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LIVE AND LET LIVE:

Or, Domestic Service Ilfustrated, By the auther of ¢ Hope
Leslie,” ¢ The Poor Rich Man, and The Rich Poor Man,”
&e. pp. 216, 12mo,

Another pleasing and sensible Tale, from the pen of
Miss Sepcewick, It is designed to illustrate the du-
ties and virtues that belong to the relation between free
servants and their employers, in a region where (nomi-
nal) slavery does not exist. Although, from its having
this aim, the story might be supposed to be wholly
foreign to us of the South,—yet, on being read, it proves
to be otherwise. Enough even of that relation—the
relation of employer and employed—of hirer nnd hire-
ling—exists among us, to make many of the hook's
Jessons directly applicable here : but beyond this—be-
yond the mere childish function of running on all fours
with the ease of this or that individual person,—the
reader sees exemplified most winningly, the loveliness
of trath, the sure triumph of integrity and industry,
and the efficacy of even the scantiest means and the
narrowest opportunities, in doing a large amount of
good. Elowever high he may be, moreover,—and how-
ever low, in comparison, may be those immediately
around him,~he may rest assured there is a mulual
dependence, after all, between him and them, which
makes it his interest in the long run, to practisc certain
virtues towards them: truth, gentleness, forbearance,
kindness, and respect—no less than firmness, consis-
tency, and dignitys the virtues which conciliate, no



less than those which command,
comes of those virtues, and the evil of practising their |
opposites, our author here in alnost every page illus- |
trates.

The heroine of the story is Lucy Lee, the daughter of
parents who have beenreduced by her father’s intemper-
ance from wealth to poverty, At the age of fourteen, |
she is driven to seck a subsistence by engaging in do-
mestic service: and the book mainly consists of what
she experienced, in the various families where she
served, 'T'he hero, Charles Lovett, a baker'’s son, is
introduced to us first on a frozen morning, in the streets |
of New York, giving a loaf from his bread cart to
Lucy, for her parents and theiv famishing children.
Humble as these personages of the tale are, they go
through it invested with an interest as engrossing, and !
a pathos as touching, as attends any full grown or
titled hero and heroine of them all: we have not, for
months, read any narrative which, in its turns of good
and ill, so forced our lungs to crow with gladness, and
anon brought our eyes so nearly to tears.

Lucy's father was bed-ridden ; with a broken leg.
When, after many painful and wearisome inquivies,
her mother had found her a place, and it was announced
to the little circle one Sunday evening, that Lucy was
to leave home the next morning,—a scene ensued—if
any thing so quietly sad can be calfed a scene-~which
we must transeribe.

‘¢ On Sunday evening Mrs, Lee announced to her family that
Lucy was to leave home in the morning, Lee was reduced to
passiveness, and a long interval of temperance, enforced though
it was, had caused him to revert to some of the feelings of his
better days. ¢ Come to my bedside, Lucy,” he said; ¢ you
are going out into the world, child—yowll find iv's a selfish
world--everybody is for number one—keep open a jealous cye—
don’t submit to be trampled on--I have scen 2nough of the ty-
ranny of mankind—I have no faith in them-~your mother will
tell you a different story--your mother is onc of tlie best of
women, and her own goodness {8 a kind of veil between her
and the wickedness of the world. She puts the best face on
everything, but she does not scem to have much to say for the
place you are going to—well, there is ane consolation--you can
always change it; if you have anything to complain of, let us
know it--don’t submit to impositlon. Now I have given you all
the adviee I can think of--but oh, my child, what shall I do
when you are gone ? you have always been my pride and dar-
ling ! you do everything just right for me--you fix my pillow
easy, and you can make my tea just sweet enough, and you can
always make Jemmic quiet, and the girls are contented when
you are in the house. Oh, Lucy, if I could only do anything
for you ¢

‘* You can, father,” replied Lucy, laying her cheek wet with
tears to his; ¢ alwaysspeak kind to mother and poor Jemmie {»

Her fatlier promised, and remembered, for the first time, that
others were to suffer severcly, as well as himself, from Lucy's
departure.

Jemmie, the poor little boy who was the object of his sister's
intense love and tender care, had received a terrible injury when
he was three years old from a fall from a horse, on which his
father, in a fit of intoxication, and in spite of his mother’s en.
treatlea and remonstrances, had ingisted on placing him. The
child’s back was protruded, and his limbs withered, but his mind
had a preternatural development. Lucy withdrew from her
father's bed to prepare Jemmie’s supper. e, meanwhile, was
lying in his basket cradle, his soft black eye following his sister,
and tear after tear trickling down his unnaturally pale cheek,
Sho sat down on her accustomed seat beside him. He took in
stlence one or two swallows, and then gently pushing away the
Apaon, he sald, ¢ It chokes me, Lucy ! I can’t eat to night.”
Lucy set away the cup of tea, and putting her lips to his, whis-
pered, ¢ don’t feel 0, Jemmie,”?

‘“How can [ help it, Lucy

The good which J

“0h, we must do as molhcr says ; Jook at tho brigm side,
Jommie. Ishall come home every Sunday.”
¢ Every Sunday ; and oh, how long it will seem before Sun-

' dny comes ! But it is not of myself 1m thinking, though it doos

make the tears come so when I think you won’t bo here to ask
for what I want, and alwayato look pleasant, and leave your
work, and come and read to me, and sing to me when the other
girls want to be doing something clse, and Ican’t bear to trouble
{| mother ; and you are never tired drawlng me, and I can go to
| sleep if my breast aches ever so much when you bend over me,
and stroke, and smile, and stroke as if it were always pleasant

.to do ity but it*s not for myself only, Lucy,* and here he sobbed

aloud; ““but I cannot bear to think you must go away from
your own home, and work all day for pcople that will only pay
you, and not love you as we do.”

“ Not as you do,” replied Lucy, making an cffort to speak
calmly ; * but Ishall try to make them love me a little—i. would
be hard indeed to work for nothing but money, and 1 do not
intend to do so, Mother says she never saw a family yet where
there was not some one to love, and some good todo besides
just work; Ishall try ; it’s not very agreeable to have a hungry
stomach, but a hungry heart must be a great deal worae; don’t
you think so, Jenunie???

Some further dialogue among the brother and sisters,
was followed by the singing of a hymn in concert; a
habitual Sunday-evening recreation of Mrs. Lee, with
her children, Then came a prayer, not too long, or
offensively high-strained in its devotion. And when
all the rest were asleep, Mrs, Lee enriched her daugh-

| ter with some parting advices, at once plain, judicious,

and impressive.  Among other precepts, she counselled
Lucy to be gentle, patient, kind, and generous, to the
children of the family with whom she was going to
live.

¢ Qentle, patient, and kind I'can be; but how in the world
generous? what shall I have to give”?

“ Your time, your strength, your ingenuity; a person who
will sit by a child and contrive it amusement for half an hour, is
far more generous than she who goces out with a full purse and
buys the same child an expensive toy, Our means of gencerosity
do notdepend on our riches 5 your generosify, dear Lucy, when
you have foregone a pleasant walk of a Sunday, and sat down

by poor little Jemmie, and made him happy for an hour, has
often brought tears to my eyes.”

In this illustration of generosity, there may be less
dash and point than in corporal Trim’s famous practieal
commentary upon “Honor thy father and mother ;" but
there is to the full as much moral beauty, and far more
capability of daily use.

‘We do not intend a regular abridgment of the story ;
wishing oply to excite curiosity, and not to sate it, Nor
shall we quote more of the abundant good sense and
good feeling embodied in the various dialogues, and in
the author's own remarks.

Our praise, now, must be qualified with somewhat
more of censure than was due to “The Poor Rich
Man, and the Rich Poor Man” The present work is
inferior to that one, in several respects, The author's
observations, though for the most part just, and some-
times striking, are sometimes also common-place and
prosy—We mark a fow inaccuracies of expression.
“ Bibliopolist” is used, where bibliomaniac is meant, in
p. 106, In p. 168, we find “whom’ put as nominative
case to ‘were crealed,) in this passage,~*‘the beds
and the silk worm, whom she fancied were created
solely to make honey, and spin silk,” This blunder is
the more surprising in Miss Sedgewick, as it is so fre-
quent among members of Congress, and half fledged
newspaper essayists, that we wonder how she can have



helped seeing and shunning it, In reading the book,
wo thought we saw one or two other morsels for criti-
cism ; but we cannot now find them: and so we close
our black list.

Some of her personages being sprung from her own
New England, our authoress does not fail to assign
them a few of the usages, and phrases; of that region.
Vulgar and mean Mys. Simpson suys, that a vusty
black gown which she was trying to cheat Lucy Lee
into purchasing, would, when sponged, and turncd,
and made over, ¥ mukc (uite a scrumptious dvess.”
And when Lucy mildly declined being cheated, Dame
Simpson said, * Well, every one to their notion; but
think, if I was ever so put to it, I should find a way to
get mourning when my folks died, especially where it
twag as it was; it looks pa’ticular and wanting of re-
speet to go without it—looks i3 looks.”” Presently her
son, master Julius, exclaims, *If ma is sarey to her
help, she must expect her help to be sarey to her.”
These, though not glaring specimens of New England
dinlect, are yet rather characteristic. 'The book con-
tains others of the same kind: but Miss S, has been
more sparing of them in this, than in any former one
of her novels. She is, commonly, discreet in her use
of provincialisms, and valgarisms of all sorts,

There ave nicely judging persons, who would banish
these from fictitious discourse, as ealeulated to shock or
to depraye the reader’s taste. 'We confess a diffevent
opinion. They seem to us highly conducive, nay in-
dispensable, to the truthful delineation of life and
character. In what docs the fidelity of portraiture con.
sist? 'Why, in limning well those features which first
and most universally strike the beholder’s eye. Now,
in contemplating any man’s moral and intellectunl as-
pect, the features which the soonest and most surcly
engnge attention are, his peculiaritics of speech, They
are, to his inner man, what expression is to his face:
and a picture of the one, misrepresenting them, would
no more be recognized as a likeness, than a picture
of his face, fulsifying the expression. Accordingly,
all the great master painters of human character,
whenever they have put language into the lips, have
adapted it, with the unicest discrimination, to the
speaker's eondition. It is the main element of his

individuality—the most infallible mark by which we,

know him, Is he an Achilles? His diction, like him-|
self, is graceful, strong, lmpetuous, and terrible. Is he
the wise Ulysses ? His copious and persuasive accents,

Mrs, Winifred Jenkins,—gvery clown and country
wench, every tapster, buily, soldier, pedant, sexton,
beadle, and silly justice dran by Shakspeare-—talk so
exactly in the strain respectively suited to them, that
the reader’s imagination embodies them, and they seem
to move and speak before his eyes, and within his hear-
ing. The success of Scott and Edgeworth as delineators
of veal life—and they, after Smollett and Fielding, ap-
proach nearest to Shakspeare, among English writers—
is in propertion to the fidelity with which they copy the
diction of whatever rank they introduce~-of the vulgar,
no less than of the exalted.—T'he Brangtons, Madame
Duval, and the rude sea-captain (we forget his name),
in Eveling, stamp that novel, apart from the miracle of
its bejng written by o girl of seventeen, as one of the
most truthful in the language: and what is it that
shews them off so distinctively? Their dialect.—That
speeies of vulgarism called provincialism, bns been
deemed no less essential than other traits, to the aceu-
rate exhibition of character. Doctor Morgan, in Rode-
rick Random-—Fluellen and Sir Hugh Evans in Shaks-
peare--every Scottish peasant in'the Waverly Novels,
and every Irish one in those of Miss Edgeworth,—attest
the care and skill with which their authors deemed it
necessary to mark, in each person, his country’s pe-
suliar mode of speech j--whenever it was designed to
bripg his origin to the reader's notice, Horace distinct-
ly requires, that phrascology shall vary with birthplace,
as well as with rank and station. *If,” says he,
“the speaker’s language be not in unison with his for-
tunes, critics of cvery grade will laugh him to scorn.
There must be a marked diffevence between the speech
of a slave and a hero—of a ripe senior, and an impas-
sioned, blooming youth—of a noble lady, and a gossip
nurse—of a roving merchant, and a prosperous farmer—
of a Colchian, and an Jssyriun—of one bred at Thebes,
and ene reared at Argos.”*~—And we were not sure but
that a nice serutiny would show the various dialects
employcd by Homer, to be adapted to the 1cspccl'w

provmces whence the speakers came: a scrutiny,
to which it may be worth the while of some good Greek
scholar, to devote a leisure hour.—Nor, « priori,—the-
0\'etically speaking, apart from authority and exam-
ple—-~is therc any good reason why provincial phrase-
ology should not be put into the lips of provincial
| people, ns well as sea phrases into those of sailors, or
wamng-mmd phrases into those of an abigail, or
pedantry into the mouth of a lettered coxcomb, or

soft as descending snows, sink melting into every heart. ‘chustcly elegant language into that of a sensible and

Is he the wide-ruling Agamemnon? The stately march
of his majestic though inflated periods, bespeaks the king
of kings; the haughty leader of confederated nations,
Does Andromache bewail a living husband as already
lost, and mourn for a country doomed? Her tide of grief
is one so tendcr, feminine, and impassioned, as no wife—
no woman—but herself, could pour into the sympathiz.
ing ear.~—Nor is this appropriation of style confined to
elevated personages. Vulgarians are made to speak in
vulgar phrase. Thersites is foully abusive. Chremes,
except when a particular junctuve of the comedy de-
mands a higher tone, crawls in a diction as mean as
that of his own servant Davus.* Partridge, Black
George, and Squire Western,~Tabitha Bramble, and

* See the /indria, of Terence.

cultivated man, All are reducible under the same
general law—that ‘to convey a justidea of character, its
emanations must be presented in forms which may at
once be recognized as characteristic.!

There are special reasons why the loca! dialects of
ouRr country should be faithfully exemplified, in works of
fiction professing to quote the words of our common
people. These diversities of language tend, power-

* 81 dicentls erunt fortunis absona dicla,
Romani tollent equites peditesque cachinnum.
Intererit multum Davusne loquatur, an heros ;
Maturusne senex, an adhuc florento juventil
Fervidus ; an matrona potens, an sedula nutrix ;
Mercatorne vagus, cultorne virentis agelli ;
Colchus, an Jlssyrius ; Thebis nutrilus, an JArgis.
vArt of Poelry.



fully to alicnate the aflections of our countrymen from
one another: to inflame local animositics: to make
discords, already too great, more fierce and implacable.
One means of correcting such diversities is, to hold them
up to the light, as improprieties: to put them into the
mouths of persons, whom the reader will understand to
be incorrect speakers, and whom he will therefore be
unlikely to imitate.—~In another way also, good may
result. The inhabitants of each region ave scarcely at
all aware of the number and enormity of their own
deviations from the proper English standard. They
appear, to themselves, models of propricty : while their
brethren, five hundred miles off, scem to speak in bar-
barisms, ‘The latter, in their turn, cherish a corres-
ponding opinion ; and could probably surprise the for-

mer by the multitude of errors demonstrable in their |
dialeet. Now, let popular writers show up these faults |
on both sides, in the persons they feign ;—let the North- '
man and the Southron, each, see his own solecisms
faithfully mirrored :—and mutual tolerance, if no more,
will take the place of mutual contempt.—But, if pro-
vincialisms were well managed, more than tolcrance!‘
might ensue, By association with good characters and
pleasing incidents, they might at length become even ‘
agreeable, instead of odious. Accustomed to view them
as coming from kind hearts and lovely lips, the far off
reader would regard them with respect and affection s
they would seem a palois—a simple, rustic style—con-
nected in his thoughts with a thousand beauteous and
delightful images. Such, it is well known, was the
effect in England of that familiarity with the Seottish
dinlect, which followed the vising and diffusion of the
reputation of Burns, and which was consummated by
the witchery of Scott. The early prejudices against
everything Scottish, which had lasted through centuries,
and which stand out so fiercely in the pages of Junius,~
have almost wholly vanished before the magic of litern-
ture, acting by one, natural expedient : and it was but
yesterday, that the phrases of North Britain were per-
petually heard, as classical, in the fashionable conver-
sations of the sister kingdom, A similar wonder has
been wrought, though to a less extent, with respeet to
Ircland.

We may be thought to have labored this point more
than its obviousness required. But there is high prece-
dent—no less than that of Dr. Johnson—for discarding
all vulgarisms, and making “little fishes” (to use poor |
Goldy’s good humored sarcasm upon the doctor)—
making * little fishes talk like whales.,” Whatthe efiect
was, upon the vraisemblance of his discourse through
feigned persons, and consequently upon the life-likeness
of the persons themselves, may be scen in Rasselas;
where Nekayah and her waiting womuan, Pckuab,
talk in sentences long and swelling as those of the
Prince, the poet, and the philosopher: or in the Idler,
where “Betty Broom,” a house maid, begins a second
letter, giving her own history, with the following sen-
tence—"1 have often observed that friends are lost by
discontinuance of intercourse, without any offence on
cither part, and have long known, that it is more dange-
rous Lo be forgotten than to be blamed ; I therefore,”
&c. &e.: or in the Rambler, where Cleora, a young
lady, begins her letter in this wise:—*Sir, There
scems o be so little knowledge left in the world, and so
little of that veflection practised, by which knowledge

is to be gained, that I am in doubt, whether I shall be
understood, when I complain of want of opportunity for
thinking ; or whether a condemnation, which at present
scems irreversible, to perpetual ignorance, will raise
any compassion, either in you or your readers; yet I
will venture to lay my state before you, because I be-
lieve it is natural to most minds to take some pleasure
in complaining of evils, of which they have no resson
to be ashamed.” Surcly, ns Sidney Smith* says,
‘Talstafl’ himself did not wear his petticoats with a
worse grace! The reader may well cry out, with
honest Sir Hugh Evans, 1 like not, when a ’oman has
a great peard: I spy a great peard under her mufiler.”

Provincialisms too, we have lately heard censured,—
and these in Miss Sedgewick’s novels,—by one, whose
judgment on any subject is worthy aiways of respectful
examination. We have much more to say, in support
of our own opinion: hut it scems to us, well enough
sustained by the considerations we have suggested,
Here, therefore, for the present and perhaps forever, we
leave the topic,

*In the Edinburg Review, Sept. 1831,
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