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ANTIJACOBIN REVIEW

The ANTIJACOBIN REVIEW
AND MAGAZINE (1798-1821),
the monthly successor of the
more famous Anti-Jacobin; or
Weekly Examiner (1797-1798),
was edited at first by John Gif-
ford (1758-1818, DNB; not to
be confused with William Gif-
ford of the Anti-Jacobin and the
Quarterly Review). The politics
of the Antijacobin Review, as
suggested by its name (which
with volume XXXVI became the
Antijacobin Review and True
Churchman’s Magazine), were
conservative and its religion high
church. Though it apparently
received little direct financial
support from any political

group, lack of writers of talent
made it seem merely a party-line
mouthpiece for the Tory estab-
lishment. The reviews of Byron’s
poems show the complete sub-
servience of the journal to po-
litical party-spirit. They praise
the anonymous author of Eng-
lish Bards and Scotch Reviewers
as a second William Gifford for
his attacks on Jeffrey, the Edin-
burgh Review, Lord Holland,
and other Whigs and Whig insti-
tutions, but they judge Byron’s
subsequent productions harshly
because he espoused liberal prin-
ciples and cultivated Whig
friends.

December 1807
Byron, Hours of Idleness (1807);
Antijacobin Review, XXVIII
(Dec. 1807), 407-408.

Hours of Idlencfs; a Series of Pocms, ariginal and tranfiated. By

George Gordon, Lord Byron, a Minor.

12mo. Pp. 188. 6s,
Ridge, Newark ; Crofby and Co. L'o_ndon. 1807.

IN a modeft and fenfible preface, this noble young Lord informs
his readers that thefe produ@ions are the fruits of the lighter hours
of & yoyng man, who has lately completed his nineteenth year. Be
‘thatas it may, they exhibit frong proofs of genius, accompanied by
alively but chaftened imagination, a claflical tatte, and" a benevo-
lent beart. The fubje@s of the poems are various, but the greater
part of them are amatory, Of thefe,  The*Firft Kifs of Love”
may be claffed among the beft, The lines on leaving Newftead Abe
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bey, the refidence of bis Lordthip’s anceftors, and the Elegy on the
fame, place, have very great merit. The fentiments -and train of
thinking which they difplay are as honourable to his feelings, as the
compofition itfelf is to his tafte and talents, Some of the ¢ Trunf-
lations” are at once fpirited and chafte, though, an the whole, we
greatly prefer the original poems. ‘In traoflating the beautiful
epifode of Nifus and Euryalus, from the 9th book of the Eneid,
which we have ever regarded as the mafter-piece of the Mantuan
bard, his Lordfhip has fhewn a perfe@ knowledge of. his author,
and has preferved fome of his beauties, which is no fmall merit, con-
fidering, as we do, that no other language is capable of conveying
the fpirit of the original. . After giving this general charaler of the

, volume before us, we fhall'extra& one fpecimen, for the gratification
g of our readers.

“EPITAPH ON A FRIEND,

« Oh, friend ! for ever lov'd, for ever deart
What fruitlefs tears have bath’d thy honour'd bier !
‘What fighs re-echoed to thy parting breath,
Whilft thou waft firuggling'in the pangs of death !
Could tears rétard the tyrant in his courfe,
Could right avert his dart’s relentlefs force,
Could youth and virtue claim.a fhort delay,
Or beayuty,cbarm the fpe&re from-his prey, March 1809
Thou flill hadft liv’d, to blefs my aching f{ght, [Byron] English Bards and
Thy comradé’s honour; and thy friend’s delight. Scotch Reviewers (1809); Anti-
If, yet, thy gentle Ypirit hover nigh jacobin Review, XXXII (March
The fpot where now thy mould’ring afhes lie, 1809), 301-306
Here wilt thou read, recorded on my heart, ’ ’
A gtief too deep to truft the fculptor’s art,
No marble marks thy couch of lowly fleep,
But living ftatues, "there, are feen to weep ;-
:g,‘g“’“:sf‘;”"‘“"‘l"be“t‘{“ not ‘:‘f;' {h’)' tomb, Englisk Bards and Scotch Reviewers: A Satire. 12mo.

ittion’s felf deplores thy youthful doom, _ -

What though thy gre lamentyhis failing line, Pp: 54 Cawthorn, Cockspur-street. 1809.
A father’s forrows canniot equal mine! THE writer of this satire laments, in common with
Though none, like thee,. his dying hour will cheer, every friend to gevius and literature, that the esti-
Yet other off:pring foothe his angujfh here : mable author of the Baviad and Meviad, a writer ex-
But who, with me, fhall hold thy former place ? ded ient odern. i alent
Thine image, what new friendfhip can efface ? ceeded by no poet ancient or modem, in taste, talents,

Ah! none; a father’s tears will ceafe to flow, integrity, and every amiable quality of heart and mind,
' should bave devoted bis attention to subjects which pre-

vent him from pursuing .his satirical career, the beginuin

aof which was productive of so much advantage to the public.

Time will affluage an infant brother’s woe :
To all, fave one, is confolation known,
Wiule folitary friendfhip fighs aloge.”




