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CHAPTER XIII

CLOSING LABOURS.

THE records of a busy literary life of half a
century would be incomplete if I were to make no
mention of its closing years, which have, in one
sense, been the busiest of all. Like too many
unfortunates in a country where Literature is
ignored by the State, and scantily recognised by
a Legislature that jealously affirms the rights of
a man and his heirs to his houses, his lands,
and his money, but denies the rights of an
author and his heirs—except for a very short
and limited period—to the works of his brain,
I have found literature to be but a parsimonious
mother in the way of pecuniary recompense. Lite-
rature in Great Britain is both a pleasant and a
perilous profession. It is pleasant and remunerative













































