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é * tst o N o n c o n f o r m i s t s ( t h o s e m e n w h o w o u l d n o t s u b s c r i b e , a s ? tes t

t o the t h i r t y - n i n e Ar t ic les o f the Established Church) . She
. . koe i t i f i i
i n g w i t h e d i t i n g , p r o d u c i n g e d i t i o n s o f W i l l i a m C o l l i n s ' s
N o v e l i s t S a m u e

ish N o v e l i s t s (1

8? of the; ov.

accompanied thie t ty ,
( Poems (1797 and

| Richardson?s letters (1804). Herf i f ty-volume qo mPilation The the
810) was the first attempt to establish a national canon jn fiction

thereby do for the novel what Samuel Johnson's Works o f the EnglishPoets 79!
81) had done for poetry. Its introductory essay, ?On theO r i g i n and Progres. e

Novel-Writing,? makes apioneering argument for the educational and Artistic vahn
o f the stil l disreputable genre. *

Barbauld?s last major work was Eighteen Hundred and Eleven (1812), 4 long Poe

that despairs over the war with France (then in its seventeenth year) and thec o n
rupt ion of English consumer society. (An excerpt may be found in ?RomanticLitera.
ture and Wartime,? on Pp. 754.) Critics were unnerved, even disgusted, by the

? ision of a future in which England, its pride humble

us warned Barbauld ?to desist f rom satire?:
to sally forth from her knitt ing and say how ?

Despite this abuse, Ba

er practice, to circula
Magazines. The posthumous
brought out in 1825 containe

a u t h o r ?

Saved.?

b e e n h

it was not UP to a ?lady.

the empire might . | . b

rbauld did not stop writing. She continued, as hadlong
te work in manuscript and published a fey Poems ip
collection of Barbauld?s Works her niece LucyA ik in
d several previously unpublishedPieces.

The Mouse?s Petition!

Found in the trap where he had been confined all night b
f o r the sake of making experiments with different ki

?Parcere subjectis,

y Dr. Priestley,
nds o f a i r

et debellare superbos,?

?Virgil

Oh hear a pensiveprisoner's
For l iberty that sighs; -

And never let thine heart be shut
Against the wretch?s cries,

?

prayer,

5 For here forlorn and sadI s i t ,
Wi th in the wiry gate;'

And tremble at th? approachingmorn,
Wh ich brings impending fate, |

10 And spurn?d a tyrant?

PPressive force
A free-born mouse detain,

?

1. Addressed to the clergyman, political theorist, what we now call oxygen. Tradition has it that
d scientist Joseph Priestley (1733-1804), whe wh ygen. ?nes. Priestleya t t h i s t ime was the mostdist inguished teachera t the w b a u l d showed him the tines, Fy

the Nonconformist Protestant Warri Set the mouse free. According to Barbauld?s mod-
ngton Acad- ern edi g ated

i a t e m u e n s T p g r m o e S t e n o m
of the faculty. The imagined speaker (the eti- tizing. The Latin epigr ? is from The Aeneid

tioning mouse) is destined to Participate in just 6.853, ?To Spare thi h e b l d d to tame in wat
the sort of experiment that led Priestley, a few the proud? P ¢ humbled, an
years later, to the discovery of ?phlogiston?_ .



T H E M O U S E ? S P E T I T I O N |

Oh do not stain with guiltless blood

Thy hospitable hearth;
Nor triumph that thy wilesbetray 'd

A prize so little worth.

The scatter?d gleanings of a feast

My frugal meals supply;
But i f thine unrelenting heart

»0 That slender boon deny,

The cheerfu l l ight, the v i ta l air,

Are blessings widely given;
Let nature?s commoners enjoy
The common gifts of heaven.

»s The well-taught philosophicm i n d

To all compassion gives;
Casts round the world an equal eye,
And feels for all that lives.

I f m i n d , as anc ien t sages taught ,?

30 Anever dying flame,
Still shifts through matter?s varying forms,

In every form the same,

Beware, lest in the worm you crush
A brother's soul you find;

3s And tremble lest thy luckless hand
Dislodge a kindred mind.

Or, i f this transient gleam of day
Be all of life we share,
Let pity plead within thy breast

40 That little all to spare.

So may thy hospitable board
W i t h health and peace be crown?d;
And every charm of heart fel t ease
Beneath thy roo f be found.

4s So, when destruct ion lurks unseen,
W h i c h men, l ike mice, may share,
May some k ind angel clear thy path,
And break the hidden snare.

ca. 1771 1773

2 , L i n e s 2 9 - 3 6 pl : : . .

early 1770s. play on the idea o f t r a n s m i g r a t i o n o f souls, a d o c t r i n e t h a t Pr ies t l ey be l ieved u n t i l the


