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IWachine Prose,

0, he'n aa tedious
An ia s tir'd horse, s reiling wifa;
Warss than & amoky honse :—1I had rather liva

With cheage and garlie, in & windmill, far,
Than feed oncates, mad have him talk to me,
In any mummer-house in Christendomn.

It is said of the slovenly, though brilllant Christepber North, that
his fineat litarary efforta wers the product of nighi-labor. It was his
custom to divest himeelf of his coat, collar, and cravat, and with arma
bared to his work, to write sll night. He composed at first slowly,
but &8s his giant mind warmed with his subject, and the “foror”™ came
upon him, he seamed like one inspired ; his pen moved with deshing
rapidity, and in the small hours of the morning the spattering of Ink
on the paper before him wes as distinot and continuona as the patter
of rain drops. He was a man who could do nothing in accordsnce
with stiff and eramping rules, His habits, both of body and mind,
were peculiar and irregnlar. Even in public his manner of dress was
at the farthest remove from care and neatness. He conld write only
when then zpall was ¢n him, but at such times hia efforta wers Harou-
lean. His mind, so far from resembling in ita action some uniform
force in nature, was rather voloanic—now slumbearous, and anon break-
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212 MACHINE PROSE. [June,

ing forth toto wonderful exhibitions of power. He was, it brief, & man
who, In anything he did or said, could never be charged with belog
mechanical,

As another jnstance of a wrlter who possessed this same character-
istie, may be mentioned Washiogton Irving. Irving was very unlike
North in geoeral mentsl cnst, but like the great English aunthor, he
also was acoustomed to walt for the moments of inspiration to eid him
in tha labors of composition. His writings are charming beyond de-
seription, and their charm depends very moch on their naturalness.
In rending thewm we feel sure they were not called forth in response
‘to the demands of the printer, of poverty, or of habit. Trving always
-wrote at the dictation of that within himself which teld him he must
write. He would often rise at dead of night, seat himeelf at his sec-
retary, and fill page after page with his beaatifol and inimitable
periods, well awere that at the moment the treasure was within his
reach, end that with the morming's Mght it would bave fled away.

"We speak thus in the ontset of these two writers, because in these
atays of books and book-makers, and speeches and speech-makers,
when everybody writes and orates in order to be in fashion, it is re-
freshing to turn the attention from lifeless, or, on the other hand,
overatrained productions, to the works of the true author, whoss pages
glow with the upmistukable fire of genius. Besides, we thonght that
the contrast, so strong and at the same time so pleasing, might assist
me in the conception and definition of our subject.

Machine prosa, or prosing, is Indeed diffeult of definition. Every
parzon who is of & disposition ab all sensitive, knows, or rather feals,
wghat prosing is, and abhors it s he does a plague; but to dissect the
monater, and show the nature of the several parts, and their relations to
wach other, Is by no means an easy process. A certaln “proser” hassug-
gested, that as mechioe poetry Is rhywe without reason, shadow with-
wut substance, so machine prose may be beet defined by & combination
of negativen, It is aw-plensing, sn.profitable, wn-eatisfoctory, and we-
endurable. He would term it the “monstrum horrendum” of Virgil,
and copsider ita charzeter to be most acourstely eet forth in the
phirase, ¥ cui fumen ademptum.”

It can of eonrae be pothing bub the waunt of light and life, which
renders eompoaition dark, and dull, and dead. And It is tree that all
vtterance, whether by word of month or by word of pen, whether in
verss or otherwise, uoless it pariake in some degree at least of the
apirit of true postry, will he In general prosy and usbearnble. Lan-
guage iteelf is, so to speak, the translation of nature, and nature Is
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full of poetry. All the varied sighta and sounds thet gladden earth,
have in them an element of beanty, or ¢f enblimity, which may be
called poetia. This element we are or may be capable of appreciating
and enjoying. The sense of the beantiful is as much a part of our
nature as the senas of the true, or of the right. We sheuld expect,
then, that thers would be many poets and but faw prosers. Waorda-
worth has finely expressed the thooght, that the frne poet is not neces-
sarily a versifier. He says—

# Oh, many are the Poets that are sown
By natare ; men endowad with highest gifta,
The vigion and the faeulty diving:
Yet wanting the accomplishment of werae™

But, althoagh there are more poets than the world dreams of, there
are yet more prosers than there shoold he, We meet with them in
books, in business, and in conversation. The ooversalional proser is
probably one of the worst types, hecause he has access to most vietima.
It is this genus which the ingenions writer to whom we have slready
referred, divides into severs] specics. He emmmerates flerce, gentle,
dull, lively, sensible and born prosers. To these may be added yet
another class, prozers of the melancholy sort. "The eyes of a man in
the jaundice, says Watts, make yvellow cbservations of thinge, Beo
thera are many people to whom all things appear not yellow, bat hlack.
For them life haa no sunshine, no fiowers, They are like dead trees in
the forest, deriving no sustenance from the invigorating influences
which nourish aod strengthen thelr fellows. They are, we must be-
lisve, among the most terribly prosy people in existence, Thefr work
iz mechanical, and, what ia worse, it Is endlessly so. They never tire
of relating thelr physical complaints, their heart-ails and soul-struggles.
To ba cornered by one of them is worse than being caught in a rain-
storm. 'Think of such persone betaking themselves to hook making!
If a man passes his whole lifa in the midst of the dreariest and most
melancholy prose, can we hope that he will maoifest in his writings
(if he attempt to writd,} snything of the * divine afflatusl™

It wes not, however, oar intention to netice particularly the different
classes of prosers, since this has already been dove by others; but we
would like to Inguire into some of the causes that lead to the perpe-
tration of machine prose.

First, then, prosing ie often due partly to habit. Itis always easler
to form bad hebits then good opes. Drowsiness, laziness, snd sin-
pidity, after long indulgence, becoms, as it were, normal conditions of
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the mind. Similarly the mental powera can be exercised in & strained,
unnatural way, until the practice becomes hebitual, and may seem
even patural. For example, some persons delight in oddity. ‘They
posseas qualities common to other men, but they caz be satisfied only
with what is nousual and distorted. Hence they are full of queer
thoughts and atill queerer expressions. If they converse, their man-
oer is abrupt and disagreeable, In writing they aim at quaininess—
at Carlyle-isms and barbarlsme. All this comes at length to be second
nature, 80 that eventually, even if they make an honest endeavor to
think and act like other people, they fnd the thing impossible. The
confirmed oddity i therefore a borefrom hablt, Just so the veritable
proser, of whatever species. Take & prosy sermonizer. "Who is more
the slave of habit than he? He imagines that his hearers expect him
to be wearisome, and takes his one aceordingly. Ha usually succeeds
admirshly—so edmirably that his sermons acquire gradoally a soporific
charaoter, and in the end he iz ehle to write none other.

Byron says there are milllons of wen who bhave never written any
hook, but very fow who have written only one. This sentence con-
tains a lamentable truth, Many men, doubtless, with sofficlent eare
and thought, apd condensation, might write one readable book, and yet
they never do it. Thaey prefer, we may suppose, that their enly pos-
ftive guality should be diffuseness. ‘T'heir choice is an unenviable one.,
A remorseless determination to eompose, indiscriminately, on all sorts
of subjects, treatises which nobody will ever read, cannot be esteemed
& valuable possession, Endlessness is anything but homan. Ttis a
principal ingredient, however, in every variety of machine prose. We
met, doring vacation, & very old gentleman, who told us a story,—he
called it & saddte story,—which was positively six hours long by the
clock. 'Wea lesrned, on inguiry, that story-telling was a habit he had
formed in esrly life. It had “streogthened with his strength,” and
had not left bim in bis old ege. Asswredly, if any one has soguired
or is aoquiring the habit of prosing, and has resson to presnme that
by oplum-eating, or any llke Indulgence, he can cateh even the faintest
glirpses of the glorions vislons of De Quincey, and thus be enabled
to forszke his tediousness and platitudes, he iz warrented in makiog the
experiment.

But another onpse for prosiness, particularly in writing, is want of
truth. 'We have the right to demand of an author, or essayist, grace,
perapicaity, force, and sbove all, entire trathfulness, The three former
are the dress, the latter 38 the sool of literature. History without
truth is bat a corrupt mass: poetry cannet live withoat it. The same

-
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rule applics in literature which obtains in art. The scolptor or painter
must copy nature with unerring nicety, or bis work will be condemmned.
An suthor, through fear of incurring the charge of simplicity or blunt-:
nese, may lay aside honesty of porpose and directness of expression,
and adopting puerile sentiments, and sn iflated, pompous style, may
hope in this way to socoeed ; but his fame, if he achleve any, will be
ephemeral, Forced productions, whether by the pen or the pencil,
are like axotic planis ; their life is precarious, snd is often only & pass-
ing breath. The eongs of Homer and Virgll, writfen thousands of
years ago, when pature fornished the cnly iusplration and the pnly
standards of taste for the poet, are yet the edmiration of the world,
Their immortality is owing simply to their conformity to the real and
the true. Among modern authors there is one who is nniversally
beloved on account of his stralght-forward frothfulness, and whom we
cannot forbear mentioning, We rofer to Dr, Goldsmith, Goldsmith
never proses, His beantiful pictures of roral life snd scepes npever
weary the patienve. and rarely offend the taste. True, he speaks
sometimes in & homely, but never in an uninteresting manner. All he
says seems the spontanecus ouiflowing of a rare, genlal, trothful
Bpirit. As has been well said, Goldemith himself gave the key to his
peculiar genius, when he penned the lnes.

 To ma more dear, congenial to my heart,
One native charin then all the gloes of art”

While we are admiriog this prominent excellonce in Goldsmith's
life and writings, let it not be imagined thet bis s an exceptional case.
Truth i very generally & characteristic of genlns, The really great
man js above chicanery and low conping. Falee colors, artifices, and
cheating tricks, betray the littleness of their anthor. Nor is there to
be found & more prosy or diagreeable charscter tham the man who is
constantly essaying to conceal the defects of his head and heart by
pretending to be what he iz not. We are disgnsted at seelng him
alwaye wearing horrowed plumes,

A third reason for the use of * artificie]l engivery” in composition,.
wa have slready hinted at. Tt {s to be found in the mania for author-.
ship which is now-a-days so prevalant, What is the origin of this
mania we are unable satifactorlly to determine. An author is often
& much-abused individual, who experiences bard work apd rongh fare.
The homage he receives from men is rarely such as to recompense
him for bis teil. Todeed, driving the quill is not of necessity a more
honorable or honored employment than driving the plough, or follow-
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ing any other respectable avocation, It Is hard, bowever, for us to
recognize this fret, and so many & good farmer, or first-class mechanic,
‘is undoubtedly spoiled by dabbliog in litereture.

Now, these psendo-authors, i. e, book makers, can be no great com.
fort to themeelves or anybody else. What an eternity of misery it
would involve to be condemned to read everything that everybody
writes! We have often wondered what the world is coming to, for it
will svon be incapable of ocontaloing all the * books that shall be
written.,” But suppuse every sapirant for literary benors were allowed
to put in print no thonght which was not exclusively hie own, what a
decretion our rapidly growing libreries would suffer in thelr contents,
Must we not, then, conslder &1l this superfluous lumber an infliction ¥
If it is indispensable that the thousand and ooe obsemre anthors of
each sucoeeding generation should scribble for the sake of personal
improvement, it is still reasonable to require that their productions
shall never see the light. They will thus themselves escape the lm-
putation of prosiness, and save socjety at large a deal of troubles.

Ii may, to be sure, be argoed thai the desira for posthumous fame
is a stromg incentive toward one’s making an attempt to embalm him-
self in a book, but it must not be forgotten that the very existence of
such a desire may and frequently does imply the lack of ability to
gratify it. The born writer In not chiefly rnd wobecomingly eager to
gain & name and repotation among wen, He forgets self in the midst
of the grand thoughis that siir and pervade his whole being. He,
therefore, unlike the ambitions proser, can no more hecome tedious and
stopid, than the torrent can beoome a streamlet, while the souree of
its power ia yet in no degres exhansted.

‘We have thus epoken of prosing, and soms of its canses. If we
werse to meke practical appltication of the subject, we should say that
“we students” ars much exposed to the danger of becoming too me-
chanieal. ‘We are a part of the great collage-machine, which is wound
up regularly three times a day. 'The length and character of our les-
aond is fixed by an unvaryiog standard, and too often, as & consequence,
we prepere the lessons themeaelves solely for the purpose of recitation.
T illustrate onr manner of writing, noties the system of prize com-
positions. What can be more umnatural than the arbitrary prepara-
tion of & given number of pages, on & given snbject, within a specified
time? Of one thing we may be certain ; such a process, when appli-
ed, wuet extinguish all postie yearnings. If there were mo other
proofs of this, the recent experfence of the *Committee on Netional
Boogs,” would be sofficient evidence. Among twelve hundred effu-
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gions, concelved under fhe stimulus of a five hundred dollar prize;
scarcely one was found worthy the name of poetry. Now ia it sur-
prislog that young writers In college, following this ssme method in
which even the experienced fall of suoccass, should becoms artificial
and prosy? We wouder whether the Rhadamanthes who decides on
thesa prize efforta of ours, does not expect to find prosiness a leading
quality in the eseays submitted to his inspection. And we wonder,
too, whether ho does not often hecome *“weary in well doing.”

But it is time to close our prosy mélamge, As sn apology for the
weakness of this and fature efforts, wo request our readers to remem-
ber that an editor is often compelled to wrile, whether the « fit is on
him™ or not, In our conduct of the Lit. for the ensning yeer, the
preaent Board do not propose to do anythiog new or startling. W
only promise right intentions and earncst endeavors. We are but few
among many, and without support and sympathy success i of course
impossible. We truast, therefore, that all those who feel that they
have something fo soy which will be of interest to the render, and
* gid in meking the Magazine what it sboald be, will send us an occa-
sional contribution. Awny such favor will always be gledly and grate-
fully received. E. B. B,

Tonfivence.

MosT young peaple are bashful. Onp this account, we asy, they
appear awkward, do what they ought not to do, and leave undone what
they ought to do. Perhaps cune resson why they mre bashful is, that
they feel that they are awkward and ignorant of sociel obsorvances.
The multifarious requirements which society makes upon its members
appall the child. They are very far from the promptings of his sim-
ple natore, and he finds it a tedious task to learn them. New vexa-
tions beset him daily. Hebits end customs as old ns Adam intrude
upon him like sour schoolmasters. 'With little cenfidence in himesalf,
and with the shadow of a theology hanglog over him, whick taught
that a man's self was his own worst enemy, and that the only way to



