 
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fondly, so warmly seconded by poor Ludo­

vico, that he promised them both to refrain 

from what he confessed to be a growing evil: 

and, ever decisive in his determination, ra­

ther from violence of temper than firmness 

of mind, he resolved never again to enter the 

scene of his temptation, provided " they 

would be cheerful at home," since, he pro­

tested, it was for their sakes alone that he 

trembled at the evils which surrounded him, 

and shrunk from the prospects before him. 

As in every agreement there are obliga­

tions named or implied on both sides, Wirs. 

Lewis felt it her duty to provide for her hus­

band, as well as her scanty means allowed, 

tho5e indulgences he had at her request so 

wisely and kindly abandoned: to do this she 

worked beyond her strength; her long-tried 

constitution, excellent as it was, gave way, 

and poor LudoYico, with great dismay, be­

held sickness in the face of either parent, 

duns at the door, and the voice of friendship 

only uttered by one, whose insidious assist­

ance perpetuated the poverty he affected to 

relieve. 
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Pora considerable time, i\Ir. Lewis forbore 
to ask farther assistance from ~Ir. Sinister, 
the picture-dealer, in the hope that he should 
be enabled to attract attention in some other 
way, and, perhaps, not without some secret 
expectation that his poems would shortly 
obtain notice, notwithstanding the veil which 
now obscured them: but, alas! his clothes 
were now shabby, and his credit bad; for 
as the printer was really a poor man, he had 
been from necessity clamorous for his money, 
and his complaints had revealed to the neigh­
bouring tradesmen the state of poor Lewis's 
affairs; so that v3rious circumstances now 
combined to crush him, ·which, though each 
comparatively small, formed a host like th.; 
locusts, " which," says the wise son of Ri­
rach, " are a small people, yet they destroy the land." 

It so happened, that one day when the 
printer in great distress for his money called 
to urge the payment, ]Hrs. Lewis was setting 
a bottle of wine on the table before her hus­
band, who urged the person to take a glass 
·with him. The .sight of a luxttry he had 
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neYer been accustomed to indulge in, thus 

enjoyed by a man who was in his debt, of­

fended him still more than the excuse which 

necessity compelled Lewis to offer; and he 

left the house swearing that " he would have 

his money, or his revenge on an idle drunken 

fellow, who, provided he could get his own 

luxuries, cared not who worked or starved.~' 

These words were alarming to Mrs. Lewis, 

who heard them muttered as he descended 

the stairs. She felt extremely shocked that 

a single glass of wine, taken by her husband 

at a time when he really had occasion for it 

in a medicinal sense, when he was worn down 

by cares and labour, should have made him 

an enemy; but she could not help remem­

bering the time when, without a shilling be­

forehand in the world, he had been accus­

tomed to give many a bottle of this expensive 

beYerage to companions who wasted at once 

his time and his substance, whilst she was 

too often lamenting in silence, not so much 

the commission of error in this respect, since 

it was never carried to excess, as the omis­

sion of pro,·iding for a future day, ·which, as 
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the father of a family, it was his bounden 
duty to do. She now felt how severely he 
was punished in this indhidual instance of 
past neglect, and harassed her mind exceed­
ingly as to the means of averting the threat­
ened danger. 

This was out of her power, for the ven­
geance ·of anger is always prompt; and in 
the evening Ludovico discovered that a bailiff 
,vas watching the house. As Lewis was gone 
to the picture-dealer's at this time, for the 
express purpose of obtaining money for the 
printer, his mother despatched her son thither 
to inform him of the circumstance, and en­
treat him to remain where he was until dark­
ness should have enabled him to return in 
safety. At the moment of Ludovico's arri­
val, l\Ir. Sinister, c01winced, from the soli­
citude in poor Lewis' · countenance, of how 
much importance it ·wa to him to di .. pose 
of his pictures, was offering him a price 
which he well knew to be far Lelow their ·va­
lue, and consequently resisted; but whl'n 
thc"poor Arti..;t heard the: sad news brought 
by Ludovico, he was ~o alarmed by the 
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threatened privation of his liberty, as to be 
incapable of bargaining any farther, and im­
pelled by the pressure of the moment to 
flight, he could only say, " Settle the mat­
ter with my son,i' and darted out of the shop, 
taking the road that led farthest from his 
own house, under the idea that the footsteps 
of Ludovico might probably be traced to this 
place, espeeially as it was a spot where his 
business so frequently led him. 

Cunning people frequently overreach them­
selves, and this was now the case with 1\Ir. 
Sinister: perceiving the distress of the mo­
ment, he laid down six guineas before the 
boy, saying, "There is the gold, young man, 
I was about to give your father : God knows 
whether I shall ever see it again or not, for 
his pictures all stick by me-I can't dispose 
of any of them." 

At the moment when Ludovico entered 
the place, he had heard his father use these 
words: " You cannot, surely, think of offer­
ing me eight guineas for two such pictures 
as these, ~Ir. Sinister?" From this he learnt 
that right had been offered, and he well knew 
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twice eight was too little; he learnt also from 
this circumstance, what rejoiced him exceed­
ingly, that his father had actually settled by 
his painting with this rapacious man, and 
merely applied to him now as a person who, 
having ready money by him, could give that 
present assistance he so much wanted. Lu­
dovico knew that his father,s pride and deli­
cacy were such that he could not bring him­
self to seek for purchasers, to beg for assist­
ance, and that this person took advantage of 
this feeling, ever inherent in persons of native 
refinement, and which Ludovico possessed as 
strongly as his father; but he had likewise 
the sense of duty,- that determined virtue, 
which, when a point of integrity was at stake, 
could overcome every sense at war with his 
principles. He had seen his mother, whose 
modesty as a woman increased the diff-iculty 
of conquering such sensations, and whose 
early habits of seclusion rendered every mode 
of obtrusion on the world peculiarly painful, 
yet meet meekly, but firmly, every obstacle 
that opposed her real utility; and, after a 
few minutes, recollection, he determined to 
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attempt some means of bettering his father's 

situation at this important crisis. Seizing, 

therefore, the pictures, and placing them 

under his arm, he said, " vVell, sir, if you 

will only give me six guineas for these pic­

tures, I must endeavour to dispose of them 

elsewhere. I heard my father refuse eight 

for them from you, and I should ill merit his 

confidence if I permitted them to go for less.'' 

As Ludovico said this, he retreated with the 

air of a person who had determined on his 

mode of action. 
" ,v ell, ·well, put them down: if I said 

eight, I will give eight." 
" But my father refused eight in my hear­

ing; therefore I cannot take it." 

" Come, come, child, don't be a fool, here 

are eight guineas for you: your father is in 

distress, I know he is; my ears are as quick 

as yours - I know very well how you are 

situated; your father is on the point of an 

arrest, and this money will enable him to fly 

somewhere for safety; when he is gone, I 

I will help to settle his affairs: we will keep 

him snug till we get the creditors to f'ign a 
p 
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release, and then I will bring him out and 
give him employment. Now, if this offer 
won't show you your true friend, nothing 
:will.,, 

" Do I underatand you right? Do you 
mean to say that my father will not have 
occasion to pay his debts r 

" Only a trifle: we must make a sale of 
your father's sketches, and books, and odds 
an<l ends, as it were; in fact, I will take 
them myself at a fair valuation, and then 
divide what little matter there is amongst 
his creditors : now, as they can't help them­
selves, there's no doubt but they'll take it, 
and sign a release, and he's a sound man 
again: that ,s the way ~Iorland's affairs have 
been settled just now: do you see, boy r 

'' Yes, yes, I see it all/, cried Ludovico, 
tears of sorrow and indignation bursting from 
his eyes; " I see that my poor father is to be 
made a rogue to the world, and a slave to 
you; but he shall never be driven to this; 
my mother will never agree to it; I will ne,·er 
agree: we will work, we will beg, we will 
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pay all our debts honestly in time,-yes, if 

we have time, we will do every thing." 

"Fine talking, indeed! observe this, while 

you are stitching for pence, and drawing for 

shillings, your mother and. you will have the 

satisfaction of seeing your father pining to 

death in a close prison -he's already very 

thin, and I think his lungs are touched; 

he'll soon be gone, when he's once shut up 

in N ewgate." 
Ludovico sobbed aloud. 

" Come, come, I don't like to see you dis­

tressed; I will add to these eight guineas a 

guinea as a gift to yourself: you are a clever 

boy, and a good boy, and I will encourage 

you by taking some of your drawings off 

your hands; when we get your affairs settled, 

I shall not mind employing you myself.'' 

" Settled!" said Ludovico to himself, and 

every principle of his honest heart revolted 

at the word; yet his distress was very great, 

- the nine guineas lay temptingly before 

him: though conscious that the pictures were 

worth twice the money, even to a dealer, yet 
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present relief for his father was of the utmo::it 
importance; he knew not what to do, but 
his trembling heart ferYently addressed itself 
to Heaven, and besought Almighty guid­
ance. Whilst he stood thus wrapt in in­
ward prayer, two persons entered the place 
and called for l\Ir. Sinister's attention : this 
gave him an opportunity of hastening Lu­
dovico's decision, and gathering up the 
guineas, he chinked them in his hand, saying, 
" vV ell, master Lewis, are these guineas 
to go into my pocket or yours? that 'B the 
question." 

Ludovico laid the pictures on the table 
with a deep sigh, and an irresolute air. 

" Harkee, now,'' said one of the men in a 
strong Irish accent, "if so be as your name 
be Lewis, and you dale in pictures, I shouldn't 
wonder but you be the son, or the cuzen, or 
the like o' that, to the very man that my mas­
ter bought a great big painting of some two 
year agone; an' if ye be, I can tell ye, for 
your comfort, that my ma ter, Sir John Gif­
ford, has given it the best place in his house, 
so he has; and he wouldn,t take five hundred 
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pound::; for his bargain of ever a lord in little 

Ireland, so he wouldn't.'' 

'' Is Sir John Gifford your master ?" said 

Ludovico, with brightening looks, in the 

hopes that his father would at length obtain 

the introduction he had so long wished for to 

the gentleman who had bought his large 

picture, and in doing so hacl proved how 

highly he esteemed his ta1ents. 

" No, honey, he's not my master now, 

because for why, he sent me to live with his 

sister's son's husband, you must know; but 

if ye mane you should like to show your 

pictures there to my master, who has a little 

matter of liking for such things, I '11 traduce 

you and your pictures to him with all my 

heart, if ye '11 come to Portman Square to­

morrow, and ask to spake with one Dermot 

at General Villars"." 
"\Vith a heart that bounded "ith gratitude 

to Heaven, and a tongue that faintly ex­

pressed his thanks to honest Dermot, Ludo­

vico again grasped his pictures, and was leav­

ing the shop, when Si11istcr, seizing his arm , 

whi~pcrcd, "Your father mnst be helped to-
p 3 
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night, remember, and a bird in the hand i:::; 
worth two in the bush: here, take this mo­
ney to your father's creditors-take more 
- I will let you have whatever will satisfy 
him.~' 

" No, thank you, sir, whatever helps my 
father, helps his creditors also; their inte­
rests are inseparable; and when he knows 
the pains I shall undoubtedly take to sell the 
pictures properly, nmv I know their value, 
he will wait in patience.'' 

" 'Tis a chance of a thousand to one that 
the General should buy your pictures; be­
sides, you cannot show them to him without 
frames- elegant, expensive frames; come, 
come, leave them with me, I will give you 
twelve guineas for them.'' 

Ludovico shook his head. 
" Sixteen, that is double the money I 

offered your father." 
" It won't do, J\Ir. Sini&ter, -I shall not 

sell them to you for any money, since the 
very offer convinces me how dreadfully my 
poor father has been imposed upon, notwith-
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standing your assertion you found it impos­

sible to part with his pictures." 
Sinister now became in such a rage, that 

he would have wrested the pictures from 

him by force, if it had not been for the pre­

sence of the two persons, who were both 

gentlemen's servants, and who, having de­

livered their message, departed with Ludo­

vico, and became guardians to him nearly 

all the way home. On arriving there he 

found his father not yet returned, and his 

mother extremely uneasy on his account, as 

the evening was now setting in for rain. 

The information of Ludovico was very grate­
ful to her, and she agreed with him that 

some means must be taken to procure frames 

for the pictures before morning. 
Ludovico, depositing his precious burden 

under her care, ran to the house of the only 

friend he had, who was the person that pur­
chased his sketches ; and, after informing 

him precisely of his situation, requested him 

to aclvjse, or assist him in procuring the loan 

of two frames for an hour in the mormng, 
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offering any method of securing their speedy 
return which the print-seller should point out. 

" You are so punctual," said this trades­
man, " in fulfilling your engagements, so 
loth to ask the advance of a trifle, and so 
certain to repay it to the time stipulated, 
that I have a pleasure in doing you a ser­
vice ; and though it is late, I will go with 
you to a frame-maker, who will trust you 
on my word.,, 

To the great joy of Ludovico, he found a 
pair of elegant frames just finished of the 
exact size he wanted; and they were, on the 
printseller's recommendation, immediately 
lent to him, though of great price: such is 
the worth and utility of a good character. 

As the rain now fell in torrents, the print­
seller called a coach for Ludovico, in order 
that he might convey the frames in safety. 
He had not rode far when he perceived his 
father, who appeared drenched to the skin : 
in great distress he called to him from the 
window, "JWr. Lewis! l\lr. Lewi !'' but 
the alarmed unhappy man knew not the voice 
of his child, and ran a:,, fast a~ hr could tile 
contrary way. 
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For many hours, Ludovico and his un­

happy mother waited the return of the fugi­

tive, but it was past midnight when he came 

home, and it then appeared that he had been 

wandering in the streets ever since he re­

ceived the fatal news of his intended arrest, 

negligent of the tempest unmindful of re­

freshment, and so absorded by the severer 

storm that raged within, as to be insensible · 

of that without; but when he found himself 

locked once more in his own house, support­

ed by the kindness of his wife, and relieved 

by the welcome information communicated 

by his son, he was then sensible of the effects 

of the terrible cold he had caught, and the 

extreme exhaustion of his frame, which was 

now assailed by rheumatic pain in every 

limb. 
True to the feelings which ever charac-

terised him, ill as he was, poor Lewis placed 

his paintings that very night in the elegant 

frames his son had procured, and in con­

templating their appearance, seemed to lose 

the sense of the sorrows that surrounded, 

and the sickness that oppressed him : and 

such was the renovation of his spirits, in the 
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pleasure he experienced from this incident, 
that l\Irs. Lewis was deceived into the belief 
that her cares had saved hjm from sustaining 
more than temporary indisposition from his 
late exposure to the elements, and she fell 
asleep in this happy though false conviction. 

,vhen Ludovico arose the next morning, 
no longer under the immediate oppression of 
those severe feelings which had made him 
ready, the preceding night, to venture at all 
hazards to present himself and his father's 
pictures to the eye of strangers, to incur the 
charge of impertinence, bear the brunt of 
insolence, and in the search for pity endure 
contempt, he felt all the awkwardness of his 
situation, and shrunk from the pain to which 
it subjected him. No longer under the im­
mediate influence of hope or clespafr, he had 
tJ1c leisure to consider his personal appear­
ance, which was shabby and unpromising; 
to reflect on his manners, which, knowing 
to be bashful, he believed were uncouth, 
and to fear that, if he were called on to speak, 
the words would stick in his throat: and he 
almost repented not taking the adYanced 
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terms offered by Mr. Sinister. His mother, 

accustomed to read every thought of his 

heart in his ingenuous countenance, relieved 

him by saying, that most probably the pic­

tures would be carried to the General by 

1Vlr. Dermot, in the first place, and after­

wards, if the General should purchase, he 

would express a wish to see his father ; and 

this idea gave the poor boy courage to re­

gain that self possession, which was generally 

habitual to him, and enabled him to set out 

with a serene heart and smiling countenance. 

CHAPTER VII. 

There was on earth no power to save, 

But, as he shudder'd o'er the grave, 

Ile saw from realms of light descend 

The friend of him who has no friend. 
1'IONTG0:)1ERY, 

\VHE~ Ludovico arrived. at the Generars 

house, and inquired for ~Ir. Dermot, he was 

told by the porter to " wait a wee bit;" this 
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wee bit proved a tedious hour, during whl(.:h 
time there were servants of all descriptions 
seen moving about the house with an air of 
uncommon bustle, but no Dermot amongst 
them. From their conversation, he learnt 
that the family was on the point of setting 
out for the South of France, whither the 
General's lady had been ordered for the 
benefit of her health; and as this was the 
period of the short peace, she was taking the 
advantage of it. 

"Alas !" thought Ludovico, "they will 
take no notice of me at such a time as this; 
and as to buying pictures, that is out of the 
question, just when the family is about to 
remove: I wish I had never come.,, 

" l\'Iy bonny bairn, thee has m uckle pa­
tience," said the Scotchman, "but hauld up 
thy head, for here comes Dermot at last, an' 
ise warrant he '11 gic thee a lift." 

The broad, open, good-natured counte­
nance of Dermot revived the heart of poor 
Ludovico; and although he found he was 
going to be taken immediatdy into the Ge. 
neral's presence, notwithstanding- his J1umhle 
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apparel, yet he did not shrink in the manner 

he had appreheuded. Dermot praised the 

frames of the pictures all the way up-stairs; 

and this praise, though not of the kind which 

is gratifying to an artist, was yet we1come to 

LudoYico at such a moment as this . 

" Plase your Honour, here's the young boy 

as I was telling your Honour about, and 

here's his pictures, which to my mind are 

more handsomer in their gi1ding, an' all that, 

than any your Honour has sain lately." 

As Dermot spoke, he displayed the pic­

tures, clapping them down opposite to the 

window. General Villars, who was a fine, 

sun-burnt-looking man, giving Ludovico an 

encouraging look, bade him come forward, 

and then directed Dermot where to place 

the pictures, observing, that he " wished to 

see the painting, not the gilding." 

" True, your Honour ; one person likes 

one thing, and hanother, hanolher. The 

frame always appairs to me the varry heart 

of a pictur ." 
In the middle of the large room where 

this examination took place was a table, 
Q 
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where three ladies were sitting: she who111 
Ludovico considered the General's lady a.rose 
to look at the pictures, laying down an open 
book that she had been reading, "hich was a 
fine edition of Beattie's :Minstrel; the table 
was covered with such a variety and pro­
fusion of things, spread out as if for packing, 
that Ludovico could not forbear looking at 
it. There were many beautiful toys, spark­
ling jewels, colour-boxes, and perfumes at 
one end; and at the other were fruit, con­
serves, anLl various cakes : two young ladies 
were arranging the jewels in some caskets, 
and when they heard the General tell Ludo­
vico to come for" ard, one of them looked at 
the other, as much as to say, " Let us make 
haste and get these things out of the way: 
they are too tempting objects to be laid be­
fore that poor boy." 

l\Irs. Villars saw the look, and the manner 
which accompanied it; she turned her eyes 
upon Ludovico, and said, " You need be 
un<ler no apprehension,'' repeating from the 
book she hacl laid down, 
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" For know, poor Edwin was no vulgar boy, 

" Deep thought oft seem'd to fix his infant eye ; 

" Dainties he heeded not, nor gaude nor toy, 

" Silent when glad, affectionate though shy." 

" ,v e will see by and by," said the young 

ladies, with a look of doubt, in answer to 

her observation. 
The General, calling Ludovico, inquired 

the subject of the picture he liked best, to 

which he answered with promptness and 

precision ; and, when farther quc£tioned, 

described the country which environed it 

with that simple eloquence natural to a mind 

that feel::; its subject, and has been accus­

tomed to hear the best language in its ordi­

nary society." 
" Has your father been many years an 

artist?" said the Honourable :Mrs. Yi11ars. 

" Yes, madam, he was c.leYoted to the 

arts from his youth:'' but he is likewise a­

a Poet." 
" l\Iore the pity!'' said the General. Lu-

dovico blushed exces i\eh-. 
" I mean only to say;' added the General, 
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kindly, "that it is a pity that a gentleman 
( which I am sure your father is,) should 
either injure his talents by attempting too 
much, or be under a necessity of exerting 
them in such various ways. I am sorry that 
my departure from this country forbids me 
the pleasure of inquiring farther after all his 
productions at present; but on my return I 
hope to see more of him ; I shall, however, 
purchase this little picture, if your father 
1\ill sell it for twenty guineas." 

Ludovico bowed gratefully in assent. 
'' 1Vhilst the General opened his e::-.critoirc 

to take out his bills, the lady said, "K ow 
tell me which of all the things on this table 
you think the best worth having, my young 
friend ?" 

" The colour-boxes are, I believe, the 
best worth having, but_,, 

" But what? speak your opinion freely: 
I am certain you have an opinion." 

"I was going to say, that, though I think 
the colour-boxes best worth having, the book 
you were reading, madam, is the most de­
lightful of all the things." 
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The lady smiled in triumph at her young 

friends ; and whilst Ludovico turned to re­

ceive his money from the General, who paid 

him for the frame of his picture likewise, she 

closed up one of the colour-boxes, and wrap­

ped the book in some writing-paper; and 

just as he had received the money, and was 

thanking the General, she put them and a 

large cake into his hands, saying, " I am 

certain you will make a good use of all these 

things.,, 
Ludovico started with surprise, looked at 

the lady, and the tears flushed into his eyes 

-his lips trembled, but he could not articu­

late a syllable. 
Affected with his artless sensibility, the 

lady beckoned Dermot, and ordered him to 

carry the other picture home for him, and 

Ludovico departed the happiest of boys. 

His very first care was to repair to the frame­

maker,s to return one frame and pay for the 

other; and the man, pleased with his ready 

disposal of the frame, and the boy's punctu­

ality, offered to keep the other picture on 

~ale, to which he joyfully con ented ; and 

Q3 
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he returned to set hj& father's heart at 
ease, having no doubt but the present sum 
woulJ satisfy the printer, whose debt would 
be nearly liquidated. His father received 
him ·with rapture, and extolled all his exer­
tions; but it was now so evident that he was 
ill, that the poor boy had little pleasure 
even in his success, for he thought on Sinis­
ter~s words, that his lungs were touched, and 
though he attached no precise meaning to the 
words, yet he dreaded their import. 

The exultation of his mother was still 
shorter, for though her husband woulcJ not 
allow that he was ill, and repeatedly sat down 
to his ease], yet she was convinced that some 
uncommon ailment hung over him. For se­
veral successive days she continued in this 
anxious state, when, unable to endure it any 
longer, she procured medical advice, when 
it was declared that his lungs were disorder­
ed, and that he had a considerable degree of 
fever. 

As all persons afflicted with the complainh 
which affected poor Lewis are much reEncd 
by country air, the anxious ,~ ifc and tender 

L d 
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son were extremely desirous to procure it 

for him at this period ; and as he had been 

for some time desirous of sketching in Wind­

sor Park, it was resolved that he should go 

for a few weeks into that neighbourhood. As 

his disorder, though fluctuating, had not 

taken any decided character, and his spirits 

were sure to be improved by the society of 

Ludovico, (to whom he was impatient to com­

municate instruction,) it was thought best 

that they should go thither together, whilst 

the female part of the family would pursue 

at home those labours alike demanded for all. 

Ludovico, therefore, was entrusted with the 

care of his father's personal comforts alto­

gether, and, young as he was, they could not 

have been in better hands, for he had the 

affection an<l activity which supply the les­

sons of experience, and even in these he was 

not deficient. 
As the poor boy had not at this period tra­

velled in any mountainous district, or could 

remember any object of singular character, 

(seeing that he left York in his infancy,) it 

will be readily supposed how much he wa:::; 
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struck and deEghted with the grandeur of 
vVindsor Castle; rising above the surround­
ing plain, and carrying in its massy towers 
and spreading buildings, an air of proud but 
peaceful protection, befitting a royal res1-
dE-11ce, yet such a residence as might suit 
times less highly civilized than ours'.* Lu­
dovico beheld it ,vith the enthusiasm of a 
painter, and somewhat of the delight of an 
antiquarian; for when the whole of its mag­
nificent form was necessarily lost from his 
uear approach} he became 11ot less cager to 
examine the details, to recollect all he had 
heard or read respecting it, and refer to the 
histories of those monarchs whose names "ere 
more particularly connected with it. 

Yet Ludovico slackeued his pace, and the 
fire of his eye abated, when he perceived 
that his dear father panted as they ascended 
the little hill which led to the interior of the 
Castle walls, and that the colour in his cheek 

• It will be remembered by the young reader, that these 
remarks belong to the Castle at the time when Ludovico 
beheld it, being- some years before the pre:;ent impro,·e­
mcnts were liegnn 
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was heightened far beyond what such a 

trifling exertion might be supposed to oc-

cas10n. 
The fears a wakene<l in his anxious bosom 

did not, however, appear to press on the 

spirits of the inva1id himself, for the moment 

he recovered his breath, and entered St. 

George\, Chapel, that beautiful building, 

and the associations connected with it, in­

spired him with all his wonted enthusiasm, 

as a work of high art, an ancient dome, con­

secrated to the service of Gou, and the ceme­

tery of a long race of Kings, whose charac­

ters, conduct, and misfortunes, passed in 

quick succession over his memory. He yet 

tro<l in silence, and with a noiseless step, over 

the marble pavement; but Ludovico, accus­

tomed to read hi~ thoughts in his expressive 

countenance, well knew what was passing 

in his mind) and pressing his hand, ex-

claimed,-
" Oh! father, if ever there was a temple 

meet for the worship of Him ' whom the 

Heaven of heavens cannot contain/ surely 

this is it !1
, 
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'' It is indeed, my dear boy, a beautiful 
and striking place ; admirably displaying the 
fine taste of our ancestors in the style we bar­
barously term Gothic-it is full of melan­
choly sublimity- of that, which at once 
shows us the power of man in his \\"Orks, the 
greatness of man in his regal splendour, and 
the shortness of his life, the extinction of his 
glory. Here the tyrannic Henry and the 
martyred Charles lie side by side : here 
sleeps the fair son of the first, who was the 
sweetest blossom humanity eyer produced; 
and the profligate offspring of the latter, on 
whom the lessons of adversity and prosperity 
alike were spent in vain. This is a place to 
prove, Ludovico, 

~, That earth's highest honour ends, in 'here he lies,'­
' And dust to dust,' concludes her noblest song." 

" Yes, dear father, so far as eaJ'th is con­
cerned: but it is our comfort to know, that 
when this massy building shall be crumbled 
into <lust - when the last shred of those 
knightly banners have ceaseu to waYe, and 
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the proud names of their descendants are for­

gotten among men- the very humblest of 

their retainers may be rejoicing in the pre­

sence of Him, who is ' K.ing of kings, and 

Lord of lords,' and know that His joy shall 

abide for ever and ever.'' 
Lewis pressed with trembling eagerness 

the hand of Ludovico which he had been 

holding to his lips and his heart- tears 

streamed from hi.:; eyes, which were cast up­

wards, and his lips moved as if in prayer. 

Entering one of the pews, he remained for a 

long time evidently absorbed in that deep 

·elf-communion, which he had seldom held; 

but which, in the present frame of his mind, 

and increasing weakness of his health, he felt 

to be peculiarly his duty. Alas ! it is not 

in the day of our weakness, but that of our 

strength, that we should commune thus with 

our own hearts, and ,,Ting thence the tear 

of penitence, the confession of awakened self­

reproach, for nature can ill endure the con­

flict, - nor can we then j udg;e how far the 

heart is incere in its repentance, how far the 

mind is enfeebled by the body's st1ffl'rings. 
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The shades of evening were closing, and 
Ludovico was alarmed by the sensation of 
cold, which crept over him, before he ven­
tured to intrude on the awful solemnity of 
his father's thoughts, by urging the necessity 
of their removal, to which Lewis slowly as­
sented, by placing his hand on the shoulder 
of his son, and returning to the inn. He 
soon afterwards became sensible that he had 
caught a considerable accession of cold, but 
observed, " that the pnre air of the forest 
would soon remove it." 

For several successive days, they wandered 
in the glades, or sat under the shadowing 
arms of those noble oaks which arise in this 
delightful forest like vegetable fortresses; dis­
mantled, it is true, of their loftiest towers, or 
robbed by all-subduing time of their " fair 
proportions," but still throwing out a wide 
protecting arm, as if to shelter those who re­
pose beneath their branches. Each was to our 
painters beheld with veneration and pleasure, 
so intense as to subdue all other emotions: 
and,although Lewis frequently returned home 
so weary as to be incapable of convc>rsation, 
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Ludovico rejoiced to see that he could take 

his evening meal with appetite, and he con­

stantly declared, " That the air was to him 

so restorative, as to give a species of new 

existence, alike refreshing to his person, and 

his spirits.~' 
One morning they arose sooner than com­

mon, for the purpose of beholding the castle 

from St. Leonard'-Hill, in the grounds of the 

Earl of Harcourt, having been informed that 

it might be seen there to the greatest ad­

vantage. The air was at this time very 

damp, a thick mist pervaded the whole face 

of the country, and Ludovico, justly fearful 

that such an atmosphere would be prejudicial 

to his father, urged their return, observing, 

"That they could haven'-) chance of making 

a sketch on such a dull morning." ilr. 

Lewi::; had been too long accustomed (like 

Claude) to observing the face of nature, not 

to be aware that the present haziness was 

the prelude of a fine day; it being the month 

of September, when skie8 of the purest bril­

liance, and airs the most balmy, are frequent­

ly thus ushcrecl by the dawn. Besides, he 

R 
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was anxious to display every appearance of 
nature to the young and ardent mind of his 
beloved pupil, and considered that scarcely 
any phenomena can be more interesting to a 
landscape-painter than this, which they had 
hitherto seen only in a partial and unpleas­
ant manner as resting on the bo om of the 
Thames. 

Long, and wearisome, to the easily-ex­
hausted invalid, was the ascent to St. Leo­
nard's ; but he soon became aware that the 
prospects thence were indeed of no common 
character, far exceeding in grandeur, beauty, 
and extent, any other which he had found 
in his protracted rambles in this neighbour­
hood, and though fearful of intruding by too 
near an approach to the house, he yet ven­
tured into a part of the grounds appropri­
ated to a sheep-walk, which is separated by a 
wire fence within a little distance of it. The 
latter part of the ascent had been very toil­
some ; therefore, when from the shadow of an 
intervening tree, he believed himself screened 
from observation, Lewis stood still, and 
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sought, as he was wont, relief from bearing 

his weight on the shoulders of that child who 

was al ways ready to offer assistance, even 

when most struck, or charmed, with the 

scene around him. 
At this moment the sun was rising in his 

power, and the mist of the valley appeared 

to disperse at his bidding. The wanderers 

stood upon the highest hill in the county, 

which was clothed on either hand with lofty 

woods, which spread down into the valley 

below them, and rose again on the land before 

them, shadowing the town of Windsor, but 

not interfering with the Castle, which rose 

far above its foliage in all its spreading mag­

nificence of walls and towers, and spiral or 

turreted lines. These were now, indeed, 

hidden by the dense clouds which slowly 

yielded to the solar influence; but when 

they did so yielcl-when the vast curtain 

withdrew its veil, sometimes in one great 

sheet, at others, in loug volumes of wavy 

column , and the white walls of the Castle, 

one after another, glittered in the mornmg 
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beams which were glowing on the Autumn­
tinted foliage below them, who !:>hall depict 
the enchantment of the scene? 

" Ah P' cried Ludovico, " this is heaven 
on earth.'' Look, dear father, how the sun­
beams spread and the vapours vanish ; it is 
like the moment when God said, 'Let there 
be light, and there was light.'" 

Lewis caught his boy to his bosom in 
speechless rapture, for his heart responded 
to the holy and magnificent conception of 
Almighty greatness and munificence, ·which 
swcllerl the breast, and filled the eyes of 
Ludovico with delicious tears; but conscious 
th~t his health was now unequal to indulging 
these emotions, (hallowed as they were,) he 
began to point out the peculiar features of 
the landscape, as if to allay that rapture he 
felt to be overpowering. 

" Look to your right, my dear Lu; sec 
where the mist still lies in the valley like a 
deep lake of silvery grey, whilst the woods 
above, crowned with that beautiful seat of 
Cran brooke, rise like floating islands, ancl 
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realize our dreams of Fairy-land. But now 

the vapours disperse rapidly, exhaling in tall 

spiry pillars, tinged with radiant beams. If 

the poet exclaims, ' Ah ! who the melodies 

of morn can tell,' surely the painter may say 

'Ah ! who shall speak its beauties?' from 

the dew-drops now sparkling as we behold 

them on a thousand flowers, to the glowing 

light which pervade~, and penetrates the 

vast concave above us, all is full of brilliance 

and loveliness.-,Vhat a tender green in the 

young leaves of the oaks, what a rich brown 

tint on the-" 
The painter suddenly checked the effusion 

of his heart, from perceiving that a gentle­

man then walking in the flower-garden close 

by him must have overheard his words, 

which he was conscious were uttered in that 

higher tone of voice natural to one who is 

wrapt in his subject. He had not, however, 

time to think, or remove, before he found 

himself addressed in a manner the most 

suasive and condescending, his pursuits ad­

verted to, with taste and feeling, and finally 

R 3 
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he was invited to enter the house and look 
at the drawings of its noble mistress, with 
which one of the rooms is ornamented. 

During the short walk which Jed them 
thither, and which displayed to the wonder­
ing gaze of Ludovico numerous beautiful 
flowers and plants, such as he had never 
beheld before, disposed with elegance and 
taste the most attractive, he learnt that, early 
as it yet was, the owners of this beautiful 
mansion were already out visiting a poor 
cottager in the neighbourhood, who had met 
with a bad accident. It ·was impossible for 
Ludovico not to wish that his beloved father 
should share the benevolent care of those so 
capable of compassion, so kind in condescen­
sion, and this desire not only increased but 
arose to hope when he beheld the drawings 
in question. Similarity of pursuit-proof 
of the possession of genius, or the triumphs 
effected by talent and perseverance, commu­
nicate a conscious union between minds of 
high intellect, which, as it spriugs from the' 
most lofty and immortal parts of our com­
mon nature, subdues fqr a time, at least, the 
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lesser differences of rank and fortune. Lu­
dovico was himself charmed with the beau­

tiful drawings around him: he knew that 

his father was necessarily more delighted 

than himself, because he could appreciate 

that which was excellent in them more just­

ly ; and he was aware, that he had made 

their peculiar sty le his own study so success­

fully, that many drawings in his own port­

folio could not fail to be delightful to the 

Countess herself ;-her own proficiency was 

the warrant for her approbation of his fa­

tl1er's works. How could the poor boy fail 

to feel his heart beat high with expectation, 

and even with pride of that father, whose 

powers he so highly estimated ? 

But, alas ! though the eyes of Lewis had 

sparkled with delight, though he had for a 

few moments felt the emotion of which we 

speak, yet, a sense of poverty, the con­
sciousness that all the neatness of his wife 
was insufficient to hide the effects of time on 

his own clothing, since he beheld them ex­

hibited in that of his poor boy,-the recol­
lection that it wa::; now long since he had 
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ever spoken to a man of rank, that he had 
been the inhabitant of a prison once, and was 
even now, in a poor lodging, an obscure 
man, forgotten -or remembered) but as 
having giving the promise of works never 
yet fulfilled ; these things pressed on a 
mind too sensitive in all its perceptions, and 
too acute in its feelings, to render him capa­
ble of accepting the advantages, or even 
enjoying the pleasures the incident seemed 
likely to produce; and it was evident to 
Ludovico, that, although his fath er could 
scarcely tear himself from the drawings, he 
was yet impatient to be gone. 

Grieved, and almost vexed, Ludovico 
turned his eyes upon a noble portrait of the 
Queen, and her two eldest sons ; and ex­
tremely struck by the fine expression of ma­
ternal tenderness in the countenance, eagerly, 
though modestly, inquired the name of the 
painter. 

" It was done by Ramsay," said the 
young gentleman, who had taken them in, 
"and has been copied by Gainsborough, for 
the King.n 
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"It is a charming picture,i' observed Lu­

dovico to his father, as he drew his attention 

towards it, adding, "I wonder if Ramsay 

had a son t' 
" Yes! General Ramsay was the painter's 

son:,, observed their conductor, ( who was 

himself a young officer, a visitor of the 

family.) 
These words completed the confusion and 

distress which pervaded the mind of poor 

Lewis,-he cast his eyes on his own poor 

boy, and thought how great a difference ex­

isted between his situation, and that of the 

gentleman just named; and, without con­

sidering the disparity in their ages, or the 

possibility that the General had been the 

maker of his own fortune, felt only how 

much had been done by a painter for his son, 

in thus raising him to rank and fortune, and 

how deficient he had been himself towards a 

boy so promising in his talents and disposi­

tion, and so inestimably dear to his affec­

tions. In this moment of conscious degra­

dation and self-reproach, he heard the sound 

of wheels approaching the house, and hastily 
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thanking the gentleman for his urbanity) he 
seized the hand of Ludovico, ancl returned 
the way he came~ though pres.::ed to remain 
in the most amiable manner for the most 
beneficent purpose. He had displayed so 
much knowledge of his art, general informa­
tion, and elegant culture, as to prove him 
worthy of the patronage always liberally ac­
corded to merit at this mansion ; and the 
enthusiastic feelings, yet modest expression 
of Ludovico had greatly interested the ge­
nerous stranger in llis favour also, but the 
good wishes he entertained for both were 
utterly frustrated. The celerity with which 
poor Lewis fled down the hill, goaded by the 
bitter feelings which overwhelmed him, re­
sembled the flight of a malefactor from 
justice rather than the lingering step which 
belongs to an admirer of nature; and as 
this conduct appeared in the eyes of Ludo­
vico a kind of trea on to himself and his fa_ 
mily, though he rnoYcd with equal rapidity 
as an act of nece:::,sary obedience, his heart 
revolted, and the tears of suppressed anger 
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and disappointment rose in his throat and 

compelled him to be silent. 
,vhen at length they stopped and he be­

held the sorrow and shame, the alternate 

paleness, and flushings of his father's coun­

tenance, indicating alike the mental workings 

of his wounded spirit, and the weakness of 

his frame, all other emotion save the tender­

est sympathy, the sincerest pity, was banish­

ed from his mind, and eagerly embracing 

him, he besought him to rest a moment, and 

lean on him as he were wont, adding, " I 

cannot nurse you as well as my mother would 

do, but pray make all the use of me which 

you can, dear father.'' 
Le,, is sat down upon a stile, and for some 

time turned away his head, conscious, un­

doubtedly, that he had been precipitous in 

lns conduct, and unmanly in the self-deser­

tion he had exhibited; but he was likewise 

sensible of increased illness, and the words 

of LudoY1co a" akened an extreme desire to 

return to that beloved companion, to whom 

he could best look for the support his "eak-



192 THE SON OF A GENIUS. 

ness required, and the consolation for which 
his harassed bosom languished. 

" You say right, Ludovico/' said he after 
a long pause; "your mother is the best nurse, 
and I believe I had better return to her ; 
yet you are very kind, my child; you can pity 
and even forgive your father." 

"1''orgive !" cried Ludovico, bursting into 
tears. " Oh ! dear, dear Sir, why will you 
use such a word to me? surely, I have not 
dared to speak, to look, to do any thing 
that-" 

'' Do not weep, Lu; you have done nothing 
you could help doing, for with your sense 
of the case, child, it was impossible not to 
think me wrong; but yet you have, within 
a little time, been in your own person sen­
sible of the difficulty of appearing before 
people of rank, in the habiliments of penu­
ry; you have been aware how much the 
mind may be depressed by trifling circum­
stances, even in the exertions of virtuous 
intention and action ?" 

" But then, dear Sir, I had not Genius. 
You have always told me that a man of 
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Genius possessed in that gift a pmver which 

every mind of discernment would acknow­

ledge. You have called it ' Nature's patent 

of nobility/ ' the magic which subjugates 

the world,' and, as I believe you to possess 

it, I thought, I concluded_,, 

" Ay, child; I taught you to make many 

false conc1 usions, I know; but hear me now, 

Ludovico, when 

' The soul's weak dwelling, batter'd and decay'd, 

Lets in new lights through chinks by sickness made; ' 

and perhaps you will get truer notions on the 

sub,iect.,, 
Ludovico approached close to his father, 

endeavouring to repress his tears, but his 

mournful looks plainly showed that he saw 

in the decay of his father's form but too for­

cible an exemplification of the lines he had 

quoted, and that he listened in equal grief 

and alarm. 
"That Genius is the immediate gift of Goel, 

I believe as much now as I used to do; but 

reflection and observation alike prove to me, 

that without it is nurtured and combined 

s 
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with other faculties of the mind, it will not 
produce any efficient work. A man of Ge­
nius, without understanding, or even with­
out memory, will never be a Poet or a Pain­
ter; and in all scientific pursuits he must 
haYe extensive knowledge not less than in­
tuitive talent, to render his designs availing 
- so you see, child, after all, your dear mo­
ther's sole principle of industry is an excellent 
thing?" 

" But is she right in saying that Genius is 
no excuse for follies and crimes? are there 
not some errors, Sir, (they are venial ones, I 
trust,) which are closely linked to this mental 
superiority, on the principle that Pope in­
culcates, when he says 

'That wit to madness nearly is allied?'" 

"No, child; Genius has nothing to do with 
our vices or virtues, for it exists with the 
best and worst of men; adding, it is true, 
brilliance to that which is good in the one, 
and glossing over that which is vile in the 
other. I used to think that carelessness and 
prodigality, eccentricity and negligence, were 
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the only faults of men of Genius-that gene­

rosity, independence, and nobleness of con­

duct, were their inseparable virtues; but I 

now know that a man of vivid imagination 

and lofty conception may be as selfish and 

mean as the most ignorant and narrow-minded 

dealer. One of the greatest Geniuses this 

country has producecl is remarkable for his 

covetousness, ancl another for the unkindness, 

and even cruelty, of his temper. I scarcely 

know one at this period free from a degrad­

ing selfishness utterly inconsistent with my 

former ideas on the subject. The conscious­

ness of possessing power frequently leads 

them to make a false estimate of it ; but yet 

men of great Genius are found, who are ,·ery 

humble, and even diffident. In short, I 

must return to that from which I set out -

a man,s Genius is distinct from his moral cha­

racter ; yet I still hold it to be the boon of 

Heaven, and in its own nature leading to­

ward its high original: therefore he who de­

bases it has the greater sin.,, 

Lewis ceased to speak, either exhausted 

by exertion or pained by reflection, and both 
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parties returned in silence to their lodgings : 
but as the chord which had been awakened 
did not cease to vibrate, they proceeded by 
an evening coach to town; when the alarmed 
wife perceived, with deep sorrow, that al­
though her husband addressed her with a 
cheerful voice, and spoke of his indisposition 
as trifling, a serious change had taken place 
in his appearance. He stooped like an aged 
man, his clothes hung upon him loosely, his 
hands were of an unnatural whiteness, and 
the silver hairs which had lately appeared on 
his brow were increased tenfold. Poor Lu­
dovico also appeared evidently harassed and 
oppressed, for the late disappointment con­
tinued to prey upon his mind. He had al­
lowed the sanguine wishes and hopes of his 
heart on his father's behalf to affect his ima­
gination so entirely, that he felt as if an ac­
tual rather than an ideal blessing had been 
taken from him, and his spirits sunk in pro­
portion to the short elation that he had ex­
perienced in that delightful place. 

During their absence, several gentlemen 
had called at the rooms of our artist, in con-
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sequence of the recommendation of General 

Yillars, and had given commissions for pic­

tures, which, weak as he found hirns~lf, poor 

Lewis was eager to execute; and his sense 

of the beau ties of nature, revived by his late 

visit, induced him to believe that he pos­

sessed faculties which remained no longer. 

Alas! the powe1· of exertion grew every day 

faint and more faint; and although he had 

a pleasure in awakening and combining those 

beauteous images which had so long engaged 

his mind and employed his pencil, he had 

no longer the energy necessary for pursuing 

them. His dry and burning hand could no 

longer delineate forms-his bright but ach­

ing eye refused to spend its fleeting beams 

upon the canvass. 
1\Iany a weary day, and many a restless 

night, did the unhappy wife pursue, untired, 

every mode of relief- every possibility of 

consolation - ti11 the last vestige of hope 

forsook her sinking heart, and she was con­

demned to accept of fortitude as its only 

substitute: in all her trouble, she cried unto 

the Lord, and he forsook her not. She had 

s 3 
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the inexpressible satisfaction to £nd that a 
deep sense of error in his own conduct in­
duced her husband candidly to acknowledge 
wherejn he had suffered himself to be led 
astray, by the pride or imprudence which he 
had excused, and digni£ed with the name of 
Genius; and to perceive that his heart was 
frequently engaged in fervent prayer, that 
the promises of redeeming love, as displayed 
in the Gospel, were now exceeding precious 
in his sight, and that all his conversations 
with Ludovico were of the mercies of God in 
having spared him the comforts he now en­
joyed: though he frequently lamented the 
difficulties to which his family were exposed, 
and extremely regretted the debts he had 
incurred. On these occasions Agnes never 
failed to reassure his mind, and entreat him 
to dismiss every painful apprehension from 
his heart ; declaring her trust in the protect­
ing hand of the Almighty, and her resolution, 
by unwearied diiigence, to liquidate every 
debt, and suffer no dis,honour to rest upon 
his grave, - an assurance that ga-re him the 
sincere:st pleasure he "as now capable of 
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enjoying, though he could not help bitterly 

lamenting the necessity of her exertions on 

this account. These conversations seldom 

failed to make him again attempt to sit to 

his easel, where he would sometimes draw a 

beautiful $ketch, or produce a fine effect of 

colouring; but long before the finishing 

touch could be given, clouds obscured his 

sight, fever palsied his hand, and he sunk 

fainting on the bosom of his pitying and 

heart-woLmdcd wife. 
One evening, as he was reclined on his 

couch, supported by this beloved partner, 

they weTe surprised by a visit from the frarne­

maker, who brought them sixteen guineas 

which he had taken foT the picture left in his 

hands, and which Lewis Toused himself to 

distribute to his different creditors, being 

now as anxious to pay to the uttermost farJ 

thing as he was once careless : on such sub­

jects, so different are our views when we 

draw near that awful tribunal, where not 

only our actual crimes, but our sinful omis­

sions, must be weighed in that balance where 

our best th.eds arc too often found wanting. 
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This led him to consider on the folly of his 
conduct in subjecting himself to Sinister; 
and he foretold that, after his death, this man 
would grow rich by the sale of his pictures ; 
and thus his family were deprived of that 
inheritance his talents might have left them, 
:rnd an insidious stranger possessed of that 
property it is the highest boon and the best 
bequest of Genius to bestow. 

As he thus spoke, Ludovico knelt at his 
feet with earnest eyes, gazing on his face, 
and devouring his words with eager and fond 
attention ; ·whilst his wife, as his pale fore­
head re ted on her shoulder, now wiped away 
the cold dew that rose on his brow, and now 
pressed it with parched and trembling lips. 
As he felt this tender salutation, he blessed 
and thanked her for all her love, declaring 
that she had ever been to him the most kind, 
generous, and pious helpmate that ever man 
was blessed with, then looking on Ludovico, 
he ob erved that '' he was worthy of hfa mo­
ther, and a crown of rejoicing to his father's 
dying hour;" and he earnestly bade him re-
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member that he must soon become, not only 

that mother's only comfort, but a parent to 

his little Constantina, who was at this mo­

ment sleeping by his side. As he spoke, he 

clasped his hands, and looking fervently to 

heaven, as if all the powers of his feeble frame 

were now concentrated on his quivering lips, 

he cried-
" Father of the spirits of all flesh ; Al-

mighty, All-merciful,- thou from whom I 

haYe received so much, and to whom I have 

rendered back so little, - forgive me ! oh, 

forgive me for my Saviour·s sake !" 

As the last words were spoken, his head 

fell heavier on the bosom of his wife, and the 

last sigh escaped him. Ludovico, in awful 

sorrow, beheld that terrible hour which left 

him fatherless - which made his mother a 

widow ; and his suspended lamentations now 

broke forth in all the bitterness of unavailing 

sorrow. 
Thus died Alfred Lewis, in the very 

prime of his life and the zenith of his talents, 

addicted to no vice, capable of every vir-
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tue, and possessing powers that might have 
secured not only the comforts of indepen­
dence, but the acquisition of wealth and 
fame. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

There is a friend that sticketh closer than a brother. 

PROVERBS. 

vV E do not wish to afflict our reader far­
ther than is absolutely necessary in this little 
history, and shall therefore pass over the first 
transports of sorrow felt by this tender fa_ 
mily for a beloved though improvident parent 
and husband; we therefore proceed to the 
immediate consequences of his death. -

The printer and colourman had received 
the late payments, which had reduced their 
bills to twelve pounds in the first instance, 
and seven in the second ; added to which, 
various other claimants made up the sum of 
fourteen pounds: but, as each of the credi-
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tors could entertain no doubt of Mrs. Lewis's 

power to discharge their trifling demands, 

she did not entertain any immediate fear of 

their troubling her : nor were they likely to 

do it in any instance; but the printer, who, 

being a needy man himself, might be com­

pelled to insist upon payment, was still an 

object of some uneasiness to her. 
It so chanced, that, the morning after poor 

Lewis had breathed his last, this man hap­

pened to meet Sinister, who informed him of 

the event, inquiring if he were paid? the 

printer replied, " that he was not; but, as 

he was convinced they were honest people, 
he must try to wait.'' 

" Then you are a fool for your pains, for 

now or never is your time, depend upon it; 

that boy is as cunning as a fox : he has got 

two or three pictures, any one of which will 

pay you three times over ; .but he will not part 

with one of them if he can help it, because 
the longer he keeps them the more they will 

fetch ; so if you let your compassion get the 

better of you, you will nevPr see a farthing." 

" But I cannot afford thatt said the man. 
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" Then I will tell you how to go on with 
them; so come along." 

In consequence of :Nir. Sinister's ad vice, 
which arose partly from his desire to be re­
venged on Ludovico, and partly from a wish 
to obtain every thing that had been painted 
by l\lr. Lewis, well knowing that he would 
be able to turn them to a good account, this 
man repaired immediately to poor Lewis's 
lodgings, where he saw only Ludovico sitting 
with his little sister, as he had prevailed on 
his mother to go to bed. 

From motives of the most delicate hu­
manity, these affectionate children, during 
the absence of their mother, had collected 
every sketch, pencil, and pallet of their fa_ 
ther, and put them in a box, which they had 
given in charge to the mistress of the house, 
in order to save their mother the pain of see­
ing these affecting relics; and when the 
printer entered the room, it immediately 
struck him that Ludovico had already dis­
posed of them, a mode of conduct he thought 
indecent and dishonest; and being a vulgar, 
passionate man, he immediately insisted on 
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his money, in a manner so coarse and un­

feeling, that Ludovico could not forbear to 

notice it; on which the man, already irri­

tated, swore that if he did not receive the 

money in twenty-four hours, "though he 

had not caught his father alive, he might de­

pend upon it he would have him dead ; so 

he left him to consider of it.'' 
Ludovico did not understand this threat ; 

but he was so shocked with the brutality of 

one who, in such a moment of affiiction, 

could thus break upon him, that he believed 

the man capable of every outrage which 

could debase human nature; and trembling 

for the safety of his mother, he descended to 

inquire of the mistress of the house, how far 

this dear mother was amenable to the law in 

such case, and there learnt, with inexpressi­

ble horror, that the man had repeated his 

determination to seize the body of his father, 

and had the power to put his threat in 

execution. 
From this moment the distress of Ludo-

vico became anguish intolerable ; it was a 

violation at which his inmost soul shuddered, 
T 
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and he ha<l. only the power to entreat that 
not a word of this might reach his mother's 
ear, before a deadly faintness overcame him, 
and he sunk insensible on the floor. 

"\Vhen :Mrs. Lewis ntired to her chamber, 
she wrote to inform her father of her loss, 
and for the £rst time to let him so far into 
her melancholy circumstances, as to request 
the loan of twenty pounds for her immediate 
wants, confident that her request would be 
granted, and that even in his poor parish 
the good pastor could always command such 
a sum as this. She had proceeded to giYe 
orders respecting the interment of her hus­
band, thus sparing the feelings of her children 
as they were sparing hers, and had just made 
these arrangements, when she was informed 
that Ludovico was ill, and requested to come 
down stairs. 

When the affectionate boy beheld his 
mother, with new and inexpressible anguish 
in her face, leaning over him, he recalled his 
scattered thoughts, and struggled to over­
come the terrible emotion which oppres::ied 
him, and through the remainder of the day 
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affected that composure he could not feel ; 

sometimes endeavouring, but ju vain, to con­

trive ways for raising the money; sometimes 

flattering himself that it was not possible for 

any human being to be so uselessly cruel; 

and then sinking into a dreadful fear that it 

really was possible, and figuring to himself 

the wretchedness of his mother on such an 

event, should the threat be executed. 

EYery noise startled him ; every vo·ce, un­

der the ,vindow or in the house, alarmed 

him : terrible as had been his sufferings the 

preceding night, they were far exceeded by 

those of the present: " Let me fall into the 

hands of God rather than the hands of men," 

was the prayer of David in his trouble; and 

poor Ludovico felt with him on this trying 

occasion. Unable to sleep, he arose early in 

the morning, and was slowly pacing about 

the room, uncertain how the time passed, 

but receiving some consolation from the idea 

that his mother slept beyond her usual hour, 

when he heard the Yoiccs of men ascending 

the stairs, and, to his utter horror, enter the 

room where his father lay. 
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For a moment his blood seemed to stag­
nate in his veins; but the recollection of his 
mother's look of bitter anguish, as she hung 
over him the day before, when he was sick, 
roused him to exertion : he shook himself, 
hastily swallowed some water, and by a des­
perate effort ran to the door of the room 
which the men had entered. 

"What are you doing there? Oh! for 
God's sake, what are you doing ?,, cried he. 

"We are moving the body, that's all," 
answered one of the fellows in a gruff voice. 

An agony above expression darted through 
the brain, and cleft the heart of Ludovico: 
he flew into the street like lightning; he 
cast his eyes around, as if appealing both to 
heaven and earth for pity; nor did he appeal . . 
rn varn. 

A stout-looking gentleman about £fty, 
one of the Society of Friends, was walking 
slowly up the street, and was the £rst human 
being on which Ludovico's haggard looks 
rested : he flew to him ; he seized his coat ; 
he fell at his feet; he embraced his knees, 
crying, "Save! save my father !'' 
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" Is thy father ill, my child?'' 
" No! no! he is dead, quite dead." 

It immediately struck the good man that 

this poor distracted-looking boy had just 

discovered a self-murdered parent; and he 

inquired as well as he could if this was the 

case. 
Ludovico trembled at the bare suggestion. 

,~ 1\Iy father was a Christian, Sir," cried 

he ; " he fell by a lingering disease, and 

died commending his soul to his Redeemer 

-I am not so very, very wretched as I 

might have been, I see." 
" Then tell me what aileth thee, my poor 

child, and how I can help thee." 
Ludovico had by this time risen, and 

drawn the good man to the door-post, which 

the men must pass; and, having felt that he 

had placed a kind of bulwark there, he be­

came able to reveal his sad story; but just 

as he had finished it the men came down 

stairs, and, on the Quakees interrogating 

them, it appeared that they had merely been 

placing the body in the coffin, and that the 

fears of poor JJudovico outran the necessity. 
T3 



2]0 THE SON OF A GENlUS. 

As however, from the testimony of the mis­
tress of the house, it appeared that there 
was but too much reason to apprehend an 
arrest might be made, the kind-hearted and 
truly charitable man sat down and listened 
to every particular of the sad story, fre­
quently sighing over it, though his features, 
from habitual self-command, remained ap­
parently unmoved. 

At length rising, he said, " I must leave 
thee, but here is my address; and if these 
men trouble thee, scruple not to send for me, 
and here is a guinea for thy more immediate 
wants, which appear to me manifold. I do 
not understand thy profession, therefore can­
not decide on the value of that which appear­
cth vain and unprofitable in my eyes: but I 
know a good man, one John Young, who 
thinketh no labour too great which helpeth 
the needy; I will request lzim to look at thy 
property, and I intreat thee to suffer no 
other to direct' thee, neither by force nor 
cajolement. Remember thou art aJfiicted, 
but not desolate,-nay, my child, hold me 
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not, I pray thee, for I have a friend who 

waiteth for me." 
" Go,,, said Ludovico, resigning the hand 

he held ; " and the blessing of him that was 

ready to perish be on you!" 
These words were not heard by him to 

whom they were addressed, for the swollen 

heart denied them utterance ;-he departed, 

however, sensible of the comfort he had 

bestowed, and happy in the consciousness 

of it. 
l\1rs. Lewis had just entered the sitting-

room, after visiting the remains of her be­

loved partner, and was preparing their frugal 

1·epast, when the printer and Mr. Sinister 

entered the room together : and when the 

former brutally demanded his money, the 

latter mildly, and in the most insinuating 

manner, informed her that he was willing to 

give her a fair price for whatever pictures 

his late dear friend had left behind him. 

"Alas !" said l\Irs. Lewis, "of the many 

my dear Alfred began, there is not one finish­

ed picture.'' 
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" No matter ; I will give you something 
for the very poorest things you have." 

Eager for relief, nirs. Lew·is cast her eyes 
round the room in search of the sketches. 

"1.\lother, dear mother, you cannot sell 
them," cried Ludovico, "until :Mr. Young 
has valued them! "\Vhen he has fixed the 
price, Mr. Sinister may have them all, if he 
chooses; he must not have them till then.,' 

" l\Ir. Young, child !-I do not know such 
a person." 

But :Mr. Sinister did, and, what was ·worse, 
he was aware that nir. Young knew him; 
and, deten,jned not to meet him, he shrunk 
towards the door, at the same time giving 
the printer a look, which instigated him to 
torture the widow, by threatening again the 
outrage with which he had menaced her son; 
but L11d0Yico, aware of his inte11tion> step­
ped up to him, saying, "I know what you 
are going to say-but lzear me; we will pay 
you honestly, indeed we will, if you will 
have patience; but if you attempt the con­
duct you threaten, this gentleman has pro--
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misecl to protect me, and I will fetch him 

instantly.'' 
As Ludovico spoke, he held up the 

Quaker's card. " David Gurney ! " said the 

printer, recoiling: " he is my landlord; the 

man that saved me from a gaol - ah, you 

are indeed a cunning dog - but say nothing 

to him - you '11 pay me in time ; 'twas a bad 

job for us both; I hope to get off a few of 

the books ; indeed, I have no objection to 

taking half the debt in books now ; not I, 

indeed, I doesn't like to be hard with any 

body; iir. Sinister knows that I said so yes­

terday morning." 
iir. Sinister flew down stairs: the printer 

would have followed him, but Ludovico, 

though overcome with fasting so long, after 

such previous agitation, detained him, and 

insisted on his taking the books he had men­

tioned with him; and signing a proper re­

ceipt, he then knew he was safe; and his 

spirits, released from this load, sprung with 

happy elasticity, and, to the great consolation 

of his mother, after making a good meal, he 
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sunk back in his chair, and enjoyed some 
hours of necessary repose. 

The following morning this affectionate 
family resigned to the dust those beloved re­
mains guarded with so much difficulty, and 
began to arrange their future plan of life. 
"'\Vhilst thus engaged, they were happily in­
terrupted by the arrival of l\Ir. Young, and 
the benevolent Quaker, who no" saw the 
widow for the first time. \Vhilst his friend, 
who was an engraver, looked over the 
sketches and unfinished pictures poor Lewis 
had left behind, he inquired into her futnrc 
views, which, by leading her to speak of the 
past, though she adverted as little as possible 
to it, proved that she had been long subject 
to anxiety and affliction ; and that she pos­
sessed that strength which is deriYecl from 
above, and which he trusted would still sup­
port her; and though he determined that 
she should not sink for want of a friend, yet 
he determined likewise, as far as possible, to 
give her the comfort of self. dep0ndence. 

YVhilst he was thus convcr:sing with her, 
Constautina, who was now in her eighth year, 
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and had become of late very useful to her 

mother, brought out her work-basket and sat 

down seriously to work, as she thought un­

noticed: but the eyes of the good man were 

upon her; and as he soon afterwards began 

to question her, he drew from the artless 

child the little history of all her mother's la­

bours, and her own; and the mother, ex­

ceedingly affected by the idea of any reflec­

tions that might be made on her departed 

husb::tnd, precipitately withdrew. 

Constantina, at that happy age when the 

" tear, forgot as soon as shed," leaves no cor­

roding pang behind, pleased to be noticed 

by the gentleman, went on to say, she hoped 

some time to work as hard as Ludovico did, 

when he drew little pictures enow to get poor 

papa out of the gaol. 
1\lr. Young now listened to her; and lay­

ing down the sketch in his hand, said, " Do 

you remember ever giving a little dab of a 

drawing to a gentleman in a stage-coach?" 

looking at Ludovico. 
"Perfectly, Sir~ I should be very ungrate­

ful if I did not rcc,>llect that gentleman, for 

I 



216 THE SON OF A GENIUS. 

he gave me a paper of biscuits, which my 
sister there could eat when she was too ill 
to take any other food." 

" That gentleman was my brother-in-law, 
and that very proof of your early ingenuity 
is now in my house, under the care of l\Irs. 
Young, and where I shall be happy to show 
it to you, as a medium of reviving scenes, 
which, though connected with painful cir­
cumstances, can never be useless or disa­
greeable. '' 

lVIrs. Lewis now returning, l\tlr. Young, 
addressing her with that respectful politeness 
which the humane mind ever pays to the 
sacred form of virtue in affliction, however 
humble its situatien in life, said thus: 

" In looking over these pictures, I find 
them in so unfinished a state as to be worth 
very little money at this time, and would 
advise you not to part with them, as I think 
your son at some future period may finish 
them to advantage." 

Mrs. Lewis was about to urge her neces­
sities, when by a motion of his hand he en­
treated silence, and then proceeded to say,-
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" This book of sketches is very valuable, 

and I will purchase it myself, that is, if you 

think your son has no inclination to become 

an engraYer; for, if he have such an inten­

tion, I think it might be very beneficial to 

him, and advise you to keep it for his use 

also, if you are able to afford it.,, 
" 1\Iy poor boy has no chance of gaining 

the necessary instruction, or he would be 

most happy to pursue that delightful art. 

"\Ve have, since our residence in London, 

made many inquiries, but found the terms 

of an apprenticeship far beyond our power; 

I will therefore most thankfully accept what 

you may be pleased to give me for these 

sketches, which must be parted with." 

" The terms I offer are twenty-five pounds 

at this time, and twenty-five more when the 

engraving I shall make from them are com­

pleted. Do you accept this, 1\Irs. Lewis, or 

more if I find I can afford it?,, 

" 1\Iost thankfully, Sir.,, 
" Then, madam, here is the money; I pay 

it to you in small uotes, as concluding it the 

most convenient." 
u 
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As Mrs. Lewis took up these bills, she was 
observed by l\Ir. Gurney to put them in par­
cels; by which he perceived she was giving 
to each creditor his due, especially as, when 
she came to the last, she drew from her pock­
et the guinea he had given to Ludovico, and 
two shillings which she put to it; and having 
done so, cast a look to Heaven full of devout 
gratitude, though moistened with a tear of 
regret that her sensations of joy were not 
shared by her departed spouse. 

l\Ir. Young was a close observer ; he added 
- this trait of honesty to the many he had seen: 
- twinkling a way a tear which compassion-
ate admiration had gathered in his eye, with 
affected apathy he told Ludovico to bring 
him the engravings on the morrow morning, 
and, shaking hands with Mr. Gurney, re­
tired. 

"I have placed thee in very good handst 
said the latter, when he was gone; " for he 
may be many days before he regains the mo­
ney he has advanced for thee. ·l\loreover, 
friend Young is a man that will not easiJ y 
forsake thee, for he hath a great sympathy 
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with all those who have industry and hones­

ty, though he denieth not help to any. My 

occasions will shortly call me from hence, in 

which case I would have thee look to him for 

counsel in all things, seeing he understandeth 

the nature of thy calling, or rather thy son's 

calling, far better than me." So saying, he 

arose. 
The benevolent countenance and generous 

kindness of this good man, while they ex­

cited the warmest gratitude in Ludovico, sub­

dued his general timidity: pressing up to him 

with a look of tender earnestness, he said-

" Oh, Sir! must you indeed go?" 
" I must, my child ; but not till I have 

furnished thy mother with the means of pro­

viding decent clothing for ye all, agreeable 

to general custom in people of your profes­

sion ;-that you have not violated your prin­

ciples in conformity to your feelings in this 

respect, hath greatly gratified me; but now 

I desire that ye will go immediately into de­

cent and proper mourning, such as ye were 

arrayed in yesterday, which I now apprehend 

was borrowed for the occasion." 
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So saying, he presented Mrs. Lewis with 
a bank-note of twenty pounds, and then 
hastened out of the room, leaving the widow 
and her son overwhelmed with their feelings, 
and little Constantina on her knees by the 
work-table, with upraised eyes and clasped 
hands, praying aloud for blessings on the 
head of their benefactor. 

But the good man's kindness did not stop 
here: he had perceived, that, although :Mrs. 
Lewis did not complain of ill health, and had 
perhaps no disorder to which she could give 
a name, her whole constitution was breaking 
down, from the long train of solicitude and 
affliction which she had endured, and the 
many privations to which she had submitted; 
and his habit of frequently vi$iting the abodes 
of sorrow, and watching its melancholy pro­
gress, assured him that, now the object of 
her anxiety was torn from her, and the 
burden of her immediate wants removed, she 
would feel her own complaints more sensibly. 
He therefore sent her from his own house a 
rmpply of excellent old wine, recommended 
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her to take country lodgings, and command­
ed her to apply to his housekeeper for what­
ever his table afforded that could contribute 
to the restoration of her strt>ngth and health, 
and that of poor Ludovico, whose tall thin 
figure and meagre looks bore ample proof 
of the poverty which had so long assailed 
them. 

True to the moment Mr. Young had spe­
cified for receiving the sketches he had pur­
chased, Ludovico, now handsomely dressed, 
and with a cheerful countenance, set out for 
his house. 1--Ie was shown by the servant 
into a large dining-parlour, at one end of 
which sat 1\Irs. Young, who, with a smiling 
countenance, pointed to a chair near her, 
showing him, by a glance of her eye, that 
1\Ir. Young was engaged at the other end of 
the room. 

In pointing to the chafr, J\irs. Young 
threw down a little box of silk balls, which 
rolled around on every side : Ludovico in­
stantly laid down his portfolio, and began to 
gather them up; and before he laid them on 
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the table he rolled them up as well as he 
could, and with le3s awkwardness than is 
usually seen in boys. 

"I perceive, young gentleman," said J\1rs. 
Young, " that you have been used to assist 
your mother; I like you for that.'' 

Just then, Ludovico perceiYed a boy about 
two years older, but not much taller, than 
himself, take a pen from l\J r. Young, who 
was standing with him and an elderly gentle­
man at the sideboard, where lay a parch­
ment, which the young man signed; on 
which the former, laying a number of bank­
notes on the table, said, " There, Sir, are 
the three hundred and -fifty pounds clue to 
you, as an apprentice fee; you will find 
them all right: my nephew shall come to 
you next J\I,mday as we agreed, and I hope 
you will find him a boy of Genius." 

" I hope to find him diligent and perse­
vering," said ~Ir. Young; "in which case I 
will excuse the Genius, for geniu.;; has hither­
to been the plague of my life." 

"You perfectly astonish me!" said the 
gentleman. 
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" That may be, Sir; but jf you bad had 

half so much to do with men of Genius, 

without thought, regularity, prudence, or 

management-boys of Genius, who were 

headstrong, careless, self-willed, idle, and 

disorderly- as I haYe had, you would say 

as I do, that even in a profession generally 

supposed to call for extraordinary genius, 

the qualities I ha-..·e mentioned are worth 

the highest praise that can attach to it ten 

times over ; and, in fact, the highest praise 

of Genius is this,-that in well regulated 

minds it becomes, and, in fact, is itselj~ a 

stimulus to industry_,, 
" You hear all this, Charles,,, said the 

uncle, " and I hope you will profit by it:,, 

so saying, they departed together. 
" You ha Ye heard all this likewise, and I 

hope you believe it/' said l\Ir. Young to 

Ludovico. 
'' I do indeed, Sir; it is the language of 

my mother_,, 
" Then perhaps you would have no ob­

jection to do as that young man bus done -

sign an indenture, and become my apprentice.'' 
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" Oh, Sir, I should be most happy! but 
that gentleman, Sir, I saw-yes, I saw 
him-" 

" You saw him give me a large sum of 
money, that I might give his nephew board 
and instruction for three years: he is seven­
teen years of age, you are fourteen ; now, I 
will take you for.five years, instead of three, 
for no money at all, on the consideration 
that you already possess much knowledge of 
drawing, and that the same care, industry, 
honesty, and affection, which have been en­
grafted in your heart, and displayed in your 
conduct towards your parents, will be sho,vn 
towards me, and all who are dear to me." 

Ludovico, in speechless gratitude, would 
have assured his generous friend of all he 
felt, but hi~. heart was too full - he cast his 
eye towards l\Irs. Young. 

" I see all you would say, my good boy," 
said she; "and feel assured that, for the 
first time in my life, I shall have an ap­
prentice in my house \vho will neither waste 
his master's time, abuse his master's pro­
perty, nor omit the respect due to his master 's 
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wife; you, Ludovico, will do none of these 
things ?', 

" God forbid !'' said Ludovico, raising his 

swimming eyes to Heaven. 
"Ever preserve, my good hoy, that hum­

ble confidtnce in Heaven, that pious ob­

servance of religious duties, which now actu­

ates you, so shall your virtues strengthen 
with your years: from this hour we are 

agreed; I will prepare your indentures, and 
on l\Ionday receive you at my house; so 

carry the news to your mother, from whose 
hands I must then receive you.', 

But it was not possible for the warm and 
grateful heart of :Mrs. Lewis to wait till 
:Monday before she expressed the sentiments 
with which such charitable and liberal con­
duct inspired her; and although she had 

just receiYecl a letter from a dear father, 
which greatly affected her, she started up, 

declaring she would go that moment to l\Ir. 

Young, and bless him and thank him for his 
goodness. 

" l\Iy dear mother/ said Ludovico, "re­
member you used to say we .:;hould ddom 
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obey our sudden impulses, so let us go to­
morrow morning instead, and, in the mean 
time, we will answer this excellent letter 
from my good grandfather, and return the 
money he has straitened himself to send us. 
We will enable him to rejoice that his prayers 
have been heard and answered on our behalf; 
and that, as our sorrows have multiplied, so 
have the mercies of our Heavenly Father 
been multiplied also:' 

Mrs. Lewis yielded to her son's request, 
and wrote a long letter to her reverend pa­
rent, in which hope for the future mingled 
with sorrow for the past; and then prepared 
for the hour of rest by gratefully adoring, 
with her children, that awful Power, who 
had brought them through clouds and thick 
darkness, to rejoice in the light of his coun­
tenance; after which they retired to a serene, 
though still pensive pillow. 

\¥hen :Mrs. Lewis presented herself the 
following morning at Mr. Young's house, 
the family being at breakfast, and having a 
friend with them, she would have with­
drawn ; but on hearing her name, l\ir. 
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Young desired her to be instantly admitted, 
and received her with such an expression of 
pleasure in his mien, that she was convinced 
she had indeed come at the best time; to her 
surp,ise, however, he scarcely received her 
first salutation before he led her to 1\t.Irs. 
Young and his friend~ saying, that he was 
too busy to stay another moment, and they 
must settle their business without him. 

:Mrs. Lewis, feeling she had no business to 
settle, would have withdrawn, especially as 
the gentleman, though a most respectable 
looking man, regarded her with such pene­
trating, though not unfeeling looks, that she 
wished to avoid them; but Mrs. Young, 
laying her hand upon her arm, said, " You 
must not leave us, madam, for we have 
indeed business with you of the utmost mo­
ment." 

~lrs. Lewis sat down, wondering to what 
this could tend.-" l\Iy friend, l\Ir. Lloyd,'1 

continued l\Irs. Young, "lives in the City, 
and keeps a house at Hampstead for the ad­
vantage of country air for his children : they 
are young, and haYe been for some time 
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under the care of a confidential servant, a 
very worthy woman, ·who is just dead; he 
wishes to fill her place by a kind and active 
governess, who shall be well educated, pious, 
and vigilant; and who, being herself a mo­
ther, ,vill attend to their wants as one ; in 
return for which care, l\lrs. Lloyd and him­
self will secure to her every comfort: -now, 
the question is, will you accept this situ­
ation ?,, 

'
4 If, madam, you consiJer me duly qua­

lified, I should be most happy to do it : yet 
I have one very material obstruction-my 
poor little girl; I doubt I cannot part from 
her, especially at such a time a this, when 
her brother is taken ( though happily taken) 
from me." 

" You are not ca1led to this trial,'" said 
1\Ir. Lloyd with a benevolent air: "no, my 
goodfriend, for such I must be allowed to 
call you, your child shall run in the ame 
pasture with ours, for the next seven years, 
when it is probable that her brother may 
claim her for a housekeeper: but we will not 
anticipate matters farther than to ~a.r: that 
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the sooner you remove out of the air of Lon­

don the better ; and that, if it is agreeable, 

' my carriage shall take you and Constantina up 

next :\Ionday, as that is the day fixed upon 

to tie your son to his worthy master." 

Tears of wonder, affection, and gratitude, 

rolled down the cheeks of the ,-ridow, as with 

faltc>ring tongue she adrnowledged the kind­

ness of this liberal offer, and inwardly mag­

nified the Divine hand so visible in every dis­

pensation of the comfort she received ; and 

she could only ardently ho1Je, that the spirit 

of her departed husband might be permitted 

to know, that the anxiety which had embit­
tered hi:" last moments on her account was 

now so happily and so complc>tely unneces­

sary. 
Their little affairs were soon arranged, for 

every debt was a1ready honestly discharged; 

and they were assembled at :\Ir. Young's, 

from whence :\Ir. Lloyd had agreed to take 

the happy Constantina and her mother, 

when a person de:::;ired to have a little private 

conn~rsation with :Mrs. Le\\i:--, as he was 

come from Lcclb on purpose to :-.1:e her. 
~ 
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l\1r. Young, who perceived her surprise, 
answered for her, that " she could not see 
any person but in his company ; " which was 
accordingly acceded to. 

The gentleman who entered said, that he 
came from Mr. Wright, the person for 
whom Mr. Lewis had made the machines of 
which we spoke ; adding, that having seen 
an account of his death in the newspaper, he 
wished to become repossessed of a ,vritten 
promise he had once made him, and which 
he apprehended might be found amongst his 
papers: and, although it was evidently deem­
ed of no use by the late possessor, was of 
some to him, since it stood in the way of his 
procuring a patent for the machine, which 
being finished, had been some time in use. 

l\Irs. Lewis said, she had no doubt but 
the paper was in her possession, as she had 
preserved every paper she found ; adding, 
" Do you think it is tied with a green 
string, for I put such a one in my box this 
morning?'' 

" There is a ;:;eal affixed to it with a green 
ribbon, and probably a green ~tring too: it 
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is a bond, whereby my employer, 1\'Ir. Wright, 
engages himself to pay a certain sum, if at 
the end of tliree years the machine was found 
to answer its purpose: the time has not yet 
expired, but as l\Ir. vVright thought a little 

money might be acceptable to l\Irs. Lewis at 
this time, he sent me to town to conclude the 
affair." 

" I am exceedingly obliged to him," said 
the widow. 

" Then, ma'am, I will trouble you either 
to restore me the bond, or, what is just as 
well, sign this note of indemnification, when 
I have paid you two hundred pounds, that 
being the sum proposed for you." 

So saying, the person laid down a stamped 
paper on the table, and taking out a pocket­
book, began to count out the money, which 
was a sum so much above the poor widow's 
expectations, that she almost feared it was 
all a dream: just, however, as she was tak­
ing the pen to . ign, l\Ir. Young laid his hand 
quietly upon hers, and taking the pen out of 
it. said --

" nly good ma,am, let u re ign the 
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bond, if it be a bond of two hnndred 
d " poun s. 

" I did not say it was," cried the attorney; 
" it may be for more; but then you will ob­
serYe, it is not due for many months : this 
offer is made for the widow's present accom­
modation, Sir; of course some allowance is 
due to my client." 

" The widow needs no accommodation, 
Sir ; she does not owe a shilling in the world, 
and herself and children are pro\·ided for; 
she can therefore wait till the bond is due, 
and then resign it regularly." 

The box was now :searched, the bond found 
tied up with a parcel of scraps of poetry and 
tradesmen's bills; it was torn, but not de­
faced, and was found to be an agreement to 
pay five hundred pounds at the end of three 
years, and a second fiye hundred in five 
years, in case the machine answered: and 
this was in the form of a proposal by ,vright, 
and acceded to by Le" is, with proper wit. 
ne ses; but as it did not become due for the 
next five months, it was plain that Lewis 
bad forgotten it, and 1,rrjght had onh rC'-
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membered it as a medium of securing advan­
tage to himself. 

"Now, Sir," observed J\1r. Young, as with 
a firm grasp he held this bond in his hand, 
" you will be pleased to inform your client, 
that on the day this instalment is due it must 
be paid, and fully paid ; and that I pledge 
myself in your presence to supply all Mrs. 
Lewis,s wants until that time; of course the 
cruel an<l ungenerous advantage he would 
have taken falls to the ground. I blush for 
him, when I reflect that he is now making a 
fortune by the labours of that very man, of 
whose survivors he could take this mean 
ad vantage/' 

"Ay, Sir, you don't know all; the ma­
chinery was all left at sixes and sevens, sold 
to a common carpenter, and bought back by 
my client." 

"I have no doubt of that; and while I ex­
ecrate the avarice of one party, I blame the 
imprudence of another; the innocent suffered 
from both." 

,vhen the attorney was gone, J\Ir. Young 
said, "Pray, l\1adarn, did you sell the copy­

x 3 
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right of that poem which you mentioned to 
me as failing in the printing?" 

" No, Sir, we were not able." 
" So much the better; we shall probably 

see it become one day as good an affair as this 
has proved: -proof upon proof that the 
throne of Genius is a mere vapour, unless 
reared on the basis of economy, and support­
ed by discretion and diligence." 

At the appointed hour, llr. and l\Irs. Lloyd 
took away the widow and her smiling daugh­
ter in their coach, and led her to a happy 
and elegant home, where she found every 
comfort necessary for the restoration of her 
exhausted frame rnd wounded spirit; ,, here 
she was surrounded by a group of lovely 
little one$, who vied in affection to her and 
love to their new playmate. ~Io11th after 
month glided away in the exercise of active 
virtues, which brought their own reward 
·with them, and. where happiness ,vas height­
ened by the consciousness of utility, and, 
above all, the daily exercise of religious du­
ties. :Meanwhile Ludodco appro,,ecl himself 
truly worthy of°the high confidence reposed 
in him by his worthy n.ncl inclulgcnt 111aste1, 
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to whom he became, if possible, more at­
tached every day he lived with him. His 
abilities, improved by the sources of know­
ledge opened to his view, were considered of 
the highest order, and inclined him exceed­
ingly to his father's profession: but he con­
tinued to take advantage of the important 
lessons that his unhappy father's life held out 
to him, and persisted in a close adherence to 
the more immediate duties of his present 
calling, withont losing the power he had al­
ready obtained as a painter, or omitting any 
means of improvement he could consistently 
enjoy; his days were blessed with plenty, 
and his nights with peace, ::md he advanced 
to maturity in the enjoyment of esteem from 
all around him. 

As we have only undertaken to give Lu­
dovico's history as a boy, it would perhaps 
be as well to lease him here; but as there 
may be many who would be gratified to know 
his present situation, and the steps which led 
to that high degree of re&pcctability he now 
enjoys, we are induced to offer them the fol­
lowing elrnpter. 



236 THE SON OF A GENIUS. 

CHAPTER IX. 

We fare on eart.h as other men have fared. 
,v ere they successful ?-let us not despair. 

BEATTIE. 

AT the appointed time, 1\Ir. Young had, 
on behalf of :Mrs. Lewis and her children, 
received the stipulated sum from l\Ir. Wright, 
and placed it in the funds; he had likewise 
given Ludovico leisure and instruction how 
to finish his father's pictures; and at the time 
when Sinister brought out those which he 
had purchased as long-concealed treasures, 
and called on the public for their approba­
tion, these were produced also : and as it was 
natural to suppose that those were the most 
original ones retained by the family, Ludo­
vico's little assortme11t drew more purchasers 
than the more splendid show of Sinister: and 
though he made it a rule candid! y to inform 
every visitant how far they had been reaJly 
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painted by his father, his integrity gained 
him friends even in cases where it lost him 
purchasers; and the few who rejected the 
paintings of his father from this cause only, 
reserved themselves for those of the son. In 
fine, he disposed of them so well, that at the 
time when he received his indentures from 
his estimable master, his mother considered 
herself rich enough to treat herself and chil­
chen with a visit to her venerable parents: 
and she had the more pleasnre in doing this, 
because, during the last five years, the worthy 
family with whom she resided had provided 
for two of her brothers, and at this time 
Ludovico was made the happy medium of 
obtaining a commission for a third; so that 
they possessed the abundant means of diffus­
ing joy tl11oughout the dear household, who 
had for many years desired to see their be­
loYed Agnes return to her distant home. 

It is impossible to describe the joy and 
delight of their meeting, though many a tear 
was shed on either side, and many a pain 
was recalled by faithful memory. Ludovico, 
the beloved, the admired of all, was delighted 
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·with the simplicity, the good sense, and, 
above all, the unaffected piety of all around 
him ; and in embracing his revered grand­
sire, he felt as if Heaven had restored him 
another father. To the charms of the sur­
rounding country he was fully sensible, and 
beheld the romantic dales, sublime precipices, 
and cloud-capped mountains, with all that fine 
and poetic sensibility that was wont to in­
spire the youthful imagination of his still­
lamented father; but these were the transient 
dreams of bliss, and not the sober business 
of life with him; and though he took care 
to turn every ramble to account, by tracing 
with his pencil the beauties revealed, yet he 
ever returned to the sober cares of life, after 
such excursions, with the air of one who was 
refreshed by the change, not abstracted by it. 

As Thir. Lloyd's family had no longer any 
occasion for the services of J\Irs. Lewis, though 
they offered her a home in their house, she 
agreed to remain for the ensuing winter in 
that place where her earliest years had been 
spent, and where she was still so fondly lov­
ed; but Ludovico returned to London, ,vhere 
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his master offered to employ him on the most 
liberal terms as an engraver : but as he found 
all his taste for his original destination return 
with new zeal from his late visit to the N ortll, 
and learnt that the British Gallery was now 
open for the improvement of young artists, 
he determined to prosecute the one study, 
without losing the power of liternlly provid­
ing for his wants by adhering to the other, 
and determined, by unremitting attention, 
to render himself deserving of public favour 
in both . 

Being introduced, through the interest of 
his master, to become a pupil in the British 
Institution, where his works were frequently 
inspected by the noblemen and gentlemen 
who direct this liberal establishment, he one 
day perceived a lady, who accompanied one 
of them, looking at his picture with great 
earnestness, but without making any com­
ments upon it ; as, however, he was now ac­
customed to continue his pursuits unaffected 
by such incidents, he continued to paint : 
when the lady, in a soft and well-remembered 
tone, said,-
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'' And now at length to Edwin's ardent gaze 
'l'he l\1 use of History unrolls her page ! " 

Ludovico started, turned, and beheld the 
kind and gentle l\Irs. Yillars standing by his 
side. He was no longer the poor famished 
boy, who had looked up to her for charity, 
who had blessed her for relief; but he was 
still a modest, though elegant young man, 
who wanted the fostering hand of patronage, 
-- that assistance, which, in his profession, 
can only be given by the generous, tl1e po­
lished, and the rich - the IIonourable .i\lrs. 
Villars was alJ these, and this meeting was 
productive of the happiest consequences to 
Ludovico, as the lady on her return men­
tioned the circumstance to the General, who 
well remembered purchasing poor Lewis's 
pictures, and who had during his residence 
abroad rendered his collection of the finest 
pictures so extensive, as to furnish the best 
possible study for a young artist. He now 
permitted the full use of his ga11ery to Ludo­
vico; and, on finding ho"· truly modest, 
pious, virtuous, and grateful, the young man 
really wa8, he invited him freq 11ently to Iii:-
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table; introduced him to the first patrons of 
the fine arts this country can boast, and thus 
gave his talents that encouragement, and his 
exertions that reward, he so truly merited. 

Humble in prosperity, as firm in adversity, 
Ludovico suffered not the smiles of m2n to 
divert him from the service of God : placing 
the higher professors of his art before his 
eyes, he determined to resist every incitement 
to dissipation, every temptation to luxury, 
and more especially every digression to that 
false philosophy and loose morality, so often 
lamentably visible in the conduct of those 
who arrogate to themselves the title of" :Men 
of Genius,i' and who act as if they thought 
that God had bestowed on them a wonderful 
endowment, for the express purpose of prov­
ing \\ith \\hat singular ingratitude and effron­
tery they dared to neglect the great Giver, 
and abuse his preciou gift. 

As soon as Ludovico considered himself 
. equal to doing justice to the :mbject, he paint­
ed a picture representing himself and l\Ir. 
Gurney, in that moment of severe distress 
,vhen he fin,t arrested the good man\, atteu-

Y 



242 THE SON OF A GENIUS. 

tion; and, having placed it in a plain but 

handsome frame, requested hi:s acceptance of 

it; and had the satisfaction to see that it was 

highly valued by the venerable man. Soon 

after this, he presented a copy of his father's 

poem to 1'Irs. Villars, requesting her to advise 

him how to proceed in the reprinting of it,­

a circumstance he now resolved on, from a 

sense of justice due to the memory of his fa­

ther. The lady advised him to publish it by 

subscription, in a style worthy of the sub­

ject and the merit of the work; undertaking 

herself to procure him many names. Soon 

after advertising it, the gentleman "ho first 

proposed the publication, ancI who had now 

lost sight of Ludovico for some years, called 

upon him, and not only entered his own name 

for twenty copies, but declared his resolu­

tion to encourage the work in every possible 

way. Thus emboldened to proceed, Ludo­

vico sent proposals to every place where his 

father's name was known, and every where 

was successful : the people of :Manchester 

considere<l them:sel ves as the fir t patrons of 

Lewi::;; the people of Leeds claimed the ho-
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nour of being his last friends ; and the gen­
try of York, conceiving the work to have been 
born amongst them, had a pleasure in pro­
moting the sale. In London it was success­
fully pushed by the General and 1\tirs. Vil­
lars amongst the higher circles, and 1\tir. 
Young among the middle classes of society ; 
so that during Mrs. Lewis's retirement in 
Cumberland, Ludovico prepared for her the 
most gratifying surprise she was capable of 
receiving, and he was the better enabled to 
do it from her continuing much longer than 
she had originally intended. 

At length, when his bookseller1s accounts 
were settled, his subscriptions received, and 
his plans arranged, he wrote to request her 
return, saying, that as she had been absent 
above a year, he was impatient to see her, 
and begged she would come to him at a 
house in Somers' Town, which he specified, 
so as to keep his twenty-second birth-day. 

The fond mother obeyed the summons. 
She found her son in a small, but neat and 
pleasant dwelling, enlivened by the cheerful 
faces of :Mr. and lVIrs. Young, who were 
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employed in admiring a large handsome book 

upon the table one minute, and the next in 

looking through the window at a beautiful 

little garden. After the first salutations were 

over, she exclaimed-
" Are these your lodgings, my dear Ludo-

vico?"' 
'' Yes, my dear mother, they are my lodg­

ings, if the mistre s of the house does not 

turn me out; but as the house and furniture 

is bona fide her O\nl, bought and paid for, as 

:\Ir. Young can witness, there is no saying 

what she may do." 
" I hope she will not think of it, my clear; 

for I am ure you will pay her honestly and 

regularly for your board, and are always 

civil and orderly: why should she do it?" 

" True!" said :\Ir. Young; " and there js 

the less rea 'On to suspect her, because Ehe 

happens to be hi:s own mother.~' 

'' :Mother! - my clear Sir, this para<li~e 

cannot be mine.~' 
" Indeed, madam, yon arc mi taken, it is 

yours: for happening to find it could be sold 
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very cheap, I took the liberty of laying out 
your money upon it. Your son has furnish­
it ont of his own pocket, and he is, I trust, 
so situated as to be enabled to pay you in 
such a manner for his board, as will keep 
you all very comfortably." 

" He is the best, the very best of sons!" 
cried .Mrs. Lewis, as she fondly em braced 
the grateful, happy Ludovico; then tender­
ing her hands to the worthy couple who par­
took her emotion, "And you," said she, 
'' are the best, the Yery best of friends !" 

" That ,ve love and respect you now, as 
much as we once pitied, and sought to assist 
you, is very certain; but let it be your 
pleasure and comfort to know that Ludovico 
has, in various ways, repaid all obligations 
to me sevenfold.'' 

" Indeed he has," added 1\Irs. Young, 
most warmly. 

As the delighted mother heard these 
praises of her son, she ghnced her eye to­
wards her daughter, now a blooming, grace­
ful girl, in her sixteenth year, and who, 
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leaning over the large book which was open 
on the table, was imprinting on the frontis­
piece a tender, tearful kiss. 

" What have you got there, my dear r 
said the mother, leaning forwards: then 
starting, she exclaimed, " ,vhat do I see ? 
surely that print is my own Alfred-my 
dear husband !" 

"You are right, my mother: a faithful 
memory, and a good looking-glass, have en­
abled me to give the world a tolerable like­
ness of my dear father, and in this handsome 
publication of his excellent poem, a still more 
faithful portrait of his mind." 

'' But how, my dear Ludovico, could you 
do all this ?-surely you have not involved 
yourself, to procure me all these treasures ?" 

"No, my dear mother ; so far from this, 
I have actually cleared twelve hundred 
pounds by this publication, which, with 
your leave, shall from this very day be con­
sidered the portion of Constantina : since 
she seems allied to it from her name and her 
birth." 

" No, brother, it is _yours, only yours r~ 

the 

th. 
~I 
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" Then take it, my dear sister, as thy bro­
ther's free gift : that brother who received 
thee as a precious deposit from the hands of 
hi~ dying father, and who has thus endea­
-voured, and will still endeavour, so to fulfil 
his sacred trust, that in that awful day, when 
we must all meet before the great tribunal of 
God, he may behold his father without a 
blush; and in the language of Holy ,vrit, 
may say, 'Behold! here am I, and the child 
which thou gavest me.'" 

l\1y dear young Reader, whoever you are, 
and however you are situated, I trust the 
story of Ludovico will be found, in some 
point, to convey a good example, or a useful 
lesson. If you are rich and happy, sur­
rounded by splendour, friends, and fortune, 
let it lead you to think on the many helpless 
young people, who with minds as polished 
and feelings as acute as yours, languish in 
poverty, and eat the bitter bread of affliction 
moistened by their tears ; and teach you to 
remove the misery you may one day share, 
but which, whether you partake or not, it is 
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your express duty to relieYe. And you who 
do in any measure participate the sorrows of 
Ludovico, who lament either the misfortune 
or misconduct of those parents who are still 
hallowed in _your eyes and dear to your 
hearts, take courage from his example, and 
learn from his history, that, in the severest 
trials, comfort and support may be derived 
from faith and prayer; poverty relieved by 
ind us try and patience, and comfort expected 
from unforeseen sources, since our Heavenly 
:Father never fails to send help to his children 
in the hour of need. 

Under this impression, I trust I have not 
written, nor have you read, in Yain; but 
that this imperfect, though ,vell-intended little 
book will never cause either of us any regret 
that we have wept together, and rejoiced to­
gether, over the "short and simple annals" 
of the 

SON OF A GENIUS. 

THE END. 

PRJ"\TED R\ S .Dll'EL BL:\'TLEY, 

Dorset Strt:ct, Fleet Strcf.t. 
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