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not always as satisfactory as to remember 
his heroic ballads. But in the variegated 
mass of his writings, and in the impression 
of life and zest in all that he wrote, the par
'ticular faults and fallacies may' easily and 
rightly pass out of notice.-KEa, W. P., 
1896, Engliah Prose, ed. Craik, 'DOl. v, pp. 

_ ' 410,417. 
Clea7"1ld. is one of Macaulay's most 

obvious merits: he never leaves you in 
doubt as to his meaning. But this clear
ness is partly due to the fact that he never 
grapples with difficult problems or deep 
thoughts for which language offers in
adequate expression. He never goes out 
of his own depth: but neither does he ever 
take you out of yours; and this, though it 
has won him many readers, is a doubtful 
virtue. Sometimes the clearness is gained 
at the expense of exactness; statements are 
made too absolutely. His complete mastery 
over his material is often astonishing, when 
the amount of that material, the wealth of 
detail, is considered. In the art of con
structing a complex narrative he has few 
equals. Animation, a quality which 
depends on a good many others; in Ma
caulay's caee on his own interest in his 
story, on the swing of his sentences, on his 
pictorial phrases, his contrasts and com
parisons, his energy in bestowing praise and 
blame, above all, on his love of the concrete. 
His diffame" is a very serious fault, but, 
as it is not combined with dullness, it 
attracts many readers who would be be
wildered by a quick succession of thoughts. 
Of the qualities of .trength, patho., and 
humour, and again of the rhythm, it may be 
said briefly that Macaulay has them all in 
the degree in which a good, but not the 
very greatest, orator has them. Those 
finer and subtler effects which, though they 
would be lost in speech, are in place on the 
printed page, are not to be found in him. 
-FOWLER, T. H., 1897, XIX-Century 
Prose, p. 57. 

Hallam and Wordsworth, Dickens and 

Thackeray and Carlyle are names not hard 
to place. Each of these has his evident 
and peculiar stamp. The same cannot be 
said of Macaulay. The clue to his genius is 
not easy to follow. To read his works is to 
delight the attention and inspire the feel
ings. But when we are asked to estimate 
him, we hesitate. In the cause of this 
hesitation, real difficulty must be added to 
something of reluctance. • • • His was 
a mind whose strength was closely allied to 
its weakness; which was too brilliant to be 
cautious, and too quick to be profound. 
His faults therefore lie side by side with hill 
merits. Yet from every repeated appeal 
to his work, from weighing what is best in 
it against its acknowledged blots, we return 
with a conscious right to the assertion that, 
despite many failings, time will vindicate 
a great and an immortal name.-MAc
GREGOR, D. H., 1901, Lord Ma.caulay, pp. 
2, 5. 

Macaulay's style is clear, highly-coloured, 
lively, almost passionate; and abave all, it 
is filled with a strong personality. In 
every line we seem to hear these words;
"I, Thomas Macaulay, a conscientious man 
of learning, and a friend of liberty, have by 
my studies arrived at this result; whether 
the matter, from the point of view of an 
inhabitant of another world, happened 
exactly as I related it or not, I do not 
know; but that is how I saw it." The 
secret of Macaulay's style is antithesis. It 
occurs so often that one would think his use 
of it was intentional, but for the frequency 
which he had recourse to it in his parlia
mentary speeches which proves that this 
peculiar style was natural to him. Antith
esis is quite suitable to Macaulay'S con
ception of history; absolute historical truth 
too, is beyond the reach of the greatest 
human genius; it is only by presenting 
both sides of the question that a fair 
average amount of truth can be arrived at. 
-ENGEL, EDWARD, 1902, A Hiatory of 
Engliah Literature, refl. Hamley Bent, p. 467. 

Thomas DeQuincey 
1785-1859 

Born, in Manchester, 15 Aug. 1785. Educated privately at Salford; at Bath Grammar 
School, 1797 [1]-99; at school at Winkfield, Wilts, 1799-1800. To Manchlfster Grammar 
School, winter of 1800. Ran away from latter, July 1802. Lived a roving life in Wales, 
July to Nov., 1802. To London, Nov. 1802; after great distress there reconciled with 
family. Matric. Worcester Coil., Oxford, 17 Dec. 1803; left, without degree, 1807. 
Friendship with Coleridge begun, 1807. Visit to Oxford, and in London 1808. Student 
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of Middle Temple, 1808 [1]. With Wordsworth at Grasmere, Dee. 1808 to Feb. 1809. 
Settled in cottage at Townend, Westmoreland, Nov. 1809. In Edinburgh with Pro
fessor Wilson, winters of 1814-15 and 1815-16. Habitual taking of opium began, 1813. 
Married Margaret Simpson, winter of 1816. Contrib. to "Blackwood" and "Quarterly 
Review." Edited "Westmoreland Gazette," 1819-1820. To London, 1821. Through 
Lamb's introduction, became contributor to "London Magazine," in which the "Confes
sions of an Opium-Eater" appeared, Oct. to Nov., 1821. Contrib. to" London Magazine," 
1821-24; to Knight's "Quarterly Magazine," 1824. In Westmoreland, 1825. Contrib. 
to "Blackwood," 1826-49: Settled in Edinburgh, 1828; wife and children joined him 
there, 1830. Contrib. to "Edinburgh Literary Gaiette," 1828-30; to "Tait's Magazine," 
1834-51. Relapse into opium habit after wife's death in 1837; improvement in 1844. 
In Glasgow, March 1841 to June 1847. To Edinburgh, 1847. Died there,8 Dee. 1859. 
Buried in West Churchyard, Edinburgh. Wora: "Confessions of an English Opium
Eater" (anon.), 1822; "Klosterheim" (anon.), 1832; "The Logic of Political Economy," 
1844; "Selections, grave and gay, from his writings," edited by himself (4 vola.), 1853-60. 
Colleded Worka: in 20 vols., 1853-55. Life: by H. A. Page, 1877; by Prof. Masson, 1881. 
-SHARP, R. FARQUHARSON, 1897, A Dictionary 01 EngluA AutIwra, p. 77. 

PERSONAL On Wednesday the 28th, and Thursday, 
De Quincey is a singular man, but better 29th of October, 1821, I passed the evening 

informed than any person almost that I at Taylor and Hesser's in company with 
ever met at his age .. ~OUTBEY, ROBERT, the author of "Confessions of an English 
1810, To John Rickman, Jan. 21; Lile and Opium-Eater," published in Nos. 21 and 22 
Correapondence of Robert Southey, ed. C. C. of the London Magazine. I had formed to 
Southey, cA. xxi. myself the idea of a tall, thin, pale, gentle-

His person is small, his complexion fair, manly-looking, courtier-like man; but I 
and his air and manner are those of a met a short, sallow-looking person, of a 
sickly and enfeebled man. From this cir- very peculiar cast of countenance, and ap
cumstance his sensibility, which I have no parently much an invalid. His demeanour 
doubt is genuine, is in danger of being was very gentle, modest, and unassuming; 
mistaken for effeminateness. At least and his conversation fully came up to the 
coarser and more robustly healthful per- idea I had formed of what would be that of 
sons may fan into this mistake.-ROBIN- thewriterofthosearticles .•.• TheOpium
SQN, HENRY CRABB, 1812, Diary, June 17; Eater appears to have read a great deal, 
Diary, Reminucencea and Correapondence, and to have thought much more. I was 
ed. Sadler. astonished at the depth and reality, if I may 

You make one mistake, indeed two, but I so call it, of his knowledge. He seems to 
will notice only one. I have had, you say, have passed nothing that occurred in the 
no doubt many unavoidable reasons for the course of his study unreflected on or unre
delay. Now, in fact I have not; scarcely membered. His conversation appeared 
any at all, excepting my own native stupid- like the elaboration of a mine of results: 
ity, which I greatly regret, but cannot and if at any time a general observation of 
remedy. I move slowly whenever I am his became matter of question or ulterior 
uncommonly witty. . Nevertheless, if you disquisition it was found that he had ready 
are more particular about quantity than his reasons at a moment's notice; so that it 
quality I am perfectly ready to oblige you was clear that his opinions were the fruits of 
by changing my style. But articles as droll his own reflections on what had come be
a3 this I really cannot produce faster; dull fore him, and had not been taken up from 
reviews, morality, &c. (and some wit, such others.-WooDHOUSE, RICHARD, 1821, 
ag some I saw in your December No.), as Noiu of ConveTaationa witA Tlumuu D6 
fast as you please. In fact I have never Quincey, De Quincey and Au Frienda, ed. 
left my paper, except on Thursday once to Hogg, pp. 72, 73. 
see Prof. Wilson-twice during the week to To-day, too, I saw De Quincey: alas, 
get some breakfast-dinner every day, and poor Yorick!-CARLYLE, THOMAS, 1828, To 
to write three letters this morning.-DE B. W. Procter, Jan. 17; Lile by Conway, p. 
QUINCEY, THOMAS, 1821, Letter to W. Black- 244. 
wood, Jan. 6; William Blackwood and Hu You will doubtless read the last "Tait's 
Sona, ed. Oliphant, vol. I, p. 426. Magazine." It contains the first of a series 
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~f articles by DeQuincey on Wordsworth. 
Poor DeQuincey had a small fortune of 
eight or nine thousand pounds, which he 
has lost or spent; and now he lets his pen 
for hire. You know his articles on Cole
ridge: Wordsworth's turn has come now. 
At the close of his article, he alludes to a 
killing neglect which he once received from 
the poet, and which embittered his peace. 
I know the facts, which are not given. De 
Quincey married some humble country
girl in the neighborhood of Wordsworth; 
she was of good character, but not of that 
Tank in which W. moved. The family of 
the latter never made her acquaintance nor 
showed her any civilities, though living 
comparatively in the same neighbor
hood. "Hinc illm lacrimm." When you 
now read DeQuincey's lamentations you 
may thus better understand them.-SuM
NO, CHARLEs, 1839, To GeOTge S. Hillard, 
Jan. 23; Memoir and Letter. of Sumner, ed. 
Pierce, f1Ol. n, p. 45. 

Conceive a little, pale-faced, wo-begone, 
and attenuated man, with short indescrib
ables, no coat, check shirt, and neckcloth 
twisted like a wisp of straw, opening the 
front door of his room in - street, advanc
ing toward you with a hurried movement, 
and half-recognizing glance; saluting you 
in low and hesitating tones, asking you to 
be seated, and after he had taken a seat 
opposite you, but without looking you in 
the face, beginning to pour into your willing 
ear a stream of learning and wisdom as 
long as you are contented to listen to, or 
lend him the slightest clue. . . . His head 
is small, how can it carryall he knows? His 
brow is singular in shape, but not particu
larly large or prominent: where has nature 
expressed his majestic in tellect? His eyes
they sparkle not, they shine not, they are 
lustreless: can that be a squint which 
glances over from them towards you? No, 
it is only a slight habit one of them has of 
occasionally looking in a different direction 
from the other; there is nothing else par
ticular about them: there is not even the 
glare which lights up sometimes dull eyes 
into eloquence; and yet, even at first, the 
tout ensemble strikes you as that of no com
mon man, and you say, ere he has opened 
his lips: " He is either mad or inspired. "
GILFILLAN, GEORGE, 1845, Literary POT
tram, Fir.t Serie •• 

DeQuincey is a small old man of seventy 
years, with a very handsome face, and a 

face, too, expressing the highest refine
ment; a very gentle old man, speaking 
with the greatest deliberation and softness, 
and so refined in speech and manners as to 
make quite indifferent his extremely plain 
and poor dress. For the old man, sum
moned by message on Saturday by Mrs. 
Crowe to his dinner, had walked on this 
stormy, muddy Sunday ten miles, from 
Lass Wade, where his cottage is, and was not 
yet dry; and thougb Mrs. Crowe's hospital
ity is comprehensive and minute, yet she 
had no pantaloons in her house. Here De 
Quincey is very serene and happy among 
just these friends where I found him; for he 
has suffered in all ways, and lived the life of 
a wretch for many years, but Samuel Brown 
and Mrs. C. and one or two more have saved 
him from himself, and defended him from 
bailiffs and a certain Fury of a Mrs. Mac
bold (I think it is), whom he yet shudders to 
remember, and from opium; and he is now 
clean, clothed, and in his right mind. • • • 
He talked of many matters, all easily and 
well, but chiefly social and literary; and 
did not venture into any voluminous music. 
When they first agreed at my request, to 
invite him to dine, I fancied some figure 
like the organ of York Minster would ap
pear. In Mte-d-Mte, I am told, he some
times soars and indulges himself, but not 
often in company. He invited me to dine 
with him on the following Saturday at Lass 
Wade, where he lives with his three daugh
ters, and I accepted.-EMERSON, RALPH 
WALDO, 1848, Letter, Feb. 21; A Memoir of 
Ralph Waldo Emer.on, ed. Cabot, "oZ. n, 
p.52O. 

When he came out to receive me at his 
. garden-gate I thought I had never seen 
anything so small and pale in the shape of a 
great man, nor a more impressive head on 
human shoulders. The unmistakable ala
baster shine, which I had noticed in other 
opium-eaters, was on his face, and the rest
lessness of his body also proclaimed his 
well-known habit. Next after his personal 
appearance I was struck with his exquisite 
courtesy. There was a finish and elegance 
in his diction also which recalled something 
of Leigh Hunt's manner, and belonged per
haps to a particular era. I need hardly say 
that the habits of my host at Lass Wade 
were very eccentric.-FIELDS, JAMES T., 
1852, Letter, A Second Shelf of Old Book. 
by Mr •• Fielda, Scribner'. Magazine, 001. 5, 
p.467. 
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Very decisively he realized my plan of 
moving in a separate world (having no 
doubt realities of its own); moreover, he 
neither spoke nor acted in the every-day 
world like anyone else, for which, of course, 
I greatly honored him. He was then (1814) 
in the habit of taking opium daily as an 
article of food, and the drug, though used 
for years, bad scarcely begun to tell on his 
constitution, by those effects, which, 
sooner or later, overtake everyone of its 
persevering votaries. • . • His voice was 
extraordinary; it came as if from dream
land; but it was the most musical and im
pressive of voices. In convivial life, what 
then seemed to me the most remarkable 
trait of DeQuincey's character, was the 
power he possessed of easily changing the 
tone of ordinary thought and conversation 
into that of his own dream-land, till his 
auditors, with wonder, found themselves 
moving pleasantly along with him in a 
sphere of which they might have heard and 
read perhaps, but which had ever appeared 
to them inaccessible and far, far away! See
ing that he was always good-natured and 
social, he could take part, at commence
ment, in any sort of tattle or twaddle. The 
talk might be of "beeves," and he could 
grapple with them, if expected to do so, 
but his musical cadences were not in keep
ing with such work, and in a few minutes 
(not without some strictly logical sequence) 
he could escape at will from the beeves to 
butterflies, and thence to the soul's im
mortality, to Plato, and Kant, and Schel
ling, and Fichte, to Milton's early years 
and Shakespeare's sonnets, to Wordsworth 
and Coleridge, to Homer and N.schylus, to 
St. Thomas of Aquin, St. Basil, and St •. 
Chrysostom. But he by no means ex
cluded them from real life, according to his 
own views of that life, but would recount 
profound mysteries from his own ex
periences-visions that had come over 
him in his loneliest walks among the moun
tains, and passages within his own personal 
knowledge, illustrating, if not proving, the 
doctrines of dreams, of warnings, of second 
sight, and mesmerism. And whatever the 
subject might be, every one of his sentences 
(or of his chapters, I might say) was woven 
into the most perfect logical texture, and 
uttered in a tone of sustained melody.
GILLIES, ROBERT PEARCE, 1854, Memoirs of 
a Literary Veteran. 

Let this strange commentator on indi-

vidual character meet with more mercy 
and a wiser interpretation than he was 
himself capable of. He was not made like 
other men; and he did not live, think, or 
feel like them. A singular organization 
was singularly and fatally deranged in its 
action before it could show its best qUality. 
Marvellous analytical faculty he had; but 
it all oozed out in barren words. Charming 
eloquence he had; but it degenerated into 
egotistical garrulity, rendered tempting by 
the gilding of his genius.-MARTTh'EAu, 
HA.IuuET, 1859, Biographical Sketchu, p.100. 

Malmesbury met us. the future diplo
matist, drinking claret and playing whist 
with Eden and Charles Fox; the brilliant 
though discursive writer whom we have so 
recently lost, DeQuincey, was there, enter
ing hall with coat buttoned to the throat, 
and gown drawn close about him to conceal 
the rents in his threadbare habiliments.
GREEN, JOHN RICHARD, 1859-1901, Ox
ford During the Eighteenth CentUT1l, Ox/ON!. 
Studie., ed. Green and N orgate, p. 242. 

His tastes were very simple, though a 
little troublesome, at least to the servant 
who prepared his repast. Coffee, boiled 
rice and milk, and a piece of mutton from 
the loin, were the materials that invariably 
formed his diet. The cook, who had an 
audience with him daily, received her in
structions in silent awe, quite overpowered 
by his manner; for, had he been addressing 
a duchess, he could scarcely have spoken 
with more deference. He would couch his 
request in such terms as these: "Owing to 
dyspepsia affiicting my system, and the 
possibility of any additional derangement 
of the stomach taking place, consequences 
incalculably distressing would arise, so 
much indeed as to increase nervous irrita
tion, and prevent me from attending to 
matters of overwhelming importance, if you 
do not remember to cut the mutton in a 
diagonal rather than a longitudinal form." 
-GORDON, MARY, 1862, Christopher North, 
A Memoir of John Wilson, p. 327. 

The next slide of the lantern is to rep
resent a quite peculiar and abnormal case. 
It introduces a strangely fragile, unsub
stantial, and puerile figure, wherein, how
ever, resided one of the most potent and 
original spirits that ever frequented a tene
ment of clay. He shall be called, on ac
count of associations that mayor may not 
be found out, Thomas Papaverius. • • • In 
what mood and shape, shall he be brought 
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forward? Shall it be as first we met at the 
table of Lucullus, whereto he was seduced 
by the false pretense that he would there 
meet with one who entertained novel and 
anarchical opinions regarding the Golden 
Ass of Apuleius? No one speaks of waiting 
dinner for him. He will come and depart 
at his own sweet will, neither burdened by 
punctualities nor burdening others by ex
acting them. The festivities of the after
noon are far on when the commotion is 
heard in the hall as if some dog or other 
stray animal had found its way in. The in
stinct of a friendly guest tells him of his 
arrival; he opens the door, and fetches in 
the little stranger. What can it be? A 
street-boy of some sort? His costume, in 
fact, is a boy's duffle great-coat, very 
threadbare, with a hole in it, and buttoned 
tight to the chin, where it meets the frag
ments of a particoloured belcher handker
chief; on his feet are list-shoes, covered 
with snow, for it is a stormy winter-night; 
and the trousers--some one suggests that 
they are inner linen garments blackened 
with writing-ink, but that Papaverius never 
would have been at the trouble so to dis
guise them. What can be the theory of 
such a costume? The simplest thing in the 
world-it consisted of the fragments of ap
parel nearest at hand. Had chance thrown 
to him a court single-breasted coat, with a 
bishop's apron, a kilt, and top-boots, in 
these he would have made his entry.-BUR
TON, JOHN HILL, 1862, The Book Hunter, ed. 
White, p. 29. 

His sensitiveness was so extreme, in com
bination with the almost ultra-courtesy of a 
gentleman, that he hesitated to trouble a 
servant with any personal requests without 
a long prefatory apology. My family were 
in the country in the summer of 1825, when 
he was staying at my house in Pall Mall 
East. A friend or two had met him at 
dinner, and I had walked part of the way 
home with one of them. When I returned, 
I tapped at his chamber-door to bid him 
good night. He was sitting at the open 
window, habited as a prize-fighter when he 
enters the ring. It You will take cold," I 
exclaimed. "Where is your shirt?" ItI 
have not a shirt-my shirts are unwashed." 
"But why not tell the servant to send them 
to the laundress?" "Ah! how could I pre
sume to do that in Mrs. Knight's absence?" 
-KNIGHT, CHARLES, 1863, Pallage. 01 a 
Working Lile During Hall a Century, p. 236. 

He was a pretty little creature, full of 
wire-drawn ingenuities; bankrupt enthusi
asms, bankrupt pride; with the finest silver
toned low voice, and most elaborate gently
winding courtesies and ingenuities in 
conversation: "What wouldn't one give to 
have him in a Box, and take him out to 
talkl" (That was Her criticism of him; 
and it was right good). A bright, ready and 
melodious talker; but in the end an incon
clusive and long-winded. One of the 
smallest man-figures I ever saw; shaped 
like a pair of tongs; and hardly above five 
feet -in all: when he sat, you would have 
taken him, by candle light, for the beauti
fullest little Child; blue-eyed, blonde
haired, sparkling face,-had there not been 
a something too, which said, It EccD'D'i, this 
Child has been in Helll"-CARLYLE, 
THOMAS, 1866, Edward Imng, Remini.
cence., ed. Norton, 1)01. n, p.152. 

I did not like him.-PROCTER, BRYAN 
WALLER, 1874(?) Recollectiom 0/ Men 0/ 
Letter., ed. Patmore, p. 211. 

With that noble honesty and candour 
for which, no less than for intellectual en
dowments and highest mental cultivation, 
he was distinguished, and with a child-like 
simplicity and most captivating kindness, 
he expressed the feeling-amounting to a 
deep-seated conviction of what was im
peratively demanded-that the physician 
should be informed, with the most scru
pulous fidelity, as to all the habits of his 
patient. I then learned, as I had been led 
to believe, that for a long period Mr. De 
Quincey's indulgence in opium was ex
tremely limited; though the total abandon
ment of its use he had found to be (and 
with this conclusion, in a case of con
firmed habit, medical men will not be dis
posed to differ) inconsistent with that en
joyment of that bodily health, but more 
particularly that state of mental calmness 
and tranquility, the possession of which he 
desiderated above all things. • • • How 
much the substantial power and brilliant 
fancy of his writings had to do with opium
eating, I do not inquire; but that it helped 
to keep active and entire, during so many 
years of bodily feebleness, that large and 
constant-working brain-that, in a word, 
it fed it, I have no manner of doubt. And 
further, that the almost singular immunity 
Mr. DeQuincey enjoyed from headache, 
which, in the course of his long life, 
he never knew-a common source of 
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annoyance, oftentimes of misery, to ordi
nary-living students-was likely enough 
due to the opium, I also believe.-BEGBIE, 
DR.WARBURTON, 1876, Tlumuu De Qttinuy; 
Hi. Life and Writing., ed. Japp. fJOl. II, pp. 
296,297. 

Opium cannot communicate to the brain 
any power or faculty of which it is not al
ready possessed; although (as in DeQuin
cey's case), by subduing an enemy, which 
had by its painful assaults on a remote part 
of the nervous system temporarily paralyzed 
the central powers of the intellect, it could 
again restore harmony of action to tLese 
powers. It could in no way create moral 
affections, though it might resuscitate 
them, by removing from them an over
powering load of physical suffering. It 
could add no iota to the great light of the 
majestic intellect, although when this might 
be suffering a temporary eclipse, as was 
too frequently the case with this great 
writer, when his gnawing malady pervaded 
his -entire consciousness with torments 
which dominated the power of thought-it 
might, under such circumstances, restore 
that great light, by dissipating the shadow 
that obscured it.-EATWELL, SURGEON
MAJOR W. C. B., 1877, A Medical View of 
Mr. DeQuinuy" Caae, Tlumuu DeQuincey; 
Hi. Life and Writing., ed. Japp, Appendix, 
1101. II, p. 338. 

His other extravagance grew out of the 
morbid value he set upon his papers and 
their not being disturbed. He was in the 
habit of accumulating these till, according 
to his own description, he was" snowed up, " 
which meant when matters came to such 
an extremity that there was not a square 
inch of room on the table to set a cup upon, 
that there was no possibility of.making his 
bed for the weight of papers gathered there, 
that there was no chaIr which could be used 
for its legitimate purpose, and that the 
track from the door to the fireplace, which 
had always to be considered, had been 
blotted out, even for his own careful tread
ing; then he locked the door upon this im
practicable state of things, and turned else
where; leaving his landlady, if simple and 
honest, fearfully impressed with the mys
terious sin of meddling with his papers, but, 
if dishonest, with such a handle for play
ing upon his morbid anxieties, as was a 
source of livelihood. At his death there 
were, I believe, about six places where he 
had these deposits, it may be imagined at 

what expense.-SMlTH, MRS. BAIRD, 1877, 
Tlumuu DeQuinuy; Hi. Life and Writing" 
ed. Japp, 001. I, p. 363. 

The romance of Mignon is hardly more 
pathetically beautiful than that which 
passed in this vale at the time. DeQuincey, 
heart hungry, found in little Kate Woreis
worth all that divine beauty and sweetness 
which Nature was aiming at in her flowers, 
streamlets, and rosy dawns. To walk these 
grassy lanes, to watch the growth of her 
mind, to listen to her lyrical voice-this 
was his library, his study, his heaven. He 
had often known what it was to wander all 
night, cold and nearly starved, along the 
streets of London, huddling with the 
wretched of both sexes under any rude 
shelter from sleet and rain; he had touched, 
albeit morally unscathed, the very floor of 
the pit of poverty and every horror; little 
by little he had toiled upward, and the bene
diction of his life, the spirit of his dawn 
after the lon~, black night, was little Kate, 
nestling in his heart, interpreting for him. 
the meaning of the world in 'her uncon
scious grace and joyousness. At sunset on 
June 4, 1812, she went to bed in good health; 
at dawn she was dead. " Never, " wrote 
her unhappy friend-" never from the foun
dations of those mighty hills was there so 
fierce a convulsion of grief as mastered my 
faculties on receiving that heartf.shattering 
news." His visits were no longer to Allan 
Bank, but to the little grave. Many a 
night of frantic grief did DeQuincey pass on 
that grave. Then she rose again for him, 
and as he walked the fields her form ap
peared, but always on the opposite side of 
the field.-CoNWAY, MONCURE DANIEL, 
1881, The Engli.k Lakta and their Genii, 
Harper'. Magazine, fJOl. 62, p. 177. 

A more gracious and genial personage 1 
never met. Picture to yourself a very 
diminutive man, carelessly-very care
lessly-dressed; a face lined, careworn, and 
so expressionless that it reminded one of 
"that chill, changeless brow, where cold 
Obstruction's apathy appalls the gazing 
mourner's heart"-a face like death in life. 
The instant he began to speak, however, it 
lit up as though by electric light; this 
came from his marvellous eyes, brighter 
and more intelligent (though by fits) than I 
have ever seen in any other mortal. They 
seemed to me to glow with eloquence. • • • 
The announcement of luncheon was per
haps for the first time in my young life 
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unwelcome to me. Miss DeQuincey did the courtesy of manner was observable. He 
honors with gracious hospitality, pleased, I never monopolized talk, allowed every one 
think, to find that her father had so rapt a to have a faIr chance, and listened with re
listener. I was asked what wine I would spectful patience to the most common
take, and not caring which it was, I was place remarks from anyone present. The 
about to pour myself out a glass from the fact that anyone was, for the time, a mem
decanter that stood next to me. U You ber of the company in which he also hap
must not take that," whispered my hostess, pened to be, evidently in his eyes entitled 
"it is not port-wine, as you think." It was the speaker to all consideration and respect. 
in fact laudanum, to which DeQuincey But he had a just horror of bores. and 
presently helped himself with the greatest carefully avoided them.-FlNDLAY, JOHN 
.ang-froid. I regarded him aghast, with RrrcmE, 1885, Per.cmal Recollection. 0/ 
much the same feelings as those with which Thomaa DeQuincey, pp. 2, 4, 5, 8. 
he himself had watched the Malay at Gras- There glided noiselessly into the room, 
mere eat the cake of opium, and with the like a shadow, a little weird-looking old 
same harmless result. The liquor seemed man, saffron-colored, with unkempt hair, 
to stimulate rather than dull his eloquence. dirty collar, long snuff-brown coat, feet 
-PAYN, JAMES, 1884, Some Litera1'1/ Recol- sliding about in large India-rubber galoches, 
lution., pp. 48, 49. and extended to me a wee, fleshless hand, 

A man, once seen, never to be forgotten. more like a bird-claw than U the prehensile 
His appearance has been often described, organ of man's supremacy." ••. As he 
but generally, I think, with a touch of closed the book a strange light seemed to 
caricature. He was a very little man (about glow through his eyes and illuminate his 
5 feet 3 or 4 inches); his countenance the face. He began to talk with a voice that 
most remarkable for its intellectual attract- seemed to flow out of the unknown-low, 
iveness that I have ever seen. His features, mellifluous, ceaseless, filling one with awe. 
though not regular, were aristocratically We listened almost breathless and soon 
fine, and an air of delicate breeding per- found ourselves sitting on the floor at his 
vaded the face. His forehead was un- feet, looking into his transfigured face like 
usually high, square, and compact. At first entranced children. On, on, he discoursed, 
sight his face appeared boyishly fresh and as I have never heard mortal discourse be
smooth, with a sort of hectic glow upon it fore or since. If one could imagine all the 
that contrasted remarkably with the evi- wisdom, sentiment, and learning to be 
dent appearances of age in the grizzled hair crushed from DeQuincey's many volumes 
and dim-looking eyes. The flush or bloom of printed books, and to be poured out, a 
on the cheek was, I have no doubt, an effect continuous stream, he might form some 
of his constant use of opium; and the ap- conception of that long discourse--how 
parent smoothness of the face disappeared long we knew not. When the monologue 
upon examination. •• Mr. DeQumcey's ceased I looked at my watch, and found it 
eyes were dark in colour, the iris large, but was three o'clock in the morning.-WRIGHT, 
with a strange flatness and dimness of as- O. W., 1888, A Winding Journey Around 
pact, which, however, did not indicate any the World. 
deficiency of sight. So far as I have ob- DeQuincey, with his clever brains and 
served he saw distant objects tolerably well, shallow character.-MoRLEY, JOHN, 1888-
and almost to the very end of his life he 90, Studiu in Literature, p. 17. 
could read the smallest print without spec- This inclusion of DeQuincey among those 
tacles. • • • No one who ever met DeQuin- who were past and gone was one of the 
cey could fail to be struck, after even the eccentric incidents which surrounded that 
briefest intercourse, with the extreme man of genius. When Mr. Fields inquired 
sweetness and courtesy of his manners. for him more particularly he was assured 
He had the air of old-fashioned good man- of his death, although U after a search," 
ners of the highest kind; natural and studied he writes, "I found him alive and well in a 
politeness, free from the slightest osten- cottage ten miles out of Edinburgh. I in
tation or parade; a delicacy, gentleness, . quired for him again in London in 1852, 
and elegance of demeanour that at once and authors and critics, with very few ex
conciliated and charmed. • • • In his mode ceptions, were uncertain where he lived, 
of coDversing, as in everything else, his and one, a man of mark, declared to me 

Digitized by Coogle 



122 THOMAS DEQUINCEY 

that he heard then his name for the first 
time. " It is already too well known for 
me to dwell upon it here, that the writings 
of Thomas DeQuincey had never been col
lected until they were gathered together by 
Mr. Fi~lds and printed in an edition of 
twenty-two volumes, published consecu
tively in Boston. This might well account 
for his being unknown in England by a 
busy writer, for "who read an American 
book" in those days, and these twenty
two volumes might be considered Ameri
can, inasmuch as DeQuincey had never 
signed his papers in the English Reviews, 
which were therefore only discoverable by 
their style.-FIELDS, ANNE, 1889, A Second 
Shelf of Old Books, Scrib1ltT', Magazine, "01. 
5, p. 466. 

If, ever after this, the reader would still 
have something more, let him take these 
lines from Thomson's" Castle of Indolence" 
with the assurance that all who ever saw 
DeQuincey in his old age recognize in them 
the most startlingly accurate description of 
him, as if by some prophetic anticipation, 
that could possibly be given in succinct 
metre: 
"He came. the bard, a little Druid wight 
or withered aspect; but his eye was keen, 
With sweetness mixed. In russet brown bedight, 
As is his sister of the copses green, 
He crept along, unpromising of mien. 
Gross he who judges 80! his 8Oulwasfair." 

If the name "bard" may be extended to a 
prose-writer of the bardic class, this descrip
tion also is exact in almost every point.
MASSON, DAVID, 1889, ed. The Collected 
Writing' of ThomaB DeQuincey, General 
Preface, "Oz. I, p. xxvi. 

So meagre are the known facts in a life of 
seventy-four years, during nearly forty 
years of which DeQuincey, though never 
popular, was still recognised as a great 
name in English letters, while during the 
same period he knew, and was known to, 
not a few distinguished men. But little as 
is recorded of the facts of his life, even less 
is recorded of his character, and for once it 
is almost impossible °to discover that char
acter from his works. The few persons 
who met him all agree as to his impenetra
biJity,-an impenetrability not in the 
least due to posing, but apparently natural 
and fated. DeQuincey was at once egoti&
tie and impersonal, at once delighted to 
talk and resolutely shunning society. To 
him, one is tempted to say, reading and 

writing did come by nature, and nothing 
else was natural at all. With books he is 
always at home. A DeQuincey in a world 
where there was neither reading nor writ
ing of books, would certainly either have 
committed suicide or gone mad.-SAlN'fS
BURY, GEORGE, 1890, DeQttineey, E"a,. ia. 
EngZiBk Literature, 1780-1860, p. 314. 

From childhood to old age, indeed, De 
Quincey was a puzzle to alI who knew him. 
In manners he was a courtly gentleman: 
in appearance, as Miss Mitford writes, he 
looked like a beggar. With knowledge that 
seemed boundless, he frequently acted m~e 
a child or a fool; always courteous in 
speech, he could be bitter, inconsiderate, 
and even malicious, in print; shy and re
served in society, he wrote of himself with a 
shamelessness that almost reminds us of 
Rousseau; regardless of money he scattered 
it among the most worthless of beggars, and 
was constantly in pecuniary difficulties. 
DeQuincey had the warmest affection for 
his wife and children, but he often left 
them to live, nobody knew how, in solitary 
lodgings. Throughout the night he would 
ramble for miles over the country, or write 
for the press, and the best part Qf the day 
was given to slumber, to be followed fre
quently by nervous suffering, and a wretch
edness "not utterable to any human ear." 
With a mind of amazing versatility, and 
many a beautiful trait of character, it is im
possible to read DeQuincey's life without 
seeing that it was, in great measure, a 
wreck, and that this failure was due, as in 
the ease of Coleridge, to opium.-DENNIS, 
JOHN, 1891, DeQuincey, Lei,ure Hour, tol. 
40, p, 241. 

Another very slovenly fellow was De 
Quincey, and he was devoted to reading in 
bed. But DeQuincey was a very vandal 
when it came to the care and use of books. 
He never returned volumes he borrowed, 
and he never hesitated to mutilate a rare 
book in order to save himself the labor and 
trouble of writing out a quotation.-FIELD, 
EUGENE, 1895, The Love Affair. of a Bib
liomaniac, p. 36. 

It was on the 13th of July, 1852, that I 
saw Mr. DeQuincey for the first time; but 
the welcome that he gave me at this fi!'St 
meeting was that of an old friend.. • • 
And now I was seated beside the author 
himself, a listener to the dulcet tones of 
that earnest but softly subdued voice, often 
tremulous with emphasis, and most musical 
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when most melancholy. Gladly and fYate
fully would I have compounded for hsten
ing only. But Mr. DeQuinceywasjealousof 
his rights as a listener too, even where, as in 
my case, those rights might have been abso
lutely renounced to our common advantage. 
Nothing could better manifest the innate . 
courtesy, the even sensitive considerate
ness of the man, than his conduct in this 
respect. A master of the art of conversa
tion, this he is on all sides known to have 
been; but I do not remember to have seen 
any injustice done to his surpassing attain
ments as a good listener. He was always 
for giving away; scrupulously on the watch 
for any, the slightest, token of interruption, 
objection, comment, assent, question, or 
answer, nothing could exceed the tone of 
unaffected deference with which he gave 
heed as well as ear to whatever his com
panion might have to say.-JAcoX, FRAN
CIS, 1895, Recollectiom, DeQuincey and hi. 
Frie-nda, ed. Hogg, pp. 219, 220. 

From infancy to old age, we find in him 
this unique combination-love of medita
tion, and quick reactions which demanded 
the stimulus of contact with common hu
man nature. There was in him none of the 
impatience with the ignorant and rude that 
is so commonly associated with culture, 
with the love of meditation and of abstract 
thought. Wherever he goes he has, in a 
very marked degree, the art of making him
self at home. If others cannot sympathize 
with him in his lofty thoughts and imagin
ings, he can sympathize with them, in their 
thought and concerns, and in such a meas
ure that he gains at once their secret and 
affection. As we follow him through his 
long life, we find him a kind of center of at
traction for persons of the most contrasted 
natures, temperaments and social positions: 
his rare courtesy, which was born of his 
quick sympathies and kindly hospitalities. 
which delighted in making all with whom 
he had to do completely at home. has been 
celebrated by all with whom he came in 
contact; and by the servants as decidedly 
as by their masters.-JAPp, ALEXANDER 
H .• 1895, DeQuincey and Hi. Friend., ed. 
Hogg. p. 1. 

In old Scottish fashion I have sought to 
place this "stone upon the cairn" of the 
man who treated me and counselled me with 
an utmost paternal tenderness. Above and 
beyond all questions of intellectual power. 
of scholarship. or beauty of style.-what 

human lel80n .landa out clear and .trong 
throughout the.e recollection.? That, surely, 

. 01 perlect, un.toeT1Jing kindne .. in daily lile; 
an antique, chivalrous courtesy and gracious 
consideration for people of every class, 
whatever their temper, whatever their 
foibles. If ever man attained unto the 
fullest measure of that Scripture which or
dains-"having compassion one of an
other,love as brethren, be pitiful, be cour
teous" -that 1nan was THOMAS DEQUINCEY. 
-HOGG, JAMES, 1895, DeQuincey and Hi. 
Frienda. Prelace, p. xii. 

Poverty is sometimes a noble and respect
able thing, and when the issues have any 
sort of greatness there is a kind of excite
ment in the alternate downfalls and suc
cesses of the penniless but courageous 
struggle. But when the strife is for a few 
pounds. when the milkman's bill is the rock 
m the way, and shillings and pence the 
munitions of war, the echo of· that dreary 
and hopeless fighting in the dark has noth
ing but misery in it. DeQuincey puts forth 
his privations, his wanderings about from 
one lodging to another, sometimes waylaid 
in his bed by a furious creditor, sometimes 
suffering torture for want of a box of Seid
litz powders. always with elaborate expla
nation of how in the extraordinary combi
nation of fate it has come to be so, but can 
never by any calculation of human prob
abilities be so again-to the publisher who 
never seems to refuse the necessary dole, 
but inevitably is sometimes a little impa
tient and provoked by the perpetual mes
sengers and the dole on the other side of a 
page or two at a time.-OLIPBANT, MAR
GARET O. W., 1897. William Blackwood and 
Hi. 80m. fJOl. I, p. 423. 

CONFESSIONS OF AN ENGLISH 
OPIUM-EATER 

1821·22 
Have you heard anything of a book 

which every body (meaning every idle 
Athenian eager for novelty) is now read
ing? It is called the II Confessions of an 
English Opium Eater." Many strange 
things and persons have I encountered in 
my journey through life, and. among the 
rest, this same Opium Eater. I spent an 
idle half day talking with him fourteen 
years ago in London, when he was a student 
at Oxford, and met him once since. I di
rectly recognised him through the thin dis
guise in his book: I am since assured that I 
have not been mistaken. Ask more about 
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him, if you have any taste remaining for was the most original, and Thomas. De 
oddities.-GRANT, ANNE, 1823, To Mr, • . Quincey the greatest writer of English 
Brown, Feb, 13; Memoir and COTTe,pond- prose. DeQuincey's style has so peculiar a 
ence, ed. Grant, 'DOl. II, p. 330. quality that it stands alone. The sentences 

That thrice-double demoniac the mco- are built up like passages in a fugue, and 
nomical· opium-eater.-BEDDOES, THOMAS there is nothing ~ ~nglish literature which 
LOVELL, 1824, To Tiumuu Forbe, Kel,all, .can be compared lD lDvolved melody to the 
April 17; Letter" ed. Go"e, p. 24. prose of the "Confessions of an English 

I send you a bantering "Epistle of an Opium-Eater."-BRoOKE, SToPFORD A., 
Old Gentleman whose Education is supposed 1876, Engluh Literature (Primer), p. 138. 
to have been neglected." Of course, it was DeQuincey himself, in descanting on the 
,ugge,ted by some letters of your admirable Dream-faculty, says, "Habitually to dream 
Opium-Eater, the discontinuance of which magnificently, a man must have a consti
has caused so much regret to myself in com- tutional determination to reverie." In 
mon with most of your readers.-LAMB, that sentence he announces the true law of 
CHARLES, 1825, To the Editor 0/ the London all literature that comes under the order of 
Magazine. pure phantasy. But in his case, in spite of 

DeQuincey seems like a man bound on a the strength of the dream-element, we can
journey to a certain place, the way to which not proceed far till we discover that his de
is straight, but who prefers wandering out termination to reverie was but the extreme 
of the road, to which he occasionally re- projection of one phase of a phenomenal 
turns-and immediately deviates off in an- nature balancing its opposite. He was also 
other direction. It is not difficult to see shrewd, observant, master of a fine humour 
that a long time must pass before he reaches that demanded contact with life for its free 
his journey's end, or that, when he does exercise. From a nice examination of de
reach it, the purpose for which he started tails he was under an inborn neceasity to 
may be rendered una.vailable by the delay. rise to the principle that relates them, link
This is the more unpardonable in DeQuin- ing the disparate together; deeply in
cey, who, in the "Confessions of an English terested in the most practical and dry of 
Opium-Eater," has produced one of the stUdies-political economy. He was skilled 
most charming books in the language, by in the exercises of the analytic understand
making it simple in style and natural in ing-a logician exacting and precise-else 
expression.-MAcKENZIE, R. SHELTON, his dreaming had never gained for him the 
1854, ed. N oete, A mbroaianre, 1101. I, p. 5, note. eminence it has gained. Surely it is cal-

I wrote, in September, 1821: "We never culated to strike the most casual reader on a 
read anything more deeply interesting than perusal of that first edition of the "Confes
the 'Confessions of an English Opium- sions, " that his powers of following up sen
Eater.' We can put implicit faith in them. sational effects and tracing with absolute 
They have all the circumstantial sincerity exactness the most delicately varying 
of Defoe. They are written in a fine flow- shades of experience, and recording them 
iug style, in which the author is perfectly with conscientious precision, vlere as notic
forgotten." After the publication of two able as were the dreams to which they were 
articles on the Pleasures and Pains of served to give effect. No proper ground 
Opium, the majority of their readers has been laid for a liberal and sympathetic 
douqted the reality of these Confessions. appreciation of DeQuincey till these points 
The author, in a letter to the editor of the have been clearly apprehended; and as
magazine, declared that the narrative con- suredly this is one of the cases where, as he 
tained a faithful statement of his own ex- himself has well said, "not to sympathise is 
perience as an Opium-Eater, drawn up not to understand. "-JAPP, ALEXANDER 
with entire simplicity, except in some H., 1877, Thomaa DeQuinecy; Hi, Li/e and 
trifling deviations of dates and suppressions Writing', f}ol. I, p. 1. 
?f names. which circumstance had r.endered :rhe . extraordinary a~tobiography con
It expedient should not be pubhshed.- talDed lD these "ConfessIOns" loses nothing 
KNIG~, C~ARLES~ 1863, Pa"age, 0/ a in the telling; the style of DeQuincey is al
Worktng Li/e DuTtng Hal/ a Century, p. ways refined, and his English perfect, while 
185. for the more striking qualities of the narrator 

Of all these miscellaneous writers Carlyle we would almost say that the pictures of 
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the wanderings of the friendless lad through 
the pitiless streets and his strange com
panionship with poor Ann of Oxford Street 
and her unhappy sisters are almost too 
powerful. The sensation excited by the 
"Confessions" was immense. Many critics 
regarded them as entirely a work of 
imagination, and, as we have said, it is still 
doubtful how much of the narrative may 
be genuine. DeQuincey, however, always 
asserted it to be so, and the point can never 
be cleared up now.-OLIPHANT, MARGARET 
O. W., 1892, The Victorian Age of Engliah 
LiteTature, p. 58. 

While all controlled reasoning was sus
pended under the incantation of opium, his 
quick mind, without conscious intent, with
out prejudice or purpose, assembled such 
mysterious and wonderful sights and 
sounds as the naked soul might see and hear 
in the world of actual experience. For De 
Quincey's range of action and association 
was not as narrow as might seem. He had 
walked the streets of London friendless and 
starving, saved from death by a dram given 
by one even more wretched than he, only a 
few months after he had talked with the 
king. DeQuincey's latent images are 
therefore not grotesque, or medimval, not 
conditioned by any philosophical the
ory, not of any Inferno or Paradise. The 
elements of his visions are the simple ele
ments of all our striking experiences: the 
faces of the dead, the grieving child, the 
tired woman, the strange foreign face, t}le 
tramp of horses' feet. And opium merely 
magnified these simple elements, rendered 
them grand and beautiful without giving 
them any forced connection or relative 
meaning. We recognise the traces of our 
own transfigured experience, but we are re
lieved from the necessity of accepting it as 
having an inner meaning. DeQuincey's 
singular hold on our affection seems, there
fore, to be his rare quality of presenting the 
unusual but typical dream or reverie as a 
beautiful object of interest, without en
deavoring to give it the character of an 
allegory or a fable.-CARPENTER, GEORGI! 
R., 1897, Library of the World'. Be.t Litera
ture, ed. Warner, rol. VIII, p. 4558. 

GENERAL 
Convince yourself that your work ia what 

you call it, as nearly as your honest powers 
could make it; and the man who censures 
it either tells you nothing that you did not 
know before, or tells you lies; both of which 

sorts of intelligence you will find it a very 
simple matter to light your pipe with. There 
was a luckless wight of an opium-eater here, 
one DeQuincey, for instance, who wrote a 
very vulgar and brutish Review of 
"Meister" in the London Magazine. I read 
three pages of it one lick day at Birming
ham; and saiQ: "Here is a man who writes 
of things which he does not rightly under
stand; I see clean over the top of him, and 
his vulgar spite, and his commonplace phi
losophy; and I will away and have a ride on 
(Badams') Taffy, and leave him to cry in 
the ears of the simple." So I went out, and 
had my ride accordingly; and if DeQuincey, 
poor little fellow, made anything of his re
view, he can put it in his waistcoat pocket, 
and thank the god Mercurius.-CARLYLE, 
THOMAS, 1825, To John A. Carlyle, Jan. 22; 
Early Letter., ed. Norton, p. 323. 

Did you read "Blackwood"? and in that 
case have you had deep delight in an ex
quisitje paper by the Opium-eater, which 
my heart trembled through from end to 
end? What a poet that man is! how he 
vivifies words, or deepens them, and gives 
them profound significance.-BROWNING, 
ELIZABETH BARRETT, 1843, To Mr. We.t
lOood, Du. 31; LetterB, ed. Kenyon, 1)01. I, 
p.161. 

This very clever work ["Logic of Politi
cal Economy"] is intended to unravel in
tricacies and to expose sundry errors in the 
application of the Ricardian theory of 
value. It would, however, have been more 
popular and successful had it been less 
scholastic. It is right to be logical, but not 
to be perpetually obtruding logical forms 
and technicalities on the reader's attention. 
This sort of affectation is little noticed in a 
brief essay like the Templars' Dialogues; 
but in a goodly-sized volume like the pres
ent it becomes tiresome and repulsive.
McCuLLocH, JOHN RAMsAY, 1847, Litera
ture of Political EC01lomy, p. 20. 

Well learned in ancient and modem 
tongues, he has written a vast quantity, 
but when his transcendental and unintel
ligible metaphysics are weeded out, the 
actual substance of his works will be in a 
small space. With the German school of 
philosophy he is well acquainted, and has 
endeavored, chiefly by translation, to 
make his countrymen familiar with it. He 
has written a great deal-chiefly for mag
azines. Sometimes he is extremely graphic 
and picturesque, but his great fault is 
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diffuseness, want of concentration, and an 
inability to discuss a subject without di
gressions-apropo. to nothing. His writ
ings have been published in America in a 
collected form; this has not been done in 
England, where only a selection could ob
tain a sale.-MAcKENZIE, R. SHELTON, 
1854, ed. Nocte. AmbroaiantB, vol. I, p. 362, 
note. 

Strip the style off and leave the matter 
in Mr. DeQuincey's essays, and you would 
find that it is like taking the sound out of a 
grove of ,ines.-KING, THOMAS STARR, 
1861, Book. and Reading, Sub.tance and 
Show and Other Ellay., ed. Whipple, p. 382. 

The key-note of preparation, the claim 
which pre-eminently should be set forth in 
advance, is this: that DeQuincey was 
the prince of hierophants, or of pontifical 
hierarchs, as regards all those profound 
mysteries which from the beginning have 
swayed the human heart, sometimes 
through the light of angelic smiles lifting 
it upwards to an altitude just beneath the 
heavens, and sometimes shattering it, with 
a shock of quaking anguish, down to earth. 
As it was the function of the hierophant, in 
the Grecian mysteries, to show the sacred 
symbols as concrete incarnations of faith, 
so was it DeQuincey's to reveal in open 
light the everlasting symbols, universally 
intelligible when once disclosed, which are 
folded in the evolutions of dreams and of 
those meditations which most resemble 
dreams; and as to the manner of those 
revelations, no Roman pontifex maximu., 
were it even Cmsar himself, could have 
rivalled their magisterial pomp.-ALDEN, 
HENRY M., 1863, Thoma. DeQuincey, At
lantic Monthly, vol. 12, p. 345. 

The books that Mr. DeQuincey, first and 
last, tantalized his admirers by projecting, 
in divers and diverse lines of authorship
now a great history, now an exhaustive 
philosophy of the mind, now an elaborate 
fiction,-were many enough to indicate his 
nearness of kin to Coleridge and Herder, 
both of whom he has somewhere termed 
"men of infinite title-pages"; indeed, he 
used to mention his hearing Coleridge own 
that his title-pages alone (titles, that is, of 
works meditated but unexecuted) would 
fill a large volume; and of Herder he tak~s 
it to be clear that, if his power had been 
commensurate with his will, all other au
thors must have been put down, and that 
many generations would have been unable 

to read to the end of his works.-JAcox, 
FRANCIS, 1872, A.pecta of A utMr.hip, p. 
307. 

As a literary critic, his catholicity of 
spirit and breadth of view were unique 
among the men of his time. Rarely indeed, 
if ever, has a mind so calm, unprejudiced, 
and comprehensive, been applied to the 
work of criticism. In his own day he was 
usually numbered among the "Lakers," 
or partisans of Wordsworth, Coleridge, and 
Southey. He was so only in the sense of 
treating these remarkable men with justice. 
He, better than Jeffrey himself, knew the 
shortcomings of. Wordsworth, condemned 
his theory of poetic diction, and made fun of 
absurdities in II The Excursion;" but he
felt the shortcomings with calm discrim
ination, and was not misled by them into 
undervaluing the striking originality of 
Wordsworth's genius. He was one of the 
most devout of the admirers of Shakespeare 
and as we have seen, entered with passion
ate rapture into the majestic harmonies of 
Milton; but he had no part in the common 
bond of the Lakers-their wholefale con
tempt for Pope. . . . The melody of De
Quincey's prose is pre-eminently rich and 
stately .. He takes rank with Milton as one 
of our greatest masters of stately cadence, 
as well as of sublime composition. If one 
may trust one's ear for general impression, 
Milton's melody is sweeter and more varied; 
but for magnificent effects, at least in prose, 
the palm must probably be assigned to De 
Quincey. In some of DeQuincey's grandest 
passages the language can be compared 
only to the swell and crash of an orchestra. 
-MINTO, WILLIAM, 1872-80, Manual of 
Engli.k Pro.e Literature, pp. 47, 71. 

His paper entitled "Confessions of an 
Opium-Eater" is undoubtedly powerful 
writing; but his "Reminiscences" and 
"Biographical Essays" stand in a different 
predicament. These are in my opinion 
often poor and without merit. I do not 
know any instance in the writings of an 
author of note comprehending so much 
pedantry, pretension and impertinence. 
They are all divergence. Even in the splen
etic parts he cannot adhere to his subject; 
but must recede to some opinion of his 
own which has no connection with the mat
ter on hand, or he refers to some classical 
or German author for the sake of ex
hibiting his learning, or general knowledge. 
His style therefore becomes wearisome, 
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inconsequent, and parenthetical to an 
offensive degree.-PROCTER, BRYAN WAJr 
LER,1874(?), Recolledion. 01 Men 01 Letter., 
ed. Patmore, p.211. 

None, we think, have so dipped their 
pens in the varied lines of sunshine and 
gloom, or been able to fix that which is 
fleeting and transient. . • . DeQuincey 
lived in a dream-world until dreams be
came, as it were, the substantial realities of 
his existence.-DAVEY, SAMUEL, 1876, Dar
flJin, Carlyle and Dicken •. 

n we take the" Confessions of an Opium
Eater" and follow it with, for an example, 
the essay on Shakespeare, then pursue the 

. fortunes of the Spanish Nun, and wind up 
with a careful reading of the "Logie of 
Political Economy," we shall come away 
with a dazzling impression of DeQuincey's 
range as a thinker, a student, and a writer. 
But this impression does not grow propor
tionately stronger on reviewing the whole 
bulk of his writings. We gradually lose 
faith in the comprehensiveness which at 
first seemed so positive and radical a char
acteristic. We observe also, that he re
peats himself, that he covers large spaces 
with a very thin integument of thought, or 
with a sham, apparitional kind of humor, 
and that his monotony has not the charm 
of that other monotony belonging to the 
styles of more creative writers. To ac
knowledge this is by no means to belittle 
DeQuincey's claims to our remembrance, 
but it enables us to define some things con
cerning him more clearly, perhaps, than 
they have usually been defined.-LATHROP, 
GEORGE PARSONS,1877,SomeA'pectB 01 De 
Quincey, Atlantic Monthly, 1101. 40, p. 569. 

To the appreciation of DeQuincey, the 
reader must bring an imaginative faculty 
somewhat akin to his own, a certain general 
culture and large knowledge of books and 
men and things. Otherwise much of that 
slight and delicate allusion that gives point 
and color and charm to his writings will 
be missed; and on this account the full en
joyment and comprehension of DeQuincey 
must always remain a luxury of the literary 
and intellectual. But hisskillin narration, 
his rare pathos, his wide sympathies, the 
pomp of his dream descriptions, the ex-
9.uisite playfulness of his lighter disserta
tions, and his abounding though delicate 
and subtle humor, commend him to a larger 
Class.-F'INDLAY, JOHN RITcHIE, 1878, En
cycloptBdia Britannica, 1101. VB. 

What would DeQuincey be without his 
style? Rob him of the dazzling fence of his 
rhetoric, his word-painting, and rhythm -
strit> him of his organ-like fugues, his ~a
jestic swells and dying falIs,-leave to him 
only the bare, naked ideas of his essays -
and he will be DeQuincey no longer:
MATHEWS, WILLIAM, 1881, Literary Style, 
p.l0. 

The crowning glory of his writings is 
their style, so full of inyol~ed melody, so 
exact and careful, so nch 1D magnificent 
~postrophes, so markedly original, so pol
IShed and elaborate. He never forgot that 
the prose writer, if he wishes to attain ex
cellence, must be as much of an artist as the 
poet, and fashion his periods and para
graphs with as much care as the poet elab
orates his rhymes and cadenCes. Many 
passages might be quoted from DeQuincey 
of which the melody is so striking as to 
irresistibly attract attention, and make us 
linger lovingly over them, apart altogether 
from the matter they contain.-NICoLL, 
HENRY J., 1882, Landmark. 01 Engli.1& 
Literature, p. 364. 

Nobody puts better on his canvas an 
aspect of nature, or gives us in more de
tailed and faithful circumstance the sur
roundings of a human scene. He is not so 
happy with men, because, for one thing, 
of his habit of detractation, which forbade 
him from seeing into what Wordsworth 
prosaically calls II the very heart of the ma
chine"; and finally, perhaps, from his own 
eccentricities and out-of-the-way thoughts. 
He wrote many volumes of essays, and 
criticisms of various kinds, and nis best 
work has found a place among English 
classics. The delicate wit and irony of the 
essay upon "Murder as one of the Fine 
Arts" has moved many a reader to such a 
laugh, tempered with a thrill of visionary 
excitement and horror, as is rare among 
the laughters of literature. It is undue 
honour to this curious little monster in 
literature to place him by the side of Lamb; 
but the connection of both with the greater 
group of poets supplies an arbitrary link 
of association.-OLIPHANT, MARGARET O. 
W., 1882, Literary Hi.tory 01 England, 
XVIII-XIX Century, 1101. II, p. 28. 

The master builder of the Eastern type 
is DeQuincey .... He gives us minarets 
and pinnacles, as well as domes and cu
polas, in his terse, clean cut contractions 
and iterations. He piles thought on thought, 
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not in flats, nor yet altogether in cliruax, 
though climax plays its part, too; but in 
glittering and audacious phrases, which 
rear their slender shafts up to the very 
clouds, and look down, star-crowned, from 
their giddy heights, upon the impassive 
sphinx, the loathsome crocodile, the oozy 
mud of the Nile.-MoRRISON, A. H., 1886, 
The Art Gallery 01 the Engliah Lang1U&fle, p. 
30. 

Some of his sentences are almost as long 
and as sustained as those of Jeremy Taylor; 
while, in many passages of reasoning that 
glows and brightens with strong passion 
and emotion, he is not inferior to Burke. 
He possessed an enormous vocabulary
in wealth of words and phrases he surpasses 
both Macaulay and Carlyle; and he makes 
a very large-perhaps even an excessive
use of Latin words. He is also very fond of 
using metaphors, personifications, and other 
figures of speech. It may be said without 
exaggeration that, next to Carlyle's, De
Quincey's style is the most stimulating and 
inspiriting that a young reader can find 
among modem writers.-MEIKLEJOHN, J. 
M. D., 1887, The Engliah Lan91U&fle: Ita 
Gram11UJT, Hiatory and Literatwe, p. 349. 

DeQuincey's infirmities caused many 
blemishes in his work; many articles are 
fragmentary: his reading, though wide, 
was desultory; he is often intolerably long
winded and discursive, and delights too 
much in logical wire-drawing; his reason is 
too often the slave of effeminate prejudices, 
and the humour with which he endeavours 
to relieve his stately passages is too often 
forced and strongly wanting in taste. But 
imperfect as is much of his work, he has 
left many writings which, in their special 
variety of excellence, are unrivalled in 
modem English.-8TEPHEN, LESLIE, 1888, 
Dictionary 01 N atUmal Biography, fWl. XIV, 
p.390. 

For pure rigmarole, for stories, as Mr. 
Chadband has it, "of a cock and of a bull, 
and of a lady and of a half-crown," few 
things, even in DeQuincey, can exceed, 
and nothing out of DeQuincey can ap
proach, the passages about the woman he 
met on the "cop" at Chester, and about 
the Greek letter that he did not send to the 
bishop of Bangor, in the preliminary part 
of the "Confessions." • • • Few English 
writers have touched so large a number of 
subjects with such competence both in in
formation and in power of handling. Still 

fewer have exhibited such remarkable l~
ical faculty. One main reason why one IS 
sometimes tempted to quarrel with him is 
that his play of fence is so excellent that 
one longs to cross swords. For this and for 
other reasons no writer has a more stimu
lating effect, or is more likely to lead his 
readers on to explore and to think for 
themselves. In none is that incurable 
curiosity, that infinite variety of desire for 
knowledge and for argument which age 
cannot quench, more observable. Few if 
any have the indefinable quality of fresh
ness in so large a measure. You never 
quite know, though you may have a shrewd 
suspicion, what DeQuincey will say on any 
subject: his gift of sighting and approach
ing new facets of it is so immense. Whether 
he was in truth as accomplished a classie.al 
scholar as he claimed to be I do not know; 
he has left few positive documents to tell 
us. But I should think that he was, for he 
has all the characteristics of a scholar of 
the best and rarest kind-the scholar who 
is exact as to language without failing to 
comprehend literature, and competent in 
literature without being slipshod as to 
language.-8AINTSBURY, GEORGE, 1890, 
DeQuincey, E13ay. in Engliah Literature, 
1780-1860, pp. 317, 330. 

I don't know DeQuincey well enough to 
write anything about him. I have not read 
a line of him these thirty years. I never 
write about anybody without reading him 
through so as to get a total impression, and 
I have not time enough to do that in his 
case now. The only feeling I find in my 
memory concerning him is, that he was a 
kind of inspired cad, and an amplification of 
that with critical rose-water wouldn't 
answer your purpose.-LoWELL, J..uo:s 
RUSSELL, 1890, To R. W. Gilder, Oct. 9; 
Letter. 01 J ame. RU13ell LotDell, ed. N orltm, 
1101. n, p. 421. 

This at least may be said without fear of 
controversy: that his positi9n in literature 
is unique, for he dwells in a land of dreams 
to which no other English author has 
access. His phantasies have been called by 
the absurd name of prose-poetry, which is, 
and always must be, an impossible form of 
literature; but in the border-land between 
poetry and prose DeQuincey reigns BU
preme.-DENNIs, JOHN, 1891, DeQuifUq, 
Leiaure HOUT, 1101. 40, p. 244-

Not to know DeQuincey is to be ignorant 
of some of the most remarkable literary 
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products ofthe century .••. For breadth 
of scope, for power and delicacy of thought, 
and for beauty and clearness of style, he is 
s~assed by none of his contemporaries, 
if, Indeed, he is equalled by anyone of 
them. In logic, humor, irony; in subtle 
power of analysis; in an apparently in
tuitive skill in adapting language to 
thought; in richness of illustration; in his 
unparalleled imagination, DeQuincey stands 
in the very front rank of authors of all 
time.-BELFIELD, HENRY H., 1892, ed. 
Joan 01 Arc and Other Selection. from De
Quincey, Prelatory N ole. 

DeQuincey's talent lay more in a nar
rative and imaginative writing than in 
literary criticism. He was too digestive 
and sensational, too much of a rhetorician, 
to rank with the greatest critics. His live
liness of fancy and the rapid play of his re
markable information, together with his 
verbal brilliancy, found their most con
genial field in his extraordinary rambling 
sketches. But his knowledge of literature 
was so wide and sympathetic, and he had 
such genuine philosophical insight, that he 
stands well as a writer on literary topics. 
His best work in this field is to be found 
fragmentarily all through those numerous 
volumes which he composed after his late 
commencement as an author.-McLAUGH
LIN, EDWARD T., 1893, ed. Literary Criticiam 
lor Studenta, p. 118. . 

DeQuincey is as hard to hold as the Old 
Man of the Sea. He eludes analysis and 
batHes description. His great fault as an 
author is best described, in the decayed 
language of the equity draughtsman, as 
multifariousness. His style lacks the 
charm of economy, and his workmanship 
the dignity of centralization. A literary 
spendthrift is, however, a very endurable 
sinner in these stingy days. . . . DeQuin
cay's magnificence, the apparent bound
lessness of his information, the liberties he 
takes, relying upon his mastery of language, 
his sportiveness and freakish fancies, make 
him the idol of all hobbledehoys of a literary 
turn.-BIRRELL, AUGUSTINE, 1894, Eaaay. 
about Men, Women and Book., pp. 67, 68. 

When we ask ourselves whether DeQuin
cey's paragraphs are units we find it neces
sary to limit the word unity more closely 
than usual. Classical unity, severe, select
ive, exclusive, he rarely shows. On the 
other hand his essays were preceded by the 
most careful analysis, and there is no doubt 

9B 

that he considered each paragraph with re
gard to unity. We may say of his longer 
paragraphs that the best show unity in 
somewhat wide variety, while in all cases 
he returns consciously, from digressions 
within the paragraph, to the topic. As a 
rule his long and numerous digressions pro
ceed by whole paragraphs.-LEWIS, ED
WIN HERBERT, 1894, The Hi.tory 01 the Eng
liak Paragraph, p. 137. 

For range of power, for great diversity of 
subject, for poetic, philosophic, and logical 
cast of mind, for depth of feeling, for an in
.piring mtality 01 thinking, for periodic and 
impassioned prose which, running through 
the whole gamut of expression, is un
equalled in English Literature, no more 
educating author could be selected for ad
vanced students than Thomas DeQuincey. 
-CoRSON, HIRAM, 1894, The Aima 01 Liter
ary Study, p. 60. 

Through the door of Wordsworth and 
Coleridge, DeQuincey entered, and then be
came one of the main channels by which 
their influence was diffused and made oper
ative in moulding the thoughts of other 
men after the image of theirs. • • • De
Quincey, by virtu~e of his combining great 
emotional sensibility with great intellectual 
subtilty, belongs to the order of genius; 
but he does not belong to the first rank in it. 
He has genius, but it is not creative; origi
nality and independence, but they are 
employed in analysing, interpreting, and 
expounding.-HODGSON, SHADWORTH H., 
1895, On the Geniua of DeQuincey, DeQuin
cey and hia Frienda, ed. Hogg, p. 321. 

Another author who was a prime favorite 
with me about this time was DeQuincey, 
whose books I took out of the State Li
brary, one after another, until J had read 
them all. We who were young people of 
that day thought his style something won
derful, and so indeed it was, especially in 
those passages, abundant everywhere in 
his work, relating to his own life with an in
timacy which was alwaysmoreratherthan 
less. His rhetoric there, and in certain of 
his historical studies, had a sort of luminous 
richness, without losing its colloquial ease. 
I keenly enjoyed this subtle spirit, and the 
play of that brilliant intelligence which 
lighted up so many ways of literature with 
its lambent glow or its tricksy glimmer, and 
I had a deep sympathy with certain morbid 
moods and experiences so like my own, as 
I was pleased to fancy. 1 have not looked 
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at Cmsars" for twiffe 
years, but I should be greatly surprised 
find it other than one of the greatest his
torical monographs ever written. His liter
ary criticisms seemed to me not only ex
quisitely humorous, but perfectly sane and 
just; and it delighted me to have him per-
suuelly with the wanwfUf ~ 
own teffnyuuument in regions 

not sure that I 
now .... He 
&md through his 

ueYieved a sort of m"ff''''''HfTff 
so you loved the man, was for
ever talking of himself, for his modesty and 
reticence. He left you feeling intimate 
with him but by no means familiar; with 
all his frailties, and with all those freedoms 
he himself with the lives of his 

he is to me a 
and winning 

DEAN, 189Y, 
175, 176. ~ 

that most 
th{f DeQuincey's wffuh 
themselves with his style. He was not a 
great thinker. Keen as were his powers of 
analysis, he was not always a logical thinker. 
Above all, he was not capable of sustained, 
systematic thinking. His writings are full 
of beginnings that end nowhere, and of 
piilmEwlilf thet ure never perfowl1{ld, 
veiY nnalysis led to a 

work. Little 
big ones. One iu fUUl1ltmH'e 

feeling that it 
is getting, but 

power of saying things, irrespective of their 
worth, in a pleasing and original form.
BAKER, FRANKLIN T., 1896, ed. Revolt 01 
the Tartara by Thomas DeQuincey, p. 6. 

As a critic his value is perhaps over-
estimated. On the one hand, he united 

"'~"'H""'" and Carlyle in iutmlluui21h 
to German litflr21hilfl 2171d 

He was also 
\,he new poetry 

jUl;!, C~il~~;~f~~e~n~~ t~~UHud 
he failed to appreciate French litwlrat,ure, 
slighted Goethe, scorned Crabbe, preferred 
Dickens to Thackeray, and ventured to 
attack the Republic of Plato. . . • De 
Quincey's value as a critic is not the meas
ure of his excellence. His most popular and 
interestin?; works, the works by which he 

HH}llt store, are thorr 

HDQUINCEY 

imaginative hflhinning with 
the "Confessions of an English Opium
Eater," and proceeding through the 
"Suspiria de Profundis" (including "Le
vana," "Savannah-la-Mar," etc.), and the 
" Autobiographic Sketches," to "The Eng
lish Mail Coach." Not only did these catch 
the taste of the a fashion on 
both sides of the they also hold 
a peculiar plauu literature.-
BALDWIN, CHAT'LL?;;,?; ;896, ed. De-
Quincey's Revolt Introduction, 
p. xxiv. 

His writings are pre-eminently exeget
ical, lacking in the imperative mood. He 
analyzes, interprets, or expounds after his 
subtle, philosophic, thougb somewhat ec
centric and paradoxical manner; taking 
nothing for probing into every-
thing he ' illuminating it by 
some flash of Though not al-
ways a sound marshals his 
arguments with hl1LHfision, which 
is invaluable in Exactness, 
carried to the hUtbmtry, is the 
conspicuous merit of his style; which is 
further strengthened by a scrupulous at
tention to the conditions of effective com
parison, and by the explicitness with which 
his statements and clauses are connected. 
Even his grammar and punctuation are 
singularly clear ," Beneath this 
vigorous intellfletuulith a curiously 
deliberate and " ~ Idnd of humour, 
which largely sudden in-
troduction of an doint of view, 
and use of digHihtill for the dis-
cussion of trivialities, application 
of artistic or professional terms to records 
of crime and passion. • • • His style is 
essentially decorative, and he aims con
sciously at Rublimity of thought and dic
tion. He does not shrink from daringap-
peals to the uHd l1i"ks bewildering 
his reader by the uttermost 
limits of time Ik builds up his 
sentences and with a sen-
sitive ear for thu ffords. One 
phrase seems lih!l another, and 
even the impreHuiuH in sound is 
cunningly produced. His finest passages 
are distinguished by the crowded richness 
of fancy, the greater range and arbitrari
ness of combination, which are the peculiar 
attributes of poetry.-JoHNsoN, R. BRIM
LEY, 1896, Engliah Proae, ed. Craik, vol. v, 
pp. 260, 261. 
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The prose of DeQuincey will always find 
some admirers attracted by its elaborate in
volution, its untiring amplitude of descrip
tion and richness of ornament, which have 
all the appearances of eloquence except 
those that are true. We only see how lim
ited and artificial it is when we imagine a 
prose style formed upon DeQuincey's 
model, and adapting that model to chang
ing needs. The spuriousness of the coin is 
soon detected when we attempt to pass it 
outside the narrow circle which DeQuincey 
made his own, and where his ingenuity and 
inventiveness assure him a meed of respect. 
-CRAIK, HENRY, 1896, Engli.4 Pro.e, In
tToduction, 1)01. v, p. 5. 

He swayed men; but he rarely taught 
them, or fed them.-MlTcHELL, DONALD 
G., 1897, Engliah Land. Letter. and King., 
The Later George. to Victoria, p. 40. 

His manner of writing was at once ex
tremely splendid and extremely precise. 
He added to literature several branches or 
provinces which had up to his day scarcely 
been cultivated in English; among these, 
impassioned autobiography, distinguished 
by an exquisite minuteness in the analysis 
of recollected sensations, is pre-eminent. 
. • • DeQuincey is sometimes noisy and 
flatulent, sometimes trivial, sometimes un
pardonably discursive. But when he is at 
his best, the rapidity of his mind, its lucid
ity, its humour and good sense, the writer's 
passionate loyalty to letters, and his organ
melody of style command our deep respect. 
He does not, like the majority of his crit
ical colleagues, approach literature for pur
poses of research, but to obtain moral 
effects. DeQuincey, a dreamer of beauti
ful dreams, disdained an obstinate vassal
age to mere matters of fact, but sought 
with intense concentration of effort after a 
conscientious and profound psychology of 
letters.-GossE, EDMUND, 1897, A Short 
Hiatory 01 Modern Engli.h Literature, pp. 
322,323. 

His "prose fantasies" are the most popu
lar parts of his writings. The instructed 
lover of the best English prose will probably 
feel that they are a little too popular-that 
they are not so perfect in art as the less 
known dreams of Boccaccio and Petrarch 
in Landor's "Imaginary Conversations"
but few would now deny to them an abiding 
place in English literature.-FoWLER, J.H., 
1897, XIX-Century Pro.e, p. 35. 

He himself classified his writings under 

three heads,-autobiographical, critical 
and imaginative. In all three the matter is 
of less worth than the style which enshrines 
it; a style whose one weakness it is to de
ploy on too slight provocation its inex
haustible phraseological resources, and to 
recognize no season in which a miracle of 
expression is . out of place.-HERFORD, C. 
H., 1897, The Age 01 WormortA, p. 70. 

The interest of DeQuincey is that of an 
experimenter and pioneer in English prose. 
He may, in fact, be described as the in
ventor of that variety of prose-a question
able variety in the hands of many of his 
successors-which has been named the 
"poetic": a form in which to attain the 
ends of vivid description or of impassioned 
narrative, the restraints which the elder 
prose-masters deliberately imposed upon 
themselves in respect both of construction 
and vocabulary were as deliberately 
thrown off. In other words, the attempt 
was for the first time made to arouse emo
tions as vehement in the mind of a reader 
through the medium of prose as are or may 
be excited by the instrumentality of verse. 
In some of DeQuincey's most famous pas
sages this exaltation of the emotional power 
of prose is overwhelmingly felt.-TRAILL, 
HENRY DUFF, 1897, Social England, 1)01. VI, 
p.29. 

He represents the reaction from the pol
ish, reserve, and coldness of the eighteenth 
century to the warmth and glow of the 
seventeenth century,-the golden period of 
English prose. His masters are Milton, 
Jeremy Taylor, Fuller, and Browne, whose 
eloquence, rich coloring, and elaborate 
ornamentation he inherits. To these quali
ties he has added the finish and elegance of 
the eighteenth century writers, and the 
freedom, deep feeling, and lofty spiritual 
tone of our own age. In fineness of texture 
and in beauty of coloring he is unequalled 
save by Ruskin, whom he surpasses in form 
and general pictorial and sound effects. He 
is sometimes guilty of bad taste or bathos, 
but when at his best is a supreme master of 
the "grand style." With an imagination 
as great as Carlyle's, his style is more 
chastened, rhythmical, and exquisite, 
though not showing so much industry or 
moral earnestness. He has a finer rhetor
ical and critical faculty than Macaulay, and 
is more stately and vivacious than Landor. 
DeQuincey's unique power lies in his imag
ination, which is extraordinary. In his best 
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passages there is a poetic loftiness. a phan
tasmagoric charm. and a spectacular gor
geousness which seizes and holds the mind of 
the reader with its subtile power. Even 
when we cannot accept the soundness of 
his conclusions on philosophical questions. 
or the accuracy of his statements in the 
historical and biographical essays, we de
light in surrendering ourselves to his won
derful fancy. When he has on his magic 
robes. few can mount so high . ...:.-WAUCHOPE. 
GEORGE ARMSTRONG. 1898, ed. Conle.lion. 
oi an Engli.h Opium-Eater. p. 18. 

It is a cause of pride that Americans were 
the first to conceive the idea of putting the 
150 magazine articles of DeQuincey into 
permanent form. It is not the only in
stance of our recognition of the value of 
the British article before it was praised at 
home. The sixteen volumes are full of the 
keenest intellectual perception-exact. pen
etrative. analytic. They are never dull. be
cause they are lighted up with a playful 
humor and fun-loving fancy not at all in
compatible with passion and pathos.
GEORGE. ANDREW J .• 1898. From Chaucer 
to Arnold, Type. 01 Literary Art, p. 651. 

A trait of DeQuincey closely allied to his 
habit of digression. and one which the gen
eral reader must always regard as a defect, 
is his tendency to overload his sentences 
with irrelevant particulars. He appends 
relative clause to relative clause in several 

degrees of subordination, and often adds 
to such a combination a parenthesis within 
a parenthesis. Obviously, this excessive 
qualification is generally due to DeQuincey's 
sometimes finical desire for exactness. 
• . • In one respect DeQuincey is far from 
a model writer, and that is in his ungovern
able habit of digressing from his given 
theme. He not only digresses from his 
main theme, but he digresses from his first; 
digression, and sonietimes even from his 
third.-CLA.RK, J. ScOTr. 1898, A Study of 
Engliah Pro.e Writer., pp. 397, 399. 

Two serious charges are to be brought; 
against DeQuincey as a writer,-diffuse
ness and triviality. He cannot resist the 
slightest temptation to digress, and even 
in the most solemn pages of his Confessions, 
and in the midst of the touching story of 
Joan of Arc's childhood, he is capable of 
falling into a queer kind of "rigmarole" 
made up of pedantry and mirthless jesting. 
In reading him we are often visited by an 
uncomfortable sense of dealing with & 
nature not quite responsible and not quite 
human. He illustrates both the defects 
and the virtues of the romantic temper; 
its virtues in the enkindled splendor of his 
fancy and the impassioned sweep of bis 
style; its defects in his extravagance, his 
unevenness, his failure to exercise adequate 
self-eriticism.-MoODY, AND LoVETl'. 1902, 
A Hiatory 01 Engli.h Literature, p. 304. 
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