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known, they will require no preface to bespeak their good will;
nor shall I be under the necessity of soliciting the kindness
which experience has taught me, endeavouring to merit, I shall
not fail to receive.
There is one motive—and it is a powerful one—which
sometimes induces an author, and more particularly a poet, to
ask the attention of his readers to his prefatory address. This
is when he has some favourite and peculiar style or manner
which he would explain and defend, and chiefly if he should
have adopted a mode of versification of which an uninitiated
reader was not likely to perceive either the merit or the beauty.
In such case it is natural, and surely pardonable, to assert and
to prove, as far as reason will bear us on, that such method of
writing has both ; to show in what the beauty consists,^ and
what peculiar difficulty there is, which, when conquered, creates
the merit. How far any particular poet has or has not succeeded
in such attempt is not my business nor my purpose to inquire :
I have no peculiar notion to defend, no poetical heterodoxy to
support, nor theory of any kind to vindicate or oppose—that
which I have used is probably the most common measure in
our language 5 and therefore, whatever be its advantages or
defects, they are too well known to require from me a descrip-
tion of the one, or an apology for the other.
Perhaps still more frequent than any explanation of the
work is an account of the author himself, the situation in which
he is placed, or some circumstances of peculiar kind in his life,
education, or employment. How often has youth been pleaded
for deficiencies or redundancies, for the existence of which youth,
may be an excuse, and yet be none for their exposure. Age
too has been pleaded for the errors and failings in a work which
the octogenarian had the discernment to perceive, and yet had
not the fortitude to suppress. Many other circumstances are
made apologies for a writer's infirmities : his much employment,
and many avocations, adversity, necessity, and the good of man-
kind. These, or any of them, however availing in themselves,
avail not me. I am neither so young nor so old, so much
engaged by one pursuit, or by many—I am not so urged by
want, or so stimulated by a desire of public benefit—that I can
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