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SITy

Nune umbrata geris Civili tempora Quercă,

Ut desit famae gloria nulla Tua.”

“Europe and Asia, saved by Thee, proclaim

Invincible in War thy deathless name i

Now round Thy Brows the Civic Oak we twiné,

That every earthly glory may be Thine.”

THEse lines were written by the late

Marquis Wellesley in his eighty-first

year, and were intended to be engraved

on the civic statue of the Duke of Wel

lington, erected by the citizens of Lon.

don, in front of the Royal Exchange,

in 1841. . They appear in a small vo

lume of classical ms, entitled “Pri

mitiae et Reliquiae," privately printed

by the noble marquis, and distributed

amongst his intimate friends a short

time before his death. The Latin flows

easily and is not inelegant, but by no

means equal to other specimens in the

same collection. Lord Wellesley was

an accomplished scholar, who retained

his early love of Greek and Roman lore

to the latest period of his existence. He

valued, and solaced himself in the de

cline of life with his Etonian reminis

eences, as much as he prized the fame

and honours derived from his Indian go

vernment and other high public offices.

A pen so giſted should have resumed

the theme, and have composed a more

elaborate eulogium on his illustrious

brother. We have reason to believe

that he meditated something of the

kind, but died too soon for its accom

lishment. The aim was ambitious,

5ut might have missed the mark. A

happy subject and a favouring will do

not always produce the...i object.

Genius is arbitrary and wayward, and

sometimes refuses to be fettered by

rule or inclination. Waller was exceed

ingly anxious to propitiate Charles

vol. XLII.-no. ccXLVII.

II. by a complimentary, ode, but

it proved tame compared with his ear

lier panegyric on Cromwell; and when

the good-tempered monarch told him

this without being affronted, and in

quired the reason, the poet adroitly

answered, “May it please your Ma

jesty, it is much easier to describe fic

tion than truth.” Personal friends,

relatives, or intimate associates, are

not always the happiest eulogists,

Poets in particular write with more

fervour, more genuine estro, when deal

ing with imaginary or remote subjects,

than when commemorating events and

rsons belonging to their own times.

Claudian may be quoted as an j.

tion. His praises of his patron, Stili

cho, compete in style and composition

with the best efforts of the Augustan

age, and drew from Scaliger (no lenient

critic) the admission, that he has com

ensated for the poverty of his matter

y the purity of his language, the hap

1. of his expressions, and the me

ody of his numbers.

In studying the character and trans

actions of the gifted few who have

held in their hands the destinies of

nations, and who may be looked

upon as the selected instruments

through whom the mighty schemes

which regulate the world are carried

out to their ordained completion, it is

equally instructive and agreeable to

turn sometimes from the sustained,

solemn seriousness of didactic or his

b
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torical narrative, and to walk carelessly

in the lighter fields of anecdote, every

day routine, or ordinary incident; to

see greatness without its external

attendants; to gaze closely on the

objects of our habitual respect and ad

miration in their intervals of domes

tic privacy and familiar intercourse,

when, for a season, they have put off

the cumbrous panoply of command,

and are no longer fenced in by the

barriers of ceremony. In this view,

such volumes as those we now propose to

glance through hastily, are invested with

a peculiar interest, which will never

#!". prove acceptable to the general

reader.” Great men are not always

mounted on the stilts of office. They

unbend like ordinary mortals, and re

cruit while they appear to relax the

energies of mind and body by simple

recreation.

The death of the Duke of Welling

ton naturally gave rise to many publi

cations respecting his life and career,

some of which, long written, had been

suppressed for various reasons until

that event occurred. Others sprang

into existence on the spur of the mo

ment, and not a few were suggested by

the increasedº of the subject,

arising from his recent loss, and the

deep, fervent, national regret with

which men of all parties concurred in

doing homage to his character, and in

rendering a just tribute of respect and

reverence to his memory. The sub

ject will not easily tire, and many more

volumes will yet be turned eagerly over

before it may be pronounced effete or

wearisome. When all is done, as every

thing must end at last—when eloquence

and language have exhausted their pow

er and variety, and when the historian

has adorned impressive fact with the ad

vantages of styleand the charms ofcom

position, his own published despatch

es and orders will be selected in prefe

rence, as exhibiting the truest reflex of

his mind and opinions, the most faithful

portrait of his talents, and the clearest

index to his unexaggerated character.

It was long said and thought that the

great Duke had preserved a complete

chain of memoranda, notes, and reflec

tions, on which he intended, in the

leisure of repose, when full of years

and honours, to construct an autobio

graphy of his public career; and then,

when this idea was abandoned, that

is papers either were, or would be

committed to the late Sir George

Murray, his confidential quartermas

ter-general, to be revised and pub

lished under his auspices. Whatever

may have been the intention, neither

of these plans were ever carried into

effect; nor has it yet transpired that

any papers were left by his Grace

which may become valuable for histo

rical purposes, beyond those with which

the public are already familiar. Sir

William Napier's “History of the Pe

ninsular War" may seem to render any

future commentary on those memorable

campaigns (comprised between 1808

and 1814) equally hopeless and super

fluous; yet it has been stated in print

that Sir George Murray considered it

incomplete, and said, emphatically, that

it was not the book ; and the Duke of

Wellington himself recorded in a pub

lished letter, that although he enter

tained the highest respect for the

author, he had not read his history,

lest he should become entangled in an

endless controversy. Biographies of

illustrious monarchs and ministers, of

great generals and statesmen, written

during their lives, must of necessity be

incomplete, and composed with re

serve, or from one-sided information.

Important documents are often with

held through delicacy, which ceases to

influence with the lapse of time, and

when the parties referred to are no

longer actors in the busy scene. Such

memoirs cannot be entirely divested of

partisanship, and must be tinged by

the very diversified feelings of in

* 1. “Private Journal of F. S. Larpent, Esq., Judge Advocate-General of the British

Forces in the Peninsula, from 1812 to the close of the Peninsular War.”

George Larpent, Bart. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. London: Bentley.

Edited by Sir

1853.

2. “Passages from My Life; together with Memoirs of the Campaign of 1813 and 1814.”

By Baron Von Muſiling. 8vo. London: Bentley. 1853.

3. “Three Years with the Duke of Wellington in Private Life." By an Ex-Aid-de-Camp.

Crown 8vo, London: Saunders and Otley. 1853.

4. “The Duke of Wellington.” By Jules Maurel. Translated by Lord Ellesmere. Cr. 8vo.

London: Murray. 1853.

5. “Life and Character of the Duke of Wellington; a Discourse delivered by Lord Elles

mere." Crown 8vo, London: Murray. 1852.
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terested supporters, or political op

ponents. In neither case are they to

be depended on. Private friendship,

or individual admiration, will colour

highly on the one side; while party

virulence, or personal dislike, will dis

tort to utter deformity on the other.

Historians reciprocate accusations of

this bias in good set terms, and with

out ceremony. A noble contemporary,

whose literary labours in the same

walk are many and popular, pro

nounced of SirWm. Napier's work, that

it was a good French history of the

Peninsular war; and Napier has said of

Southey's, that it would be difficult to

apply to a more copious source of

error. In all probability, some future

Tacitus or Napier will give the next

generation but one, “A History of the

Life and Times of Arthur, Duke of

Wellington,” in a tone of clear, un

compromising truth, which shall en

dure while the language lasts, as a

text-book for the youth of England to

study from as they admire. We feel

quite satisfied that when this book is

written, the character it describes will

stand on a more lofty pinnacle even

than it does at present; tested by time

and reflection, and like gold purified

by fire, it will obtain additional value

from the ordeal of increasing investi

gation. In the meanwhile, we hail

with avidity and thankfulness, all that

falls from the pens of those who knew

and associated with him; who either

served under his command, or enjoyed

his personal confidence. From all we

learn something new, and that some

thing we should regret if it were lost.

Poetry, too, has been summoned to do

honour to the mighty dead; but we

cannot say that the tuneful Nine, al

though invoked by many, have re

sponded warmly to the call — either

Parnassus is slumbering or deserted.

The present age is too deeply immersed

in speculative science, in philosophical

and theological theories, in calcula

tions of worldly profit and loss, to be

come absorbed or enthusiastic in the

higher regions of poetical imagination.

Nothing in this way, in our humble

opinion, has gone, beyond mediocrity,
scarcely*;the level of Addison's

panegyric on Marlborough, which,

judged by comparison, cannot rate at

an exalted standard, and has but one

passage of pretension—the well-known

simile of the angel. We scarcel

think the whole composition, even if

we were to throw in the mass of the

late effusions on the Duke of Welling

ton, worth the single impromptu epi

gram (by a writer whose name is not

given), on hearing that the Duchess of

Marlborough had offered £500 for the

best poem on the Duke's life and ac

tions.” We never heard that he re

ceived the reward, although we cer

tainly think his ready compliment

deserved it. Even money, the univer

sal talisman, the veritable aurum pal

pabile itself, cannot always awaken

the fire of genius. Several years ago,

the lessee of the Haymarket Theatre

offered £500 for the best prize come

dy. The pay was liberal, and the com

petitors many. The appointed com

mittee selected the best specimen that

offered, but the public set no seal on

the decision. The play soon died, and

never returned the manager the money

it had cost him. When the real “Re

}. Addresses” for the opening of

rury-lane were published, not one

possessed a spark of poetry, or a single

claim to consideration. Amongst the

tributary odes and elegies on the Duke

of Wellington, there are, of course,

some two or three better than the rest;

but none that will enhance the reputa

tion of the writers, or the glory of the

deceased. Shakspeare speaks of a

“bad epitaph" as a very undesirable

appendage. A commonplace com

memorative poem is not more to be

coveted. Heroic deeds demand, and

should create exalted verse ; but al

though the names and actions of

Achilles, Hector, and Agamemnon

are much indebted to the majestic

muse of Homer, it is surely better

for departed greatness to remain un

sung, than to be laboriously threno

dised by harps that sound faintly, and

without the swell of lofty inspiration.

* “Five hundred pounds! too small a boon,

To put the poet's muse in tune,

That nothing might escape her ;

Should she rehearse the endless story

Of the immortal Churchill's glory,

It scarce would buy the paper!”
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Let us indulge the hope that Apollo

may, hereafter, place his lyre in the

hands of some future Virgil, Tasso,

Milton, or Byron; and assist him to

wreath a poetical chaplet in honour of

the great Duke, which shall embellish

and crown the long labours of the his

torian and biographer.

Mr. Larpent's journal consists of a

series of letters written from head

quarters, to which he was attached by

his office, to his step-mother in Eng

land, solely for private information,

and without any view to future pub

licity. The style is easy and familiar,

exhibiting neither effort nor pretence at

labouredeflects, sometimes even home

ly and tautological, but we think the

editor has done wisely in leaving the

letters untouched and unrevised. He

observes with truth, in a short pre

face, that the simplicity of the style,

and the minute details, throw over the

journal a charm of truth and reality,

which a more studied composition

would not have possessed. In their

present state, the letters carry internal

evidence of conveying impressions as

they arose, and of detailing events as

they occurred. The writer had no

time to polish his sentences, or arrange

them according to critical rules. The

book reads freshly and agreeably, and

we feel satisfied that the author invents

nothing to give it a more attractive

colouring. There are many who have

accustomed themselves to think and

read of war as of a grand melodrama

tic spectacle, composed almost entirely

of “pride, pomp, and circumstance;”

who }. sight of the groans, the tears

and suffering, the crime, the license,

and devastation; who hear and see

only the imposing flourishes of trum

pets, the thrilling sounds of triumphal

marches, the glittering of variegated

uniforms, and the loud pealing of artil

lery, with the waving of banners, and

the shouts of excited multitudes. The

perusal of these volumes will abate

their admiration, and qualify their en

thusiasm. There is enough of glory;

but the true features of the appalling

drama are here faithfully depicted,

with the accompaniments of misery and

privation—inflicted and endured to an

extent, which may impress on all who

look only on the surface, and suffer

themselves to be carried away by

names, the fearful responsibility of

aggressive war, the crime of inordi

nate ambition, and the evils thereby

entailed on present and future genera

tions. During the six years of the

Peninsular struggle, there perished, in

round numbers, and their bones lie

bleaching on the hills of Spain, Por

tugal, and France, 40,000 British

soldiers, and more than 400,000 Spa

niards, Portuguese, and Frenchmen,

including peasants, their wives and

children, and other unoffending inha.

bitants. Nearly half a million souls,

who otherwise might have lived and

died in peaceful avocation and utility,

and all for what?—

“To swell one bloated chief's unwholesome reign,

And fertilise the field that each pretends to gain.”

Mr. Larpent joined the army in

Spain at a critical time, during the

somewhat hurried retreat from Burgos,

when a great triumph had been fol.

lowed by a temporary and unexpected

reverse. The defection or disobe

dience of the Spanish generals, parti

cularly Ballasteros, had enabled the

French to unite the armies of the

south, centre, and north, under Soult,

forming one overwhelming mass, which

Lord Wellington, from inferior num

bers, was unable to meet, and was,

therefore, obliged to relinquish his occu

pation of Madrid, and retire towards

the northern frontiers of Portugal, re

taining no immediate advantages from

his great victory of Salamianca, beyond

the raising of the siege of Cadiz, and

the abandonment of Andalusia by the

enemy. It is by no means evident

that the capture of Burgos would have

enabled the English general to hold

his ground, although it would have

given him a firm appui for his left, and

might have sustained an advanced po

sition. But as in the previous cases

of Ciudad Rodrigo and Badajoz, it

became necessary to snatch the for

tress from the enemy by a given date,

or not at all. The ordinary siege

means, as usual, were deficient, and the

irregular approaches by sap proved to

be unavailing. The allied army was

forced to retire, closely pursued by the

French, who picked up manystragglers,

but lost more than one favourable op

portunity, and finally did nothing, with

a powerful force, well concentrated, and

* “Childe Harold,” Canto I.
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commanded by their ablest marshal.

The increasing activity of the war,

with the vicissitudes of service, engen

dered many irregularities, and courts

martial became frequent. The Duke

of Wellington, anxious that these should

be conducted with as close a consistency

as possible to established rules, al

though in many respects the military

eode dispenses with the formalities of

civil practice, had applied for a regular

legal practitioner to fill the impor

tant post of judge advocate-general

to the army under his command.

Mr. Larpent was appointed to the

office in 1812, and continued from the

tine of his arrival to manage all the

courts-martial that occurred, and to

move with the head-quarters, until the

last detachment returned to England

from Bordeaux, in 1814. It had be

come highly necessary that a profes

sional lawyer, with competent expe

rience, should be appointed to this

duty, which had often been discharged

by regimental officers, recommended

by a certain readiness with the pen,

by private interest, or by a confused

smattering of the technicalities ga

thered from a slight perusal of such

scanty volumes on military jurispru

dence as were at that time accessible.

These unqualified functionaries soon

began to talk of Grotius, Puffendorff,

Vattel, and Coke upon Littleton, as

solemnly as if they had kept their

terms in Lincoln's Inn or the Temple,

in the regular form, and had worn wig

and gown on many circuits. But they

made strange mistakes, and scanty

justice was sometimes administered by

the tribunals they undertook to in:

struct in the way in which they should

go. Once within our own experience

we heard a general officer, as president

of a court-martial, in a case nearly ap

proaching life and death, lay down,

under the suggestion of his military

counsel, that it was not necessary for

the prosecutor to substantiate the

charge, but that the prisoner must first

establish his innocence. The court

would have proceeded on this learned

showing, had not a very young mem

ber ventured modestly to suggest,

that they were directly and ingeniously

inverting the fundamental principle of

all English law, which holds every sup

F. criminal innocent until his al

eged guilt is proved. Military tribu

nals are good courts of honour, and

discharge their duties conscientiously,

but they are sometimes pressed for

time, are not very susceptible of legal

quibbles, and a little careless as to mi

nute particulars. Our readers will re

member the conclusive logic of the

Black Douglas in the “Fair Maid of

Perth,” when, sitting on the trial of Sir

John Ramorny and Dwining for the

murder of the Duke of Rothsay. The

Lord Balveny descended to tell him

that the criminals were already exe

cuted. “Then there is no further use

in the trial,” said the Earl, “how

say you, good men of inquest, were

these men guilty ofhigh treason—ay or

no?” “Guilty” exclaimed the obse

quious inquest, with edifying unani

mity, “we need no further evidence.”

Mr. Larpent arrived at head-quar

ters, at Rueda, on the 5th November,

1812, and was immediately introduced

to the Great Captain, who received

him very courteously, and forthwith

transmitted to him fifty cases against

officers, to be examined as to the suffi

ciency of evidence. He soon appears

to have obtained the good opinion of

Lord Wellington, and to have been

admitted to as much of his confidence

as he usually communicated to those

subordinates who satisfied without tor

menting him. He had a great dislike

to all officials who gave unnecessary

trouble, and made a great fuss about

nothing. Mr. Larpent speedily disco

vered the clear decisive character of

his commander, the control he exer

cised by the supremacy of mind and

quick decision, and the total absence

of “humbug” in all the arrangements

at head-quarters. On more than one

occasion, at dinner, the conversation

turned on the celebrated letters of

“Vetus,” in the Times, which were

then causing much remark, and were

considered by many the most pun

gent and ably written political essays

since the days of Junius. The general

purport of these letters was a whole

some and well-deserved condemnation

of the ministry for allowing the Spanish

war to languish for want of adequate

supplies, while the grand resources

of the nation were exhausted in the

fatal and fruitless expedition to Wal

cheren. We have often wondered they

were not re-published in a separate

volume, not only from the interest of

the subject, but from their undoubted

pretensions as literary efforts of no or

dinary mind. We are not aware that

the author has ever been ascertained,
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but many thought, and it was com

monly reported then and after, that

they were written by Lord Wellesley,

from the warm eulogiums they con

tained on his brother, and the corro

borating circumstance that about this

time he retired from the ministry, in

disgust at the wavering dispositions of

the cabinet, and the incompetence of

some of his colleagues. If Lord Wel

leslev wrote the letters of “Vetus,”

Lord Wellington was certainly igno

rant of the fact. Mr. Larpent says:—

“A few days since, at dinner at Lord Wel

lington's, he got upon the subject of ‘Vetus'

(the subject had been introduced before).

He said he thought he knew the author, and

that he had been in India— not Mlackintosh

as reported here. He then went on to say he

did not think much of ‘Vetus's' letters; that

many of his facts as to this country were

quite without foundation; that neither “We

tus,' nor the O. P.'s, nor Lord Wellesley knew

anything about the war here, and what

could or could not be done; that he fully be

lieved Government had done all they could ;

that the men who did come could not have

been here sooner, and perhaps had better

have come still later. More cavalry he could

not have employed had he had them at Lis

bon, for want of transport for food; that when

he advanced formerly to Talavera, he left

several thousand men at Lisbon, because he

could not supply them if with the army. In

short, he said, Lord Wellesley knew nothing

about the matter, and that he had no reason

to be dissatisfied with the Government at

home. All this made several of us stare. I

am told Lord Wellington was very angry

with Lord Wellesley for his resignation, and

hardly spoke to any one for some days after

he had heard the fact.”"

It was commonly said that Sir John

Moore was sacrificed because he had

no parliamentary or cabinet interest,

and that Lord Wellington, on the con

trary, owed much to both, and par

ticularly to the commanding influence

of his brother. It is quite clear that

Lord Wellesley retired from office at

the exact crisis, when lis abilities and

influence would have been more valu

able than ever to Lord Wellington.

But the latter was now strong enough

to rest exclusively on his own name

and pretensions, which obtained for

him full power, such as no delegated

English general had ever exercised

since Cromwell received commission

from the Long Parliament.

Mr. Larpent gives great credit to

Sir George Murray, and seems to con

sider him as, next to the Duke, the

foremost man of the army. There can

be no doubt he was an excellent

quartermaster-general, and that the

office requires a clear head, and an exe

cutive genius; but Sir G. Murray

never had the good fortune to be tried

in a separate command; his qualities,

therefore, as an efficient leader not

having been tested, are scarcely open

to discussion. Many said he was to the

Duke what Berthier was to Napoleon,

and that neither of the great modern

captains could have got on without his

right hand. Those who were better

informed smiled at both conclusions,

and knew how far they were removed

from the fact. In some respects it was

no very desirable compliment to be

compared to Berthier. He damaged

long years of faithful service by rather

a hurried adieu of his old master and

friend at Fontainebleau, and was re

garded by his brother generals and mar

shals as a plodding official drudge, who

never originated an idea, or suggested

a remedy for a disaster.

Mr. Larpent tells some amusin

anecdotes of the gallant Gener

Robert Craufurd, who commanded

the light division, and fell at the

storming of Ciudad Rodrigo. Like

Sir David Baird, he was never happy

except when under fire, and had no

business to lead a storming party,

which might have been more fitly

consigned to a brigadier or a regi

mental colonel. English generals often

throw away their lives as subal

tern officers, in a manner which has

occasioned much animadversion, and

some jeers amongst our enemies. It is

seldom necessary for the leader of a

division to act the part of a grenadier,

although there are times and places

when example ensures victory. Caesar

in the battle against the Nervii, and

again at Munda, Alexander at Grani

cus and Oxydracé, Bonaparte at Lodi

and Arcola, Wolfe at Quebec, and

Wellington at Waterloo, were cases

* Immediately after this passage, Mr. Larpent adds—“Lord Paget has just sent up here

two of the hussars to wait on my lord the peer.” This is a mistake for some other name;

Lord Paget (afterwards Earl of Uxbridge, now Marquis of Anglesey) was not at this time

in the Peninsula.
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where the personal exposure of the

commander-in-chief contributed ma

terially to the result. But the immo

lation of Craufurd at Ciudad Rodrigo

in 1812, was as gratuitious and un

necessary as that of the veteran Sale

at Moodkee in 1845, where he had

nothing to do, and where his proper

place as quarter-master general was

anywhere but where his courage car

ried him. Craufurd with all his

brilliant qualities was dangerous, and

not so implicitly to be trusted as Lord

Hill, of whom the Duke said, “he is

immovable and steady as a rock; what

ever I tell him to do, I am sure it will

be done to the letter.” Mr. Larpent

says of this dashing officer—

“I have heard a number of anecdotes of

General Craufurd. He was very clever and

knowing in his profession all admit, and led

on his division to the day of his death in

most gallant style; but Lord Wellington

never knew what he would do. He con

stantly acted in his own way, contrary to

orders: and as he commanded the advanced

division, at times perplexed Lord Wellington

considerably, who never could be sure where

he was. On one occasion, near Guinaldo,

he remained across a river by himself—that

is, or ly with his own division—nearly a

whºle day after he was called in by Lord

Wellington. He said he knew he could

defend his position. Lord Wellington, when

he came back, only said, ‘I am glad to see

you safe, Craufurd." The latter replied,

* Oh, I was in no danger, I assure you.'

“But I was, from your conduct,' said Lord

Wellington. Upon which Craufurd ob

served, ‘He is d h crusty to-day !'

Lord Wellington knew his merits and

humoured him. It was surprising what he

bore from him at times.”

Craufurd in 1810, when Massena

invaded Portugal, kept his single corps

for two months within a march or two

of the French army, laid the country

under contribution for his support,

intercepted the French foraging par

ties, and, finally, fought 40,000 men

for a whole day on the Coa, with the

river at his back, and carried off his

division, inflicting on the enemy a

heavier loss than he sustained. His

tactics were faulty, but his gallantr

was excessive; and the action, thoug

an error, was a brilliant episode which

astonished the enemy not a little.

Sir W. Napier, whose praise is the

more valuable, as not being easily

obtained or indiscriminately bestowed,

says of Craufurd, in conjunction with

Picton, that both were officers of mark

and pretension, but adds, that they

were insubordinate to their superiors

and harsh in command. Had Crau

furd lived, he would undoubtedly have

risen to higher distinction and much

more exalted rank, but he lacked the

coolness to manage a great battle, and

the head to plan a complicated cam

paign.

Spain is a difficult country to make

war in, and many reputations have

been withered in the attempt. Henry

IV. of France, who was not only a

daring soldier, but a skilful general,

declared that it was hopeless to carry

on military operations in that country,

for thatji. would be beaten,

and large ones starved. Now, the

Duke of Wellington carried on war in

Spain for six years, with small armies

and large ones, and without being

either beaten or starved. It is true

he suffered much from the imbecility of

native cabinets, the incompetence of

the Spanish generals, and the constant

F.". of the regular troops; until

e declared, with bitterness of spirit,

after the fruits of Talavera were

wrested from him, “I have fished in

many troubled waters, but Spanish

waters I will never fish in again.”

In May, 1813, the British army

broke up from the frontiers of Portu

gal, which Lord Wellington looked on

for the last time; and then com

menced that brilliant march which

found him in the following year, after

a series of victories and perpetual

fighting, in possession of Toulouse and

Bordeaux, and in a fair way of real

ising Lord Liverpool's prognosticated

march to Paris, so long looked upon

and laughed at as an idle chimera.

The invasion of the sacred territory of

France was to be the signal of utter

and irretrievable ruin to the invaders,

who, on the contrary, often found

themselves more kindly received, and

treated with a more cordial welcome,

than on the supposed friendly soil

of Spain. Lord Wellington was at

one time more apprehensive of his

allies in his rear than of the enemy in

his front, and was by no means confi

dent that he should not be compelled

to #. his way back through the peo

ple he had liberated. The French

relinquished Burgos without a strug

le, and retired behind the Ebro.

fºr. abandoned his impregnable

castle, and by offering no opportunity
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for a second investment, prevented

history from recording of the Duke as

of Marlborough, that he never besieged

a town which he did not take. After

the decisive day of Vittoria, the

French fought against hope, and with

the certain and discouraging prestige

of defeat, but they struggled gallantly

and pertinaciously; and Soult con

tinued to uphold the falling cause of

his master with a fidelity that gained

for him universal applause. Mr. Lar

pent, although a non-combatant, con

trived to expose himself to many

dangers, and at last was taken prisoner,

but he was soon released through the

application of Lord Wellington, and

the intercession of General Count

Gazan, to whose lady he had shown

courtesy and kindness, when she was

left with many other fair captives

amongst the spoils of Vittoria. The

lady, it appears, was renowned for her

gallantries, but her husband, incredu

lous as Belisarius, turned a deaf ear to

all these idle stories, and never suffered

them to disturb his domestic quiet.

Mr. Larpent speaks in rather dis

araging terms of the Guards and

ousehold Cavalry, whom he con

siders as less hardy warriors, and less

effective in the field, than the ordinary

battalions and squadrons of the work

ing line.

“The Life-Guards and Blues,” he says,

“looked well on their entrance into Palen

tia, and on their march yesterday; the for

mer, however, seem dull and out of spirits,

and have some sore backs among their horses.

The Blues seem much more up to the thing,

but they are neither of them very fit for ge

neral service here. Lord Wellington saves

them up for some grand coup, houses them

when he can, and takes care of them.”

When we remember that these Pata

#. householders, and their mount,

ad cost the country, man by man, at

least £300 before they got to Vittoria,

we need scarcely wonder that a prudent

general should hesitate to bring such

costly warriors into action, unless an

opportunity offered of sending them

in to finish, as they say in the ring,

and as they afterwards did so manfully

at Waterloo.

Mr. Larpent contrived to get a good

view, without being exposed to much

danger, of the grand field-day of Wit

toria," of which, and of the state of the

ground and city after the battle, when

strewed with the whole materiel of the

French army, he gives an animated

account, as also of his accidental ren

contre with the Countess de Gazan.

It appears that about £250,000 in hard

cash, in gold, was taken with the

French military chest at Vittoria, but

a very small portion found its way into

the public coffers. Our author says

on this subject—

“Much was certainly plundered by the

natives and soldiers, the latter offering nine

dollars for a guinea for the sake of carriage.

Lord Wellington, however, has his suspicions

of pillage by the civil departments; he has

also heard various stories of money taken on

the road back from Vittoria. I do not know

what may come of this; I have made out

but little satisfactory as yet; I think, how

ever, one gentleman I examined yesterday

intended to keep two thousand dollars. At

the same time, the understanding that this

was all fair seems pretty general.”

This much is quite certain, that

large sums of money were privately ap

propriated from the spoils of Vittoria,

and that the high authorities passed

the matter over without any very

rigid investigation. During Sir John

Moore's retreat to Corunna, in 1809,

much treasure was abandoned on the

road, from the constant deaths of the

carriage-mules, and the impossibility

of transporting it further. The casks

containing dollars were broken in, and

the money thrown down the ravines,

whence it was afterwards gathered up by

the peasants and the pursuing enemy.

An English soldier's wife collected as

many dollars as she was able to carry,

and placed them round her waist. De

spite the fatigue of long marches and

scanty food, she arrived safely at the

lace of embarkation with the prize.

ut on stepping into a boat, her foot

slipped over the gunwale, when she

sank immediately and never rose again.

The weight of the dollars, from which

she was unable to extricate herself,

Wºl ced the unlooked for catastrophe.

We are rather startled to find at page

257, vol. i., the following passage,

* He was scarcely as comfortable as Campbell the poet at Hohenlinden, or Lord Hutchin

son at Friedland, who severally witnessed those two great battles from the steeple of a neigh

bouring church.
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which has occasioned much animadver

sion and strong dissentient opinions

amongst military readers:—

“In marching, our men have no chance

at all with the French. The latter beat

them hºllow, and, I believe, principally ow

in: to their being a more intelligent set of

beings, seeing consequences more, and feeling

them. This makes them sober and orderly

whenever it becomes material, and on a

pinch their exertions and individual activity

are astonishing. Our men get sulky and

desperate, drink excessively, and become

daily more weak and unable to proceed,

principally from their own conduct. They

eat voraciously when opportunity offers, after

having had short fare. This brings on

fluxes, &c. In every respect, except courage,

they are cery inferior soldiers to the French

and Germans. When the two divisions, the

4th and Light," crossed through Tafalla the

day before yesterday, the more soldier-like

appearance and conduct of the foreigners,

thou-h in person naturally inferior, was very

mortifying. Lord Wellington feels it much,

and is much hurt.”

Without impugning in the slightest

degree the value of Mr. Larpent's ge

neral observations or the merit of his

book—on a purely military point we

ean scarcely consider a non-combatant

and civilian as a competent authority.

His professional duties and judicial

capacity brought him much more in

personal contact with the delinquents

—the drones, scamps, and malingererst

of the army— than with the hardy

veterans and able men who constitute

the staple; while the former include

only the exceptions in a well-organised

regiment. It cannot be disputed that

drunkenness has ever been the bane

and besetting sin of the three gallant

nations who compose the British army,

and all are prone to become disorderly

and insubordinate, to straggle and

plunder, on a retreat. But let a halt

take place with the prospect of en

gaging, and the ranks are speedil

filled, and discipline restored. This

was remarkably evidenced at Lugo,

where Sir John Moore offered the

battle, which Marshal Soult prudently

declined; and still more signally at

Corunna, where the transports had

not arrived, and the exhausted infan

try, entirely unsupported by cavalry,

were forced to join combat with a

superior enemy, and in an unfavour

able position. When a French army

is surprised, or driven headlong from a

field of battle, as at the Douro, at

Arroyo de Molinos, and at Vittoria,

they fling away every incumbrance,

including arms, accoutrements, and

knapsacks, and, as Sir W. Napier says,

it is impossible for others to keep pace

with them who retain their usual gear.

But in fair marching, in the fatigue

and endurance of a campaign, it has

never yet been found, either in ancient

or modern times, that the French were

superior or equal to the English. In

Shakspeare's Henry V., the King, in re

ply to Mountjoy, the French herald who

summons him to surrender, says:–

“My people are with sickness much enfeebled 1

My numbers lessen'd : and those few I have,

Almost no better than sº many French i

Who, when they were in health, I tell thee, herald,

I thought, upon one pair of English legs,

Did march three Frenchmen."—Act iii. sc. 6.

Such was the national opinion on this

subject when Shakspeare wrote, in the

reign of Queen Elizabeth. Now for a

sample in our own days. Sir W. Napier

says—

“This day also (July 29th, 1809) Gene

ral Robert Craufurd reached the English

camp with the 43rd, 52nd, and 95th Rifles,

and immediately took charge of the outposts.

These troops, leaving only seventeen strag

glers behind in twenty-six hours, crossed

the field of battle in a close and compact

body, having in that time passed over sixty

two English miles, in the hottest season of

the year, each man carrying from fifty to

sixty pounds weight upon his shoulders.

Had the historian Gibbon known of such a

march, he would have spared his sneer about

the delicacy of modern soldiers.”— Wol. ii.

p. 400.

The same unquestionable authority,

when concluding a comparative sum

mary of the soldiers of modern Europe,

says—“The result of an hundred bat.

tles, and the admitted testimony of

foes as well as friends, assigns the first

place to the English infantry.” He is

not in the least blind to their defects,

but long service has deeply impressed

* Two choice divisions of the British army.

t An exclusive military term applied to lazy soldiers who avoid duty under the pretence

of illness, or maim themselves to obtain their discharge.

weakly or puny.

Derived from the French, malingre,
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on him a conviction of their superior

qualities; and heproduces other reasons

with those we have named above, why

a French army, under sudden disaster

or dispersion, can re-assemble and pick

up their stragglers much more rapidly

than an English force would be enabled

to do under the same circumstances.

Neither did the average of sick in hos

pital, in Lord Wellington's army, dur

ing the Peninsular campaigns, exceed

that of the French divisions opposed

to him, as a reference to the different

returns will show. During the latter

years, the Allies were under canvas,

while the French continued the usual

practice of bivouacking in the open

air. Many lives were saved, and much

sickness avoided by the use of tents,

which, although they much increased

the difficulty and expense of transport,

amply repaid the inconvenience of both.

Mr. Larpent relates a curious anec

dote of Lord Wellington, that the

Prince Regent was very anxious that

he should correspond with him di

rectly, and much hurt that he never

did so. “But,” says his Lordship, “I

wrote to his ministers, and that was

enough. What had I to do with him

However, his late favour was a reason

for my writing, and I have had a most

gracious answer, evidently courting

further correspondence, but which

shall not comply with.” He after

wards changed this resolution, being

completely won over by the autograph

letter from the Regent after Vittoria,

in which he presented his general with

the staff of a marshal of England, in

return for that of Jourdan taken on

the field, and forwarded to him as a

*f;The situation of judge advocate

general in an army composed of

many nations, such as that under

Lord Wellington, must at all times

have been a very busy one. Mr. Lar

pent's courts-martial were many and

important, but he seems to have got

through his official business with great

intelligence and activity, and, by dint

of hanging and flogging, at the end of

a year a respectable state of moral dis

cipline was tolerably well restored. But

he had difficulties to encounter, which

might have been avoided. He says–

“The new Mutiny Act has been sent out

to me. There are several changes—one I

see which I suggested; but the business is

very much bungled. The Mutiny Act and

Articles of War are now at variance, as the

latter have not been altered with the former.

By the first, an officer may now be tried here

by a court of seven members; by the Articles

there must be thirteen."

And this discrepancy remained un

altered, when half-an-hour's attention

on the part of the home officials, seated

at a desk, would have set all right,

and removed a puzzling contradiction.

Before the appointment of Mr. Lar
pent, Lord Wellington, in addition to

his other multifarious duties, seems to

have had the arrangement of the courts

martial entirely thrown upon his own

hands, which irked him not a little,

and sometimes made him lose his tem

per. The members occasionally were

either unacquainted with their duty,

or unwilling to do it. Once he swore

angrily, and said his whole table was

covered with details of robbery, mu

tiny, and complaints from all quar

ters, in all languages, and that he should

soon be nothing but a general of

courts-martial. IIe was more easily

excited to anger on this disagreeable

subject than on any other. Religious

observances seem to have been less

rigorously attended to in the Penin

sula, than in the armies under Marl

borough in the Low Countries. Our

author says:—

“You ask about our religious duties.

There are four or five more clergymen in

Portugal, but no one now at head-quarters.

The one stationed there, went away ill about

a twelvemonth since, as I hear.”

At all times during the last war,

the number of military chaplains at

tached to the different corps on ser

vice, and settled at foreign stations,

was much too limited for the purpose.

A little trait of personal peculiarity in

the Great Captain, is thus noticed:–

“In one instance, Lord Wellington is not

like Frederick the Great. He is remark

ably neat, and most particular in his dress,

considering his situation. He is well made,

knows it, and is willing to set off to the best

what nature has bestowed. In short, like

every great man, present or past, almost

without exception, he is vain. He cuts the

skirts of his own coats shorter to make them

look smarter; and, only a short time since,

I found him discussing the cut of his half

boots, and suggesting alterations to his ser

vant when I went in upon business. The

vanity of great men shows itself in different

ways, but, I believe, always exists in some

shape or other."
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We have not been accustomed to

look upon the Duke as remarkably se

dulous of dress, although on grand oc

casions he made a sufficient display,

when he wore his principal orders

and decorations blazing on a coat more

rzeous than the celebrated habit of

rince Esterhazy, which, it was said,

cost him £200 in repairs and damages

every time it was put on. The Duke

had a custom of wearing a white neck

cloth in uniform, which gave him rather

a slovenly look; and a flippant French

duchess once called him “Le Duc de

Vilain-ton,” because he appeared at a

full-dress party in something less than

grande tenue. He was also familiarly

called in the army, “the Beau,” from

his usual plain attire, and apparent

negligence of outward splendour. That

vanity is an inherent compound or at

tendant of greatness, is a wide posi

tion, which admits of much argument

and endless demonstration. Many

distinguished men affect or adopt ec

centricities, of which vanity may be

the inciting cause. Lord Nelson was

fond of exhibiting his stars, and de

lighted in having his horses taken out,

and his carriage drawn by the mob.

The celebrated Lord Peterborough,

though light, and vain, and proud, had

no weakness of this kind. Once, the

pulace taking him for the Duke of

lborough, insisted on dragging him

through the streets in triumph. “Gen

tlemen,” said he, “I can assure you by

two reasons, that I am not the Duke

of Marlborough. In the first place, I

have only five guineas in my pocket;

and, in the second, they are heartily

at your service.” So, throwing his

purse amongst them, he got out of

their hands with loud huzzas and ac

clamations. Richardson, in his Anec

dotes, says:—“The great Earl of Pe

terborough, who had much sense, much

wit, and much whim, leaped out of his

chariot one day on seeing a dancing

master with pearl-coloured silk stock

ings, lightly stepping over the broad

stones, and picking his way in ex

tremely dirty weather, and ran after

him (who soon took to his heels) with

his drawn sword, in order to drive him

into the mud, but into which he, of

course, followed himself.”

All singularities may be traced

home to a certain degree of vanity,

of which prevailing weakness, the old

leather breeches of Frederick the

Great, the coarse coat and brass

buttons of Charles XII., the small

cocked hat and grey capote of Na

poleon, the blanket and tub of Dio

genes, and even the pious beaver

and modest drab of the Quaker, may

be included as samples. Philosophy

itself has no objection to an occasional

flourish of trumpets. The ancient

sages taught in the schools, and mo

dern philomaths lecture at public in

stitutions, but who shall say that they

are not as much incited by the vanity of

showing their acquirements, as by the

desire of instructing their fellow-ci

tizens. Even Seneca declared, that

if knowledge was bestowed on him, on

condition that he should not impart it,

he would decline the gift.

The Guards, or, as they were usually

denominated, “the gentlemen's sons,”

are not considered by Mr. Larpent as

more effective for “roughing it" on

a long campaign than the Household

Cavalry. They were too much ac

customed to luxuries, and less patient

under privations than the hardier and

... mass who constituted the

ordinary food for powder. Our author

says:—

“Both men and officers are only fit for

our old style of expedition—a landing, a

short march, and a good fight, and then a

lounge home again."

Certainly, the chosen cohorts en

joyed a good dinner more than a bi

vouac fire, and a bottle of port in pre

ference to a canteen full of muddy

water; but in the field of battle their

inherent gallantry never failed to show

itself, and conventional fopperies and

delicacies retired at once into the back

ground. In the early and unlaurelled

campaigns of the Low Countries at

the commencement of the French Re

volution, in Egypt, at Talavera, at

Barossa, at Waterloo, wherever the

Praetorian bands were brought in close

contact with the enemy, they exhibited

the courage of true British soldiers,

and the constancy under fire of ex

perienced veterans. It has been often

urged by well qualified military autho

rities, that the institution of guards is

in itself unnecessay and detrimental

to sound military discipline, as creating

jealousies and distinctions which im

pede rather than advance the true in

terests and efficiency of the service.

The question is complicated, and open

to long discussion, but the measure of
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abolition is not likely to be adopted

under any monarchical government.

We shall soon see that the new so

vereign of France will restore the

Imperial Guards, with all their dis

tinguished privileges and external

brilliancy. There is one point, how

ever, which we never could under

stand—why our Household Cavalry,

having beaten the picked cuirassiers

of Napoleon at Waterloo without de

fensive armour, should afterwards

be made to adopt the useless incum

brance which had proved as weak

as silk before their brawny arms and

well-poised weapons. We conclude it

must have been for the imposing na

ture of the pageant, and to gladden the

eyes of the Cockneys on a gala-day.

The cuirasses will assuredly be laid

aside whenever the gallant wearers are

called into the field of action. Man

and horse are equallylº by the

additional weight with which both are

overloaded. -

We subjoin one more extract, which

resents a comprehensive summary of

rd Wellington's feelings, views, and

position, at the time when it was

written, during his last brilliant cam

paign, previous to the general peace of

1814:—

“You ask me if Lord Wellington has re

collected— with regard 2 He seems to

have had a great opinion of him, but has

scarcely ever mentioned him to me. In truth,

I think Lord Wellington has an active, busy

mind, always looking to the future, and is so

used to lose a useful man, that as soon as

gone, he seldom thinks more of him. He

would be always, I have no doubt, ready to

serve any one who had been about him,

who was gone, or the friend of a deceased

friend, but he seems not to think much about

you when once out of the way. He has too

much of everything and everybody always

in his way to think much of the absent."

(The fact was, he had neither time nor fancy

for the parade of sentiment. He was not a

man to get up such parting scenes as the

last interview of Napoleon with Lannes at

Essling, and Duroc at Bautzen. He was in

every respect the antipodes of theatrical

effect.) “He said the other day he had got

advantages now over every other general. He

could do what others dare not attempt, and

he had got the confidence of the three allied

powers, so that what he said or ordered was,

right or wrong, always thought right. And the

same, said he, with regard to the troops; when

I come myself the soldiers think what they

have to do the most important as I am there,

and that all will depend on their exertions;

of course these are increased in proportion,

and they will do for me what perhaps no one

else can make them do He said he had

several of the advantages possessed by Buona

parte, from his freedom of action, and power

of acting without being constantly called to

account. Buonaparte was quite free from all

inquiry—he was himself, in fact, very much

so. The other advantages Buonaparte pos

sessed, and which he made so much use of

(Lord Wellington said), was his full latitude

of lying, that, if so disposed, he added, he could

not do."

It is certain that English generals

are often deprived of half their free

judgment and power of command, by

the dread of responsibility, and the

certainty that a single failure will for

ever shut them out from all hopes of

future advancement. Sir John Moore,

in particular, was much fettered and

thwarted by these impediments, as also

by the undue interference of incom

petent or ill-informed political officials,

who, as often as they meddled, were

sure to mislead. Lord Wellington

soared above all this when he had

achieved a colossal reputation by a

long course of victory, and thus, many

obstacles, as he himself freely admitted,

were swept out of his path. At all

times his intelligence was constant and

accurate. He knew every movement and

intended operation of the enemy al

most as soon as they were conceived,

while they, on the other hand, were

totally in the dark as to his plans, ex

cept by what they could collect from

the English newspapers in opposition,

who never failed to supply them to the

best of their abilities. The Duke, in

the Peninsula, had an unlimited com

mand of secret-service money, which

was most effectively employed, while it

has never appeared that theexpenditure

was excessive. Correct information is

the base of all brilliant strokes in war,

and must be obtained, coute qui coute,

by the commander who means to asto

nish the world and his opponents by an

unexpected blow. Napoleon, during

his first Italian campaign in 1796, gave

£900 to a spy, who informed him of

the intended combination of the dif

ferent Austrian corps for the relief of

Mantua, and this enabled him to antici

pate and divide them, and to win Rivoli

and Arcola. The Duke had faithful

correspondents on whom he could de

pend even at the head-quarters, and in

the immediate families of the generals

opposed to him.

Ourlimits warn us thatwe must close
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Mr. Larpent's volumes, which we do, re

commending them to all readers who

wish to be amused while they are in

structed, and who will find them to

combine the utile cum dulci in very

agreeable proportions. They have

rapidly gone through the first edition,

a second is announced, and their popu

larity cannot fail to be enduring. They

will last and be referred to as a valuable

appendage to the history of the greatest

warrior of our age, and as containing

anecdotes equally interesting and au

thentic of his private character and

transactions. e was not a man of

warm, enthusiastic impulse. Had he

been so moulded he would have been

less fitted for his post; but he was in

variably just, honourable, and con

sistent, governed by sound principle

and habitual self-control. If not given

to inordinate praise, he was equally

sparing of censure," and one leading

reason which, in conversation, he as

signed for not writing the history of

his own campaigns was, that he should

be compelled to speak the truth, and

are down reputations which had been

inflated beyond their wholesome bulk.

Voltaire, who delighted in undervaluing
human nature, said, that no man was

a hero to his valet-de-chambre–mean

ing that close intimacy unveils in

firmities, and dissipates the halo of

superiority with which greatness ap

pears to be surrounded when viewed

from a distance. The phrase has be

come proverbial, but is rather a

pungent sarcasm than an aphoristic

truth. There are characters which will

endure the test of the most familiar

scrutiny, and retain their pretensions

even when we are introduced to them

behind the scenes of every day life.

The Duke was one of these rare ex

amples. His nearest associates never

felt their respect diminished by in

timacy, and the veneration which all

acknowledged for the patriot, the legis

lator, and the victorious commander,

is increased rather than diminished as

we become better acquainted with the

manners, opinions, and domestic habits

of the individual man.

Baron Muffling's volume, , entitled

“Passages from my Life,” ably edited

by Colonel Philip Yorke, was origi

nally published in the early part of

1851, soon after the decease of the

author. The book was reviewed at

great length in the Quarterly Review

for December, 1851, and especially re

commended as deserving translation.

The author left these memoirs as an in

heritance to his children, and says him

self, in his preface, that he considers

them more in the light of family pro

perty than as documents suited for

publication. In many respects they

soar beyond personal anecdotes , or

private memoranda, and reach the im

portance of authentic history. There

are points we shall select in which

they are particularly valuable. The

ortion of this work pre-eminently

interesting to English readers, is

that which treats of the campaign of

Waterloo, where the author first came

in contact with the Duke of Wel

lington, being attached to his head

quarters to keep up the correspondence

and connexion between the English

commander-in-chief and the Prussian

Field-Marshal Blucher. He proceeded

to his appointment without much em

pressement, not anticipating that it

would prove particular y satisfactory or

important. The result equally falsified

his expectations. By some strange mis

conception,General VonGneisenau, the

chief of the Prussian staff, had adopted

a very erroneous estimate of the Duke

of Wellington's character, which he

endeavoured to impress on the envoy.

He warned him on his departure to be

much on his guard with the Duke, for,

as he said, by his early relations with

India, and his transactions with the

deceitful nabobs, this distinguished

eneral had so accustomed himself to

uplicity, that he had at last become

such a master in the art, as even to

outwit the nabobs themselves. Eng

lishmen can afford to smile while they

are a little astonished at the extra

ordinary mistakes of foreigners, even

when friends and allies. A more

straightforward, guileless person than

the Duke of Wellington never ex

isted in the annals of public life. His

unswerving honesty and singleness of

purpose, is, perhaps, his highest dis

tinguishing quality, a great secret of

his constant success, and the undoubted

"The memorable order after the retreat from Burgos may be quoted as an exception, but it

was issued under very trying circumstances and a great disappointment. The Duke himself

subsequently admitted that in some points it exceeded in harshness.
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charm by which he won the confidence

of all who came in contact with him,

either when joined in command, as

sociated in diplomacy, or entirely sub

ordinate to his controlling genius.

Baron Muſling soon found that Gneise

nau (who in fact really commanded the

Prussian army, while Blucher merely

acted the part of “Marshal Forwards,”

as the bravest in battle and most inde

fatigable in exertion), had led him into

a gross misconception as to the great

man with whom he was now in constant

intercourse. In a short time he

won his entire confidence, which the

Duke bestowed on him without reserve,

when he found the Prussian officer, in

every point discussed between them,

told him the simple truth. Mufiling

says, “he had seen that I had the well

fare of all at heart, and that I en

tertained towards him thereverence due

to those talents as a commander, which

did not more distinguish him than the

openness and rectitude of his cha

racter.” The following remarks on

the unlimited authority exercised by

the English general are well worthy of

being transcribed and remembered:—

“I perceived” (says Baron Muſling),

“that the Duke exercised far greater power

in the army he commanded than Prince

Blucher in the one committed to his care.

The rules of the English service permitted

the suspension of any officer, and sending him

back to England. The Duke had used this

power during the war in Spain, when dis

obedience showed itself amongst the higher

officers. Sir Robert Wilson was an instance

of this. Amongst all the generals, from the

leaders of corps to the commanders of brigades,

not one was to be found in the allied

army who had been known as refractory.

It was not the custom in this army to criticise

or control the commander-in-chief. Dis

cipline was strictly enforced, every one knew

his rights and his duties. The Duke, in

matters of service, was very short and de

cided. He allowed questions, but dismissed

all such as were unnecessary. His detractors

have accused him of being inclined to en

croach on the functions of others, a charge

which is at variance with my experience.”

We have been so accustomed to

think the code of military discipline in

the Prussian service, established by

Frederick William, and carried out with

additional severity under his son and

successor, Frederick the Great, as so

stern and peremptory, so absolute

in principle and detail, that we are

rather surprised to find an unquestion

able authority representing it as lax

and indulgent, when compared with

Out OWI). iºn. the battle of Water

loo, Baron Muffling saw a very striking

illustration of the uncompromising spirit

with which English officers carry out

the orders delivered to them. Two

brigades of British cavalry stood on the

left wing. He rode up to the com

manders of both, and urged them at a

critical moment to cut in upon the

scattered infantry of the enemy, observ

ing that they could not fail to bring

back at least 3,000 prisoners. Both

agreed with him fully, but, shrugging

their shoulders, answered, “Alas! we

dare not; the Duke of Wellington is

very strict in enforcing obedience to

prescribed regulations.”

The Prussian general had afterwards

an opportunity of speaking with the

Duke on this point, which he did with

the less reserve, as the two officers in

uestion were amongst the most dis

tinguished of the army, and had ren

dered signal services with their brigades

in the proceedings of the day. The

Duke replied at once, that the two ge

nerals were perfectly correct in their

answer, for had they made such a gra

tuitous attack without his permission,

even though the greatest success had

crowned their attempt, he must have

brought them to a court-martial.

“With us,” he added, “it is a fixed

rule, that a general placed in a pre

arranged position has unlimited power

to act within it, according to his judg

ment; for instance, if the enemy as

sails him, he may defend himself on

the spot, or meet the foe from a covered

position; and in both cases, he may

pursue them, but never further than

the obstacle behind which the position

assigned him lay; in one word, such

obstacle, until fresh orders, is the limit

of his action.”

The idle tales that the allies were

surprised at the opening of the cam

paign of 1815, their forces dislocated,

and that the Prussians won the great

fight, while the English only with dif.

ficulty held their position, have long

been refuted by ample military inves

tigation, and the sound conclusions are

now fully confirmed by this memoir

of Baron Muffling, which corroborates

and enlarges on the opinion he delivered

long since in a former published ac

count of the battle of Waterloo. His

testimony is most explicit as to the

fact, “that the battle could have af
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forded no favourable result to the

enemy, even if the Prussians had never

come up.” Sir Walter Scott's con

clusion was perfectly right, when he

wound up his narrative by saying, “The

laurels of Waterloo must be divided–

the British won the battle, the Prus

sians completed and rendered available

the victory.” It was an action of con

cert from the beginning, and the late

arrival of the Prussians was not cal

culated on. In all reasonable estimate,

they were expected on the 5.
earlier. The heavy rains had c ogged

and impeded the roads, and made them

almost impassable for artillery, tum

brils, and ammunition wagons, ren

dering the march of infantry slow and

irregular. The Duke himself said,

“even if Blucher had not come up at all

I would have held my ground through

the night; he must have been with me

early in the morning, and we then would

not have left Bonaparte an army.” In

Captain Siborne's original model, the

Prussian advance is represented as

over-lapping the French right at Plan

chenoit at a much earlier hour in the

day than this movement actually took

place. He was long before he was

convinced of this error, of which he

finally received full conviction, and

altered the model accordingly. The

most remarkable incident alluded to in

the memoirs of Baron Muffling, is the

strange fact that Blucher positively in

tended to treat Napoleon as a brigand,

and shoot him off hand, if the chances

of war, a private treaty, or treachery,

had placed him in his power; and that

it was only through the urgent remon

strances of the Duke ofWellington that

the savage old Prussian was induced to

give upa measureof personal vengeance,

which, if circumstances had allowed

him to carry it into effect, would have

tarnished his own laurels, and cast an

indelible disgrace on his country.

Muffling's account of this intended

outrage, more worthy of Attila or

Genghis, than of a warrior of the nine

teenth century, is as characteristic as

it is interesting. He says:—

“During the march on Paris, Field-Mar

shal Blucher had at one time a prospect of

getting Napoleon into his power; the de

livering up of Napoleon was the invariable

condition stipulated by him in every con

ference with the French Commissioners sent

to treat for peace or an armistice. I received

from him instructions to inform the Duke of

Wellington, that as the Congress of Vienna

wol. XLII.-No. CCXLVII.

had declared Napoleon outlawed, it was his

intention to have him shot, whenever he

caught him. But he desired, at the same

time to know what were the Duke's views

on this subject, for should he entertain

the same as himself, he wished to act

in concert with him. The Duke stared

at me in astonishment, and in the first place

disputed the correctness of this interpretation

of the Viennese declaration of outlawry,

which was never meant to incite to the assas

sination of Napoleon. He therefore did not

think that they could acquire from this act

any right to order Napoleon to be shot,

should they succeed in making him a pri

soner of war. But be this as it may, as far

as his own position, and that of the Field

Marshal with respect to Napoleon were con

cerned, it appeared to him that, since the

battle they had won, they were become much

too conspicuous personages to justify such a

transaction in the eyes of Europe. I had

already felt the force of the Duke's argu

ments before I most reluctantly undertook

my mission, and was little disposed to dis

pute them. “I, therefore,' continued the

Duke, “wish my friend and colleague to see

this matter in the light I do; such an act

would hand down our names to history

stained by a crime, and posterity would say

of us, that we did not deserve to be the con

querors of Napoleon; the more so as such a

deed is now quite useless, and can have no

object.'"

If Napoleon was made aware of the

tender dispositions of Blucher towards

him, we can readily understand his

anxiety to escape from France, and

the comparative security with which

he must have felt himself surrounded,

when treading the quarter-deck of a

British seventy-four. It was not easy

to divert Blucher from the object he

had doggedly taken up, but the Duke

prevailed and won him over. Gneise

nau's final communication to Baron

Muffling on the subject marks the

yielding deference paid to the English
general, while the Prussian authorities

acknowledge no sympathy with his

moral convictions:–

“To The MAJor-GENERAL BARON voN

MUFFLING.

“I am directed by the Field-Marshal to

request your Excellency to communicate to

the Duke of Wellington, that it had been his

intention to execute Bonaparte on the spot

where the Duc D'Enghien was shot; that

out of deference, however, to the Duke's

wishes, he will abstain from this measure,

but that the Duke must take on himself the

responsibility of its non-enforcement. It ap

pears to me that the English would feel em

barrassed by the delivery of Bonaparte to

c
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them; your Excellency will therefore only

direct the negotiations, so that he may be de

livered up to us. When the Duke of Welling

ton declares himself against the execution

of Bonaparte, he thinks and acts in the mat

ter as a Briton. Great Britain is under

weightier obligations to no mortal man than

to this very villain; for by the occurrences

whereof he is the author, her greatness, pros

perity and wealth, have attained their present

elevation. It is quite otherwise with us Prus

sians. We have been impoverished by him.

Our nobility will never be able to right

itself again. But be it so | If others will

assume a theatrical magnanimity, I shall not

set myself against it. We act thus from

esteem for the Duke, and—weakness.

(Signed) “Count Vos GNElseNAU.

* Senlis, June 29th, 1815.”

This is unquestionably a very unique

official document, and shows the lasting

rancour which the excesses of the

French in Prussia had implanted in

the memories of her children and war

riors. Our “gentlemen of England,

who live at home at ease,” know

nothing of these little episodes of war,

by practical experience, or they would

listen with less unction to the ha

rangues of peace-demagogues, who

would fain persuade them that a standing

army is an unnecessary evil, and that

the soldier's calling is as unholy as it

is wasteful and superfluous. An indi

vidual case of retaliation on the part

of a Prussian officer, occurred within

the writer's knowledge, soon after the

occupation of Paris by the allies in

1815. He was billeted on a French

family, who treated him with great

kindness, and he conducted himself

with reciprocal decorum.” After two

or three months, the eldest son of the

house, who had been taken prisoner in

the retreat from Moscow, returned

from Russia, and came home. The

Prussian and he recognised each other

at the first glance, and scarcely ac

nowledged acquaintanceship by a cold
inclination. inner was announced.

The Prussian, for the first time, found

fault with everything, swore at the ser–

vants, flung the dishes about as wildly

as Petruchio does in the farce, broke

lates, glasses and decanters, dashed

§. his chair, and finally, drew his

sword and began gesticulating like a

madman, declaring that he would sum

mon in his troop and inflict chastise

ment on the whole family. The women

screamed and fainted. The father

wept and implored, but the young

Frenchman sat pallid, silent, and ap

palled. The English , officer inter

fered, and tried to pacify his brother

lodger, who, he thought, was seized

with sudden insanity.

He became collected in a moment,

and resumed his habitual mildness.

“Madam,” said he, addressing the

lady of the mansion, “pardon me,

while I explain my strange conduct.

Your son, who stands there, was an

inmate of my father's house in Berlin

for two months. He was received as I

have been by you, with kindness and

respect, and all his wants anticipated;

but his daily conduct, without the

slightest provocation, was such as I

have now exhibited; let him deny or

resent this as he pleases. I leave your

house, now that he has returned to it;

and he knows where to find me.” So

saying, he left the room. The young

Frenchman was too conscious of the

truth of this charge to take any further

steps in the matter, or evince the slight

est resentment. On the march up to

Paris after Waterloo, the Prussians

occupied the finest chateaux and most

comfortable farms; and in the morning

before their departure, generally burn

ed the stables, broke the furniture, and

particularly wreaked their vengeance

on the ornamental glasses and large

mirrors with which French mansions

are so amply provided. The English

army, who followed in their track,

found the marks of their predecessors

in visible desolation wherever they ar

rived. When the restoration ofthe pic

tures and statues in the Louvre was de

termined on, the French government

entreated the Duke of Wellington to

prevent their dispersion; but here he

exercised the same conscientious in

tegrity with which he had interdicted

personal outrage on Napoleon. He

refused peremptorily to interfere. As

the French, he said, had seized these

masterpieces of art by force of arms

and as trophies of conquest, they had

a just right to disgorge them when the

tide of success turned back into an

other channel. It was an opportunity

for teaching them a great moral lesson,

which ought not to be neglected. But

again, when Blucher, in an ebullition

* The writer's brother, a young officer in the staff corps, was quartered in the same house.
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of drunken frenzy, determined on

blowing up the bridge of Jena, and

actually ordered a body of engineers,

sappers and miners, to get under arms

for that purpose, the Duke once more

restrained the barbarism of his col

league, and convinced him that the

destruction of a monument could nei

ther re-write nor falsify the pages of

history, and that Jena was more cre

ditably balanced by Rosbach on the

one side, and Waterloo on the other.

During the occupation of Paris in 1815,

and the early part of 1816, the Prus

sians literally lived at free quarters,

exacted what they pleased—well know

ing that in any complaint they would

be supported by their own authorities,

and that even a gross outrage would

be unlistened to, or glossed over. The

English were coerced within the strict

est bonds of discipline; and a complaint

on the part of a Frenchman, however

slightly founded, was redressed on the

instant. If you even laughed at your

landlord—which it was almost impos

sible to avoid, as he was generally in a

state of excitement, gesticulating like a

galvanised frog on the least provocation

—you were certain to be reprimanded

by your commanding-officer for a viola

tion of internationaldecorum. Wecould

enumerate some amusing cases which

came within our personal knowledge;

but we reserve them for a more ap

propriate opportunity. On the whole,

the Prussians were hated, but treated

with respect and attention, at a ver

slight disbursement; while theEºi
paid heavily for small accommodation,

and were looked upon as fools, for

passing by opportunities which they

might fairly have used to their own ad

vantage. But it has been ever thus

from remote antiquity. We pay all,

fight all, and lose all, by mistaken

magnanimity, which nobody under

stands or reciprocates—when all is in

our power.

“Three Years with the Duke of

Wellington in Private Life,” generally

supposed to be writen by Lord William

Lennox, is a light, agreeable volume,

more exclusively anecdotal and do

mestic than either of the works we

have already noticed. Referring back

to a period when the author was in the

morning of life, it well expresses the

admiration and respect of youth for a

reputation and renown which filled the

world with its loud report, and was

then on the topmost pinnacle of cele

brity. The author was attached to the

Duke's family for three years, and

bears ample testimony to the kindness
and consideration with which he treat

ed youth and inexperience. He men

tions more than one instance of his

uncommon patience in regard to his

horses—a point in which most men are

articularly tenacious. On a particu

ar occasion the young aid-de-camp

had lamed the Duke's favourite hun

ter, for which, in an agony of terror,

he expected summary dismissal. The

Duke heard the story patiently, and

only remarked, “You’re not to blame

—you did your best. But” (the thought

of Othello's remark—“never more be

officer of mine,’ came across the anxious

mind of the delinquent) “but," con

tinued the great chief, “I can't af.

ford to run the chance of losing all my

best horses; so, in future" (the listener

quaked, and thought the dreaded cli

max was coming), “so in future you

shall have the brown horse and the

chestnut mare; and, if you knock

them up, you must afterwards mount

yourself.” The writer adds, “I left

the hero of a hundred battles with but

one sentiment, that of overpowering

gratitude; and felt that Wellington

was as good in all the kindly offices of
social intercourse, as he was great in

the more extended duties of the field.”

Anecdotes such as these may serve to

unmystify those who, from a habitual

misconception, fancy, that the great

soldier was always “the Iron Duke,”

and never had his moments of social

familiarity, or his intervals of friendly

consideration.

This little volume, in some minute

details, is incorrect both in chronology

and matter; but as they touch no point

of historical interest, we pass them by

with only a general notice. In one or

two instances, we find passages which

supply information soaring beyond fa

miliar gossip. A letter to Sir Charles

Stuart, on the subject of the meditated

execution of Bonaparte, by Blucher,

corroborates what weº find in

the statement of Baron Muffling, and

in nearly the same words. The Duke

says, in a communication, dated June

28th, 1815–

“I send you my despatches, which will

make you acquainted with the state of af

fairs. You may show them to Talleyrand if
you choose. General has been here

this day, to negotiate for Napoleon's passing
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to America; to which proposition I have

answered that I have no authority. The

Prussians think that the Jacobins wish to

give him over to me, believing that I will

save his life. Blucher wishes to kill him;

that I shall remonstrate against, and shall

insist on his being disposed of by common

accord. I have likewise said that, as a pri

vate friend, I advised him to have nothing

to do with so foul a transaction; that he and

I had acted too distinguished parts in these

transactions to become executioners; and that

I was determined, if the sovereigns wished

to put him to death, they should appoint

another executioner, who should not be me.”

In every transaction of his life, pub

lic or private, we never find the Duke

swerving or hesitating for a moment

on any point when he had once satis

fied himself that he was right on prin

ciple.

There has been more than one at

tempt made by celebrated writers, En

glish as well as foreign, to throw dis

credit on the Duke of Wellington, for

not interfering, with his all-command

ing influence, to save the life of his

late opponent, Marshal Ney, a gallant

soldier, “the bravest of the brave,”

who had fought hundreds of battles

for France, and had never drawn his

sword against his country. Even warm

admirers of the Duke have condemned

him for this tacit acquiescence, and

have called it the only blot on his cha

racter. Lord Byron, who was what

Dr. Johnson calls “a good hater,”

and who lost no opportunity of dis

araging, and speaking unjustly of the

º: rom political animosity, goes

so far as to write—

“Glory like yours, should any dare gainsay,

Humanity would rise, and thunder ‘Nay.’”

* “Query, Ney f-Printer's Devil.”

This is pungent, and calculated to

gain converts. On this important

point, opinions are still, and are likely

to remain, much divided. We yield

to no one in admiration of the Duke,

in profound respect for his memory,

and in deference to his sound judg

ment; but we wish he had made a

private request to Louis XVIII., and

said, “Give me Marshal Ney as a per

sonal boon.” We think, for once, (and

he seldom made a mistake) that he lost

an opportunity. , Ney damaged his

cause, and diminished sympathy by

the unnecessary and utterly theatrical

flourish of volunteering to bring Napo

leon to the feet of Louis XVIII., in an

iron cage; but the rhodomontade was

not more bombastic, and at the time

was quite as honest as that of many

of his brethren in arms, and associates

in politics, who afterwards falsified

their promises and oaths with less sin

cerity. For example, we would have

iven a thousand Talleyrands and

ouchès for a single Ney. Napoleon

declared, and justly, at St. Helena,

that the greatest political and social

mistake he ever committed was not

hanging Fouchè on hisreturn from Elba,

and Sir Walter Scott says, and with

equal truth, that the most wonderful

event of that eventful epoch was, that

Fouchè, who by turns betrayed and

sold everybody, contrived at last to

die peaceably in his bed. Had this

world's retribution fallen on him, he

should have been hanged on a gibbet

higher than that of Haman. Ney was

first ordered to be tried by a court

of marshals, of which Massena was

appointed president. He declined to

fill the office, and broke up the court,

representing that he had quarrelled

with Marshal Ney while the latter was

under his command in Portugal, and

that the quarrel was never made up—

he was, ...; incapacitated

from sitting on him as an unprejudiced

judge. The next court ordered, con

tained generals and colonels, who pro

nounced themselves incompetent to try

an officer of such superior rank. The

case was then turned over to theCham

ber of Peers, of which the old Duke

de Richelieu (long an emigrant in

Russia, and recently returned to

France), in virtue of his age and rank,

was president. He refused to preside.

“During the war of political opinions

under the first French Revolution,”

said he, “I was twice condemned to

death. The living generation has vin

dicated my character and principles;

posterity may do equal justice to Mar

shal Ney.” A third time the proceed

ings were suspended; but a more pliant

president was at last hit upon, and the

trial proceeded to conclusion, within

the short space of three days, when the

gallant hero of the Moskwa was capi

tally convicted of high treason, by a

majority of 139 out of 160, and sen

tenced to the full punishment of death,

without appeal; the sentence to be

carried into execution within four and

twenty hours. . Accordingly, on the

following morning, at day-break, De

cember 7th, 1815, the tragedy was
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consummated in the gardens of the

Luxembourg. Ney met his fate like

a hero. Le brace des braves died as he

had lived—a gallant soldier. On the

8th of December, the earthly remains

of the Marshal were interred in the

cemetery of Pere la Chaise. We were

quartered in Paris at the time, and re

marked, with astonishment, how little

public excitement was produced by the

whole proceedings. They were hurried

over, perhaps, under an apprehension

that the people might rise, or the army

refuse to carry the sentence into effect.

What could either do, when Paris was

bristling with 300,000 foreign bayo

nets? Ney was shot by veterans like

himself, who had faced death under

his dauntless leading, in innumerable

fields of glory. It has been generally

said that he was as fully entitled to

the benefit of the 12th Article of

the Convention of Paris, as any who

afterwards received pardon and indem

nity from the restored government. A

fair examination must decide against

him. Lord William Lennox defends

the Duke of Wellington, on the true

interpretation of this very 12th Article,

on which Ney himself founded his de

fence. He introduces a letter from

the Duke, in reply to an appeal from

the Marshal for his intercession, which

we believe has never before been made

public, and is a valuable document,

clear and straightforward, according

to the habitual practice of the writer.

We subjoin this letter, as being of the

highest interest:—

“Paris, Nov. 15th, 1815.

“MossIEUR LE MAREscHAL,-I have

had the honour of receiving the note which

you addressed to me on the 13th instant, re

lative to the operation of the capitulation of

Paris in your case. The capitulation of

Paris of the 3rd of July last, was made be

tween the Commander-in-Chief of the allied

and Prussian armies on the one part, and

the Prince d'Eckmuhl, Commander in-Chief

of the French army, on the other, and re

lated exclusively to the military occupation

of Paris. The object of the 12th Article

was to prevent any measure of severity

under the military authority of those who

made it, towards any person in Paris, on

account of any offices they had filled, or any

conduct, or political opinions of theirs; but

it never was intended, and never could be

intended to prevent, either the existing

French Government, under whose authority

the French Commander-in-Chief must have

acted, or any French Government which

might succeed to it, from acting in this re

spect as it might seem fit.

“I have the honour to be, Monsieur le

Mareschal, your most obedient, humble

servant,

“WELLINGTON."

Strange, indeed, are the conven

tional forms of society. The great,

all-powerful conqueror signs himself,

“your most obedient, humble servant,”

in reply to the unfortunate accused,

who applies to him to save his life, but

which his sense of duty prevents him

from doing. That the5. Was Con

scientiously right on public grounds, is

as clear as the sun; that he might have

strained a point from private conside
rations, is a different view of the mat

ter, which will admit of endless con

troversy, and much variety of opinion.

We often wish he had done so, and

close the discussion and the volume,

with the following observations of the

author, in which we heartily concur:—

“That Ney was legally guilty, admits of

no doubt; but, under all the circumstances

of the case, how much more noble would it

have been if, instead of taking away the life

of this brave man, the king (Louis XVIII.)

had ordered all the troops in and about

Paris to assemble in the Champ de Mars to

hear the sentence read, and then, appearing

in the centre of the congregated soldiery, to

have given a free pardon to one who had

served France with so much honour and

distinction. This act of mercy would have

been received by all with but one feeling–

gratitude 1 "

Maurel's pamphlet is an anomaly:
a Frenchman who, without prejudice

or national pique, renders full justice

to the character and military preten

sions of the foreigner who wrested the

chaplet of glory from their own great

conqueror, and proved the bitterest op

º of France, the greatest check on

er ambitious career since the days of

the Black Prince and Marlborough.

We cannot readily turn to any pages in

which a more accurate summary of the

life and career of England's great

captain is to be found. Lord Elles

mere says in his preface, “I am much

mistaken in my estimate ofM. Maurel's

work, if it do not take rank, now and

hereafter, among the most accurate,

discriminating, and felicitous tributes

which have emanated from any coun

try, in any language, to the memory of

the Duke of Wellington. His work

will speak for itself, but those who
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read, while they admire, may be glad

to know that the author is a gentleman

of high private character, as well as

established literary reputation.” This

is sufficient to stimulate the curiosity

of our readers, which we shall only

further excite by two short extracts

wherein the author near the close of his

brochure, exhibits marked specimens of

his style and opinions. e says, in

speaking of the Duke's Peninsular

War :-

“In these severe campaigns, he had

passed through all the trials that could be

prescribed by fortune – he had carried on

defensive war, and he had completely

succeeded. He had carried on a war of

ambuscades and surprisals, and he had also

succeeded; he had assumed the offensive,

and still he had succeeded. He had marched

boldly forward without incurring any dis

aster, and he had conducted long retreats

without being broken. He had fought with

superior numbers at Vimiero, at Oporto, at

Wittoria, at Nivelle, and at Toulouse, and in

all these cases he had gained the victory.

He had engaged with equal numbers at

Salamanca, at Pampeluna, at San Marcial,

and at others, and here again he had been

victorious. He had fought with inferior

numbers at Talavera, at Busaco, at Fuentes

de' Onoro, and still victory had smiled upon

his arms.”

After having triumphed over gene

rals of middling capacity, he had

become steeled for his encounter with

men of first-rate ability, and lastly with

the stars of the Empire. His success

ful encounters with Junot, Victor, and

Sebastiani, lººr. the way for harder

won laurels wrested from Soult,

Ney, and Massena, the darling child of

victory. The following estimate is as

just and impartial as if it had been

penned by Napier or Alison:—

“The horror which Wellington enter

tained of disorder, pillage, and all excess of

any kind, and his inflexible rigour in main

taining discipline, obtained him the name

of the “Iron Duke.” There is much truth

in this expression, but it must not be taken

too much au pied de la lettre. It would

give a false idea of the character of the

man. It is only true when it is applied to a

certain order of serious misdemeanours of

such a nature as to endanger the public

security, or the safety of his army. In

other cases, never did a warrior show him

self more chary of the lives of his soldiers,

and never did a commander mitigate the

labour, privations, and fatigues of his troops

with more feeling care; in fact, never did a

general take more pains or trouble to secure

the well-being and comfort of his army.”

Contrast this with the habitual,

selfish disregard of Napoleon for

dicipline and human life; his utter

recklessness of all considerations of

humanity which impeded the torrent

of his personal ambition, and the two

portraits present very opposite pic

tures, which reflect little to the advan

tage of the French Emperor. . The

eulogy of Maurel would be almost

suspicious, were it not uttered after

the grave has closed on the subject by

which it is inspired, and the voice of

flattery cannot sooth the “dull cold

ear of death.”

Lord Ellesmere's “Discourse" is a

delightful tribute from a personal friend

and public admirer. We have in this,

traits of social benevolence, and many

anecdotes of the Duke's private

opinions and views with regard to his

most brilliant public actions, equally

new and interesting. We find now,

corroborated from authority, what we

have often heard before, that he con

sidered Salamanca his most scientific

battle, and was more proud of that

brilliant field than even of the last

great achievement of his military

career, the crowning day of Waterloo.

In speaking of the movements which

led to the result of Salamanca, the

Duke himself would say, “there has

been nothing like it since the time of

Frederic the Great.” Of his failure

at Burgos (his only failure), he spoke

without reserve, and with full candour.

“It was all my own fault,” he said to

Lord Ellesmere in conversation, “the

place was very like a hill-fort in

India. I had got into a good many

of these, and fi. I could get

into this. The French, however, had

a d h clever fellow there, one

Dubreton, and he fairly kept me out.”

Lord Ellesmere suggests a parallel

between Wellington and the great

Spanish captain, Gonsalvo de§...

which has already, to a certain extent,

been carried out in an article in the

Quarterly Review by Mr. Ford,

author | the “Handbook of Spain.”

The subject is fertile, and the selee

tion good, and may admit of still

further amplification. But closer and

more brilliant comparisons have been,

and . still be discovered.

Many lectures have been delivered by

orators both lay and clerical, while
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the eloquence of the , pulpit has

been abundantly impressive. Above

thirty printed sermons on the Duke's

death and funeral are already before

the public, including many from high

dignitaries of the church, whose worth

is equalled by their reputation and

abilities. The whole collection would

form a valuable study for succeeding

generations. In whatever light we

contemplate the character of the great

chieftain we have lost, whether col

lected from the homily of the preacher,

the philosophy of the historian, or the

affectionate memorial of the personal

friend, we see in him, through every

phase of his long and active career, a

mighty instrument fitted to the work

for which he was designed; who having

completed his mission with unexam

F. constancy and success, was finally

orne to his rest, to lie by England's

Naval bulwark, in the most honoured

sepulchre which a nation's gratitude

has ever given to departed greatness.

on THE ANCIENT Music of THE HEBREws IN GRNERAL, AND THEIR TEMPLE

niusIc IN PARTICULAR.

Part il.-conclusion.

We now proceed to the considera

tion of that portion of our subject

which, to the Bible-reader, must al

ways appear most interesting—viz.,

THE MUsical SERVICE IN THE House of THE LoRD, Especially. As IT was AT

THE TIME OF DAVID AND SOLOMON.

LIRE everything else, the music of

the Hebrews, and their temple music

in particular, developed itself from

small beginnings, and for a long time

appears to have remained in a state

of rudeness and imperfection, for

want of peace and patronage from

above — two things, without which

fine art has rarely been known to rise

and flourish in any country. There

can be no doubt that Moses took the

model of his external arrangement of

divine worship, as far as regards the

musical performance, from the Egyp

tians. Amongst this ancient nation,

music had, from time immemorial,

constituted an important and essential

element of devotion and public wor

ship; the temples of Osiris resounded

from morning till night with hymns

and songs, accompanied upon musical

instruments, and a special order of the

priests (like the Levites of Moses)

was appointed to conduct, and pro

perly carry out the musical perfor

mance. The instruments, also, which

were employed in the temple music of

the Egyptians, were the same as those

in use amongst the Levites previously

to the time of David, and they ascribed

to the troubone in particular the same

peculiarly sacred and solemn character

as the Jews, whilst timbrels, and other

light pulsatile instruments, were onl

considered fit for women, and not º

lowed in the temple, except on occa

sionsof public rejoicings—as, e.g., on

the celebration of the feast of Diana,

when (as at the Jewish feast of the

harvest) women and children were

permitted to take part in the singing

of the hymns of praise and thanks

giving.

But, although music was undoubt

edly a favourite art with the Jews,

and although Moses had made espe

cial provision for its cultivation and

proper performance during the ser

vice, still the succeeding times of

incessant aggressive or defensive war

under Joshua and the judges must

have interfered with, and effectually

prevented its progress. In fact, the

want of peace, of proper instruction,

and also of a suitable locale, appears

to have kept it in a most languishing

state, until it received a sudden im

pulse from that most important reli

gious institution, of which we have al

ready spoken in the general history of

Hebrew music, viz., the prophetic

schools founded by Samuel.
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From this time there was no lack of

singers and instrumentalists capable of

performing the musical portion of the

service in a manner worthy of its high

and sacred purpose, or giving in

structions to others, if a greater num

ber of performers should be required.

Hence, the possibility of such a sudden

and astonishing rise to a state of inter

nal excellence and external grandeur,

as we see the music of the temple take

under David and Solomon. Although

the accounts of Josephus, and the

tales of the Talmudistical writers are

full of palpable and often ridiculous

exaggerations, still it is certain, that

no nation of antiquity could show any

thing to equal the music of the tem

le at the time of these kings, either

in point of quality or external gran

deur; and that the provisions made

for the efficient training of a number

of vocal and instrumental performers,

and the proper management of the mu

sical portion of divine worship, were

more complete and more systemati

cally planned than those of the most

musical nations of modern Europe.

We shall hereafter give some ac

count of the organisation of the Levi

tical body, the rules and regulations

of the temple service, and the differ

ent established modes ofperformance;

here we will only mention, that King

David not only appointed singers, in

strumentalists, and masters “skilled in

music” (1 Chron. 25), but introduced

several instruments in the Levitical or

chestra, which had been previousl

excluded from it, as–e.g., theº

triangular harp and the cymbals. It

was he who composed the most beau

tiful of those lyric effusions which will

for ever remain the inimitable patterns

of holy song; and he did not even

deem it beneath his royal dignity, on

solemn occasions, to join in the perfor

mance, or lead the chorus of singers

that went before the ark of the cove

Inant.

Solomon was as great a lover and

patron of music as his father had been,

and we have already stated what he did

towards the improvement of the per

formances in the temple.

The division of the empire under

Solomon's successors, and the conse

quent internecine struggles, as well as

the wars with other nations, must

prove injurious to the cultivation of

music, no less than of all other arts

and sciences. The temple service not

only lost its former splendour but also

deteriorated in quality, and as the

manners of the Jews grew more cor

rupt, music found its chief supporters

and best performers no longer in the

house of God, but in the halls of rich

bon-virants, or public places of revelry.

—(Isaiah, v. 12; Amos, vi. 5, 6.)

Under Ahaz, who gave himself up

to the worship of ... and “filled

the house of God with uncleanness,”

the holy song ceased altogether; and

although Hezekiah restored for a short

time the true form of worship, and

made the Levites once more “sing

praise with gladness, with the words

of David, and Asaph the seer,” still

his very next, successor again erected

altars to Baalim; and the desertion of

the rulers and people from the service

of Jehovah— of which the corruption

of the temple music was a natural con

sequence — ultimately caused both to

be delivered into the hands of Nebu

chadnezzar, who “carried away to

Babylon all those who had escaped

from the sword.” Seventy years did

they remain in the Babylonian capti

vity, sighing for the home of their fa

thers, and remembering with tears the

days of former glory. They had no

longer a heart to sing the songs of

Zion – “By the rivers of Babylon

there we sat down, yea, we wept when

we thought of Zion; we hanged our

harps upon the willows in the midst

thereof. For they that wasted us re

quired of us mirth, saying, sing us one

of the songs of Zion. How shall we

sing the £ords song in a strange

land 2"—(Psa. cxxxvi. 1-4.)

When they were restored to the land

of inheritance, they had still two hun

dred and forty-five singers amongst

them, and Ezra did his best to re-es

tablish the service in the house of the

Lord as it had been in the days of Da

vid. But the glory of former times

had departed. The Levites had been

called together “to praise the Lord

after the ordinance § David, king of

Israel;" but “many of the priests and

Levites, and chief of the fathers that

had seen the first house, wept with a

loud voice, . . so that i. people

could not discern the noise of the

shout of joy from the noise of the

weeping.”—(Ezra, iii. 12, 13.

In the above sketch of the historical

development of the Hebrew temple
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music, we have purposely confined

ourselves to the merest outline, in

order to reserve as much space as pos

sible for the examination of the nature

of this music, and the manner in which

it was performed by the singers and in

strumentalists in the temple. Very

few expounders of Holy Writ have

thought it necessary, or — for reasons

already indicated—been in a position

to enlighten their readers on this sub

ject, although it is, in reality, one of

much greater interest and importance

than anything else connected with the

history of Jewish art, science, and cus

toms, inasmuch as the Bible itself

everywhere represents singing and in

strumental music as so intimately and

necessarily connected with the true

public worship of Jehovah, that the

latter appears to have been considered

incomplete, imperfect, and almost

worthless, without the other. Wher

ever mention is made of the institution

or improvement of the temple ser

vice, there “the instruments which

David invented,” “the harp, psaltery,

and lute,” “the singing of praise in

the words of David and Asaph,” &c.,

&c., are specially and emphatically

noticed; and it is, therefore, strange—

not to use a stronger term—that whilst

authors and teachers devote books and

sermons to the examination of the most

unimportant details in the life, disci

pline, and customs of the Jews, or

spend a vast amount oftime and labour

to discover a hidden meaning in the

description of the different ornaments

or vessels of the temple, the art of

sound, which formed an integral part

of the public worship of Jehovah,

without which, in fact, no real temple

service could be performed, should

have met with so little attention from

those who profess to explain the word

of God. Luther says - “A minister

who does not know music is not worth

loºking at... Although not everyone
will subscribe to this dictum, still it

will appear, even from the following

unscientific remarks, that without a

knowledge of ancient music, a number

of expressions relating to the perfor

mance of the psalms and other religious

compositions must always remain un

intelligible. We, therefore, flatter our

selves that we shall not only please the

readers of these pages, but do some

service to the cause of Biblical exegesis

in general, by throwing as clear a

light upon this much-neglected subject

as our present state of knowledge and

our limited space will allow. For this

purpose we shall divide theº:
five heads, and considerseparately—lst,

The organisation ofthe appointed body

ofperformers (the Levites); 2nd, The

place of performance; 3rd, The pieces

performed; 4th, The instruments em

ployed in the temple; and 5th, The

mode of performance.

1. THE LEvites.—The whole ma

nagement of the musical portion of the

Jewish service was confided to the chil

dren of Levi, who, as already observed,

received a careful musical instruction

from masters appointed for that pur

pose. It is an error to suppose, as

some have done, that none but those

of the tribe of Levi were allowed to

ractise music. This may be seen

rom Exod. xv. 20; 1 Sam. xviii. 67;

Judges, xi. 34; Neh. vii. 67 ; Ps.

lxviii. 25, and many other passages in

the Bible. But all Jewish historians

and expounders of the law agree, that

none but real Levites were allowed to

take a part in the musical perfor

mance in the temple, at least not as

singers ; for there are some doubts re

specting the instrumental performers,

especially on account of the Zippo

reans and Pegareans, and some of

the inhabitants of Emmaus, who offi

ciated as instrumentalists after the re

turn of the Jews from Babylon, and

which some assert to have been real

Levites, whilst others contend that

they did not belong to their tribe, but

were merely admitted amongst them

in order to supply the great want of

instrumentalists. In theTalmud (Tract.

Erachin. c. ii. sec. 4) they are called

servants of the priests.

Moses had ordained that no Levite

should be allowed to officiate in the

temple before he had attained his

twenty-fifth year, and that his func

tions should cease with his fiftieth year,

probably because his voice was sup

osed to have, by that time, lost its

reshness and flexibility. David, how

ever, extended the time of service from

twenty-five to thirty years, the Levites

being allowed to enter upon their office

with the twentieth year of age. The

number of Levites appointed by David

to sing and play in the temple was four

thousand. These were divided into

twenty-four classes, each of which had

its own leader, who superintended the
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instruction and conducted the perfor

mers, and who was called Menatzeach,

or “chief musician.” The menat

zeachs of the different classes were

again placed under the control of

three principal directors, each of which

§. over one of the threepººl

epartments of instrumental perfor

mance. The first three directors ap

pointed over the Levites were Heman,

who managed the department of wind

instruments; , Ethan, who presided

over the stringed instruments; and

Asaph, under whose direction stood

the performers upon cymbals and other

pulsatile instruments.-(1 Chron. xxv.

2–6.) The chief of all the Levites

(Chenaniah) had the management of

the vocal department (1 Chron. xv.22).

The musical service in the temple

was performed by the different classes

in a regular order of rotation, each

class being on duty for a week, when

another took its place.—(2 Kings, xi.

5–7.) Thus every Levite had to be in

Jerusalem two weeks in the year, en

joying a rest of twenty-three weeks

etween each period of service. Dur

ing the two weeks of service he was,

however, not constantly employed in

the temple. On ordinary occasions

only twelve singers and twelve instru

mental performers (viz., nine harp

players, two performers upon the nabel

orpsaltery, and onecymbalist) were re
uired to attend; for this reason each

ass of musicians was again divided

into companies, whorelieved each other

by turns, so that every Levite enjoyed

some intervals of repose, even whilst

on duty, and although the service in

the temple never ceased from morning

till night. The great number of per

formers also made it possible, without

a hardship to individual Levites, to

comply with that remarkable ancient

law which prohibited, by penalty of

death, the exchange of duty between

members of different classes. The ob

ject of this law was to compel every

Levite to appear in Jerusalem at least

twice a-year. The three great festi

vals which occupied three weeks of the

year were not included in the ordinary

time of service, and the attendance at

them was not compulsory, but consi

dered as a matter of honour and holy

zeal. In addition to these stimulations,

the right to a share in the remains of

the numerous offerings was held out

as an inducement for the Levites to

attend, hence there was never a lack of

performers on any of these occasions.

During the week of service, the Le

vites dwelt in a range of chambers si

tuated between the court of the women

and the court of the men (court of

Israel). The aspect of these cham

bers was towards the east, where the

altar was situated, and the whole court

of the Levites, along which these cham

bers extended, was fifteen feet higher

than the court of the women. On

the same level, and in a line with the

dwelling-chambers of the Levites, was

a large vaulted room where they had

to deposit their musical instruments

when off duty, as they were not allowed

to take them into their own rooms.

2. THE PLACE of PERFoRMANCE.-

The narrow court of the Levites which

contained their private chambers and

the musical store-room, extended across

the inner temple, and divided, as al

ready observed, the court of the wo–

men from that of the men. Along the

western side of the court of the men,

opposite to and in a line parallel with

the chambers of the Levites, ran a

stone wall about four feet high. This

wall divided the court of Israel from

the innermost temple. The Levites

having crossed the court of Israel and

ascended the wall on the other side by

means of steps cut out at different

places, found themselves upon a semi

circular platform, whence they looked

down into the quadrangular court

where the priests ministered at the

altar. This platform was the highest

and hindermost step of an amphithe

atrical gallery which was called Dou

chan, and which was the appointed

place of performance on ordinary oc

casions. The douchan consisted of

five of such semicircular platforms,

each about four feet wide and one foot

higher than the one before it, the fore

most being the lowest and on a level

with the court of the priests. On some

occasions, however, the Levites did not

perform upon this gallery, but upon

the steps which led from their court

down into the court of the women. Of

these steps there were fifteen, which

the Levites ascended during the per

formance, singing one entire psalm
upon each. The psalms selected for

these occasions were those from the

hundred and twentieth to the hundred

and thirty-fourth of our collection,

which for this reason were designated
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by the name of Hamaaloth, or “songs

of the steps” (not “songs of degrees,”

subjoined diagram shows the respective

positions of the different places here

mentioned:—as in the authorised version). The
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g. Court and Chambers of the Levites.

A. Side-entrances to the Court of Israel.

k. The Beautiful Gate.

3. THE SACRED Songs of THE LE

viTEs.--All the hymns, and other sacred

songs performed in the temple were, of

course, intended for the praise and

glory of Jehovah. A rich treasury of

holy sentiment, particularly suited,

and mostly intended for this purpose,

was contained in the psalms of David;

and as these effusions of the sweet

royal singer were, at the same time,

the most beautiful specimens of sacred

lyric poetry which the Hebrews pos

sessed, almost all songs performed by

the Levites were selected from amongst

them, as occasion and circumstances

required, and the proper melodies and

mode of performance taught to the

Levites by the Menatzeachs, or class

leaders. Every day and every kind of

service had its appointed psalms, and

each psalm its prescribed mode of per

formance. Hence the many strange

and often almost unintelligible super

scriptions over the psalms. . During

the ordinary service, whilst the burn

ing of the perpetual offering was going

on, the Levites sang the 24th Psalm

on the first day of the week; the 48th

on the second; the 82nd on the third;

the 94th on the fourth; the 81st on

the fifth ; the 93rd and 94th on the

sixth. On Sabbath, the 92nd Psalm

was regularly performed, besides seve

ral others. uring the burnt and

drink offering the Levites often also

sang the last hymn of Moses (Deut.

xxxii.); and during the evening offering

the first hymn of Moses (Exod. xv.)

Part of the latter was also frequently

sung on week-days. The two grande
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performances of the Levites were the

Hamaaloth, already alluded to, and the

Hallel. The former, comprising fifteen

psalms (Ps. cxx.—cxxxiv.), one for each

step leading from the court of the wo.

men to that of the Levites, was per

formed with many ceremonies every

evening of the eight days of the feast

of Tabernacles, immediately after the

evening offering. The Hallel (literally,

“he has praised”) comprised Psalms

cxiii. to cxviii. These were sung on

the day following the first night of the

Passover, on the first and last days

of the first feast of harvest (Pentecost),

and every day during the feast of

Tabernacles. The Hallel was also sung

during the feast of the Dedication of

the Temple, which, after the time of

Judas Maccabeus, was celebrated in

the winter, from the twentieth to the

twenty-seventh of the month of Chisley

(November). During the feast of Ta

bernacles, which of all feasts was cele

brated with the greatest pomp, the

Levites also sang Psalms cv., xcii., l.,

xciv., lxxxi., v., and lxxxv., one on

each of the seven days. After the re

turn of the Jews from Babylon, portions

of Jeremiah's Lamentations were often

substituted for the psalms of the day.

4. The Musical INSTRUMENTS Used

IN THE TEMPLE.—Not all the instru

ments known to andº upon by the

people were admitted into the temple.

Of the wind instruments, only the silver

trumpets, curved horns (trombones),

and flutes (chalil and nekabhim) were

allowed to be used. The usual stringed

instruments were harps, lutes, and

psalteries, without which scarcely ever

a psalm was sung. Of the many pul

satile instruments, of which the Jewish

women were particularly fond, none

but cymbals were admitted upon the

douchan. The migrephah, which the

Talmudists mention as one of the sa

cred instruments, was not employed

during the service, but merely to give

a signal to the Levites to assemble upon

the orchestra. It has already been

stated, that at least twelve singers, and

as many instrumental performers, were

obliged to attend on all ordinary oc

casions. On feast-days this number

was greatly increased, and the priests

also joined in the performance.—(2

Chron. v. 12.) No other but real sa

crificing priests, i.e., descendants of

Aaron, were permitted to blow upon

trumpets. Of these there were always

two employed to give different signals

to the Levites and the people; when

there were more trumpet-players, they

joined in the performance of the sym

phonies and interludes, these being the

only portions of the temple music in

which the performers upon brass in

struments and horns took a part. The

most solemn and grand of all instru

ments were the trombones, of which

seldom more than seven were employ–

ed. Of the flute-like instruments, the

smaller kind (chalil) was used to ac

company the melody in the higher oc

tave ; and the larger one (nekabhim)

in unison. There were frequently a

great, many of them, especially when

the Hallel was sung, from which the

former instruments (chalil-halil) de

rived its name.

5. THE Mode of PERFoRMANCE.-

We have already had occasion to ob

serve, that the nature of the musical

instruments in use amongst the He

brews, as well as many other historical,

physical, and psychological reasons

forbid the idea of a real harmony, in

the modern sense of the word, having

been known to or practised by either

the sacred or profane musicians of

Israel. This, however, does not ex

clude the possibility, that they were

acquainted with, and made use of,

those most simple harmonic combina

tions (octaves, fifths, and fourths),

which, not only the natural difference

between male and female voices, but

even the harmonic resonance of every

single sound, whether vocal or instru

mental, must, at an early time, have

suggested to everyone who bestowed

the least attention upon the nature of

musical sounds. All ancient nations,

of whose music, we have any know

ledge, sang and played not only in

unison, but frequently in two simulta

neous series of sounds (parts), of

which the high one was the melody or

air, and the other the lower octave;

now and then interspersed with a

fourth or fifth. This kind of natural

harmony was known to the Jews

also ; and the Levites in particular

employed it as a regular and esta

blished form of art, distinguishing the

unison or purely melodious perfor

mance from that in two parts, by the

artistic terms “ Alamoth” and “She

minith.”

The musical signification of these

two terms we are enabled to define

with great precision and certainty

from a passage in the fifteenth chap
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ter of the first book of Chronicles (v.

20 and 21). In this passage some of

the Levites are described as performing

“with lutes (nabels not psalteries,

as in the common version) upon Ala

moth,” and others “with harps upon

Sheminith.” The literal meaning of

Alamoth is “virgin” or “young wo

man” (see Ps. lxviii. 26 ; Cant.

i. 3.; Ezra. vii. 14); in a musical

sense it must, therefore, signify a fe

male or treble voice; or (on account

of the prefix “Al,” which indicates

a rule or precept), a strain for high or

treble voices. Modern musicians

would call this “singing in alto;” and

the term Alamoth is, therefore, equi

valent to our “alto voice,” or “alto

part,” accordingly as it is applied

either to indicate a peculiar class of

voices, or one of the two series of

sounds of a two-part composition. In

contradistinction to the higher class

of voices, or the upper part ‘....”
of a song, the deeper voices and the

lower part were termed “Sheminith,”

which means “the eighth" or octave.

That this eighth or octave must be the

one below the melody is plain, not

only from the circumstance that it is

placed in juxtaposition with the word

Alamoth, which can be no other but

the upper voice or part, but also from

the statement of the inspired writer

that it was “sounded upon harps;”

the harps being of a lower compass

than the lutes. The above passage

should, therefore, have been ren

dered thus: “Whilst Zechariah, Aziel,

and other performers upon lutes,

accompanied the melody of the sing

ers in unison, Matthitiah, Eliphe

lah, and their brethren played the

lower octave (or bass part,) upon

harps.” . This explanation will also

enable the reader to understand the

meaning of the superscriptions of Ps.

vi. and xlvi. “Neghinoth” being the

general term for stringed instruments,

the expression “on Neghinoth, upon

Sheminith,” implies that the melody

of the psalm was to be accompanied

by all the stringed instruments in the

lower octave. In the superscription

of the 46th Psalm, the term Alamoth

stands by itself, and therefore most

likely applies to the performance in

general; meaning that the singers, as

well as the instrumentalists, were to

confine themselves to the air, without

adding an accompaniment in the lower

octave. Modern composers would

have indicated this by writing over the

music, “chorus and band in unison.”

Having thus been led to the consi

deration of the superscriptions or

titles of the psalms, we will embrace

the opportunity to notice a general

difference in the performance of these

compositions, indicated by the words

“psalm" and “song.” The word

psalm is derived from the Greek verb

“ psallein,” which means not merely

“to sing,” but to sing to an instru

mental accompaniment ; and the

instrument called “psalter,” re

ceived its name from its being the

favourite instrument upon which the

Greek and Romansingers accompanied

themselves. Hence, those lyric com

positions which are especially marked

as “psalms,” were never sung without

an instrumental accompaniment. That

mere “singing,” and “singing psalms,”

were considered as two different things,

appears from Ephes. v. 19 ; Ps.

xxvii. 6; and many other passages;

and as the difference between those

compositions, which are designated as

psalms, and those which are termed

songs, does not consist in a difference

between their contents (of this ever

one may soon convince himself), it

must be a difference of form, the infe

rence being, that for the proper perfor
mance of the real psalms, an instru

mental accompaniment was indispens

able; whilst the “songs” did not neces

sarily require such an accompaniment.

Probably the whole performance of the

º was a more musically deve

oped one than that of the songs; the

latter being delivered in a more free

and half declamatory (recitativo) style

of singing. This agrees with the opi

nion of Hilarius, Enthymius, Chrysos

tomus, and Basilius; according to

whom, the superscription “a psalm

and song,” which we find over Psalms

xxx..., lxv., lxvii., and others, indicates

that the sacred song was to be per

formed, first, in a strictly musical (can

tabile) style, with a full instrumental

accompaniment, and afterwards in the

form of an alternating recitativo; and

vice versa, when the superscription

was a “song, a psalm," as over Ps.

xlviii., lxvi., lxxxiii., &c. In this

case, the expression “a psalm or

song,” would indicate that the hymn,

or sacred song, might be executed in

either form.

It has already been stated, that the

usual instruments of accompaniment
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were the harp, lute, and cymbals, but

that flutes were occasionally added to

support the melody, as, e.g., in the

Hallel. Sometimes, however, the

stringed instruments were required to

be silent, and none but flutes to be

employed in the accompaniment. This

was indicated by the word “Nehiloth."

(derived from chalil), the general term

for instruments of the flute kind. For

such a mode of performance only very

few melodies or songs would be suited,

hence we find it prescribed only for

one psalm, viz., the sixth. When

none but stringed instruments were to

be used, the composer wrote over his

psalm, “upon Neginoth” (Ps. iv., liv.,

lxi., lxvii., &c.)

The melodies of the psalms, and the

proper mode of performance, were

taught to the Levites by the class

leaders, or menatzeachs, who also

conducted the performance during the

service. Some of the melodies, un

doubtedly, were well known, and re

uired no particular training of the

singers or instrumentalists ; others,

however, might be new or more diffi

cult, and, therefore, require the particu

lar attention of the leader; in which

case the psalm was dedicated to him
in order either to recommend it to his

special care, or to leave him the choice

of a suitable melody. Hence the fre

quent occurrence of the expression,

“ to the chief musician.” When a

musical arrangement of great impor

tance or intricacy was necessary, e.g.,

in psalms to be performed on grand

occasions, it was not left to the discre

tion of the mere class-leader, but con

fided to the special care of the chief of

all the Levites. This we see from the

superscriptions of Ps. xxxix., lxii., and

lxxvii. Some of the melodies to which

the psalms were sung were old national

airs; others were of a foreign origin.

The former were generally named after

the commencement of the song to which

they had been originally invented, the

first two or three words of the song

serving (as is still the case with the

melodies of the German chorales) as

the title by which they were known,

e.g., “Altashith,” “destroy not"

(Ps. lvii.); “Ajeleth–Shahar,” “the

hind of the morning.”— (Ps. xxii.)

Those melodies adapted from other

nations were frequently named after

the place whence they had been de

rived. Of this, two instances occur

in the superscriptions of the 8th and

69th Psalms, which appear to have

given a good deal of trouble to

musical historians and expounders of

Holy Writ, and which therefore de

serve a short notice.

The 8th Psalm has this superscrip

tion, “To the chief musician upon

Gittith,” and the term Gittith occurs

likewise over Ps. lxxxi. and lxxxiv.,

and at different other places in the Old

Testament where musical matters are

spoken of Some of the earlier com

mentators have considered it to be the

name of a musical instrument, but this

interpretation agrees neither with the

connexion nor the grammatical con

struction of the word. For this reason

others have taken it to indicate the

place where the psalms thus marked

were usually sung, and at the instance

of the LXX. translated it by “wine

press." But they overlooked that the

expression “Bacchus tune" was used

by the Greek musicians to distinguish

a peculiar tonal mode or scale, namely,

the so-called Phrygian (upon E), and

that, therefore, the Alexandrine trans

lators also, most probably, took the

term in this sense, wishing to indicate

a peculiar air or melody known amongst

the Jews by the name of the “tune of

the Gittites,” i. e., a tune which the

inhabitants of Gad were accustomed

to sing. This view of the case assumes

a strong appearance of probability,

when it is recollected that David, the

composer of those psalms, resided a

considerable time amongst the Gittites,

from whom he might have learned the

air, and afterwards communicated it

to the Levites. Another melody of

foreign origin was that indicated by the

term—

“Shoshanmim,” which is found in the

superscriptions of Ps. xlv., lx., lxix.,

and lxxx. Some have derived this word

from schosch, which means “six,” and

believed it to be the name of an instru

ment with six strings. There is, how

ever, no trace of such an instrument

having been in use amongst the He

brews; and Dr. Schilling, in his “Essay

on Hebrew Music,” has established

the fact beyond a possibility of doubt,

that the word Shoshannim, like the

one just explained, was the name of

an air or scale. According to the ex

planation of that learned antiquarian,

the word Shoshannim was derived from

Shusan (a lily), and this again from

the Persian word Susan, which means

also a lily, but was at the same time
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the name of a town situated in the

province of Elam, and celebrated for

the abundance of lilies growing in the

neighbourhood. From the inhabitants

of this town the Jews are supposed to

have learnt the air which they after

wards distinguished by the name of

Shoshannim, or “tune of Susan.”

In order to relieve the unavoidable

monotony which must necessarily arise

from a continual succession of melodies

in unison or double octaves, even if

occasionally interspersed with a fifth

or fourth, the Jews, like all other na

tions of antiquity, were at an early time

led to the introduction of alternating

choruses. The first instance on re

cord of a performance of this kind, is

that of the incomparably grand and

beautiful hymn of victory sung by

Moses and the children of Israel after

the passage through the Red Sea, and

“answered" by Miriam the prophet
ess, and “all the women with her”

(Exod. xv.) Another case of this

kind is mentioned in the eighteenth

chapter of the first book of Samuel

(v. 7), and there are several other pas

sages which show that a division of the

singers and instrumentalists into two

choruses, responding to each other,

was a common practice amongst the

Jews. That the Levites also availed

themselves of this means of imparting

variety and animation to their perfor

mance, appears from Ezra, iii. 10, 11,

(where a description is given of the

manner in which they performed Psalm

cxxxvi.) as also from the superscription

of Psalm lxxxviii. The word Maha

lath is derived from machal (Lat. mis

cuit); and as “Leannoth” is synony

mous with “Nehiloth,” the superscrip

tion ofthe last-named psalm, “A psalm

for the sons of Korah to the chief musi

cian upon Mahalath Leannoth,” might

have been made more intelligible if it

had been rendered thus : — “A psalm

for the children of Korah, to be per

formed by two alternating choruses,

with a flute accompaniment, according

to the direction of the class-leader.”

By means of these double choruses

the performance was made to assume

a dramatic appearance, and some

psalms seem to have been expressly

composed and arranged for such a pur

se, as, e.g., that most exquisitely

utiful song of consolation in dia

logue form, which comprises the forty

second and forty-third psalms of our

collection, and in which the touching

lament of the soul “panting after

God," is relieved at regular intervals by

a refrain of five short stanzas, ren.

dered thus by Moses Mendelssohn :–

“Why so oppressed, my heart

Why dost thy pulse beat quick?

0, put thy trust in God 1

For Him I shall yet praise,

My Saviour, my God.”

But the Levites not only sung in al

ternating choruses, but ... Were ac

quainted with that powerful resource

of musical expression, the combination

of solo-singers and chorus; as is quite

evident from the construction of the

ninth, eighteenth, twenty-first, and se

veral other psalms. Nay, some of the

psalms are so arranged, that they could

not be effectively performed without

the aid of two solo-singers, and two

choruses; as, for instance, Psalm xxiv.,

which, in order to be effectually ren

dered, would require an arrangement
like this:—

Coro I. The earth is the Lord's, and the

fulness thereof;

Coro II. The world, and they who dwell

therein.

Solo I. Who shall ascend unto the hill of

the Lord ;

Solo II. Or who shall stand in his holy

place?

Coro I. He who has clean hands, &c.

Coro II. He shall receive the blessing from

the Lord, &c.

Solo I. This is the generation of them who

seek Him.

Solo II. Who seek thy face, O God of Ja

cob '

C. *: II. Lift up your heads, O ye gates!

C.

Solo I. Who is the King of Glory?

Coro I. The Lord, strong and mighty;

Coro II. The Lord mighty in battle.

C. I., e. II. Lift up your heads, &c.

Solo II. Who is the King of Glory?

C.I., e. II. THE Lord of Hosts, HE is

THE KING of Glory !

We find, lastly, that symphonies or
interludes between the verses or dis

tinctlº of the psalms, were like

wise known to, and in great favour

with, the Hebrews. It was principally

for this purpose that the brass instru

ments, as trumpets and trombones, were

employed; two of the former being

* The Psalms of David, translated (into German) by Moses Mendelssohn.
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always ready for the occasion, as dis

º: stated in the Talmud (chap. vii.

on perpetual offerings):—“Now, when

the singers and instrumentalists had

finished their strain, and whilst they

were taking breath, the trumpets were

sounded in answer to them, the people

all the whilebowing their heads. To this

end, two priests standing by the basin of

fat, upon the steps of the altar, were al

ways ready, with two silver trumpets, to

fill the earsandhearts of the worshipping

multitude with delight.” Such inter

ludes, or final symphonies, when they

were to be performed by the whole or

chestra, and not the two priests alone,

are frequently indicated by the word

“Selah,” which, according to the most

learned interpreters, is derived from

salel, i.e., “ to raise,” “to lift up ;”

being a call upon the instrumentalists

to bring the performance to a climax,

by a powerful and energetic ritornell or

symphony. “We have ended our

song—selah I and now let the mighty

sound of trumpets and cymbals lift up

the soul of the pious worshipper to

heavenly joy.” Thus, as Dr. Schubart

observes, a modern poet would proba

bly express what the sacred composer

indicated by the word Selah.

With this last explanation we bid

our reader good-bye, hoping that we

shall have succeeded not only in giving

him a tolerably correct idea of the man

ner in which the appointed musicians

to Jehovah performed the “songs of

Zion,” but also in throwing a new

and, in many respects, interesting light

upon a number of expressions and

phrases which, though forming an in

tegral part of Divine revelation, and

therefore intended to be studied, are

too frequently dismissed with a care

less guess ati. meaning, or, because

they present some difficulty, supposed

to be of no importance, or even de

clared to be spurious additions. As

regards the effect which the perfor

mance of the inspired strains of David

and other holy singers must have pro

duced, the reader will have observed

that many of the resources which a

modern composer has at his command,

were inaccessible to the chief musicians

of the Levites. Such a variety of me

lodious phrasing, such diversity of

rhythmical grouping, such fine grada

tions of light and shade, of piano and

forte, legato and staccato, and, above

all, such wonderful harmonic effects as

our orchestras are able to produce,

were beyond the capability of the Le

vitical chorus and band. But this de

ficiency was, to a great extent, com

pensated for by the extraordinary mas

siveness of the performance, especially

on grand occasions. Everything con

nected with the Hebrew worship was

calculated for grandeur of effect, and

so was the music of the Levites also.

In the vast spaces of the temple the

voices of a thousand singers mingled

with the sounds of numberless harps,

lutes, and wind instruments, must have

told with an effect of which we have

no conception, and of which we can

only form a faint idea from the de

scription of the Bible itself. This

description, surpassing everything that

has ever been said or written about a

musical performance, will be accepted

as an appropriate conclusion to our

article:—

“And the Levites (which were the

singers), all of them of Asaph, of Heman,

of Jeduthun, with their sons and their

brethren, being arrayed in white linen, hav

ing cymbals, and psalteries, and harps,

stood at the east of the altar, and with

them an hundred and twenty priests sound

ing with trumpets. And it came to pass

as the trumpets and singers were as one to

make one sound to be heard in praising and

thanking the Lord ; and when they lifted

up their voice with the trumpets and cym

bals and instruments of music, and praised

the Lord, saying : For he is good, and his

mercy endureth for ever, that then the

house was filled with a cloud, even the

house of the Lord, so that the priests could

not stand to minister by reason of the

cloud, rob the GLoRy of THE Lord had

Filled the house.”

A. H. W.
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A dinner of HERBs.

Courteous READER, you who kindly

partook of the “ º: of Fruit ""

that we gathered for you last autumn,

and who since accompanied us through

the desolate fields and wintry garden

to seek for a bouquet of the “Flowers

of February,”f will you receive the

offering we now present to you, though

it be not of sweet fruits nor lovely

flowers.

It is now the season for vegetables

in their profusion and their perfection:

now, therefore, we would fain invite

you to a simple dinner of herbs and

roots, such as are caused to grow for

the service of man. Cooling, pleasant

herbs, they temper the luxury of our

savoury meats; their culture affords a

healthful, cheerful, and useful occu

pation, out in the open air of heaven,

amid the songs of free birds, and the

odours of fresh blossoms; and they

remind us of the improvement of man,

when, advancing beyond the mere hun

ter or herdsman, dependant on wild

chance-found plants to season his ani

mal food, he began to lay out gardens,

and to learn somewhat of horticulture

and botany.

A great monarch (Charlemagne) was

so sensible of the advantage of garden

ing to the minds and bodies of his sub

jects, that he thought it not unworthy

of his imperial dignity to issue decrees

for the planting of gardens, and even

to prescribe by name the herbs that

should be set therein, and among which

we read of sage, rosemary, rue, worm

wood, and fennel.

If then, reader, you will not despise

our invitation to this vegetarian fare,

we shall endeavour to diminish, as much

as possible, the insipidity of our herbs

and roots, by bringing forward what

ever we can remember of classic or

historic associations belonging to them.

“What!" you will say, “ ugly, coarse

roots—unsentimental, common kitchen

herbs —have they any such associa

tions?” ... Yes; they are not quite des

titute of interest beyond that of the

cuisine. In their garden-plot they

have their robe of green leaves, and

their coronet of blossom ; and in his

tory and legend they are not devoid of

reminiscences, though, we grant, not

rivalling in variety, abundance, or ro

mance those of fruits and flowers, so

much more the favourites of the painter

and the poet. The wise king has com

mended a dinner of herbs, seasoned

with good-will, above a more substan

tial feast with enmity hovering round

the board. So with an entire good

will, we shall tax our memory to fur

nish you with some amusement in

anecdotes, and some scraps of inter

vening song.

For the sake of the estimation in

which it was held of old, we shall first

set before you the CABBAGE, which,

though now exiled in great measure

to the tables of rustics, was highly re

garded by the ancients. Pliny has ex

* See DUBLIN UNIversity MAGAZINE for October, 1852, No. CCXXXVIII.

f Dublix UNIversity MAGAZINE, February, 1853, No, CCXLII.

Vol. XLII.-NO. CCXLVII.
Lo
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tolled its wholesome qualities; Chry

sippus, a Greek physician of Gnidos,”

wrote a large book in its praise ; Ni

cander, another Greek physician, called

it divine (azyry). In Rome it was con

sidered a specific against the plague;

and Cato the censor (not he who

died at Utica), during a pestilence fed

his household upon it as a preservative

from infection. The Greeks, Romans,

and Egyptians began their repasts with

cabbage, believing it to prevent intox

ication. In the banquets of the

Athenians, upon the birth of a child,

crambe, or colewort, formed an im

portant part of the good cheer, and

was even given to the mother, as a re

storative. It appears from some frag

ments of the Greek comedians, that it

was usual among the Ionians to swear

by the colewort. Ancient mythologists

ascribe a strange origin to the cabbage.

Jupiter, say they, was one day so

much perplexed in attempting to re

concile two contradictory oracles of

destiny, that a profuse perspiration

burst out upon his brow, and from the

drops as they fell, the cabbage sprang

up.

"Formerly cabbages were esteemed

by English herbalists, as efficacious in

the early stage of consumption. A

cabbage is sculptured at the feet of the

effigy of Sir Anthony Ashley, on his

tomb at Winborne, St. Giles, Dorset

shire, in memory of his having revived

in England the culture of that vege

table, which, before his time, was an

nually imported from Holland, though

it had been formerly well known to our

Saxon ancestors, who called the month

of February, sprout-kail, or the

sprouting of the cabbage. The dif.

ferent varieties of cabbage all have their

origin from the crambe martima, or

sea-side cabbage (sea-kale) which is

still found wild in some parts of Eng

land, and especially in the neighbour

hood of Dover. Broccoli was brought

from Italy to France at the end of the

sixteenth century, and thence to Eng

land. Cauliflower (that most delicate

species of cabbage), which Dr. Johnson

pronounced to be the finest of all the

flowers in the garden, was brought

from Cyprus to Italy, and thence to

France and England, at the close of

the seventeenth century.

There has been from time immemo

rial in Scotland, some rural supersti

tion ascribing fatidical properties to

the cabbage, even as Nicander called

it, aavriy, the divine, or the sooth

saying, for the Greek word signifies

both. In the witching hours of night,

on All-hallows'-E'en, the rustics try

their matrimonial fortunes by pulling

up cabbages by the root, ha rol

and darkling, in the kail-yard. The

taste of the pith, sour or sweet, be

tokens the temper of the future spouse;

the shape of the stalk, straight or

crooked, the figure; and the absence

or presence of clay adhering to the

root, a fortune, or no fortune in the

match.

The term “cabbage,” by which

tailors designate the cribbed pieces of

cloth, is said to be derived from an

old word, cablesh, i. e., wind-fallen

wood ; and their hell, wherein they

store the cabbage, from helan, to hide.

When Diocletian the Roman Em

peror, had grown weary of persecut

ing the Christians, and satiated with

the pomps of the purple, he abdicated,

and retired to rural life at Salona,t

where his favourite amusement was

rearing vegetables. Being importuned

by his former colleague in the empire,

Maximianus, to seek the restoration of

his imperial rank, he refused, saying,

in his letter, “If I could but show you

the fine cabbages I have reared myself,

at Salona, you would no longer talk to

me of empire.”

The house of Raconis, in Savoy,

adopted as their cognizance a cabbage,

which was called, in old French, cabus;

and added as a punning motto, “Tout

n’est,” which, joined to the cognizance,

can be read, “ Tout n'est cabus,”

(Everything is not cabbage), or “Tout

n’est qu'abus” (Everything is but

abuse); but the pun cannot be pre

served in a translation.

Inelegant as is the cabbage in our

eyes, it holds, proudly, up its erect

branch of yellow cruciform flowers,

when it is running to seed, and thus

is more handsome in its old age than in

its youth; an advantage it possesses

over the human family.

As the cabbage has fallen from its

high estate among emperors, nobles,

and physicians, and has become but a

* In Caria.

f In Dalmatia.
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peasant vegetable, we will associate

with it our translation of a rural Ger

man song:—

the contextEd M.A.N.

rººm the GERMAN OF JoiiAxx MARTIN MILLER.

*Was frag Ich wiel mach geld und gut 7”

Why need I strive or sigh for wealth 7

It is enough for me

That heaven hath seat me strength and

health,

A spirit glad and free:

Grateful these blessings to receive,

I sing my hymn at morn and eve.

On some, what floods of riches flow !

House, herds, and gold have they ;

Yet life's best joys they never know,

But fret their hours away.

The more they have, they seek increase;

Complaints and cravings never cease.

A vale of tears this world they call,

To me it seems so fair:

It countless pleasures hath for all,

And none denied a share.

The little birds on new-fledged wing,

And insects revel in the spring.

For love of us, hills, woods, and plains

In beauteous hues are clad ;

And birds sing far and near sweet strains,

Caught up by echoes glad.

“Rise,” sings the lark, “your tasks to

ply;”

The nightingale sings “lullaby."

And when the golden sun goes forth,

And all like gold appears,

When bloom o'erspreads the glowing earth,

And fields have ripening ears,

I think these glories that I see,

My kind Creator made for me.

Then loud I thank the Lord above,

And say in joyful mood,

His love, indeed, is Father's love,

He wills to all men good.

Then let me ever grateful live,

Enjoying all He deigns to give.

Now en reranche for the ugly cab

bage, we will turn to the delicate Aspa

macus, with its pretty Greek name

(********, a young shoot not yet open

ed into leaf). Is there not much beauty

in a bed of asparagus run to seed 2 The

tall, slender, feathery, green sprays,

with theirshiningbead-likeberries, have

an air of great elegance, especially

when begenmed by the morning dew.

Asparagus was first cultivated in Eng

land about 1662. Some species of the

wild Asparagus are still found in Wales,

in the Isle of Portland, and near Bris

tol. Tavernier mentions having found

some enormous asparagus on the banks

of the Euphrates; and Pliny mentions

asparagus cultivated at Ravenna, three

of which would weigh a pound.

Asparagus is an especial favourite

with our Gallic neighbours. Of the

French philosopher, Fontenelle, an

anecdote is related, which shows how

completely his gourmandise could con

quer all natural emotions of the mind

One day a brother literati, with

whom he had lived in habits of friend

ship for many years, came to dine with

him. The principal part of the meal

was to consist of asparagus, of which

both host and guest were extremely

fond, but they differed in their tastes

as to the mode of dressing it; the

latter preferred it with butter, the

former with oil. After some discus

sion, they came to a compromise; the

cook was ordered to make two equal

divisions, and to dress one share with

oil, and the other with butter. This

knotty point being settled, the friends

entered into some literary conversa

tion. In the height of their discourse,

the guest fell from his chair, suddenly

struck with apoplexy. Fontenelle

hastily summoned all necessary assis

tance, but in vain; for despite of

every exertion to restore him, the in

valid expired. What were the reflec

tions of our French philosopher, on

this abrupt and melancholy termina

tion of long-standing friendship 2

Awe ? Sorrow 2 Religious aspira

tions? No! but a happy recollection

that now his own taste could be fully

gratified, without the necessity of any

deference to that of another. He left

the corpse, and running to the head of

the stairs, called out to his cook—

“Dress it all with oil—all with oil 1"

(“Tout à l'huile—tout à l’huile !” It

is not surprising that a man so exempt

from the wear and tear of human emo

tions as Fontenelle, lived to be up

wards of ninety-nine years of age.

He was for forty years Secretary to

the Academy of Sciences, and died in

1756.

Wild asparagus was held in reve

rence by the Ioxides, a colony in

Caria, in remembrance of their ances

tress, Perigone. She was the daughter

of Sinnis, a robber of gigantic sta

ture, dwelling in the Peloponnesus,

who was surnamed the Pine-bender,

from the species of cruelty he prac
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tised on all whom he defeated. He

used to bend down two pine trees till

they met; then he tied a leg and an

arm of the captive to each tree, and

suddenly letting the pines fly back to

their natural position, the unfortunate

victim was torn asunder. This mon

ster was conquered by Theseus, and

É. to death in his own manner. On

is defeat, his young daughter, Peri

gone, fled away, and hid herself amid

a brake of wild asparagus, praying the

plants, in childish simplicity, to con

ceal her, and promising never to root

them up, or burn them. She lay

among them so well sheltered that

she escaped discovery by Theseus, till

she was induced by the conciliatory

tone in which he called upon her in

his researches, to come forward to him.

He subsequently married her; and

their grandson, Ioxus, founded in

Caria a colony who kept in memory

the pledge of Perigone to the plants

that had given her refuge.

The wild asparagus being full of

prickles, yet agreeable and wholesome

to eat, its sprays were used by the

Boeotians as wedding garlands, to sig

nify to the bride, that as she had

given her lover trouble in wooing her,

so she ought to recompense him by

the pleasantness of her manners in

wedded life. We will accompany this

reminiscence with the address of a

dying poet to his beloved wife, which

we translate from the Italian —

THE DYING POET. To HIS WIFE.

From the Italiax of RedAelli.

(Odi d'un uom che more, &c.)

Hear my last accents spoken,

Thus in my dying hour;

And keep, as mem'ry's token,

My gift, this wither'd flower.

How dear to me this blossom

Thy thought can scarce divine;

I stole it from thy bosom

The day that made thee mine.

Long on my heart I wore it,

Pledge of affection's vow ;

Ah! to thy heart restore it,

The pledge of sorrow now !

With love by time unshaken,

Remember when from thee

This wither'd flower was taken,

And when restor'd by me.

TURNIPs are taken as an emblem of

benevolence. Guillim says, that in

heraldry they are symbolic of persons

who relieve the wants of others. Co

lumella writes that husbandmen are

more religious than other men, for

when they sow turnips they pray that

they may grow for themselves and

for others; the latter part of the pe

tition is unnecessary in these days,

when turnip fields seem to be consi

dered common property, and are

more unconscionably plundered than

any other. Turnips came to us

from Hanover. Though they have

been produced in England of prodi

gious size, these are quite surpassed by

monsters of which Pliny speaks (Lib.

xviii. c. 13), that attained the weight

of ninety pounds each. A turnip-field

in blossom, with its tall branches of

pale yellow flowers, forms a pleasing

variety in the rural landscape.

This vegetable reminds us of the

content and integrity of Curius Den

tatus, who, after being three times

consul in Rome, subduing the Sam

nites and Sabines, and expelling

Pyrrhus from the Roman territories,

retired to cultivate his little farm with

his own hands, in cheerful poverty.

Ambassadors from the Samnites came

to offer him a large present of gold, to

induce him to enter into the service of

that nation. They found him sitting

by the fire, in his humble cottage, pre

paring turnips for his supper. He

rejected all their offers with firmness,

and pointing to the turnips, said, “A

man who can be satisfied with such a

meal, has no need of gold. I consider

it much more honourabe to subdue

the owners of it, than to possess it

myself.”

The CARRoT came to us at an early

period from Flanders. The roots of

caraway boiled, were often used as a

substitute. When the carrot was more

rare than at present, it was at one

time a fashion among ladies to wear its

graceful foliage in their caps and

bonnets, and in their hair. The wild

carrot (whose seeds enjoy some repu

tation as medicinal) is called by the

English peasant, bird's-nest, from the

hollowed and fibrous appearance of its

cymes of small white flowers, when

withered.

BEANs, that rank with us among the

“ungenteel ” vegetables, had a high

share of honour in ancient times; in

deed, Pliny (Lib. xviii. c. 12) ascribes

to them the highest honour (marimus

honos) amongst legumes, because bread
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can be made from their flour. Boiled

beans and bacon, an aliment thought

by the Romans to conduce to strength,

were offered on 1st of June to Carna,

wife of Janus, the goddess of the vi

tals, in her temple on Mount Coelius,

at Rome. In the ludi seculares, or

secular games, celebrated every hun

dred and tenth year, the Roman peo

ple carried to the Temple of Diana, on

Mount Aventine, offerings of beans,

with wheat and barley. In the Regi

fugium, or commemoration of the

expulsion of Tarquin, the Roman

chief-sacrificer offered oblations of

bean-flower and bacon; and then the

people hurried precipitately away, in

order to denote the hasty flight of

Tarquin.

In the divination by the casting of

lots, called by the Greeks cleromancy,

black and white beans were put into an

urn to be drawn as the lots: hence the

black and white balls used by mo

derns in balloting. Beans were used

by the Greeks in the election of civic

magistrates; and in the Roman satur

malia, that time of license and holiday,

a king was chosen by the drawing of

a bean by lot, from which is derived

the custom of putting a bean into the

twelfth cake, which constitutes him who

finds it in his slice, king of the revels.

The celebrated Roman family of the

Fabii—several of whom bore the sur

name of Maximus, and among them

the great General called “the Shield

of Rome,” derived their name from an

ancestor renowned for his successful

cultivation of beans (in Latin, fabae).

When Caius Marius was obliged to

fly from Rome to Africa, and was about

to sail from Ostia, he sent his young

son to his father Mutius to obtain pro

visions. While at his grandfather's

farm, a party of horse, who were in

pursuit of young Marius, came in sight.

The servant of Mutius had the pre

sence of mind to conceal the lad under

a load of beans in a cart, and to drive

away slowly, as if taking his load home,

by which means he saved the fugitive's

life.

Pythagoras forbade his disciples the

use of beans, for which prohibition

various reasons have been given. Some

suppose that it was to signify that they

should not accept of official situa

tions; the election to which was ex

pressed by giving a bean. Others say,

that it was in honour of the sacred

lotus of Egypt (in which country the

philosopher learned his doctrines), and

when he returned home he substituted

for the lotus, which did not grow in

Greece, the bean, as bearing some re

semblance to the seed of the lotus.

Another conjecture is, that Pythagoras

believed the souls of the dead to be

contained in beans, whose fragrant,

papillionaceous white flowers were held

to be funereal, on account of the black

marks upon them; no other flower hav

ing spots so perfectly black. For this

reason beans were thrown upon graves

to propitiate the manes of the dead.

From this association of beans with

death, the Roman Flamen Dialis was

forbidden to touch them, or even to

pronounce their name, by which he

would be reputed defiled. Beans, in

the middle ages, were given as funeral

doles, and on Mid-Lent Sunday were

consecrated and given away. One

species of bean, the scarlet-runner

(phaseolus coccineus), has the merit of

producing the most beautiful flower, by

many degrees, in the kitchen-garden;

its exquisitely brilliant scarlet hue, and

elegant papillionaceous blossom would

be esteemed an ornament to the flower

garden also, were it not for the fasti

diousness of fashion.

As the bean, of which we have before

spoken (vicia faba), was deemed fu

nereal, we will appropriate to it a suit

able strain :-

IN MEMORIAM.

M. E. M.

And thou art gone ! The envious grave

Hath hid thee from my weeping eyes;

Thy heart so warm, so true, so brave,

There silent, cold, and mouldering lies;

Thy voice (sweet music once it made)

Is hush'd, no more to charm mine ear;

Quenched is thy glance that brightly play'd;

All's lost, so beautiful, so dear.

Oh! what a pang of loneliness

Comes o'er me when I murmur, “lost ſ”

Gone from me in my heart's distress,

When love like thine was needed most.

My cup, the draught of grief doth brim,

The dreams of Hope no longer please;

The very light of life is dim,

And tuneless are its melodies.

ſet not within thy narrow tomb

My throbbing heart may buried be,

Mourning within that rayless gloom

Beside thy frail mortality.

There vainly were my sorrows told,

No answering voice to sooth my care;

Thy dust alone the tomb doth hold,

Thy living spirit is not there.
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Above the grave my heart shall rise,

To seek thee in that blessed sphere

Where the glad spirit never dies,

Where all unknown are sigh and tear.

Oh, loved one, now in realms of bliss,

What treasure hast thou been to me !

"Tis meet that where the treasure is,

E’en there the heart shall also be.

The butterfly blossoms of the PEA

crowned the Roman Lares, and mingled

in the bouquet of the goddess Flora.

Piso, the cognomen of the Calpurnian

family, celebrated in Roman history, is

derived from pisum a pea. Of this fa

mily were the Consuls Lucius Piso and

C. Calpurnius Piso, who made the fa

mous Calpurnian laws; the former, the

law against persons in authority extort

ing money by threats; the latter, the law

against the political intrigues of magis

trates, and the military Calpurnian law.

Of the same race also was Piso, bled to

death by order of Nero, for having con

spired against him. A pea is put in the

twelfth cake to designate the Queen,

in contradistinction to the bean, the

lot of the King, the reason for which

we have before mentioned.

The wild sea-side pea (pisum mari

timum) is found in several parts of

Europe. During a dreadful dearth of

provisions in 1555, this pea appeared in

profusion on the Suffolk coast, between

Oxford and Aldborough 5 and its pro

duce saved many poor families from

dying of hunger: their necessities must

have been very great, as the seed of

this pea is so bitter, that even birds

neglect it. This vegetable has a creep

ing perennial root, striking deeply into

the sand ; its seed is smaller than that

of the esculent pea.

There was a curious old superstition

that woman should not be allowed to

touch CucuMBERs, when growing, as

the yellow bell-like flowers of these

tender vegetables would wither if

handled by females; and that if a wo

man walked three times (with her hair

dishevelled) round cucumber-beds in

fested by caterpillars, thelatter would all

die! Ancient herbalists recommended

the pulp of the cucumber beaten with

milk, for inflammations of the eyes.

Tartary is thought to be the native

country of the cucumber, but it is

said that no modern travellers have met

with it anywhere indigenous. It was

early known in England; then lost

during the Yorkist and Lancastrian

wars; but restored in the reign of

Henry VIII. The cool and juicy cu

cumber of Egypt stands first among the

vegetables—the want of which was so

bitterly lamented by the Israelites in

the barren wilderness.

In an old historical legend of Spain,

a cucumber plays an unfortunate part

as the occasion of violent passions,

base treachery, and a deplorable loss

of human life. In the tenth century,

Don Gonzalo Gustos,” Lord of Salast

and Lara, was married to Donna San

cha, sister of Don Ruy (or Rodrigo)

Velasquez, himself related to the house

of Lara ; and by Donna Sancha Gustos

had seven sons, known in Spanish his

tory as the Infants of Lara; for in

early times the title “Infant” was not

restricted to Spanish royalty. These

were brave, handsome, and accom

|. cavaliers; and all received

nighthood on the same day from their

father's kinsman, Don Garcia Fernan

des. Their maternal uncle, Rodrigo

Velasquez, who was nephew to Gar

cia Fernandez, married Donna Lam

bra de Burueca, heiress of Barbadilla.

The wedding was solemnised at Burgos

with great festivity; crowds of guests

were invited to it, and among them

the seven Infants of Lara, with their

gº." and preceptor, Don Nuno

Salido.

On the arrival of the young knights,

their mother, Donna Sancha (who had

preceded them), requested them to re

main quietly in the house, and not go

out to the grand square where the ca

valiers were engaged hurling canes at

a mark (a game learned from the

Moors), as she feared that among the

great multitudes assembled some disor

ders would arise. Her sons obeyed

her wishes, but their governor went

out to the plaza to see the sports.

Many cavaliers threw at the mark, but

in vain; till a knight of Cordova,

named Alver Sanchez, a cousin-ger

main of Donna Lambra, struck it suc

cessfully. Donna Lambra, a haughty

and violent woman, exclaimed exult

ingly to the ladies around her, “Se

noras, all of you, choose your lovers at

* Sometimes written Bustos.

t Salas is a town in Old Castile, on a rising ground, seven leagues from the city of Burgos.

Lara, also in Old Castile (four leagues from Burgos), a town with a strong castle,
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home; one knight of Cordova is worth

thirty of the house of Lara.” Donna

Sancha, who was sitting near the bride,

replied to her, “Do not say that, since

you have married Don Rodrigo of the

ouse of Lara." Donna Lambra an

swered insolently, “Hold your tongue,

Donna Sancha, you merit no atten

tion; you, who have borne seven sons

like a sow.” At these words Don

Nuno Salido quitted the square, much

troubled in mind, and returned to the

house. Six of the Infants of Lara were

playing at chess and backgammon, but

the youngest, named GonzaloGonzales,

was sitting alone in a veranda, and

he seeing the vexation on his gover

nor's countenance, plied him with ques

tions till Nuno told him the occurrence,

requesting him, however, to take no

notice of it, at least at that time. But

the young man's indignation was not to

be restrained. He mounted his horse,

rode to the plaza, and perceiving a

mark at which several persons were

throwing without effect, flung his cane,

struck it, and then exclaimed to the

ladies around the bride, as a parody on

the words of Donna Lambra, “Let all

of you . . . . . (using a very

coarse word) “choose you lovers at

home; for one knight of the house of

Lara is worth forty, yea fifty of the

knights of Cordova.” Donna Lambra,

full of rage and confusion, immediately

returned home; and finding the bride

groom, uttered many falsehoods to him,

complaining that all the Infants of

Lara had insulted her grossly, and

threatened to tear her clothes; to put

their hawks into her dove-cot, to beat

her female attendants, and to kill the

males in her presence; and she vowed

that unless her husband avenged her

she would turn Mahommedan, and go to

live among the Moors. Don Ruy Ve

lasquez, giving his bride too easy cre

dence, without seeking an explanation

from his nephews of Lara, promised

her an ample vengeance.

In order to effect this, both husband

and wife agreed to dissemble their feel

ings towards the Infants, whom the

invited to accompany them on a visit

to Barbadilla, the residence of Donna

Lambra. One evening, after having

spent the morning hawking on the

banks of the river Arlanza," Donna

Lambra and the seven brothers re

paired to the garden to enjoy its shade :

and Gonzalo Gonzalez, whom Lambra

especially hated, was amusing himself

at a fountain, bathing his falcon.

The lady of Barbadilla privately gave

orders to one of her servants to take a

large cucumber, to steep it well in

blood, and then to strike it in the face

of the young Gonzalo. The choice

of a cucumber, as the instrument of

outrage, was particularly galling to a

Spaniard—it being considered pecu

liarly an Oriental vegetable, and a fa

vourite with the Moors—steeping it i

blood, to mark the face of Gonzalo,

was an emblematic insinuation that he

had Morisco blood in his veins, the

greatest insult that could be offered to

a proud Castilian, besides being a co

vert reflection on the honour of his

mother. The cucumber, as symbolic

of an Oriental origin, is used'.
in a contemptuous sense in Spanis

proverbs, e.g.—“Let him who reared

the cucumber, carry it upon his

back;”f that is, “Let him who rears a

spoiled child, put up with its ill-condi

tion.” And, again, “I hated the cu

cumber, and it grew upon my back;”f

said when anything that a man most

dreads or dislikes, befalls him.

Donna Lambra's servant obeyed the

order of his mistress, who promised to

protect him from its consequences;

and having steeped a cucumber in

blood, he came up suddenly, and struck

the young Gonzalo in such a manner

as to leave his face all smeared with

gore. The seven Infants, all boiling

with rage at this gross affront from a

menial, drew their swords and pursued

the man, who fled to the side of his

lady, and caught hold of her robe for

protection. The brothers demanded

redress from Donna Lambra, but she

bade them defiance; and they, carried

away by their increased indignation,

killed the domestic at her feet; and

taking their mother, left Barbadilla,

and returned home. Donna Lambra

hastened to her husband, incensed him

by a falsified narrative, in which she

concealed the insult offered to Gon

zalo; and represented the murder of

her servant, while clinging to her robe,

* In old Castile.

+ “Quien hizo el cohombro que sele trayga al hombro.”

f “Aborreci el cohombro y nacio me en el hombro.”
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as a gratuitous and cruel outrage on

the part of the brothers de Lara, and

again insisted on revenge,

. To satisfy this wicked desire of his

wife, Don Rodrigo Velasquez (who

affected to know nothing of what had

occurred), began by requesting his

unsuspecting brother-in-law, Don

Gonzalo Gustos, the father of the In

fants, to go to the Moorish court at

Cordova, on an embassy of amity, to

Almanzor, viceroy for the Moorish

king, Hissem, to thank him, in the

name of Don Rodrigo, for some fa

vours he had bestowed on the Casti

lian. Gustos consented; and Rodrigo

sent by him a letter to Almanzor, in

which he described his brother-in-law

and his sons as the most deadly and

unscrupulous enemies of the Moslems,

and recommended the viceroy to put

Gustos to death. But the Moor, more

humane and more honourable than the

nominal Christian, shrunk from slay

ing his guest in so perfidious a man

ner, and contented himself by making

the Spaniard his prisoner, treating him

at the same time with much courtesy

and kindness.

Don Rodrigo next affected to the

seven young knights, a desire to make

an incursion into the Moorish territo

ries, in order to obtain the release of

their father, and requested them to ac

company him, to which they joyfully

acceded (contrary to the advice of

Nuno Salido, who suspected some

treachery), and they set forward with

an escort of only two hundred horse

men; and being joined by Velasquez

and his troops, reached the plain of

Almenar, where they fell into an am

buscade of ten thousand Moors, posted

there by preconcert between Alman

zor and the perfidious Velasquez. The

latter urged his nephew to attack the

enemy, declaring that he knew them

to be only the dregs of the Moors,

who would fly at once if vigorously

charged; and enlarging upon the sup

port that he and his soldiers ºi

give to the band of the Infants. But

he had secretly sent a small party to

the Moorish commander, desiring him

to give no quarter to the cavaliers of

Lara, or to any of their men. This

atrocious embassy was ovel heard by

Nuno Salido, whose suspicions had led

him to follow the messengers unper

ceived; and he cried aloud, publishing

the wickedness of Don Rodrigo, and

warning his beloved pupils to be on

their guard against him. The Moorish

army surrounded and attacked the

Infants and their small force, who

fought with the energy of despair, and

W. prodigies of valour, while

elasquez and his soldiers stood aloof,

passive spectators of the dreadful

scene. But the disproportion between

the Moors and the band of the Infants

was too enormous for the latter to

make head against their assailants—

ten thousand against two hundred

All of those that followed the banner

of Lara were slain; and amongst them

the brave old Nuno Salido, and Gon

zalo, the youngest of the brothers.

Then the six surviving Infants re

mained standing alone, wounded, and

disconsolate, yet undismayed, and

calmly awaiting death. But they were

suddenly and unexpectedly succoured

by a body of three hundred men fromVe

lasquez' banner; these abhorring their

leader's cruelty and treachery, and filled

with pity and admiration for his valiant

and betrayed nephews, galloped for

ward to their rescue. The battle was

then renewed between the Moors and

the Spaniards; but though the latter

fought as though each were endowed

with the spirit and the strength of ten,

their efforts were in vain against the

overwhelming majority of the enemy.

The noble-hearted three hundred were

killed, and again the six Infants were

left alone, weary andcovered with blood.

They were taken prisoners by the

bands of two sºil captains, Galva

and Viera, who, respecting their ex

traordinary valour, brought them into

a tent, and on hearing their story,

and the villany of their uncle, showed

them every kindness. But the detest

able Rodrigo, on finding that his un

happy kinsmen still lived, reproached

the Moorish commander with this

breach of agreement; and the latter

ordered Galva and Viera to put their

prisoners to death, which these ca

tains humanely refused, saying it would

be disgraceful, particularly in so atro

cious a case. The representations of

Rodrigo, however, prevailed with the

Moorish commander; the Infants of

Lara were taken from the merciful

hands of Galva and Viera, and deca

pitated on the battle-field, and their

heads, together with those of Gonzalo

their brother, and of Nuno Salido,

were sent to Cordova.

Gustos, the father of the ill-fated

knights of Lara, who was still a pri
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soner at the Moorish court, on learn

ing the fate of his children, burst into

excessive lamentations, and reproached

Almanzor so bitterly for his barbarity

in seconding the horrible designs of

Velasquez, that the viceroy, touched

with pity and remorse, gave Gustos

the only reparation in his power, his

liberty; and the bereaved parent re
turned home to Salas, to his afflicted

wife, Donna Sancha. The remains of

the Infants and their governor were

restored by the Moors to Gustos for

Christian burial in the Convent of St.

Peter of Arlanza, where their tombs

were extant for several centuries.

Great was the exultation of Donna

Lambra at the accomplishment of her

dreadful wishes—but an unexpected

avenger of her victims was growing up.

While Don Gonzalo Gustos was at

Cordova, he had gained the affections

of a Moorish princess, the sister of

Almanzor; and she became the mother

of a son born in strict privacy after

Gustos had returned home. Tho boy,

whom she called Mudarra, was brought

up at the court, where his parentage

was kept a profound secret. But when

he was in his sixteenth year, having

had a quarrel one day with a noble

Moor, named Aliator, with whom he

was playing at chess, Almanzor, in

whose presence it occurred, repri

manded Mudarra, and reproached him

as one of dishonourable birth. Mu

darra hastened to the princess, whom,

from the manner in which she had

always treated him, he suspected to be

his mother, told her the words of the

viceroy, and implored her to inform

him of his real origin. She complied,

and related to him the history of his

father, and the tragical fate of his

half-brothers, with which Mudarra

was so much affected that he vowed to

punish their unnatural uncle; and he

requested permission to go to Salas,

in order to become known to his

father, and to comfort him. To this

request his mother acceded ; and

he proceeded to Salas handsomely

equipped, and accompanied by a small

escort.

Old Gonzalo, who had never ceased

to mourn for his slaughtered sons, joy

fully welcomed and acknowledged

Mudarra, who immediately renounced

Mahommedanism, was baptised into the

Catholic Church, and declared him

self ready to espouse the quarrel of

his father. He sedulously sought for

an opportunity of falling in with Don

Rodrigo; and having met him one

day, while out hunting, he defied him

to single combat, overthrew him, and,

refusing to grant him more mercy than

he had granted to the Infants of Lara,

slew him on the spot. Mudarra then

marching with a force against Ve

lasquez Castle at Barbadilla, took it;

and having got Donna Lambra into

his power, in retribution for all the

blood she had so inhumanly caused to

be shed, he ordered her to be stoned

to death, and her corpse to be burned.

The maternal love and grief of

Donna Sancha were gratified by the

posthumous affection testified by Mu

darra for the memory of his half

brothers. She forgave the former in

fidelity of her husband, and adopted

his son as her own, and her heir. She

signified this adoption by a singular

ceremony, performed in public. She

took a shirt to attire Mudarra; but

instead of putting it upon him in the

usual manner, she caused him to get

into it through one sleeve, which was

º”. made very large, so that his

ead came out at the top of the

sleeve, and at the collar. Hence came

a Spanish proverb, “To enter at the

sleeve and come out at the collar,”

which is now used to express a person

who, being once taken into favour,

gains a complete ascendancy. Hence,

also, comes the adage, “To creep up

a person's sleeve;” expressive of get

ting intimately into favour. Mudarra,

at his baptism, assumed the name of

Gonzalo Gonzalez, in memory of the

youngest of the Infants of Lara. He

is said to have displayed many fine

qualities; and he became ultimately

heir to all the possessions of the house

of Lara, and is the ancestor of the

noble and eminent family of the Lar

riques de Lara.

The exact date of the death of the

seven Infants of Lara is uncertain; but

it occurred between A. D. 967 and 993.

ThisFº has been made the sub

ject of a long series of Spanish” roman

* Towards the end of Don Quixote Sancho Panza, in a dispute with his master, quotes the

concluding lines of the last of the Romances, without, however, in any way alluding to the

story, “Here shalt thou die, traitor and enemy of Donna Sancha.” It is Mudarra's speech

to Rodrigo, when he slays him, “Aqui moriras traydor enemigo de Donna Sancha.”
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ces, which narrate minutely all the de

tails in simple versification, having only

the assonance of the vowels at the se

cond and fourth lines of the stanza in

stead of rhyme; and Tempest en

graved at Antwerp, in 1612, a collec

tion of forty copper-plates from designs

by Van Veeus, illustrative of the story.

None of the romances are short enough

for insertion here; but we will trans

late, as a specimen, from one of them,

the grief of Gonzalo for the slaughter

of his sons:—

The LAMext of GONZALO.

rRoxi tile st-A Nish.

“Despues que Gonzalo Gustos

Dexo el Cordoves palacio."

From Cordova Gonzalo fled,

Home from its palace walls:

Amid the statutes of the dead

He dwelt in Salas' halls.

He wearied mem'ry musing there;

He blam'd his feeble arm,

By time unnerv’d—Time, chronicler

Of all his grievous harm.

“Ah, lonely tree!" thus would he say,

“Trunk void of branch and fruit,

The cruel spoiler hew'd away

The saplings from thy root.

“Time was when there were seven that thou

Thine own didst proudly call:

How blest with one thoud'st deem thee

Ilow

One, weakest of them all.

“My sons ! my fancy find ye here

Each hour—to lose again;

Thoughts of the absent, oh, how dear!

Till I behold ye slain.

“The blood is fresh—the little still

In my veins wildly flows,

When the base author of my ill

Iłis baneſul aspect shows.

“Woe! to the land where bitter foe

Is arbiter of fate,

With power to strike a ruthless blow

On victims of his hate.

“Rather than on my native ground,

Among the Moors I'd be ;

For, oh! my sons, with them I found

Some hearts that pitied me.”

So Gustos mourn'd reclined in chair,

Beside a lattice set;

The long locks of his snowy hair

With falling tears were wet.

ONIons together with GARLIc, were

held in such estimation by the Egyp

tians, that they swore by these vege

tables as divinities.* The satirist Ju

venal ridicules them for their supersti

tion, and calls them a happy people in

whose gardens their deities grow—

“Porrum et cappas nefas violare, aut frangere morsm,

o sanctos cºntes ! quibus haec nascentur in hortis

nuinina.

The Egyptian onion being a very

fine vegetable, was forbidden to the

|. of that country, as too great a

uxury. Some have thought that the

priests did not eat the onion from some

superstitious dislike. But the bulb they

hated was the red squill, because it

was dedicated to Typhon, their evil

deity. Our English name of onion is

derived from the Latin unio (one); be

cause the bulb is solitary, and throws

out no offshoots.

Garlic was highly esteemed among

the Greeks. The Athenians believed

that it counteracted the effects of bad

air. Garlic, with flour and honey, was

the fare set before Machaon, in the

royal tent of Nestor (Iliad, book ii.)

The herb moly, given by Mercury to

Ulysses to protect him from the en

chantments of Circe, is believed to have

been the garlic, called allium magi

cum.—(Odyssey, book x.)

Garlic was sacred to the Roman

penates, but the goddess Cybele ad

mitted no one to her rites who had re

cently eaten garlic. Horace's third

epode is an execration of the strong

scented herb. We must remember the

tale in the “Arabian Nights,” that

delightful book of our youth, in which

the merchant is so severely punished

by his lady wife for entering her pre

sence with unwashed hands after eating

a ragout of garlic. Pliny tells an easy

mode of doing away with the unplea

sant smell of garlic, by eating with it

beet-root roasted in the ashes. There

is a sweet-scented garlic (allium odo

rum), a native of the south of Europe.

In the Levant garlic is hung over the

doors of houses to avert sorcery; a

relic, among the modern Greeks, of

the veneration of Mercury's moly with

its anti-Circean virtues. Our wild

garlic, with its pretty, white, star-like

flower, is an ornament to our woods,

as far as the sense of sight goes, at

least.

The LEEk, the national badge of the

Welsh, is worn by them in their caps

on St. David's day (March 1), in com

memoration of a victory gained by

* Pliny, lib. xix. c. 6.
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their ancestors on that day over the

Saxons. According to tradition, the

scene of the battle was close by a gar

den of lecks belonging to an old Welsh

peasant, who advised his countrymen

to pull up the leeks and wear them as

cognizances, to distinguish them in the

melºe; a precaution by no means su

periluous, in days when uniforms were

unknown. Legendary tales afterwards

exited the peasant into an apparition

of St. David, the tutelar saint of Wales,

whose advice and assistance led his

protegés to victory on his patron day.

St. David was the son of a prince in

that part of Wales now called Cardi

ganshire: he early embraced the mo

nastic life, and founded a strict rule—

hard labour, spare diet, and as con

stant a silence as could be maintained

consistently with duties. He died about

A.D. 544.

The vegetable originally used as the

Potato was the production of the

convolvus batata, or batato edulis,

which grows wild in the Malayan pe.

ninsula, and has a creeping perennial

root, angular leaves, and pale purple

flowers about an inch long. At every

joint it puts forth tubers (the edible

part). These plants were introduced

from South America by Captain Haw

kins Gerarde, who cultivated them

in his garden, in London, in 1597, and

called them potatoes (from batata).

They are impatient of cold ; but are

still cultivated in the south of France

and Spain. They have the disadvan

tage of being difficult to preserve, as

they are apt to grow mouldy. These

are the potatoes of Shakspeare and

his contemporaries. They were sup

posed to be restoratives for persons of

decayed constitutions, and of advanced

age; wherefore, Falstaff says, “Let

the sky rain potatoes.”—(Merry Wives

of Windsor, act v. scene 5.)

The present potato, which has de

rived its name from the old batata,

was brought to Ireland from Virginia,

by Sir Walter Raleigh, about 1589,

and planted in his lands near Youghal.

At a meeting of the Royal Society,

1693, Sir Robert Southwell, the Pre

sident, stated, that his grandfather was

the first person in Ireland to whom Sir

Walter Raleigh gave tubers of the po

tato. They were called Virginian

potatoes, to distinguish them from the

batatas, called Spanish potatoes. So

late as 1629, potatoes in England were

roasted, peeled, sliced, and put into

sack with sugar, and were also candied

by confectioners. They were intro

duced into France, 1742, but were

long held in contempt, as only fit for

the use of very poor people.

The potato, though a most useful,

is a very unromantic vegetable. Yet

there is a reminiscence of interest at

tached to it. In the imperial gardens

of Schonbrun, near Vienna, where

r young Napoleon, the sometime

ing of Rome, spent the greater part

of his short and semi-captive life, there

was a plot of ground appropriated for

his own amusement, which he tilled

with his own hands. Instead of the

fruits and flowers in which a boy might

be expected to delight, he cultivated

only potatoes, whose white, or purple

wheel-shaped flowers he endeavoured

to train into tufts, or bouquets, ofsome

grace. When his crop was ripe, he

always presented it to his grandfather

the Emperor of Austria, for his own

table.

As the potato is now considered pe

culiarly the vegetable of Ireland, we

shall accompany it with our translation

of an Irish song, addressed by a pea

sant to a fair cousin with whom he was

in love. The name of the writer is

unknown to us, but the song was very

popular in Munster, in the days now

gone by, when the country people

sang like the birds. The girl sang as

she milked her cow, or sat at her

spinning-wheel; the peasant sang at

the plough, or following his cart along

the road; the herdsman sang as he sat

on a stone watching his four-footed

charge, and the mother sang to her

child. But since the blight of sadness

that has fallen on the spirit of the peo

ple, and that is maintained by the

daily parting from their fast-emigrating

friends, we have remarked that, go

where we will, we never hear the sound

of Irish song —

t h E M A. I d or 't H E W A L L E Y.

(FRoxt THE IRIsh.)

Abhean ud shios, a lar an tochair glais.

Maid of the low green valley, throughout all Erin's isle

There is no girl whose beauty can thus my heart beguile.

If death were here before me, I could not hinder'd be

But that my hand would offer a wedding ring to thee.
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Maid of the low green valley, my tongue must freely tell

The story of the true-love that in my heart doth dwell.

We too are kin already : Oh! wouldst thou but agree

To draw the tie still closer, 'twere happier lot for me.

My Mary! would it grieve thee to see thy lover pine?

Look on me!—clear as crystal are those blue cyes of thine;

Thy neck is fair as plumage that on the swan we see:

Thy breath like fruit's sweet odour, thy form like young ash tree.

Oh, were we in the wild wood, where thrushes sing their song,

Where to the grass are drooping the branches green and long,

My love would I discover, so warm, so tenderly,

That thou my truth perceiving, wouldst give thy hand to me.

The LEttuce was called among the

ancients the food of the dead; because

when Adonis, the beloved of Venus,

was mortally wounded by a wild boar,

the weeping goddess laid him upon a

bed of soft and tender lettuces, whose

milky juice possesses soothing and nar

cotic qualities. In a fragment of the

Greek dramatist, Eubulus, one of the

personages, says, “Do not serve me

with lettuces, for they say Venus con

cealed her dead lover, after his death,

among lettuces.” In the ceremonies

of the Adonia, dedicated to the me

mory of Adonis, a figure representing

him was borne about upon a bier, ac

companied by women lamenting, as

for |. death, and tearing their hair.

These mourners carried lettuces,

planted in small baskets filled with

earth, which they threw into the sea,

or a neighbouring lake or river, as

offerings to Adonis, at the end of the

ceremonies, which generally lasted for

two days.” Adonis, who is an histo

rical character, with some fabulous

additions, and whose name among the

Syrians was Thammuz, was killed in

June, called by the Hebrews the

month of Thammuz. To the idola

trous mourning in honour of Adonis

Ezekiel alludes (chap. viii.)—“I saw

women weeping for Thammuz.” And

when Isaiah speaks (chap. xviii.) of

the people who sent ambassadors by

the sea, “even in vessels of bulrushes

upon the waters,” he seems to indicate

the casting of the baskets of lettuces

upon the waters, that were to bear them

to Adonis.

A lettuce once caused the death of

a young and beautiful princess. Cam

byses, King of Persia and Media, son

of the great Cyrus, having dreamed

that his brother Smerdis was seated on

a throne, and that his head reached to

the skies, conceived a jealous and su

perstitious fear that his brother would

dethrone him, and accordingly caused

him to be privately assassinated, and

then married his sister, contrary to the

laws of the kingdom and of nature.

The reluctant victim of this repugnant

marriage never ceased to lament her

murdered brother, Smerdis ; and one

day, when at table with Cambyses, she

took a remarkably fine lettuce, and

stripped off the leaves, leaving only the

stalk, and then asked Cambyses his

opinion of its appearance. He replied,

that in taking off the leaves she had

robbed it of all its beauty. “It is

thus,” she replied, “with our family

since you have deprived it of its great
est ornament." The tyrant, in a rage,

struck her repeatedly with such a de

gree of violence, that as she was en

ceinte, her death shortly ensued, and

released her from her sorrows.

Lettuces were eaten by the ancients

at the close of their repasts, as from

their cooling qualities they were con

sidered antidotes to the heating effects

of wine. The bitter herbs which the

Jews ate at the Passover, are thought

to have been wild lettuce, succory,

tansy, chamomile, aud dent-de-lion.

The Jews are believed to have been

the inventors of the salad compounded

of oil, vinegar, and mustard, to render

their bitter herbs palatable. The

Irish, two centuries ago, made their

salads of sorrel, woodsorrel, and beet,

chopped with vinegar, beer, and a little

sugar, but no oil or salt.f

We may here mention other salad

herbs. The sweet CHERwil (cerefo

lium), formerly prized for its warm

aromatic qualities, was so great a

favourite with the Emperor Tiberius,

that he exacted from the Germans a

large quantity of it annually as a tri

bute. It is a native of Austria and

Silesia.

* In some parts of Greece and Egypt they were extended to eight days.

t In the middle ages the compound for dressing salad was sold by the apothecaries.
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The Rocket (eruca satira) is used

in salad in Italy, though its smell is

disagreeable, like rancid bacon ; and

in Holland the yellow stone-crop is

eaten with lettuce.

The garden Cress was thought by

the ancients to make those who ate it

strong and brave; wherefore it was

much used by gladiators.

The MUsTARD, which is the com

panion of the cress in salad, is the

sinapis alba; the herb that produces

the flour of mustard is the sinapis

migra, whose present name is derived

from the French word moutarde, and

that is a corruption from a motto.

Philip II., Duke of Burgundy (who

acquired the surname of le Hardi, or

the Bold, at the battle of Poictiers,

when he was but sixteen), granted ar

morial bearings (or an augmentation)

to the city ofiñº, the capital of his

duchy, and added, as a motto, the old

French words, “ Moult me tarde;” “It

seems long to me;” or, “I long much;”

signifying his regret at hisabsence from

Dijon while he was Regent of France,

during the insanity of Charles VI., his

nephew. The mustard (or sinapis) of

Dijon and its environs being in much

repute, the dealers in that article

stamped the motto of their city on the

pots in which it was sold. In time the

middle word me, either for brevity, or

originally, perhaps, by accident, was

omitted, and the inscription ran,

“moult tarde;” then the words joined

together were used to express the name

of the article, as moutarde; and hence

the English mustard. Philip returned

to his beloved Dijon to rest. On his

death, 1404, he was buried there, in

the Chartreuse which he had founded.

The death of the Emperor Claudius

was occasioned by a strongly poisoned

ragout of Mushrooms, served to him

by his wife, Agrippina. The mush

rooms used for this wicked purpose

were of the species agaricus casareus,

or imperial mushroom. Nero, in his

exultation at succeeding to the Roman

empire, by the destruction of Claudius,

called these mushrooms “ the ragout

of the gods,” in allusion to the absurd

fiction of the deceased emperor being

elevated to the rank of a divinity by

his apotheosis.

Mushrooms bear a conspicuous part

in mediaeval mythology, from their

connexion with the fairies, these most

beautiful of all the creations of the

tic fancy, that have faded away be

É. the “march of intellect,” like the

morning stars paling and disappearing

before the sun. The large flat mush

rooms served them for tables in their

merry feasts, and the smaller and

rounder for stools; and in the circles

that marked where they had danced

their graceful rounds, the fairy-ring

mushroom (agaricus oreades, or

pratensis) sprang up. The sudden

growth of this fungus in such regular

circles seemed unaccountable to our

ancestors, save by the agency of super

natural beings.

The ancient TRUFFLE was the wild

red truffle of Italy; but the Romans

also got the white truffle, called the

Lybian, from Africa. Pliny believed

truffles to be a mere excrescence of

the earth, and related an anecdote of a

Carthaginian governor who found a

coin in the centre of one; but, doubt

less, the fungus grew over the coin,

and thus enclosed it. In Athens

(after the people had become corrupted

by luxury) the freedom of citizens was

given to the children of one Cherips,

because their father had invented a

new ragout of trufiles. As these

fungi never appeared over ground, it

would not be possible to discover them

but for their strong odour, which is

particularly powerful just before thun

der, when the air is filled with moisture,

from which circumstance the country

people, in some places, call them

“thunder-roots.”

The garden ANGELICA was formerly

blanched and eaten as celery, raw or

stewed, but is now solely appropriated

to the candy of the confectioner. Its

name is derived from the many excel

lent qualities with which its thick

brown root (white within) and its seeds,

succeeding the pale purple umbels,

were supposed to be endowed, as anti

dotes, to poison, pestilence, ague,

pleurisy, and a long list of et cetera,

now we believe obsolete. It is, how

ever, still highly esteemed in Norway,

where bread is sometimes made from

the powder of its dried roots. In Lap

land, the poets crown themselves with

garlands of its leaves and flowers, and

fancy they receive inspiration from its

odour.

Having now exhausted our reminis

censes regarding the larger and more

important vegetables which furnish, in

themselves, good and pleasant food for

man, we will pass on to the lesser

herbs, that are only used as seasonings

and accompaniments to his repasts.

PARsley, in the minds of the ancient
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Greeks, was associated with a tragical

event. When the army of Adrastus,

king of Argos, was proceeding to be

siege Thebes, one day, when passing

through Nemea,” the troops suffered

much from thirst, the springs having

been dried up by the heat of the wea

ther. They met with a nurse carrying

Archemorus (also called Opheltes), the

infant son of Lycurgus, the king of the

country, and begged her to show them

where they could find water. She

readily consented, and laying down

the child upon the grass, that she

might walk the faster, she brought

them to the fountain of Langia; and

while they were drinking from it, she

related to the leader her own melan

choly story. She was the celebrated

Hypsipyle, daughter of Thoas, king

of Lemnos, and had saved her father's

life when the Lemnian women, by

common consent, murdered all the men

in the island, during one night, from

jealousy of their preference of the

female slaves. Hypsipyle, pretend

ing she had slain Thoas (whom she

sent privately to Chios), was chosen

queen of Lemnos. But the truth

being discovered after some time,

the Lemnian women drove her into

exile. Being taken by pirates in her

wanderings, she was sold to Lycur

gus, and from a queen fell to the

station of a slave—a sad but not un

common reverse in those fierce and

turbulent ages. After receiving the

thanks and the commiseration of the

Argives, Hypsipyle returned for her

oung charge, and to her horror found

im expiring from the bite of a ser

pºnt that had coiled itself round him.

The Argives slew the reptile; and in

memory of the ill-fated young prince,

instituted the Nemean funereal games,

to be observed every third year. The

victor received a crown of parsley, that

herb being fabled to have sprung from

the blood of Archemorus. The judges

of the games were attired in black as

mourners; and at first, none but mili

tary men were admitted to contend at

them, because the institution originated

with soldiers: hence parsley was re

garded as funereal, and strewed on

graves. The saying, “He has need

of parsley,” signified a person at the

oint of death; and a present of pars

ey implied a wish for the death of the

person to whom it was given. Parsley

being accounted sacred, was given by

the Corinthians, as the crown of the

victor in the Isthmian games; the

|. was originally a garland of pine

ranches, and after some time it was

restored, replacing the parsley crown,

which, in the Isthmian games, was of

the herb withered, but in the Nemean,

fresh and green.

Plutarch relates, that Timoleon, at

the head of the Corinthian troops, as

cending a hill, from the top of which

the enemy's camp could be discovered,

met some mules laden with parsley,

which the soldiers took as a sinister

omen, because the herb was funereal.

But Timoleon, in order to restore their

spirits, told them that it was, on the

contrary, a favourable augury, pro

phetic of triumph, as the crowns of

the victors in the Isthmian games

were of parsley. He then took some

of the herb and crowned himself with

it; and all his soldiers cheerfully foll

lowed his example.

It is said that parsley, rubbed upon

a glass goblet, will break it; we own

we have never made the experiment.

Parsley is a native of Sardinia, and

came to us about 1548. In Sardinia,

grows aº of the ranunculus species,

there called wild parsley, which, when

eaten, causes that involuntary convul

sive grin, termed the sardonic laugh,

from the Sardinian herb.

On account of the united military

and funereal recollections associated

with the parsley, we shall accompany

it with an appropriate translation from

the Greek Anthology—

ON AN EAGLE STANDING ON THE TOMB of A YOUNG WARRIOR.

ritoxi the atterit or a Nºri Parett.

(Opyt, Atos kpovićao 8waxrope, rev xapu catas, x.T.A.

“Oh, bird of Jove! why stand'st thou fiercely here,

Upon this trophied tomb, to houour dear?"

“I come, a speaking type, that e'en as I

Excel all birds that cleave the azure sky,

So he who slumbers in this hallowed earth

Excell'd all youths in valour and in worth.

Let timid doves perch on the coward's grave,

The glorious eagle loves and seeks the brave.”

* In the Peloponnesus.
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SAGE was anciently considered so

rich in medicinal qualities that there

was a Latin adage, “Why does any

man die in whose garden sage grows?”

(Cur moriatur homo cui salvia crescit in

Morto *) Among its other virtues it

was supposed to strengthen the me

mory, and to quicken and invigorate

the senses. Its Latin name, salria,

is derived from salrus, i. e., in good

health. Our English name comes from

the French, sauge. The leaves of sage

were used in divination by leaves,

called by the Greeks, botanomancy.

The inquirer wrote the letters of the

alphabet contained in his name, and

in the question he would ask, upon the

leaves which he exposed to the wind;

and all that remained after the rest had

been blown away, were taken up and

joined together, and whatever sense

could be collected from them was be

lieved to be the answer to the inquiry.

THYME was amongst the Greeks the

emblem of activity (because it grows

on the tops of steeps, as though it had

climbed thither), and they applied it

in ointments to the knee and the neck,

to invigorate those parts. Its Latin

name, thymus, is derived from the nearly

similar Greek word, signifying courage,

strength. The woody and fragrant

sprigs of the herb were burned in the

temples as incense. In a Greek epi

gram of Dioscorides, he calls it “the

Muses' pungent thyme." Partridges,

storks, and wood-pigeous eat it to heal

any wounds they may happen to receive:

and the tortoise is said to make use of

it as a preservative from the bite of the

serpent. With bees the tiny purple

blossoms are especial favourites. The

honey of Mount Hybla is said to have

owed its high reputation to the wild

thyme growing there in abundance.

MINT was said by mythologists to be

the metamorphosed form of a beau

tiful nymph—Mintha, the daughter of

Cocythus, changed into this aromatic

herb by Proserpine, who was jealous

of the admiration with which Pluto

beheld her. Ovid alludes to the fable

in the eleventh book of his Metamor

phoses—

“An tibi quondam

Frºmineos artus in olentes vertere menthas

Persephone lieuit.”

The graceful feathery FENNEL, which

an old superstition in Ireland con

siders an herb of such unlucky omen

that it ought never to be planted in a

garden, was, on the contrary, so much

esteemed by the Romans, that it was

used to crown the victors in the arena;

and was eaten by the Athletae, in the

belief that it increased their strength.

According to Elian, the serpent

cleanses the films off his eyes by eating

wild fennel. Culpepper tells us that

fennel is boiled with fish “to consume

the phlegmatic humour which fish most

lentifully afford;" he also commends

it as tending to improve the pallidness

of the face after illness.

MARJoruM was the subject of my

thological transformation. Amaracus,

a page of Cynarus, King of Cyprus,

was so afflicted at having accidentally

broken a vase which he was en

trusted, and thus spilling a very pre

cious ointment which it contained, that

he died of grief, and the pitying gods

changed him into the fragrant marjo

rum. This herb was used by the

Greeks in ointment applied to the hair

and eyebrows. Hymen was repre

sented as crowned with marjorum ; we

will add a small leaf to his garland—

Together.

M. E. M.

O, wedded love's a blessed thing!

Through life enduring ever :

Pure gold, like its own hallow'd ring,

It rusts or cankers never.

The gold at times may dim—one light

Touch, soft as downy feather,

Restores its sheen; and smooth and bright

It binds two hearts together.

Oh! happy they, to whom one joy,

Together felt, is double;

And, when the ills of life annoy,

Grief shar'd seems lessen'd trouble.

In vain the angry north-wind blows

O'er close-twin'd mountain heather;

So storms of care uproot not those

Who bide them well together.

Aye blest are they who, hand in hand,

Through youth, through age, are moving

Still onward to that better land

Where all are lov'd and loving.

Then let the grave its portal ope,

They've borne life's varied weather

And cheerfully, in faith and hope,

Lie down to rest together.

Of CAPERs we can only remember

that Zeno, the stoic philosoper, com

monly swore by the caper shrub. The

English substitute for capers, are the

berries of the masturtium, or great

Indian cress. Elizabeth Christina,

daughter of Linnaeus, first noticed the
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sparks of electric light which the nas

turtium flower occasionally emits, and

which are only visible in the evening.

The masturtium has of late obtained

the name of tropaeolum, or trophy flower,

from the Latin tropatum, a trophy, be

cause its helmet-shaped flowers, with

their bright yellow and divided petals,

marked with crimson patches, suggest

the idea of golden helmets, pierced and

stained with blood.

BorAGE, with its pretty blue round

flowers, comes from Aleppo; it was

unknown to the ancients. In the mid

dle ages, it was believed to be a cor

dial, excellent to drive away melan

choly, whether eaten in salad, or put

into wine (the latter most probably).

Its supposed exhilirating qualities were

celebrated in a Latin adage:–

“Ego, borago,

Gaudia semper ago."

Thus Englished:—

“I, borage,

Bring always courage."

But gaudia means joy rather than

courage. The Latin name, borago,

is a corruption of cor-ago, “I brin

heart.” It is still occasionally put into
a tankard with cider, or wine and

water, to make the beverage called

“Cool-cup ;” for, as the herb contains

a good deal of nitre, it has cooling

properties; but its oy-producing

powers seem to have long since for.

saken it.

ln old times, before horticulture was

scientifically practised, and when gar

dens were chiefly confined to the pos

session of the better classes and the

religious orders, men were glad to find

in the woods and fields wild herbs to

vary and flavour their repasts. The

mealy-leaved goose-foots , (chemopo

dium) were boiled as spinage, par

ticularly those rustically called “fat

hen,” and “Good King Henry.”

The latter is said by the French, to

be named after Henry IV., who paid

some attention to botanic gardens;

and by the English it is claimed for

Henry VI., who was fond of a rural

life, and better fitted for it than for

royalty.

Chickweed (alsine media) is quite

as good as spinage. Young shoots of

hop, boiled, serve as a substitute

(rather a poor one) for asparagus; as

also the roots of rampion bell-flower,

and those of Solomon's seal (so called

from some fancied marks on the root,

like the engraving on a seal), are still

used in Turkey occasionally as aspara

gus. The young leaves of the wild

white campion, or bladder behen, when

boiled, have some flavour of peas, and

furnished food for the starving pea

sants of Minorca, when the locusts

destroyed all their harvest in 1685.

The roots of the water betony (scro

phularia aquatica) gave food to the

famished French Protestant garrison

of Rochelle, when so vigorously be

sieged by Cardinal Richelieu, 1629.

The heads of large thistles, and the

unexpandedbuds ofthe sun-flower have

been cooked as artichokes. The earth

nuts, or pig-nuts (called in Ireland,

fairies' potatoes), when roasted, are

little inferior to chestnuts. The very

charlock and nettles provide the pea

sants with a dish of greens in times of

dearth.

Then the hedges gave aromatic and

}. herbs for seasoning: the

EPPERwort and SAUce-Alone, or

Jack-by-the-hedge (erysimum alliaria),

eaten with salt fish; and the HEDGE

MustARDand TREAcLE MustARD. The

LAMB's LETtuce (palerianella olitoria),

with its tiny lilac flowers (called by

the French, salade de chamine, monk’s

salad), was termed by our ancestors,

white pot-herb. The ARUM, that

adorns the wood, with its long purple

finger (thence familiarly called |.
fingers), affords from its dried roots

a flour often used as sago, and to make

bread in times of scarcity, though its

bright orange berries are a strong

poison.

When we take up a botanical work

and see what vast numbers of herbs

and roots have been created for the

service of man; all that daily supply

his meals with not only wholesome,

but even dainty fare; all that, though

less pleasant to the taste, help him to

food in a day of need ; all that possess

medicinal virtues to heal and alleviate

his maladies; and all that supply his

flocks and herds with nourishment,

shall we not, indeed, acknowledge that

when “the earth brought forth grass,

and the herb yielding seed after its

kind, God saw it, and it was good 2"

Shall we not be ready to join in the

canticle, “Oh all ye green things

upon the earth, bless ye the Lord;

praise Him and magnify Him for ever!”

M. E. M.
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A HUNTER IN THE PRAIRIES."

Who, that has tried, would compare

the feeble luxury of timid indolence to

the wild delight of the true sportsman,

as his strong frame battles with the

fierce elements, endures toil, and braves

danger in the consciousness of iron vi

gour, and with the ardour of the suc

cessful chase ? How gladly does even

the gloved and booted elegant, after

dissolving at the opera, doing duty at

ball and dinner, and getting “used

up " at everything throughout the

season, seek the more rugged life of

the moors, and recruit his exhausted

frame and languid energies upon the

mountain heath ! Of a truth, man

must earn not only his bread, but his.

pleasures—his capacity for enjoyment

—“in the sweat of his brow.”

But yield ye, ye recreant shooters

of partridge and of grouse; enlarge

your notions of sport and danger; we

offer you a new field of excitement—

a new remedy for ennui and indiges

tion. Allow us to introduce to you a

gentleman, who, like yourselves, has

frequented the fashionable salons of

the gay world; who has been reared

in luxury, and has cultivated the re

finements of art, but who will tell you

of more daring feats, and of nobler

game than is to be found in our too

civilised islands. So I the introduc

tion is made, and, we doubt not, you

and Mr. Palliser will get on agreeably

together. It will be refreshing to hear

of any spot of the globe that has not

yet been be-travelled, be-shot, and be

booked. Better again, to find a gen

tleman who did not go forth, pencil and

paper in hand, to write a journal, and,

of malice prepense, to indite a book;

that is, to dilute a few facts with a vast

amount of aſter-thought and imagina

tive comment; or swell out a trifle into

a soutflée of three volumes. Our hun

ter is exactly the reverse. He went

to shoot, and accordingly he shot. He

went to see new and odd things and

people, and he saw them. He now

shortly tells, with simplicity, what

he has himself done and seen, and has

thus unconsciously written a pleasant

book.

Happily, he is no professor of writ

ing. He narrates with an absence of

art that has a graphic reality, the great

charm of all travels. We feel that

what we read is true, and this air of

truth, so far from tending to matter-of

fact dryness, makes interesting much

that might not be so, if we suspected

it to be apocryphal. It is particularly

essential, too, where there is so much

that is novel. Since G. Cumming's

wholesale battues, we have had no story

of adventurous sporting of this kind.

Probably, many may have performed

similar feats, butwhat use has it been to

us,who sit at home at ease, if either they

did not commit their tale to writing, or

if Mr. Murray did not transfer it to the

all-diffusing type? We have, doubt.

less, had plenty of passages of the

Rocky Mountains, but none of these,

that we are aware of, have yet touched

on this northern region; or, if they

have, it is but as a passage to a further

goal, not as their final object.

After the ordinary tour in the States,

which is dismissed in a few pages, but

with some graphic touches, Mr. Palli

ser hunts in the Arkansas and the Illi

nois, and then ascends from St. Louis,

at the junction of the Ohio and Missis

sippi, about two thousand miles along

the Missouri, to the Yellowstone river,

where is laid the scene of his best ad

ventures. The dates and times of his

movements are not given with the pre

cision they should have been, and it is

exceedingly difficult to make out any

thing like a regular account of his

erratic movements. It would seem as

though in the savage life which he had

to lead, hours, days, and dates were

wholly lost, and were only now and

then recorded when occasionally he

emerged into some outskirt of civilis

ation. However, it is plain that he

crossed over early in 1847, that his

story covers a space of about two and

a-half years, of which about half was

devoted to the pursuits of the chase.

* “Solitary Rambles and Adventures of a Hunter in the Prairies.”

London: John Murray. 1853.with Illustrations. Small 8vo.

WOL. XLII.-NO, CCXLVII,

By John Palliser;
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In Cairo, on the Missouri, he con

ceives that he has discovered the origi

nal “Eden,” described by Dickens

in “Chuzzlewit,” and where Mark

Tapley had a most favourable oppor

tunity of “coming out strong, under

circumstances.” Without doubting the

reality of his discovery, we think he

might easily have multiplied such in

stances along the dreary Mississippi. At

New Orleans pleasure and hospitality

seem to have reigned supreme amongst

its semi-continental people; and ere we

bid adieu to the courtesies of life, we

may give a sketch of a trifling incident

that marks peculiarly the easy manners

of the place. On his first arrival, he

fails to distinguish his own lodging un

der the light of the uncertain moon:—

“After a little hesitation, I entered that

which I thought most probable to be the

right one, and passing through the porte

cochère, I went up stairs, found doors and

windows all thrown open ; and I continued

for some time wandering through rooms

where the gilding of beautiful pictures

glanced in the moonlight. I had not gone

far when I felt I had mistaken the house.

Curiosity, however, induced me to wander

a little further before retracing my steps.

My situation forcibly reminded me of the

account of Don Alphonso, in Gil Blas, when

driven by the storm to take shelter in the

old Spanish house, through which he con

tinued wandering from room to room, amidst

splendid furniture, partially lighted by ex

piring lamps, until he reached the apartment

of Seraphine, where he found the beautiful

widow sleeping heavily and uneasily, through

the sultry Spanish midsummer night. These

reflections, however, were quickly interrupted

by a lady's voice, calling out, ‘Who is

there " I replied hastily, informing her of

my having taken apartments in the Rue

Royale that morning, and also of having

forgotten both the number of the house and

the name of its owner. “Was it Mr. So and

So's, or was it Colonel S., she kindly sug

gested; but quite in vain, nothing could

bring it back to my memory. ‘Well!" at

length she replied, “as my brother is gone

to the country, you can sleep in his room

to-night. Take the first turn at the foot of

the steps, cross the large landing-place, and

go into the room at the head of the large

stairs. Stay; I will give you a light.' After

a short pause, I heard, at the other side of

the closed door, a crackling noise, announc

ing the ignition of a lucifer match, and

immediately afterwards a lighted candle

made its appearance, as well as a very

pretty little jewelled hand, neatly pressed

at the wrist with a very pretty little

lace frill. Having taken the proffered can

dle, I thanked my hostess, and easily found

my way to the room she had described, where

I slept most comfortably. In the morning

I was awakened by an old negro woman,

who brought me a cup of coffee, returning,

before my toilet was completed, with a pair

of handsome ivory-backed hair-brushes be

longing to her mistress, together with her

compliments to know if I had slept well."—

pp. 32–34.

With the deer-hunting in the Ar

kansas his book may be said to com

mence. His first efforts are of a more

simple description, being a few shots

at a “deer-lick,” or place where the

deer come to seek some natural deposit

of salt. This, however, is soon varied

by a process, called “pan-hunting ”

at night, which reminds us of an ana

logous kind of warfare waged against

the fish in the Mediterranean, the

picturesque effect of which must al

ways catch the traveller's eye:–

“An iron pan attached to a long stick,

serving as a handle, is carried in the left

hand, over the left shoulder; near where the

left hand grasps the handle is a small pro

jecting stick, forming a fork on which to

rest the rifle in firing. The pan is filled

with burning pine knots, which being satu

rated with turpentine, shed a brilliant and

constant light all round, shining into the eyes

of any deer that may come in that direc

tion, and making them look like two balls

of fire. - - - - - -

“The night was most favourable, being

pitch-dark, and after creeping about for

some time, I beheld, from the light thrown

from my pan, a pair of shining balls of fire

moving up and down a short distance off.

At first I took them for fireflies; but, on more

attentive observation, I saw, by their simulta

neous motion, that they must be the eyes of a

deer. After groping a little farther in that di

rection, the eyes again appeared, and as they

began to approach, the distance between

them seemed gradually to increase, like the

lamps of a travelling-carriage to a spectator

watching its progress towards him, till the

animal came so near that I could trace his

outline; so, holding my pan steadily on my

shoulder with my left hand, I raised my rifle

with the right, the barrel resting in the notch

before-mentioned, and suspecting that at

night, from not being able to determine the

hind sight, one is apt to shoot high in catch

ing the front one clearly, I aimed so low

that I could hardly, from force of habit, per

suade myself to pull the trigger. When I

fired, the deer gave a convulsive bound into

the shades of night, and I thought he was

lost. - - - - - - -

“I had resumed my hunting-pan and rifle,

and was leaning against a tree, when, like

some phantom, the faint dusky outline of an
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enormous stag walked noiselessly up, and

was actually passing me. It made me, from

the high state of excitement in which I then

was, almost superstitious enough to fancy

him the departed shade of an ancient deni

zen of these primeval forests. I fired rapidly

as he passed in front of me. On receiving

the ball, he rushed violently off; but, from

the way in which I heard him thresh the

bushes, I knew I had a good chance of find

ing him at daybreak. I had hardly loaded

again, when three or four pairs of glowing

eyes presented themselves, glancing about in

several directions. I fired a chance shot at

one, which fortunately brought the animal

down on his tracks: hearing him struggling

on the ground, I feared, by the sound, that he

was not forone moment safe, I then threw down

rifle and pan, and rushed up knife in hand. It

was fortunate that I did so, for the stag was

recovering, and just as I had seized him with

my left hand by one of his horns, which be

ing then only in the velvet, it broke in my

grasp, so that I was compelled to drop my

knife, and hold on to him with both hands,

holloaing loudly for assistance, till the ani

mal tore the front and sleeve of my shirt

with his fore-feet, and made such a powerful

fight, that had it not been for Thibault, who

came up, attracted by my shouts, and stabbed

him through the heart, I should not only

have lost my stag, but have got the worst

of it into the bargain.”—pp. 43–50.

Five capital bucks were the produce

of this first night. Presently we have

our traveller beginning in right earnest,

making his solitary bivouac in the

forest, shooting, skinning, and cutting

up his own supper, with an awkward

ness that subsequent practice makeshim

now look on with contempt, and finally,

killing a panther that ventured to make

too close an acquaintance with him.

Henceforth we may fairly consider him

as having passed through the ceremony

of savage initiation.

A visit to the Mammoth caves forms

a short episode: he there walks some

twenty miles up and down hill, and

across rivers, catches fish without eyes,

and altogether passes a most subterra

nean day. Chacun a son gout ; it seems

that some people find a peculiar luxury

in interring themselves alive in such a

place by way of raising their spirits:–

“The temperature is always uniform, un

influenced by that of the external air, which

renders them, consequently, comfortable in

winter, and delightfully cool in summer.

The air inside is very pure; so much so,

that invalids have tried the experiment of

remaining for weeks under ground, and not

withstanding the inevitable gloom that must

have attended their sojourn in such a dreary

abode, have found themselves greatly in

vigorated, and their appetites much increased.

One gentleman recovered in a most wonderful

manner, after a residence of several months

in a cottage there, which was pointed out to

me. The young ladies had, the year before,

voted it too hot to dance above-ground, and

had actually planned and given a subter

ranean ball; choosing a very fine cavern,

spacious enough, but not too large to admit

of its being properly lighted, and having a

boarded floor laid down for the occasion."—

p. 72.

Our traveller now commences the

ascent of the Missouri, aided by an in

trepid little steamer, which once a-year

faces the rapid current for 2,000 miles

to Fort Union, a great depot of the

Fur Company's trade, and again de

scends, freighted with the costly skins

collected during the past winter.

Taking advantage of this for but 500

miles, he then abandons such civilised

refinements for a more primitive and

independent mode of travelling.

His party is formed of hardy hunters

and trappers, and every variety of wild

men, moving together on horseback ;

at night camping on the ground, and

by day hunting the game on which they

live. Occasionally this exposed them

to some deficiencies in the commis

sariat that were not always supplied

by any very delicate luxuries. Thus

Mr. Palliser receives an invitation

from the chief of an Indian tribe to a

“dog-feast;" he accepts gladly the “at

home,” and despite some qualms of

conscience and of stomach, does not

fail to assure us that often afterwards,

when assailed by the pangs of hunger,

he turned to the remembrance of this

feast with envious regret.

Their larder, however, was in ge

neral supplied with more palatable

food, and Mr. Palliser waxes positively

eloquent in his glowing description of

the flavour of buffalo meat. He men

tions some remarkable instances where

both it and the oxen beef were tried

by Indians, Europeans, and Americans

together, and where the verdict was de

cided and unanimous in favour of the

wild animal. He several times recurs to

this topic, and quaintly concludes an

excellent description of the buffalo's

appearance and habits, with the criti

cism of a practised purveyor—“Taken

altogether, they are a curious and in

teresting animal, and uncommonly good

eating "
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About the end of October he reach

es Fort Union, and here commences

his buffalo hunting; first as an amuse

ment, and soon as a necessity. The

º of the sport may be shortly

told :–

“The first object in approaching a herd of

buffalo should be to get as near as possible

before charging them; then, rush in with

your horse at full speed, single out one ani

mal, and detach him from the herd, which

you will soon do, and after a turn or two be

able to get a broadside shot, when you should

endeavour to strike him behind the fore

shoulder. While reloading slacken your

horse's speed to a hand gallop. The general

method of loading is to empty the charge

from the horn slung round your neck into

the palm of your hand, whence you can more

easily pour it down the barrel; you then take

a bullet wet out of your mouth, and throw

it down upon the powder; by which means

you avoid the necessity of using a ramrod, a

most inconvenient process when riding fast

on horseback. I found it from experience

better to dispense with both powder-horn,

ramrod, and copper caps altogether, and use

a light self-priming flint gun, carrying the

powder loose in the skirt pockets of my

shooting-coat, and thereby having no further

delay than to thrust my hand in for it, and

empty it down the barrel of my gun; accu

racy in quantity at such close quarters being

of small importance."—pp. 111, 112

But winter soon set in, wrapping

the plains in universal snow, and bind

ing all things in the rigid chains of

that dreary region's iron frost. With

its first cold, broke out an epidemic

among the inhabitants of the Fort,

which soon placed both hunters and

doctor hors de combat. The garrison,

of nearly fifty souls, thus became de

pendant on our traveller's prowess,
and we have a narrative of fearful

slaughters and hardships, which, per

haps, nothing but necessity could have

enabled a denizen of Merrion-square

and May Fair to have encountered.

He had not only himself to slay the

game, but to skin and cut it up, and

carry back the available meat. On

one occasion, he certainly had the as

sistance of some Indian ladies, but we

doubt if their feminine accomplish

ments imparted much delicacy to the

process:—

“It was quite a party of pleasure for them,

and by the way in which they performed the

cutting up, that operation seemed to afford

a considerable share of their enjoyment.

They skinned and sliced slowly and delibe

rately, doing it in a most scientific manner,

and with evident relish, dabbling in the

blood, and actually drinking it, the youngest

laughing at my aversion, and offering me

some in the palms of her hands.”—p. 135.

Lest our readers should fancy that

bisons are shot like grouse, and are

quiet, defenceless creatures, we select

a specimen of one keen encounter:—

“I soon came in sight of mine. He was

standing a little way off on the open plain,

but the skirting willows and brushwood

afforded me cover within eighty yards of him,

profiting by which I crept up, and taking a

deliberate aim, fired. The bull gave a con

vulsive start, moved off a little way, and

turned his broadside again to me. I fired

again, over one hundred yards this time; he

did not stir. I loaded and fired the third

time, whereupon he turned and faced me, as

if about to show fight. As I was loading

for a fourth shot he tottered forward a step

or two, and I thought he was about to fall,

so I waited for a little while, but as he did

not come down I determined to go up and

finish him. Walking up, therefore, to within

thirty paces of him, till I could actually see

his eyes rolling, I fired for the fourth time

directly at the region of the heart, as I thought,

but to my utter amazement up went his tail

and down went his head, and with a speed

that I thought him little capable of, he was

upon me in a twinkling. I ran hard for it,

but he rapidly overhauled me, and my situa

tion was becoming anything but pleasant.

Thinking he might, like our own bulls, shut

the eyes in making a charge, I swerved sud

denly to one side to escape the shock, but, to

my horror, I failed in dodging him, for he

bolted round quicker than I did, and afford

ing me barely time to protect my stomach

with the stock of my rifle, and to turn my

self sideways as I sustained the charge, in

the hopes of getting between his horns, he

came plump upon me with a shock like an

earthquake. My rifle stock was shivered to

pieces by one horn, my clothes torn by the

other; I flew into mid-air, scattering my

prairie hens and rabbits, which had hitherto

hung dangling by leathern thongs from my

belt, in all directions, till landing at last, I

fell unhurt in the snow, and almost over me

—fortunately not quite—rolled my infu

riated antagonist, and subsided in a snowdrift.

I was luckily not the least injured, the force

of the blow having been perfectly deadened

by the enormous mass of fur, wool and hair

that clothed his shaggy head-piece."

This recreation was varied by a gue

rilla warfare against the wolves, from

whom he stripped their skins, as spoils

of war, and bore them off, not as

trophies, but to barter for tobacco,
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and other remnants ofsemi-civilisation.

A huge dog, Ishmah by name, half

wolf himself—no doubt on the prin

ciple of setting a thief to catch a thief—

formed his companion in these solitary

forays. How they managed to bivouac

is worth hearing:—

“The woods along the banks of the river

afforded me timber, already fallen and in

every stage of decomposition, wherewith to

light a fire at night; and when I stood and

looked about me to choose a convenient spot

near an ice-hole, Ishmah used to gaze into

my face as if he could read my thoughts,

and whine, as much as to say, “I am tired,

too.” When I trampled down the snow, cut

and strewed the willows, and proceeded to

collect the wood, he used to watch me eagerly,

and prick up his ears when he saw me take

the flint and steel from my pouch, and the

dry inner bark of the cotton-wood tree from

my chest, in which to kindle the spark. The

fire secure and burning well, I turned my at

tention to him, unharnessed him, unpacked

his travail, and placed it aloft against the

side of a tree to protect the leather straps

from the voracity of the wolves. This done

I spread my bed, and filled the kettles with

water, took a handful of coffee-berries from

my bag, which I roasted in the cover of

the kettle, then wrapping them up in a piece

of leather, I pounded them on a stump, and

put them in the smaller kettle to boil, reserv

ing the large one for the meat. These culi

nary proceedings Ishmah used to regard with

the most intense interest, turning back, from

time to time, as the eddies of pungent smoke

from the damp fuel compelled him to avert

his eyes. When supper was at last cooked

and despatched (quickly enough on his part,

poor fellow, for his share was sometimes very

scanty), he sat up close beside me as I

smoked my pipe and sipped my coffee; and

when at last I got into bed, he used to lie

down at the edge of the robe, with his back

close up against my shoulders, and so we

slept till morning. As soon as it was day

light we rose, Ishmah submitted patiently to

be harnessed, and we resumed our march.”

—pp. 155–156.

Ishmah's poor relations, the famish

ing wolves, were sometimes excessively

troublesome, and used to entice him

to join their wild gambols, so as once

i.” to jeopardise our traveller's

e :-

“One day, after a long march, I was

looking out for a convenient camping-place,

when a she-wolf crossed the ice at some dis

tance from where I was standing. In spite

of all my exertions and threats, Ishmah im

mediately gave chase, and they continued

their gambols until I attempted to approach

them, when, of course, the wolf made off at

full speed followed by my dog with his tra

vail behind him, loaded with everything I

then possessed in the world. I followed

shouting after him in vain until he entirely

disappeared from my view, after which I

continued running on the tracks, till dark

ness obliged me to abandon the pursuit, and

I found myself a long way from timber, out

on the broad prairie, alone on a vast barren

waste of snow stretching around me on every

side.

“My sensations were anything but envia

ble, on reflecting that I was about one hun

dred miles from any known habitation, and

nearly one hundred and fifty from my desti

nation, destitute of robe and blankets, with

but very little powder in my horn, and only

two bullets in my pouch. In short I was in

a pretty considerable sort of a “fix,’ and had

nothing for it but to make tracks again with

all speed for the timber. Fortunately I

found my way back to the river without

much difficulty. It was a beautiful moon

light night, which enabled me to collect some

fallen wood, and having lighted a fire, I

seated myself beside it, and began to consi

der the probabilities of my ever reaching a

trading post alive, in the event of Ishmah

not returning, and how I should economise

my ammunition and increase my rate of tra

velling, so as to effect this object. My

prospects were dismal enough, nor did I feel

cheered as the cold north breeze froze the

perspiration which had run down my fore

head and face, and formed icicles in my

beard and whiskers, that jingled like bells

as I shook my head in dismissing from my

mind one project after another. At last, re

signing myself to my fate I took out my

pipe, determined to console myself with a

smoke, when, alas! on feeling for tobacco I

found that was gore too. This was the cli

max of my misfortunes. I looked to the

north star and calculated, by the position of

the Plough, that it must have been about

ten o'clock, the time at which, in England,

we have our knees under the mahogany sur

rounded by friends, discussing a bottle of the

best, and awaiting the summons to tea in

the drawing-room. I tried to see a faint

similarity to the steam of the tea-urn in the

smoke from the snow-covered wood on my

dreary fire, and endeavoured to trace the

forms of sweet familiar faces in the embers,

till I almost heard the rustling of fresh white

crêpe dresses round me, when, hark I did

hear a rustle—it approaches nearer, nearer,

and I recognise the scraping of Ishmah's tra

vail on the snow; another moment and the

panting rascal was by my side I never felt

so relieved, and laughed out loud from sheer

joy, as I noticed the consciousness he showed

by his various cringing movements of having

behaved very badly. I was too well pleased,

however, at his appearance to beat him, par

ticularly when I found nothing of his har

ness and load either missing or injured in the
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slightest degree. Even the portion of meat

which I had secured from the last deer I

shot was untouched; so that I had nothing

to do but unpack the travail, make my bed,

and cook our supper."—pp. 157–59.

But the best hunter cannot always

insure game, or unfailing success, and

our traveller had soon to observe an

involuntary fast for more than two

days. His feelings the second night

are well described:–

“I felt very hungry indeed, and was, be

sides, very tired. I slept feverishly, awakened

at intervals from visions of the most rare

and delicious dishes placed before me. I

dreamed I stood before the hospitable man

sion of an old friend, who led me, in spite of

my incongruous costume, into his bril

liantly-lighted parlour, and placed me down

to a table loaded with all the delicacies of

every season and climate under heaven, in

cluding two soups and a turbot . At last

when powdered footmen removed the richly

chased covers off these exquisite delicacies, I

started up wide awake, to look on nought

but snow, and finally I solaced myself with

a pipe. On the day following I hunted

long and hard till considerably after noon

without success. The painful sickening sen

sation of hunger had now quite left me, and

I suffered much less on the third than on

the second day. Strange to say I had not

the least apprehension for the future, but

felt perfectly confident the whole time, that

sooner or later I should fall in with game.

At last I came to some fresh tracks of deer,

and soon made out that the animal had not

only been walking quietly, but was in the

willows close by ; this I rightly guessed by

the ziz-zag direction of the tracks; for deer

before lying down, walk slowly from side to

side, as if hesitating where to stop. I re

mained perfectly still for some time, looking

intently with an eye sharpened by hunger,

and at length observed something stir in the

willows; it was a deer; evening was advanc

ing, and he was going out to feed. I waited

anxiously as he came on, slowly, most for

tunately towards me, until he approached

to within about 100 yards, and then stopped.

I drew up my rifle, and would have fired;

but he came still nearer, feeding slowly for

ward till he was scarcely sixty yards off,

when I took a steady deliberate shot as he

turned his flank towards me. I heard the

bullet crack against the shoulder; he rushed

a short distance back, and rolled over in the

snow.”—pp. 161-63.

But as shops are not more plentiful

than restaurants, he has to undertake a

march of seventy miles to make a pur

chase of copper caps; where that ne

cessary of his wild life is said to be

procurable. The party is nearly frozen

to death, sleeping under a north-eastern

snow storm, without a fire, and then

nearly perishes for want of food; but

these are ordinary incidents, and of

what value are they when compared

to a box of copper caps ? After all,

men soon cease to be very particular,

and their standard of comfort becomes

wonderfully low. Thus we find it very

simply told us—“It continued to pour

all night; but we hardly suffered any

inconvenience from the rain, and on

the whole, with the exception of having

nothing to eat, were very comfortable f"

Next follows a succession of bold

and daring shots, and some most tri

umphant expeditions some hundred

miles up the Yellowstone river, in

which the rifle deals death with terri

ble precision amongst hosts of ante

lopes, wapiti, beavers, buffalo, and

grosse corne, which last are neither

more nor less than wild sheep. It

does not sound very romantic or

sportsmanlike to go sheep-shooting—

in fact, it is apt to recal to our minds

here, certain very stringent laws about

sheep-stealing; but these animals are

as wild and nimble as the chamois, and

use their huge horns much as the boar

would his tusks. So vast a slaughter

soon overloads the party with the tro

phies of victory, and they determine

to build a boat to transport, by water,

their growing pile of furs and skins.

This is soon done most effectually,

though mayhap not with the beauty,

or after the recognised rules of Lam

beth or Putney. They make aframe

work of willows, kill a couple of bulls,

flay them, and stretch the reeking

hides upon the frame, lashing them on

with elk-skin cord. In the prairies,

men have not leisure to serve an ap

prenticeship to trades; they must im

provise, and be satisfied without any

very high artistic finish. Thus our tra

veller's next occupations are those of a

shirt maker and a tailor, rather a la

Robinson Crusoe :—

“I was at this time very badly off for

clothes. My large winter grey woollen shoot

ing-coat (or capote) was completely worn

out; over and over again I had patched it

with pieces of blanket, but still the rents

were made worse, and at last it went utterly

to pieces. I had, however, with me an elk

skin, which had been uncommonly well

dressed by one of the men while I was at Fort

Union; this I took and cut into a hunting

shirt with loose sleeves, sewing it up partly
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with buffalo sinew and partly with thrºad

procured at the Fort ; the dressed skin of a

small deer furnished the pockets in front, and

it was subsequently ornamented for me with

Porcupine work by some Indian women on

my return to the fort. The fit was not of

much consequence, as my belt confined it

round me. I found this a most effective

hunting-shirt, for no brushwood could tear

it; and it now hangs up among my other

trophies as fit for service as ever. Although

it was a simple thing in itself, to cut out and

make the hunting-shirt, yet it took me three

days, inasmuch as I was obliged first to smoke

the leather in order to prevent its shrinking

and hardening like parchment every time it

got wet; next to cut it out without the help of

scissors, and with my hunting-knife only;

and lastly, to sew the strong, tough ma

terial together without a thimble, which was

very tedious indeed."—pp. 230, 231.

When in want of materials for any

garment they sallied forth from their

Sartorial occupation, and shot and

skinned a suitable animal, in the same

way that we should here send to the

shop to buy an extra half-yard of

stuff:-

“We continued along little watercourses,

and trying the brushwood on the hill Bour

charville got a shot at a black-tailed buck,

but missed him, as I did also a doe. After a

good deal of hard work, we shot a black-tailed

due each: the meat was not very good, so we

did not burden the horses with it, but brought

the skins to camp. On the morrow I occu

pied myself in dressing them, with Bourchar

ville's assistance, and the following day fi

nished and smoked them, and began to cut

out. The celebrated Rout, of Portsmouth,

who was once known to affirm that he

passed sleepless nights over the cutting out

of trousers, could not have taken greater

pains than I did with mine; still I wasted

the cabbage to such an extent, that before

the completion of my work, I had to sacrifice

another deer at the shrine of the Sartorian

god.”—pp. 233,234.

It was in these identical habiliments,

as nearly as possible resembling the

“Man Friday,” that our traveller a

short time after had to run the gauntlet

through the fashionable promenade of

St. Louis, and was, of course, pounced

upon by all his acquaintances, as

he was endeavouring to slink along to

some depot of more civilised garments 1

Soon now he begins to turn his

face homewards, descends the Yellow

stone in his canoe, and the Missouri

in a more orthodox skiff, is surprised

by a party of Indians, who retreat be

fore the uplifted mouths of the steady

rifles, and kills a bear and divers other

animals, for which we must refer the

curious to the book itself. But as the

time of departure draws nigh, he re

members that he has not yet stood face

to face with the “grisly bear,” the mo

narch of the savage tribe, the lion of

the prairies. To retire without this

F. is impossible; and, as the

ave not sought him, he must e'en see

them, and attack them in their lair in

the Turtle Mountains. En route, he

is roughly handled by his old friends,

the buffaloes, and only escapes the

thundering charge of a ferocious bull,

by the novel feat of leaping over him

on horseback, when in full career. At

length his bearish aspirations are fully

gratified:—

“At length I came to the putrid carcase of

a bull, and on the mud all around saw the

tracks of a large old bear, some of which

led from the carrion along the dry water

course, and looked very fresh. I drew my

shot charges, and rammed down a couple of

bullets, and followed the tracks over an un

dulating prairie, till at a distance I descried

a very large bear walking leisurely along. I

approached as near as I could without his

perceiving me, and, lying down, tried Dau

phin's plan of imitating the lowing of a buf

falo calf. On hearing the sounds, he rose

up, displaying such gigantic proportions as

almost made my heart fail me; I croaked

again, when, perceiving me, he came canter

ing slowly up. I felt that I was in for i

and that escape was impossible, even had

declined the combat, so cocking both barrels

of my Truelock, I remained kneeling until

he approached very near, when I suddenly

stood up, upon which the bear, with an in

dolent roaring grunt, raised himself once

more upon his hind legs, and just at the mo–

ment when he was balancing himself pre

viously to springing on me, I fired, aiming

close under his chin: the ball passing through

his throat, broke the vertebrae of the neck,

and down he tumbled, floundering like a great

fish out of water, till at length he reluctantly

expired. I drew a long breath as I un

cocked my left barrel, feeling right glad at

the successful issue of the combat. I walked

round and round my huge prize, surveying

his proportions with great delight; but as

it came on to rain, I was obliged to lose no

time in skinning him.”—p.p. 275, 276.

Man is not ingood odour with this for

midable animal, for though it will fear

lessly attack him when the wind blows

from the bear to the man, let it but catch

the scent of the man, and it will turn

and ſlee, if not previously goaded into
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rage. This makes great caution ne

cessary in seeking to approach them.

Despite this difficulty, and the inevi

table danger, our traveller was not

satisfied till he had secured five of

enormous size. And now the annual

incursion of civilised invention affrights

the desolate prairies, and the shriek

of the steamer is heard on the waters of

the Missouri. He must depart, or re

main another year. His spoils and tro

}. are piled on board, and if the

risoner of Chillon “regained his free

dom with a sigh,” we may well fancy the

regret with which the hunterforsook the

freedom of the prairie, to return to the

restrictions of a more refined society.

The downward currentand the powerful

engine soon bear him a couple of thou

sand miles, back to St. Louis again.

Once more on beaten ground, he wisely

refrains from telling an often-told tale.

A variety of trips are merely intimated,

and adventures are recounted only

where there is something pleasant to

record. Yet the sport is not all at an

end, and even duck-shooting near New

Orleans produces something uncom

mon.-- Here is a moonlight shot at an

alligator:-
* * * * * *-

“Seeing that the wind was favourable, I

desired the negro to steer close alongside;

and we soon passed within eight or ten yards

of the brute, on which I gave him a shot in

the head, which I thought had done for him.

We lost not a moment in securing him; the

nigger got out and fastened a rope round

over the forepart, and a hitch round the

tail, and after a good haul we three heaved

him into the boat, an undertaking that gave

us enough to do. We had hardly completed

our task, and taken a horn in honour of the

event, when—even while congratulating our

selves on our success in safely stowing him

along the bottom of the boat—up rose his

ponderous tail, descending in the following

second with a slash that made the knees of

the boat shake again.

“‘By golly, master,’ said our black boat

man, ‘I wish him nebber had come into this

boat;' and we heartily wished our prize in

his more congenial element again, as lash

after lash of his ponderous tail followed in

rapid succession, breaking up the thwarts,

which one after another went flying about,

either striking us or falling into the water,

accompanied by groans from blacky; who

grasped his shins with his hands in sure in

dication of the utmost nigger uneasiness. I

was utterly perplexed—not daring to fire

for fear of swamping the boat—and unable

with my knife to pierce through his tremen

dous scales. Fortunately, however, our

sound little Yankee craft stood the leviathan

shocks, and at length the alligator safely ex

pired; when we drew a long breath again,

put up our helm, and reached the squatter's

hut again before the moon disappeared.

Next day we hailed a tug steamer, which

picked us up, and took us back to New Or

leans.”—pp. 312, 313.

We shall take leave of the bold

hunter, the former fashionable of the

gay world, and our now author, at

a ball given in some public gardens,

to celebrate the marriage of a Ger

man butcher l No position seems un

suited to him, or to be taken amiss;

and our readers will ere this have dis

covered that he tells every kind of ad

venture alike naturally and agree

ably:—

“The proprietor kept most excellent Ger

man wines, and had a very large ball-room

attached to his establishment, and a splendid

orchestra of brass instruments in his pay.

He gave the entertainment, and provided the

capital supper, on condition that all except

the bridal party should pay for the wine they

drank. At about mine o'clock in the even

ing dancing commenced, the orchestra play

ing Strauss's and Lanner's quadrilles and

waltzes to perfection, besides all the best and

latest polkas, and galops, not excepting the

celebrated Railway and Sturm march.

Urged by these I became so exhilarated as

to run down and seek the lady of the estab

lishment, who was busy in the lower regions

superintending the culinary operations of her

handmaidens. My proposal of dancing the

Sturm march galop with her was at first

received with utter astonishment; but after

a little persuasion her pretty features relax

ed into a smile, and she began to make ex

cuses as numerous as the dishes she was pre

paring Her husband would be angry at

the work being neglected; perhaps the maids

would want to dance too, if she once began,

and so on. A little persuasion, however,

soon removed these obstacles, and at last,

upon my protesting, in reply to her question,

“Are you serious or are you laughing at

me?" that I would quit the premises forth

with if she did not comply — “Lieber herr

je!' she said, ‘look at my dress.” “Well,

take off your apron,' I replied. She laughed,

and turning to one of the maids, bid her

bring water, soap, and towel, “and the cap

with the ribbons,’ adding, as she smoothed

her beautiful hair, and looked coquettishly

at me, ‘You know there is no reason for

looking uglier than one really is " At last

the cap was adjusted; but just as we reach

ed the ball-room the galop was drawing to

a conclusion. This, however, I had fore

seen, and in consequence of a message pre

viously dispatched to the orchestra, the mo

ment our hostess and I entered, the Sturm

march raged with redoubled fury, and soon
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bore us of flying before the gale. A glance

from her husband, however, caused my Cin

derella to dive into the lower regions again

before the termination of the dance, exclaim

ing, as I caught the last glimpse of her,

“Well, perhaps after supper.' I continued

to wander about, and turned my attention

to the bride, but she was “hasslich' plain,

so I consoled myself with supper, and sent a

dozen of wine to the orchestra, which I after

wards heard had been presented to them with

the compliments of the great English lord

from the “Felzen Gebirgen.” After supper

I regained my beautiful hostess, who, in ad

dition to a more becoming change in her

dress, had donned a pair of newer shoes that

did not come off every moment in dancing.

Shortly after we reappeared, the Hockheimer

was finished in the gallery, whence, in gra

titude or honour to me, ‘God save the

Queen' rang out its thrilling harmonies

from seventeen brass throats. I felt so

º -

-

tºuched by the compliment, tº . think I

should have sent another doz t but for.

the expostulutions of my fai lº ter, who’

was apprehensive of its influenceºu the 4 º' *

music. I remained so late that all thºom

nibuses had returned to town except the

r.

ºr

*

2.
-

-

**

**

destined for the conveyance of thej4 º

with whom I took my place at two in the -

morning, to return to the planter's house.

In conversation with them I happened to ask

if they knew a favourite polka of mine.

‘Oh, ja!" and in an instant all the brass

instruments were blazing away in the con

fined space of the crowded omnibus. For

tunately, however, before the drum of my

ear gave way the axletree tree did, and

down we came with a jolt that put an end

to harmony; off rolled one of the wheels,

and —‘chaqu'un pour soi'—each had to

make his way home as well as he could."—

pp. 301–303.

SIR JASPER CAREW, KNT.

HIs LIFE AND EXPERIENCES, WITH SOME Account of HIS OVER-REACHINGS AND

SHORT-CoMINGS THEREIN, NOW FIRST GIVEN TO THE WORLD BY HIMSELF.

CHAPTER xxv.

The Count DE GABRI.A.C.

I HAD often heard that the day which

should see the count restored to us,

would be one of festivity and enjoy

ment. Again and again had we talked

over all our plans of pleasure for that

occasion; but the reality was destined

to bring black disappointment 1 We

were returning in sadness from the

toll-house, when a messenger came

running to tell of the count's arrival;

and my mother, leaving me with Raper,

to whom she whispered a few hurried

words, hastened homewards.

I thought it strange that she had not

taken me along with her, but I walked

along silently at Raper's side, lost in

my own thoughts, and not sorry to

have for my companion, one little

likely to disturb them. We sauntered

onward through some meadows that

skirted the river; and at last, coming

down to the stream, seated ourselves by

the brink, each still sunk in his own

reflections.

It was a bright day of midsummer :

the air had all that exhilaration peculiar

to the season in these Alpine districts.

The stream ran clear as crystal at our

feet; and the verdure of grass and

foliage was in its full perfection. But

one single object recalled a thought of

sorrow, and that was the curtained

window of the little chamber wherein

Herr Robert lay dead.

To this spot my eyes would return,

do what I could ; and thither, too,

i. all my thoughts, in spite of me.

The influence which for some time

back he had possessed over me, was

perſectly distinct from that which

originates in affectionate attachment.

Indeed all his pººl, to me were the

very reverse of such. His constant

argument was, that a man, fettered by

affection, and restricted by ties of

family, was worthless for all purposes

of high ambition ; and that for the

real successes of life, one must sacrifice

everything like individual enjoyment.

So far had he impressed me with these

notions, that I already felt a kind of

pleasure in little acts of self-denial,

and rose in my own esteem by slight

traits of self-restraint. The compara

-*
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tive isolation in which I lived, and my

estrangement, from those of my own

age, favoured this impression, and I

grew by degrees to look upon the sports

and pleasures of boyhood, with all

the disdainful compassion of an old
ascetic.

I remember well how, as Ilay in the

deep grass and watched the rippling

circles of the fast-flowing river, that a

sudden, thought shot through me.

What if all this theory should prove

but a well-disguised avarice — that

this passion for distinction be only the

thirst for wealth — these high pur

poses of philanthropy but another

scheme for self-advancement Is it

possible that for such a price as this, I

would surrender all the enjoyments of

youth, and all the budding affections of

coming manhood

“Mr. Joseph,” said I, suddenly,

“what is the best life?”

“How do you mean, Jasper? Is

it, how shall a man do most good to

others ?" said he.

“Not alone that; but how shall he

best employ his faculties for his own

sake?”

“That may mean for his personal

advancement, Jasper, for objects purely

selfish, and be the reverse ofwhat your

first question implied.”

“When I said the best, I meant

the wisest,” replied I.

“The wisest choice is that of a

career, every duty of which can be

fulfilled without the sacrifice of kindly

affections, or the relinquishment of

family ties. He who can adopt such

is both wise and happy.”

“Are you happy, Mr. Joseph 2"

asked I, “for I know you are wise.”

“Far more happy than wise, Jas

per,” said he, smiling. “For one like

me, life has borne many blessings."
“Like you!” exclaimed I, in sur

prise, for to my thinking he was a most

enviable mortal; I knew of no one so

learned, nor of such varied acquire

ments. “Like you, Mr. Joseph '"

“Just so, Jasper; I, who have had

neither home nor family, have yet found

both ; I, whom no ties of affection en

circled, have lived to feel what it is to

be cared for ; and I, that almost de

spaired of being aught to any one, have

found that I can be of use to those

whom it is my chief happiness to love.”

“Tell me your history, Mr. Joseph,

or, at least, tell me something about

yourself.”

“My story, my dear Jasper, is but

the history of my own day. The least

eventful of lives would be adventurous

if placed alongside of mine. I began

the world such as you see me, poor,

humble-minded, and lowly. I conti

nue my journey in the same spirit that

I set out. The tastes and pursuits that

then gave me pleasure are still the

same real sources of enjoyment to me.

What were duties are now delights.

Your dear mother was once my pupil

as you are now; and it is my pride to

see that she has neither forgotten our

old lessons, nor lived to think them

valueless. Even here have I seen her

fall back upon the pursuits which oc

cupied her childhood; ay, and they

have served to lighten some gloomy

hours too.”

Raper quickly perceived, from the

anxiety with which I had listened, that

he had already spoken too much ; and

he abruptly changed the topic by say

1ng—

“How we shall miss the poor Herr

Robert I. He had grown to seem one

of ourselves 1”

“And is my mother unhappy, Mr.

Joseph 2" said I, recurring to the for

mer remarks.

“Which of us can claim an exemp

tion from sorrow, Jasper? Do you not

think that the little village yonder, in

that cleft of the mountain—secluded as

it looks—has not its share of this world's

griefs? Are there not the jealousies,

and the rivalries, and the heartburn

ings of large communities within that

narrow spot?"

While he was yet speaking, a mes

senger came to summon me home.

The countess, he said, was waiting

dinner for me, and yet no invitation

came for Raper. He seemed, how

ever, not to notice the omission, but

taking my hand, led me along home

ward. I saw that some strong feeling

was working within, for twice or thrice

he pressed my hand fervently, and

seemed as if about to say something,

and then subduing the impulse, he

walked on in silence.

“Make my respectful compliments

to the count, Jasper,” said he, as we

came to the door, “and say that I will

wait upon him when it is his pleasure

to see me.”

“That would be now, I'm sure,”

said I eagerly.

“Perhaps not so soon; he will have

so much to say to your mother. An
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other time;" and, hurriedly shaking my

hand, he retired.

As I slowly, step by step, mounted

the stair, I could not help asking my

self, was this the festive occasion I had

so often pictured to myself?—was this

the happy meeting I had looked for

ward to so longingly 2 As I drew near

the door I thought I heard a sound

like a heavy sob; my hand trembled

when I turned the handle of the lock

and entered the room.

“This is Jasper,” said my mother,

coming towards me, and trying to

smile through what I could see were

recent tears.

The count was seated on an easy

chair, still dressed in the pelisse he had

worn on the journey, and with his

travelling-cap in his hand. He struck

me as a handsome and distinguished

looking man, but with a countenance

that alike betrayed passion and intem

perance. The look he turned on me

as I came forward was assuredly not

one of kindness or affection, nor did he

extend his hand to me in sign of salu

tation.

“And this is Jasper!” repeated he

slowly, after my mother. “He isn't

tall of his age, I think.”

“We have always thought him so,”

said my mother gently, “and as

suredly he is strong and well grown.”

“The better able will he be to brave

fatigue and hardship,” said he sternly.

* Come forward, sir, and tell me some

thing about yourself. What have they

taught you at school?—has Raper made

you a bookworm, dreamy and good

for-nothing as himself?”

“Would that he had made me re

semble him in anything!” cried I, pas

sionately.

“It were a pity such a moderate

ambition should go unrewarded,” re

plied he, with a sneer. “But to the

purpose. What do you know?"

* Little, sir; very little.”

“And what can you do?”

“Even less.”

“Hopeful, at all events,” rejoined

he, with a shrug of the shoulders.

“They haven't made you a scholar.

They surely might have trained you to

something.”

My mother, who seemed to suffer

most acutely during this short dialogue,

here whispered something in his ear, to

which he as hastily replied—

“Not a bit of it. I know him better

than that; better than you do. Come,

sir,” added he, turning to me, “the

countess tells me that you are na

turally sensitive, quick to feel censure,

and prone to brood over it. Is this

the case ?”

“I scarcely know if it be,” said I.

“I have but a slight experience of it.”

“Ay, that's more like the truth,”

said he gaily. ... “The language of

blame is not familiar to him. So then,

from Raper you have learned little.

Now, what has the great financier and

arch-swindler Law taught you?”

“Emile, Emile,” brokein my mother,

“this is not a way to speak to the boy,

nor is it by such lessons he will be

trained to gratitude and affection.”

“Even there, then, will my teaching

serve him,” said he, laughingly. “From

all that I have seen of life, these are

but unprofitable emotions.”

I did not venture to look at my

mother, but I could hear how her

breathing came fast and thick, and

could mark the agitation she was

under.

“Now, Jasper,” said he, “sit down

here beside me, and let us talk to each

other in all confidence and sincerity.

You know enough of your history to

be aware that you are an orphan;

that both your parents died leaving

you penniless, and that to this lady,

whom till now you have called your

mother, you owe your home.”

My heart was full to bursting, and

I could only clasp my mother's hand,

and kiss it passionately, without being

able to utter a word.

“I neither wish to excite your feel

ings, nor to weary you,” said he,

calmly, but it is necessary that I should

tell you, we are not rich. The fact,

indeed, may have occurred to you al

ready,” said he, with a disdainful

gesture of his hand, while his eye

ranged over the poverty-stricken cham

ber where we sat. “Well,” resumed

he, “not being rich, but poor; so

poor that I have known what it is to

feel hunger, and thirst, and cold, for

actual want. Worse again,” cried

he, with a wild and savage energy,

“ have felt the indignity of being

scoffed at for my poverty, and seen

the liveried scullions of a great house

make jests upon my thread-bare coat

and worn hat. It has been my own

choosing, however, all of it!" and as

he spoke, he arose and paced the room,

with strides that made the frail cham

ber tremble beneath the tread.
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“Dearest Emile,” cried my mother,

“let us have no more of this. Re

member that it is so long since we met.

Pray keep these sad reflections for

another time, and let us enjoy the hap

piness of being once more together.”

“I have no time for fooling, ma

dame,” said he sternly ; “I have come

a long and weary journey about this

boy. It is id: that I can afford

to occupy myself with his affairs again.

Let him have the benefit—if benefit

there be—of my coming. I would re

lieve you of the burden of his support,

and himself of the misery of depen

dence.”

I started with surprise. It was the

first time I had ever heard the word

with reference to myself, and a sense

of shame, almost to sickness, came

over me, as I stood there.

“Jasper is my child; he is all that

a son could be to his mother,” cried

Polly, clasping me in her arms, and

kissing my forehead, and I felt as if

my very heart was bursting. “Between

us there is no question of burthen or

independence.”

“We live in an age of fine senti

ments and harsh actions,” said the

count. “I have seen M. de Robes

pierre shed tears over a dead canary,

and I believe that he could control his

feelings admirably on the Place de

Grève. Jasper, I see that we must

finish this conversation when we are

alone together. And now to dinner.”

He assumed a half air of gaiety as

he said this, but it was unavailing as

a means of rallying my poor mother,

whose tearful eyes and trembling lips

told how sadly dispirited she felt at

heart.

I had heard much from my mother

about the charms of the count's con

versation, his brilliant tone, and his

powers of fascination. It had been
a favourite theme with her to dilate

upon his wondrous agreeability, and

the vast range of his acquaintance with

popular events and topics. She had

always spoken of him, too, as one of

buoyant spirits, and even boyish light

heartedness. She had even told me

that he would be my companion, like

one of my own age. With what dis

appointment, then, did I find him, the

very reverse of all this. All his views

of life savoured of bitterness and scorn

—all his opinions were tinged with

scepticism and distrust: he sneered at

the great world and its vanities; but

even these he seemed to hold in greater

estimation than the humble tranquillity

of our remote village. I have him be

fore me this instant, as he leaned out

of the window, and looked down the

valley towards the Spluzen Alps. The

sun was setting, and only the tops of

the very highest glaciers were now

touched with its glory; their peaks

shone like burnished gold in the sea

of sky, azure and cloudless. The rest

of the landscape was softened down

into various degrees of shade, but all

sufficiently distinct to display the wild

and fanciful outlines of; and crag,

and the zig-zag course by which the

young Rhine forced its passage through

the rocky gorge. Never had the scene

looked in greater beauty –never had

every effect of light and shadow been

more happily distributed; and Iwatch

ed him with eagerness, as he gazed out

upon a picture which nothing in all

Europe can surpass. His countenance

for a while remained calm, cold, and

unmoved ; but at last he broke silence

and said—

“This it was, then, that gave that

dark colouring to all your letters to

me, Polly; and I half forgive you as

I look at it. Gloom and barbarism

were never more closely united.”

“Oh, Emile, you surely see some

thing else in this grand picture?" cried

she, in a deprecating voice.

“Yes,” said he, slowly- I see po

verty and misery — half-fed and half

clad shepherds—figures of bandit rug

gedness and savagery. I see these,

and I feel that to live amongst them,

even for a brief space, would be to en

dure a horrid nightmare.”

He moved away as he spoke, and

sauntered slowly out of the room, down

the stairs, and into the street.

“Follow him, Jasper,” cried Polly,

eagerly – “he is dispirited and de

|.—the journey has fatigued

im, and he looks unwell. Go with

him, but do not speak till he addresses

ou.”

I did not much fancy the duty; but

I obeyed without a word. He seemed

to have quickened his pace, as he de

scended; for when I reached the street,

I could detect his figure at some dis

tance off in the twilight. He walked

rapidly on, and when he arrived at the

bridge he stopped, and, leaning against

the ballustrade, looked up the valley.

“Are you weary of this, boy?" asked

he, while he pointed up the glen.
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I shook my head in dissent.

“Not tired of it !” he exclaimed—

“not heart-sick of a life of dreary mono

tony, without ambition, without an ob

ject? When I wasscarcely older thanyou

I was a guard-du-corps; at eighteen I

was in the household, and mixing in

all the splendour and gaiety of Paris;

before I was twenty I fought the Duc

de Valmy and wounded him. At the

Longchamps of that same year I drove

in the carriage with La Marquese de

Rochvilliers, and all the world knows

what success that was 1 Well, all

these things have passed away, and

now we have a republic, and the coarse

pleasures, and coarser tastes of the

“canaille.” Men like me are not the

mode, and I am too old to conform to

the new school. But you are not

so; you must leave this, boy; you

must enter the world, and at once,

too. You shall come back with me to

Paris.”

“And leave my mother?"

“She is not your mother; you have

no claim on her as such ; I am more

your relative than she is, for your mo

ther was my cousin. But we live in

times when these ties are not binding.

The guillotine loosens stronger bonds,

and the whisper of the spy is more effi

cacious than the law of divorce. You

must see the capital, and know what

life really is. Here you will learn no

thing but the antiquated prejudices

of Raper, or the weak follies of—

others.”

He only spoke the last word after a

use of some seconds, and then mood

ily sank into silence.

I did not venture to utter a word,

and waited patiently till he resumed,

which he did by saying—

“The countess has told you nothing

of your history—nothing of}. cir

cumstances. Well, you shall hear all

from me. Indeed there are facts

known to me with which she is unac

quainted. For the present, Jasper, I

will tell you frankly that the humble

pittance on which she lives is insuffi

cient for the additional cost of your

support. I can contribute nothing; I

can be but a burthen myself. From

herself you would never hear this; she

would go on still, as she has done

hitherto, struggling and pinching, bat

tling with privations, and living that

fevered life of combat that is worse

than a thousand deaths. Raper, too,

in his own fashion, would make sacri

fices for you; but would you endure

the thought of this? Does not the

very notion revolt against all your feel

ings of honour and manly indepen

dence? Yes, boy, that honest gras

of the hand assures me that you;
sol You must not, however, let it

appear that I have confided this fact

to you. It is a secret that she would

never forgive my having divulged.

The very discussion of it has cost us

the widest estrangements we have ever

suffered, and it would peril the con

tinuance of our affection to speak of

it.”

“I will be secret,” said I, firmly.

“Do so, boy; and remember that

when I speak of your accompanying me

to Paris, you express your wish to see

the capital and its brilliant pleasures.

Show, if not weary of this dreary

existence here, that you at least are

not dead to all higher and nobler am

bitions. Question me about the life

of the great world, and in your words

and questions exhibit the interest the

theme suggests. I have my own plan

for your advancement, of which you

shall hear later.”

He seemed to expect that I would

show some curiosity regarding the

future, but my thoughts were all too

busy with the present. They were

all turned to that home I was about

to leave—to the fond mother I was

to part from—to honest Joseph him

self—my guide, my friend, and my

companion ; and for what? An un

known sea, upon which I was to ad

venture without enterprise or enthu

siasm.

The count continued to talk of

Paris, and his various friends there,

with whom he assured me I should be

a favourite. He pictured the life of

the great city in all its brightest

colours. He mentioned the names of

many who had entered it as unknown

and friendless as myself, and yet, in a

few years, had won their way up to

high distinction. There was a vague

ness in all this, which did not satisfy

me, but I was too deeply occupied

with other thoughts to question or

cavil at what he said.

When we went back to supper, Ra

per was there to pay his respects to

the count. De Gabriac received his

respectful compliments coldly and

haughtily: he even interrupted the

little address poor Joseph had so care

fully studied and committed to memo



60 Sir Jasper Carew, Knt. [July,

ry, by asking if he still continued

to bewilder his faculties with Greek

particles and obsolete dialects 2 and

then, without waiting for his reply, he

seated himself at the table, and ar

ranged his napkin.

“Master Joseph,” said, he half sar

castically, “the world has been pleased

to outlive these follies: they have come

to the wise resolve that, when lan

guages are dead, they ought to be bu

ried; and they have little sympathy

with those who wish to resuscitate and

disinter them.”

“It is but an abuse of terms to call

them dead, count,” replied Joseph.

“Truth, in whatever tongue it be syl

labled, does not die. Fidelity to nature

in our age will be acknowledged as

correct in centuries after.”

“Our own time gives us as good

models, and with less trouble to look

for them,” said the count, flippantly.

“Your dreamy book-worm is too

prone to delve in the earth, and not to

coin the ore that he has discovered.

Take Jasper there ; you have taught

him diligently and patiently: I’ll be

sworn you have neglected in in no

thing, so far as your own knowledge

went; and yet, before he shall have

been three months in Paris, he will

look upon you, his master, as an in

fant. The interval between you will be

wide as the broad Atlantic; and the

obstacles and crosses, to overcome

which will be with him the work of a

second, would be to you diſliculties in

surmountable.

“To Paris! Jasper go to Paris!” ex

claimed my mother, as she grew deadly

le.

“Jasper leave us!" cried Raper, in

a tone of terror.

“And why not?” replied the count.

“Is it here you would have him waste

the best years of youth 2 Is it in

the wild barbarism of this dreary val

ley that he will catch glimpses of the

prizes for which men struggle and

contend ? The boy himself has higher

and nobler instincts; he feels that this

is but the sluggish existence of a mere

peasant; and that yonder is the tour

nament where knights are jousting.”

“Andyou wish to leave us, Jasper?”

cried my mother, with a quivering lip,

and a terrible expression of anxiety in

her features.

“To forsake your home !” muttered

Raper.

“Ask himself; let him be as frank

with you as he was half-an-hour ago

with me, and you will know the truth.”

“Oh! Jasper, speak!—leave me not

in this dreadful suspense!” criedmy mo

ther; “for in all my troubles, I never

pictured to my. this calamity.”

“No, no!" said Raper; “the boy's

nature has no duplicity — he never

thought of this "

& aÅ. him, I say,” cried the count;

“ask him if he wish not to accompany

me to Paris.”

I could bear no longer the power of

the gaze that I felt was fixed upon me,

but, falling at her feet, I hid my face

in her lap, and cried bitterly. My

heart was actually bursting with the

fulness of sorrow, and I sobbed myself

to sleep, still weeping, through my

dreams, and shedding hot tears as

slumbered.

My dream is more graven on m

memory than the events which followed

my awaking. I could recount the

strange and incoherent fancies which

chased each other through my brain

on that night, and yet not tell the

actual occurrences of the following day.

I do remember something of sittin

beside my mother, with my handj

in hers, and feeling the wet cheek that

from time to time was pressed against

my own—of the soft hand, as it parted

the hair upon my forehead, and the

burning kiss that seemed to sear it.

Passages of intense emotion — how

caused I know not—are graven in my

mind; memories of a grief that seem

ed to wrench the heart with present

suffering, and cast shadows of darkest

meaning on the future. Oh, no l no

—the sorrows—if they be indeed sor

rows—of childhood are not short-lived;

they mould the affections, and dispose

them in a fashion that endures for

many a year to come.

While I recall to mind these afflic

tions of the actual events of my last

hours at Reichenau, I can relate but

the very slightest traits. I do remem

ber poor Raper storing my little port

manteau with some of the last few

volumes that remained to him of his

little store of books — of my mother

showing me a secret pocket of the

trunk, not to be opened, save when

some emergency or difficulty had pre

sented itself— of my astonishment at

the number of things provided for my

use, and the appliances of comfort and

convenience which were placed at my

disposal—and then, more forcibly than
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all else, of the contemptuous scorn with

which the count surveyed the prepara

tion, and asked “if my wardrobe con

tained nothing better than these rags?”

Of the last sad moment of part

ing — the agony of my mother's grief

as she clasped me in her arms, till I

was torn away by force, and with

my swimming faculties I thought to

have seen her fall fainting to the ground

—of these I will not speak, for I dare

not, even now !

C. h. A PT E R xx v I.

paris in —'95.

Ova journey was a dreary and weari

some one. The diligence travelled

slowly, and as the weather was dull

and rainy, the road presented nothing

of interest, at least of interest sufficient

to combat the grief that still oppressed

me. We were upwards of a week

travelling before we reached Paris,

which I own presented a very different

aspect from what my ardent imagina

tion had depicted. The narrow streets

were scarcely lighted—it was night—

the houses seemed poor, and mean, and

dilapidated; the inhabitants rude

looking and ill-dressed. The women

especially were ill-favoured, and with

an air of savage daring and effrontery

I had never seen before. Gangs of

both sexes patrolled the streets, shout

ing in wild chorus some popular chant

of the time; and as the diligence did

not venture to pierce these crowds, we

were frequently delayed in our pro

gress to the “bureau,” which was held

in the Rue Didier of the Battignolles,

for it was in that unfashionable quar

ter in which my first impressions of

the capital were conceived.

“Remember, boy, I am no longer a

count here,” said my companion, as we

got out of the conveyance. “I am the

citizen Gabriac, and be careful that you

never forget it. Take that portman

teau on your shoulder, and follow

me!"

We treaded a vast number of streets

and alleys, all alike wretched and

gloomy, till we entered a little “Place,”

which formed a “cul de sac" at the

end of a narrow lane, and was lighted

by a single lantern suspended from

a pole in the centre. This was

called the Place de Treize, in me

mory, as I afterwards learned, of thir

teen assassins, who had once lived

there, and been for years the terror of

the capital. It was now but scantily

tenanted, none of the rooms on the

ground floor being inhabited at all;

and in some instances an entire house

haivng but one or two occupants. The

superstitious terrors that were rife

about it (and there were abundance of

ghost stories in vogue) could scarcely

account for this desertion; for assur

edly the fears of a spiritual world

could not have proved formidable to

the class who frequented it; but an

impression had got abroad, that it

was a favourite resort of the spies of

the police, who often tracked the vic

tims to this quarter; or at least here

obtained information of their where

abouts. Plague itself would have been

a preferable reputation to such a re

port, and accordingly few but the

very poorest and most destitute would

accept the shelter of this ill-omened

spot.

A single light, twinkling like a ſaint

star, showed through the gloom as we

entered, where some watcher yet sat,

but all the rest of the “Place” was in

darkness. , Gabriac threw some light

gravel at the window, which was im

mediately opened, and a head, enve

loped in a kerchief by way of night

cap, appeared.
“It is I, Pierre," cried he ; “come

down and unbar the door!”

“Ma Foi,” said the other, “that is

unnecessary. The commissaire broke it

down yesterday, searching for “Tor

chon,' and the last fragment cooked

my dinner to day.”

“And Torchon; did they catch

him 2"

“No, he escaped; but only to reach

the Pont Neuf, where he threw him

self over the ballustrade into the river.”

“And was drowned 7”

“Doubtless, he was.”

“I scarcely regret him,” said Ga

briac.

“And I, not at all,” replied the

other. “Good night;" and with this

he closed the window, leaving us to find

our way as best we could.

I followed Gabriac, as he slowly

groped his way upthestairs and reached
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a door on the third story, of which he

produced the key. He struck a light

as he passed in, and lighted a small

lamp, by which I was enabled to see

the details of a chamber poorer and

more miserable than anything I had

ever conceived. A board laid upon

two chairs served for a table; and some

wood-shavings, partially covered by a

blanket, formed a bed; a couple of

earthenware pipkins comprised the

cooking utensils, and a leaden basin

supplied the provisions for the toilet.

“Lie down there, and take a sleep,

Jasper, for I have no supper for you,”

said Gabriac ; but his voice had a touch

of compassionate gentleness in it which

I heard for the first time.

“Andyou, sir,” said I, “haveyou no

bed ”

“I have no need of one. I have oc

cupation that will not admit of sleep,”

said he. “And now, boy, once for

all, never question me, nor ask the

reasons of what may seem strange or

odd to you. Your own faculties must

explain whatever requires explaining—

or else you must remain in ignorance;”

and with these words he passed into

an inner chamber, from which he

speedily issued forth to descend the

stairs into the street, leaving me alone

to my slumbers. And they were

heavy and dreamless ones, for I was

thoroughly wearied and worn out by

the road.

I was still asleep, and so soundly

that I resisted all efforts to awake me

till a strongshakeeffectually succeeded,

and, on looking up, I saw Gabriac

standing by my side.

“Get up, boy, and dress. These

are your clothes,” said he, pointing to

a uniform of dark green and black,

with a sword-belt of black leather,

from which hung a short, broad-bladed

weapon. The dress was without any

richness, still a becoming one, and I

put it on without reluctance.

“Am I to be a soldier, then 2" asked

I, in half shame at disobeying his in

junction of the night before.

“All Paris, all France, is arrayed

at one side or the other just now, Jas

per,” said he, as he busied himself in

the preparation of our coffee. “The

men who have ruled the nation by the

guillotine have exhausted its patience

at last. A spirit, if not of resistance,

of at least self-defence, has arisen, and

the little that remains of birth and

blood amongst us has associated with

the remnant of property to crush the

hell hounds that liveby carnage. One

of these bands is called the battalion of

‘La Jeunesse Dorée,” and into this I

have obtained your admission. Mean

while, you will be attached to the staff

of General Danitan, who will employ

you in the ‘secretariat' of his com

mand. Remember, boy, your tale is,

you are the son of parentsthat have died

on the scaffold. You are the nephew

of Emile de Gabriac, brother of Jules

Louis de Gabriac, your father; whom

you cannot remember. Your life in

Switzerland you can speak of with

safety. You will not talk of these mat

ters save to the general, and to him

only if questioned about them.”

“But is this disguise necessary, sir?

May I not assume the name I have a

right to, and accept the fate that would

follow it 2"

“The guillotine,” added he, sarcas

tically. “Are you so ignorant, child,

as not to know that England and

France are at war, and that your na

tionality would be your condemnation?

Follow my guidance or your own,” said

he, sternly, “but do not seek to weld

the counsels together.”

“But may I not know in what ser

vice I am enrolled ?”

“Later on, when you can under

stand it,” was the cold reply.

“I am not so ignorant,” said I,

taking courage, “as not to be aware

of what has happened of late years in

France. I know that the king has

been executed."

“Murdered l—martyred 1" broke in

Gabriac.

“And monarchy abolished.”

“Suspended—interrupted,” added

he, in the same voice. “But I will

not discuss these matters with you.

When you have eaten your breakfast,

take that letter to the address in the

Rue Lepelletier, see the general, and

speak with him. As you go along the

streets, you will not fail to meet many

of those to whom your duty will at

some later period place you in opposi

tion. If they by look, by dress, by

bearing, and manner captivate your

imagination, and seduce your allegiance

to their ranks, tear off your colours,

then, and join them, boy; the choice

is open to you. My charge is then

ended; we are not, nor ever can be

*f; to each other again.”

saw that he would not be ques

tioned by me, and forbearing at once
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from the risk of offending him, I ate

my meal in silence.

“I am ready now, sir,” said I,

standing up in front of him.

He wheeled me round by the arm to

look at me in my new dress. He ad

justed my belt, and arranged my sword

knot more becomingly, muttering to

himself a few words of approval at my

appearance, and then said, aloud—

“Salute all whom you see in this uni

form, boy, and bear yourself haughtily

as you pass the “canaille.” Remember

that between you and them must be

the struggle at last, and show that

you do not blink it.”

He patted me good-naturedly on the

shoulder, as he said this, and, with the

word “Go,” half-pushed me from the

room.

I soon found myself in the open air,

and having inquired my way to the

Rue Lepelletier, walked rapidly along,

endeavouring, as best I might, to dis

guise the astonishment I felt at so

many new and wonderful objects. As

I emerged from the meaner quarter of

the Battignolles, the streets grew finer

and more spacious, and the dress of the

ple and their appearance generally

improved also. Still there was none

of that splendour of equipage of which

I had heard so much. The carriages

were few, and neither rich nor well

appointed. The horses were poor

looking, and seemed all over-worked

and exhausted. The same tired and

worn-out air pervaded the people too.

They all looked as though fatigue and

excitement had finally conquered them,

and that they were no longer capable

of endurance. At the bakers' shops

that I passed, great crowds were as

sembled, waiting for the distribution

of bread which the Government each

morning doled out to the population.

I watched these, and saw, to my

amazement, that the ration was a small

piece of black and coarse bread, weigh

ing two ounces, and for this many

were content to wait patiently the en

tire day. In my curiosity to see this,

I had approached an old man, of a

strong, athletic appearance, who, lean

ing on his staff, made no effort to pierce

the crowd, but waited calmly till his

name was called aloud, and even then

received his pittance, as it was passed

to him from hand to hand. There was

something of dignity in the way he

subdued every trace of that anxious

impatience so perceptible around him,
vol. XLII.-NO. CCXLVII.

and I drew nigh to speak to him, with

a sense of respect.

“Is that meant for a day's subsis

tence 2" asked I.

He stared at me calmly for a few

seconds, but made no reply.

“I asked the question,” began I,

with an attempt to apologise, when he

interrupted me thus:—

“Are you one of the Troupe Dorée,

and ask this? Is it from you, who live

in fine houses, and eat sumptuously,

that comes the inquiry, how men like

me exist?”

“I am newly come to Paris; I am

only a few hours here.”

“See here, comrades,” cried the old

man, in a loud and ringing voice to the

crowd, “mark what the “Sections' are

doing ; drafting the peasants from the

rovinces, dressing them in their

ivery, and arming them to slaughter

us. Starvation marches too slowly for
the wishes of these aristocrats 1"

“Down with the “aristos,' down

with the ‘Troupe l’” broke in one wild

yell from the multitude, who turned at

once towards me with looks of menace.

“Ay,” continued the old man, wav

ing his hand to maintain silence, “he

dared to taunt me with the pittance we

receive, and to scoffat our mendicancy!”

“Down with him! down with him!”

cried the crowd; but interposing his

staff like a barrier against the mob,

the old fellow said—

“Spare him, comrades; he is, as you

see, only a boy; let him live to be wiser

and better. Come, lad, break that

sword upon your knee; tear off that

green cockade, and go back to your

village again "

I stepped back, and drawing my

sword, motioned to those in front to

give way.

“I’ll cut down the first that opposes

me!" cried I, with a waive of the steel

round my head, and at the same in

stant I dashed forward.

The mass fell back and left me a free

passage, while a chorus of the wildest

yells and screams burst around and

about me. Mad with the excitement

of the moment, I shook my sword at

them as I went, in defiance, and even

laughed my scorn of their cowardice.

My triumph was brief; a stunning

blow on the back of the head sent me

reeling forwards, and at the same in

stant the ranks of the mob closed in,

and hurling me to the ground, tram

pled and jumped upon me. Stunned,

F
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but not unconscious, I could perceive

that a battle was waged over me, in

which my own fate was forgotten, for the

multitude passed and repassed my body

without inflicting otherinjury than their

foot-treads. Even this was brief, too, and

I was speedily raised from the earth, and

saw myself in the arms of two young

men in uniform like my own. One

of them was bleeding from a wound in

the temple, but seemed only to think

of me and my injuries. We were soon

joined by several others of the troop,

who having returned from a pursuit of

the mob, now pressed around me with

kindest questions and inquiries. My

name, whence I came, and how long

I had been in Paris, were all asked of

me in a breath; while others, more

considerate still, sought to ascertain if

I had been wounded in the late scuffle.

Except in some bruizes, and even

those not severe, I had suffered nothing,

and when my clothes were brushed,

and my shako re-adjusted, and a new

cockade affixed to it, I was as well as

ever. From the kind attentions we

met with in the shops, and the

sympathy which the better-dressed

people displayed towards us, I soon

gathered that the conflict was indeed

one between two classes of the popu

lation, and that the Troupe were the

champions of property.

“Show him the Rue Lepelletier, Guil

laume,” said an officer to one of the

youths, and a boy somewhat older than

myself now undertook to be my guide.

I had some difficulty in answering his

questions, as to the names and the

number of my family who were guil

lotined, and when and where the execu

tion had occurred; but I was spared

any excessive strain on my imagination

by the palpable indifference my com

panion exhibited to a theme now mon

strously tiresome. He, however, was

communicative enough on the subject

of the Troupe and their duties, which

he told me were daily becoming more

onerous. The Government, harassed

by the opposition of the National

Guards and the Jeunesse Dorée

together, had resorted to the terrible

expedient of releasing above a thou

sand prisoners from the galleys, and

these, he assured me, were now on their

way to Paris, to be armed and formed

into a regiment. Though he told this

with a natural horror, he still spoke

of his own party with every confidence.

They comprised, he said, the courage,

the property, and the loyalty of France.
The whole nation looked to them as

the last stay and succour, and felt that

the hope of the country was in their

keeping.

I asked him what was the number

now enrolled in the Troupe 2 and, to

my astonishment, he could not tell me.

In fact, he owned that many had of

late assumed the uniform as spies, and

General Danitan had resolved that

each volunteer should present himself

to him for acceptance before receiving

any charge, or being appointed to any

guard.

I had not time for further question

ing when we arrived at the hotel of

the general, when my companion

having given me full directions for my

guidance, shook my hand cordially, and

departed.

As I ascended the stairs I overtook

an elderly gentleman in a grey military

frock, who was slowly making his way

upwards by the aid of the ballustrade.

“Give me your arm, lad,” said he,

“for this stair seems to grow steeper

every day. Thanks; now I shall get

on better. What has torn your coat

sleeve 2"

I told him in a few words what had

just occurred in the streets, and he lis

tened to me with a degree of interest

that somewhat surprised me.

“Come along, my lad. Let General

Danitan hear this from your own lips;”

and with an agility that I could not

have believed him capable of, he hurried

up the stairs, and crossing a kind of

#. crowded with officers of dif

erent grades, he entered a chamber

where two persons in military undress

were writing.

“Can I see the general, Francois?"

said he, abruptly.

The officer thus addressed coolly re

plied, that he believed not, and went

on with his writing as before.

“But I have something important

to say to him—my business is of con

sequence,” said he.

“As it always is,” muttered the

other, in a tone of sarcasm, that for

tunately was only overheard by myself.

“You will announce me, then,

Francois 2" continued he.

“My orders are not to admit any

one, captain.”

“They were never meant to include

me, sir—of that I'm positive," said the

old man; “and if you will not an

nounce me, I will enter without it;"
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and, half dragging me by the arm, he

moved forward, opened the door, and

passed into an inner room.

General Danitan, a small, dark

eyed, severe-looking man, was stand

ing with his back to the fire, and in

the act of dictating to a secretary, as

we entered. An expression of angry

impatience at our unauthorised appear

ance was the only return he vouch

safed to our salute; and he continued

as before, his dictation.

“Don’t interrupt me, sir,” said he,

hastily, as the old captain made an

effort to address him. “ Don't inter

rupt me, sir. Which difficulties,”

continued he, as he took up the thread

of his dictation—“ which difficulties

are considerably increased by the ob

trusive habit of tendering advice by

persons in whose judgment I place no

reliance, and whose conduct, when

they leave me, is open to the suspicion

of being prejudicial to the public ser

vice. Amongst such offenders, the

chief is a retired captain of the 8th

regiment of Chasseurs, called Hugues

Le Bart. --

“Why, general, it is of me.--me

myself—you are speaking !” broke in

the captain.

“An officer,” continued the other,

perfectly heedless of the interruption,

“into whose past services I would

strenuously recommend some inquiry;

since, neither from the information

which has reached me with regard to

his habits, nor, from the characters of

his intimates, am I disposed to regard

him as well affected to the Govern

ment, or in other respects, trust

worthy. How do you do, captain 2

who is our young friend here?” con

tinued he, with a smile and a bow

towards us.

“In what way am I to understand

this, general 2 Is it meant for a piece

of coarse pleasantry --

“For nothing of the kind, sir,” in

terrupted the other, sternly. “That

you have been a witness to the words

of a confidential communication is

entirely attributable to yourself; and

I have only to hope you will respect
the confidence of which an accident

has made you a participator. Mean

while, I desire to be alone.”

The manner in which these words

were uttered was too decisive for hesi

tation, and the old man bowed submis

sively and withdrew. As I was about

to follow him the general called out—

“Stay !—a word with you. Are

you the captain's protegé, boy 2"

I told him that our first meeting

only dated a few moments back, and

how it had occurred.

“Then you are not of the ‘Troupe?'

You have never worn the uniform till

this morning,” said he, somewhat se

verely.

I bowed assent.

He turned hastily about at the mo

ment and said something to his secre

tary, in a low voice, of which I just

could catch the concluding words,

which were far from flattering to the

corps in whose livery I was dressed.

“Well, boy, go back and take off

those clothes,” said he, sternly; “re

sume your trade or occupation, what

ever it be, and leave politics and

state affairs to those who can under

stand them. Tell your father x -

“I have none, sir.”

“Your mother, then, or your

friends, I care not what they be. What

letter is that you are crumpling in your

fingers?” broke he in, suddenly.

“To General Danitan, sir."

“Give it me,” said he, half-snatching

it from me.

He tore it hastily open and read it,

occasionally looking from the paper to

myself, as he went on. He then leaned

over the table, where the secretary sat,

and showed him the letter. They

conversed eagerly for some seconds to

gether, and then the general said—

“Your friends have recommended

ou for a post in the ‘chancellerie mi

itaire;’ is that your liking, lad?”

“I should be proud to think myself

capable of doing anything for my own

support,” was my answer.

“D’Artans, see to him; let him be en

rolled as a supernumerary, and lodged

with the others. This gentleman will

instruct you in your duty,” added he

to me; while, with a slight nod to

wards the door, he motioned me to

withdraw.

I retired at once to the antechamber,

where I sat down to think over my fu

ture prospects, and canvass in my mind

my strange situation.

Troops of officers in full and half.

dress, orderlies with despatches, aids

de-camp in hot haste, came and went

through that room for hours; and yet

there'ſ sat unnoticed and unrecognised

by any, till I began to feel in my isola

tion a sense of desertion and loneliness

I had never known before.
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It was already evening when D'Ar

tans joined me, and taking my arm fa

miliarly within his own, said—

“Come along, Jasper, and let us dine

together.”

The sound of my own name so over

came me, that I could scarcely restrain

my tears as I heard it. It was a me

mory ofhome and the past, too touching
to be resisted

Chapter Xxvii.

The RATTLE of TiiE sections.

TheRE could not have been a readier

process of disenchantment to me, as to

all my boyish ambitions and hopes, than

the routine of my daily life at this pe.

riod. I was lodged, with some fourteen

others, in an old Pension in the Rue

des Augustins, adjoining the bureau in

which we were employed. We repaired

each morning at an early hour to our

office, and never left it till late in the

evening—sometimes, indeed, to a late

hour of the night. Neither the manners

nor the habits of my companions in

spired me with a desire to cultivate

their intimacy. They were evidently

of a low class by birth; and with tastes

even inferior to their position. They

construed my estrangement to the true

cause, and did not scruple to show that

I was not a favourite amongst them.

In ridicule of my seeming pretensions,

they called me the “Count,” and

never passed me without an obsequious

mock salutation, which I returned as

punctiliously, and not appearing to

detect its sarcasm. With experience

of life and mankind, isolation is pro

bably a condition not devoid of certain

pleasures—it may minister to a kind of

proud self-reliance and independence

of spirit; but to a boy it is one of un

alloyed misery. There is no heavier

infliction than the want of that free

expansion of the heart that comes of

early friendship. Youth is essentially

the season of confidence; and to restrain

its warm impulses, and dam up the flow

of its affections, is to destroy its best

and highest charm. I will not ven

ture to assert that I was not myself

much to blame for the seclusion in

which I lived. I probably resented

too forcibly what I need scarcely have

noticed, and felt too acutely what, at

worst, were but trifling annoyances.

Some of this may be attributed to me

constitutionally, but even more to the

nature of my bringing up. All my

boyish impulses were stimulated by

affection; whatever I, attempted, was

in a wish to gain praise; all my am

bitions were, to be loved the more. In

my loneliness I sought out M. de

Gabriac, but in vain. His lodging on

the Place was now occupied by ano

ther, who could give no tidings of him

whatever. I wrote to my mother and

to Raper, but without receiving a

reply. I then tried M. Jost, and re

ceived a few lines to say, that my

friends had taken their departure some

months before from Reichenau, but in

what direction he knew not. This

letter put the finishing stroke to my
sense of utter desolation. It was in

deed not possible to conceive a more

forlorn and friendless being than I now

was. By my superior in the office I

was held in little favour or esteem. I

was indeed, in many respects, less ca

pable than many of my colleagues, and

it is not impossible that my apparent

pride may have contrasted with my

real deficiency. All these causes

pressed upon me together, and made

up a series of annoyances which came

very little short of downright unhap

piness.

My circumstances, too, were not cal

culated to dispel these gloomy ten

dencies. Beyond our maintenance,

which was of the very humblest kind,

our whole pay was five hundred francs

yearly, and as this was paid in paper

money, it reduced the actual amount

more than one-fourth. By the very

strictest economy, and by many an act

of self-denial, I was enabled to keep

myself out of debt, but it was an ex

istence of continued watchfulness and

care, and in which, not even the very

cheapest pleasure found a place. My

colleagues, indeed, talked of cafés, re

staurants, excursions, and theatres, as

of matters of daily habit, but in what

way they compassed such enjoyments

I knew not. The very freedom of their

language on these themes cast an air

of contemptuous mockery overmy hum

bler existence that assuredly did not

diminish its bitterness.

My inexpertness frequently com
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pelled me to remain in the office long

after the rest. The task allotted to me

was often of greater length, and many

times have I passed a considerable part

of the night at my desk. On these

occasions, when I had finished, my head

was too much excited for sleep, and I

then sat up and read—usually one of

the volumes Raper had given me—till

morning. These were my happiest

hours; but even they were alloyed by

the weariness ofan exhausted and tired

intellect. So thoroughly apart from

the world did I live – so completely

did I hug my solitary existence at this

period, that of the events happening

around I positively knew nothing.

With cafés and their company, or with

newspapers, I had no intercourse; and

although at moments some street en

counter, some collision between the

mob and the National Guard, would

excite my curiosity, I never felt inte

rest enough to inquire the cause, or

care for the consequences.

Such incidents grew day by day

more common firing ; was frequently

heard at night in different parts of the

capital, and it was no rare occurrence

to see carts with wounded men con

veyed to hospital through the streets,

at early morning. That the inhabi

tants were fully alive to the vicinity

of some peril was plain to see. At the

slightest sign of tumult, at the least

warning, shops were closed and shut

ters fastened, doors strongly barri

caded, and armed figures seen cau

tiously peering from casements and pa

rapets. At one time a single horseman

at full gallop would give the signal

for these precautions; at others, they

seemed the result of some instinctive

apprehension of danger, so rapidly and

so silently were they effected. Amid

all these portents, the daily life of Paris

went on as before. It was just as we

hear tell of in the countries where earth

quakes are frequent, and where in al

most every century, some terrible con

vulsion has laid a whole city in ruins,

the inhabitants acquire a strange indif.

ference to periltill the very instant of its

presence, and learn to forget calamities

when once they have passed.

As for myself, so accustomed had I

become to these shocks of peril, that

I no longer went to the window when

the uproar beneath betokened a con

flict, nor even cared to see which side

were conquerors in the affray. It was

in a mood of this acquired indifference

that I sat reading one evening in my

office long after the others had taken

their departure; twice or thrice had

loud and prolonged shouts from the

street disturbed me, but without ex

citing in me sufficient of curiosity to

see what was going forward, when, at

last, hearing the rumbling sound of

artillery trains as they moved past,

I arose and went to the window. To

my surprise, the streets were densel

crowded, an enormous concourse fill

ing them, and only leaving a narrow

lane through which the wagons could

pass. . That it was no mere procession

was clear enough, for the gunners car

ried their matcheslighted, and therewas

that in the stern air of the soldiery that

bespoke service. They wheeled past

the church of St. Roch, and entered

a small street off the Rue St. Honore,

called La Dauphine, where, no sooner

had they passed in, than the sappers

commenced tearing up the pavement

in front of the guns, and speedily

formed a trench of about five feet in

depth before them. While this was

doing, some mounted dragoons gave

orders to the people to disperse, and

directed them to move away by the

side streets ; an order soP.

obeyed, that in a few minutes the long

line of the Rue St. Honore was totally

deserted. From the position at La

Dauphine to the Tuilleries I could

perceive that a line of communication

was kept open, and orderlies passed at

a gallop frequently from one side to

the other. Another circumstance, too,

struck me : the windows, instead of

being crowded by numbers of eager

spectators, were strongly shuttered

and barred, and when that was im

possible, the glass frames were with

drawn, and bed matresses and tables

placed in the spaces. Along the para

pets, also, vast crowds of armed men

were to be seen, and the tower and

battlements of St. Roch were studded

over with soldiers of the National

Guard, all armed and in readiness.

From the glances of the artillerymen

beneath to the groups above, it re

uired no great prescience to detect

that they stood opposed to each other
as enelnies.

It was a calm mellow evening of the

late autumn. The air was perfectly

still, and now the silence was unbroken

on all sides, save when, from a distance,

the quick tramp of cavalry might be

momentarily heard, as if in the act of
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forcing back a crowd, and then a faint

shout would follow, whose accents

might mean triumph or defiance.

Í was already beginning to weary of

expectancy, when I perceived, from

the movement on the house-tops and

the church tower, that something was

going forward within the view of those

stationed there. I had not to look

long for the cause, for suddenly the

harsh sharp beat of a drum was heard,

and immediately after the head of a

column wheeled from one of the side

streets into the Rue St. Honore. They

were grenadiers of the National Guard,

and a fine body of men they seemed,

as they marched proudly forward, till

they came to a halt before the steps of

St. Roch. Handkerchiefs were waved

in salutation to them from windows

and housetops; and cheering , fol

lowed them as they went. A single

figure at the entrance of “La Dau

phine," stood observing them with his

glass; he was an artillery officer, and

took a long and leisurely survey of the

troops, and then directed his eyes

towards the crowded roofs, which he

swept hastily with his telescope. . This

done, he sauntered carelessly back and

disappeared.

The grenadiers were soon followed

by the line, and now, as far as my

eye could carry, I beheld vast masses

of soldiery who filled the street in its

entire breadth. Up to this all was

preparation. Not a sight, or sound,

or gesture indicated actual conflict,

and the whole might have meant a

mere demonstration on either side,

when suddenly there burst forth a

crash like the most terrific thunder. It

made the very street tremble, and the

houses seemed to shake as the air vi

brated around them; a long volley of

musketry succeeded, and then there

arose a din of artillery, shouts, and

small arms, that made up the infernal

chaos. This came from the quarter of

the river, and in that direction eve

eye was turned. I hurried to the bac

of the house in the hope of being able

to see something, but the windows

only looked into a court surrounded by

tall buildings. Ere I returned to my

Place the conflict had already begun.

The troops of the National Guard ad

vanced, firing by sections, and evi

dently bent on forcing their passage

up the street; and their firing seemed

as if meant in declaration of their inten

tions rather than aggressively, since

no enemy appeared in front; when, no

sooner had the leading files reached

the opening of La Dauphine, than the

artillery opened with grape and round

shot. The distance could scarcely

have exceeded forty yards, and the

withering fire tore through the dense

ranks, forming deep lanes of death !

Smoke soon enveloped the masses, and

it was only at intervals I could catch

sight of the moving body, which still

moved up ! There was something

indsecribably dreadful in seeing the

steady march of men to inevitable de

struction; and even their slow pace (for

such was it of necessity, from the num

bers of dead and dying that en

cumbered their path) increased the

horror of the spectacle. A deadly

musketry poured down from the

tower of St. Roch upon the gunners.

The whole fire from housetops and

windows was directed at them; but,

fast as they fell, others took their

places, and the roll of the artillery

never slackened nor ceased for an in

stant. The shot rattled like hail on

the walls of the houses, or crashed

through them with clattering destruc

tion. Wild and demoniac yells, death

shouts, and cries of triumph, mingled

with the terrible uproar. Above all,

however, roared the dread artillery,

in one unbroken thunder. At last

the column seemed to waver— the

leading files fell back—a moment's he

sitation ensued—a fresh discharge of

grape, at less than pistol range, tore

through them ; and now the word was

given to retire. Shouts and cries

poured from the housetops and para

pets. Were they of encouragement or

derision ?—who can tell? The street

now presented the horrid spectacle of

indiscriminate carnage—the guns were

wheeled forward as the troops re

tired, cavalry charging on the broken

masses while the guns were reloading.

—the cavalcade of death rode past at a

walk, the gunners firing steadily on,

till the word was given to cease. The

smoke cleared lazily away at last, and

now no living thing was seen to stir in

front: the long line of the Rue St.

Honore presented nothing but the bo

dies of d. dead. The housetops and

parapets, too, were speedily deserted;

for the houses were now forced by the

infantry of the line, who, at every mo

ment, appeared at the windows, and

waved their shakos in token of victory.

As I looked, a crash recalled my at
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tention behind me ; and now the door

of the bureau was in ruins, and four

soldiers, with their bayonets at the

charge, dashed forward. On seeing

the alone and unarmed, they only

laughed, and passed on to the upper

story.

“Are you in charge here?” asked a

young corporal of me.

“I belong to the bureau,” said I,
in#.

“Place your books and papers un

der lock and key, then,” said he, “and

make your way to head quarters.”

“Where 7”

“At the Tuilleries. There goes the

Commander-in-Chief,” added he, me

chanically saluting, as a staff of officers

rode by beneath.

“Who is that pale man in front,

with the long hair?" asked I.

“General Bonaparte,” was the an

swer, “and few can handle artillery

like him.”

“THE STORY of MAIRWARA,” AND

In the “History of British India,” we

occasionally meet with passages which,

while varying from its epic tone, com

mend themselves to our judgment as

not less deserving of admiration than

the spirit-stirring triumphs of that bril

liant narrative. Amongst the most en

gaging of such episodes is the “Sketch
of Mairwara.” It tells of a wild and

warlike race, famed for the ferocity of

their forays—a nation of Rob Roys

and Robin Hoods—orsomething worse,

partly Mussulmans, partly Hindoos,but

so much laxer in their observances than

either of these persuasions, as to be

disavowed by both. Their mountain

fastnesses were for ages the Adullam

caves of the neighbouring lowlands,

and, accordingly, their community

w up, recruited from the worst cha

racters of the cities of the plain. Thus

circumstanced, they became an or

ganised robber-state, and continued

for centuries, idle, independent, and

unsubdued, plagued at frequent in

tervals by pestilence, or peeled by

famine, until the year 1821, when

they came into contact with our arms,

and were reduced to subjection. Soon

afterwards their districts were con

fided by the East India Company,

with little either of interference or of

aid, to the management of an officer,

whose appointment affords a fresh in

stance of the marked discretion with

which such selections are usually made,

and who, in the perfect accomplish

ment of a task of signal difficulty, es

“THE LABours of coloneL HALL.”

tablished his claim to berated amongst

the ablest officials of that well-served

government. This was Colonel Henry

Hall, C.B., at that time a captain act

ing with the army in Malwa and Raj

pootana, under Sir David Ochterlony,

and whose services and gallantry had

attracted the notice, and elicited the

commendations of his distinguished

commander. Through the exertions

of Colonel Hall, the robber system was

put down, a native battalion was

formed, roads were made, the passes

were opened, traffic was encouraged,

and a regular government was, for the

first time, established throughout Mair

wara. The Mairs— for so are these

people named—were won over to aban

don their demoralising habits, and by

their own acts, in their own councils,

to abolish their pernicious usages.

Slavery was prohibited; infanticide,

which it had been found so difficult to

check elsewhere, was completely put

an end to, and their peculiar and most

barbarous of all savage customs, that

of selling their mothers and wives, was

wholly given up. A form of trial by jury

was introduced, a jail was erected, and

maintained without cost to the Com

pany, and a system for the administra

tion of justice was established, which

was inexpensive, and so efficacious that,

since the year 1824, the punishment of

death has been in no instance inflicted,

and but three persons have been trans

ported. To secure a supply of water

—the great want of these districts—

* “Sketch of Mairwara." By Lieut.-Col. C. J. Dixon, Bengal Artillery. 4to.

Elder, and Co. London: 1850.

Smith,



70 “The Story of Mairwara,” and [July,

and to husband it for the purposes of

irrigation, the people were encouraged

to sink wells, and taught to construct

tank-embankments. Agriculture was

improved, much waste jungle-land was

brought into cultivation, new villages

were built, and, in fine, through the

labours of Colonel Hall, unremittingly

pursued with quiet devotion for

thirteen years, this people, once so wild,

were reclaimed to fixed habits of in

dustry and order, and are now living

in security and comfort, defraying the

charges of their own establishments,

and yielding, willingly, a remunerating

tribute to their benefactors and pro

tectors, the Supreme Government.

This is the sketch of a “Sketch,” the

crème de la crème of the “Sketch of

Mairwara,” made to bespeak the in

terest of our readers. As, however,

we apprehend that their attention will

not be very readily accorded to a far

off district, with an unknown heathen

name, and that, possibly, our glowing

icture of these happy valleys may have

ess the appearance of reality than of

romance, we think it well to add that

the “Sketch of Mairwara" comes be

fore us with unusual vouchers, as well

for the substantial accuracy and unex

aggerated truth of its averments, as

for the importance of the labours which

it records. The work was prepared

by Colonel Dixon, the successor of

Colonel Hall, in pursuance of an order

of the Court of Directors of the East

India Company, and printed at their

expense, “chiefly,” as the minute con

veying their orderstates, “for the pur

pose of being circulated among all

public officers who may have an op

ortunity of rendering similar services

in other quarters.” The better to

secure the full effect of so good an ex

ample, it was ordered that the book

should contain scientific plans, sec

tions, and drawings of the most ma

terial works executed, founded on

actual survey and measurement, with

out which their nature could hardly

be understood, the difficulties encoun

tered appreciated, or sufficient infor

mation given to enable others to con

Struct 1. works in similar localities.

The drawings of the specimens selected

are accordingly given, with minute

details of the mode of construction,

rates of work, mode in which used, and

all other circumstances. These details,

however, embarrass the narrative, and

with the plans, drawings, and illustra

tions, render the book too high-priced

for extended circulation. The main

object of the Directors—the instruc

tion of their own officers, may in this

manner be best attained; but, besides

instructing, it is good to encourage

officers, a maxim which no public body

can be more ready to assent to, than

the Court of Directors. We, there

fore, with all respect to them, submit

that they may do more justice both to

theiº. whose names are so ho

nourably connected with Mairwara,

and to themselves, by the simple step

of having this cumbrous “Sketch"

denuded of its quarto honours, disen

cumbered of work-details and ex

pensive attributes, and reduced to the

compass of a railway volume. Thus

may the labours of Colonel Hall meet,

in the earnest applause of the public,

the reward which will be at once most

grateful to him, and most stimulating

to others; thus, too, may the millions

know that, besides gathering those

laurels of which we are all so justly

proud, extending our commerce, af

fording occupation, and amassing

wealth, the East India Company, far

from meriting the taunt of being in

different to the internal condition of

the country, is actively employed in

improving it, and has been, for a length

of time, ungstentatiously engaged in

the silent ministry of doing good.

Mairwara forms a portion of that

mountain chain known by the name of

the Arabala Hills, and running N.N.E.

from Goozerat, to within a few miles

of Delhi. It is bounded on the north

by Ajmeer, separates Meywar on the

east from Marwar on the west, and to

the south has the hill possessions of

Meywar. The territory is about a

hundred miles in length, with a breadth

of from twenty-five to thirty:—

“There are no rivers in this tract, and as

the rain descending from the hills made its

way to the plains with the force of a moun

tain torrent, agriculture was extremely pre

carious, since the crops only received advan

tage from the rain while falling. It will be

shown, in due course, the arrangements that

have been made to obviate the want of water

for purposes of cultivation, by damming up

the mountain streams, whereby the calami

ties arising from drought have been re

duced to a minimum point. The soil, com

posed of the debris of the hills, mixed with

decayed vegetation, is extremely fertile; the

return from a beegab of wheat or barley

being from ten to twelve mounds, while in
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Marwar, and Meywar, immediately below

the hills, the produce only ranges from six

to eight mounds. The arrangements

alopted in the hills, of diking up the fields

with walls of dry stone, whereby moisture

is retained, and the decayed vegetation

washed down from the hills arrested, con

duce much to the fertility of the soil. The

portion of the country now most productive,

was, before the subjugation of the Mairs, a

dense jungle, infested with wild beasts, and

scarcely ever traversed by man, save along

the foot-paths, which served as roads com

municating between the few villages dis

persed through the hills. At the time the

army penetrated the tract, no single village

was inhabited in what is now denominated

Purgunah Bhaelaw, now consisting of twenty

five villages, only two of which had retained

their inhabitants."—p. 2.

The Mairwara territory now under

our control, belongs in unequal por

tions to the East India Company, to

Meywar, and to Marwar. On the

subjugation of the Mairs, the villages

which had paid allegiance to these

states were given up to them; but

some of them proving too refractory,

were subsequently made over to our

management. The district, as at pre

sent constituted, consists of nine pur

gunahs, or divisions: of these, four be

long to our Government and form,

properly, part of the British territory

of Ajmeer. They embrace one hundred

and forty-three villages, and sixty-three

hamlets, of which only eighteen were

inhabited when the country first fell

into the hands of Colonel Hall. Mey

war owns three divisions, comprisingse

venty-six villages and thirteen hamlets.

Their land is fertile, and has been much

improved by theprovision made for irri

gation. Marwar has but two divisions,

with twenty-one villages and four ham

lets. These are mostly placed in moun

tain fastnesses, and have but little avail

able land. One of the early objects

of Colonel Hall was the making of

roads.

“Formerly there was no carriage-road

from Aboo to the southward, to Khurwah in

Ajmeer, northwards across the hills. Over

the passes of Dewair, Chapulean, Peeplee,

Mundawur, and Kot-Kuran, a traffic on

camels and bullocks could only pass under

the protection of large military escorts. Com

merce was, in consequence, subjected to

much expense and interruption. The com

munication from Goozerat, or Marwar to

Meywar, if not effected over these ghattas,

was extremely circuitous, being carried on

tither through Ajuneer to the north, or al

together to the southward of the Arabala

range. The reduction of the hill-tribes per

manently open these lines of intercourse,

thereby materially conducing to the inte

rests of the adjoining state. Colonel Hall

opened a road passing through the cantonment

of Beawr, for cattle, over the Arabala range,

in 1826. On the formation of the town

of Nya Nuggur, in 1836, this pass was

made practicable for wheeled carriages.

It is now undergoing considerable improve

ment, and, with other plans, being carried

out, the communication between Marwar

and Meywar has been so much facilitated,

that the route by Nya Nuggur has now be

come the great line of intercourse between

the northern portion of Marwar to Malwa

and the Deccan. The arrangements for pro

tecting trade and travellers through the

Mairwara hills are so good, that a robbery is

a matter of very rare occurrence. When

such cases happen, the onus of satisfying the

injured parties rests with the village where

the injury has been committed. Various

other intermediate passes have been opened,

and are frequented by all sections of the

community without fear or apprehension.

The heretofore much-dreaded Mair hills offer

convenient routes of intercourse between the

two great principalities of Meywar and Mar

war, through their whole length; and life

and property are much more secure, from

the responsibility which devolves on the

people, than while traversing any of the

states of Rajwara.”—pp. 3–4.

Whatever we know of the history of

these mountaineers, was collected b

Colonel Hall, from a comparison ofsuc

records as they possess with the depo

sitions of their chiefs. The Mairs were

no clerks, but though unacquainted

with reading or writing, it was their

usage to employ itinerant historians,
who marked down the main events of

their career. Through these sources,

their origin has been traced to the

twelfth century; and it appears, that

as they grew in numbers, they became

troublesome to the states around them,

and were in consequence the objects

of some very formidable expeditions;

all of which, however, had the one re

sult of being unsuccessful. This, their

courage, their martial character, and

the difficulties of their mountain fast

nesses, render quite credible. From the

year 1754 to 1800, repeated move

ments were made against them by

princes of the Singh family. In 1807,

Baleh Rao, a Mahratta, led a force of

60,000 men against them; but their

whole population rose in arms, and

attacking this numerous army, com

pelled it to retire. In 1810, and



72 “The Story of Marwara,” and [July,

ain in 1818, they were assailed by

other powers, who experienced the

like fortune of defeat, and thus a long
series of successes increased their con

fidence both in themselves and in the

impregnability of their position.

n 1818, the city of Ajmeer, some

twenty-five miles north of the frontier

of Mairwara, was occupied by the

British forces, who soon became aware

that they were in the neighbourhood of

marauders, whose audacity made it un

safe for any one to go beyond the city

walls after sunset. They were called,

as we were told, Mairs, and lived by

levying blackmail on the cultivators

and chiefs around. It was at that

riod that we first heard of their ex

istence. A young officer, on his own

entreaty, obtained leave to go amongst

these mountaineers and sketch their

unknown hills. This was Captain, now

Colonel Hall, who was thus the first

European who trod their virgin soil,

and whose name in the hereafter, was

to be for ever associated with the his

tory of their race.

An agreement was entered into with

these Mairs, by which they bound

themselves to abstain from plundering.

This they observed only as long as they

could not help it, and it became neces

sary to use compulsion. The ha

zardous task of gaining a knowledge of

the features of the country and other

information before attacking it, was

undertaken by Captain Hall.

“With a view (says Colonel Dixon) to

gaining the knowledge of the features of the

country, so necessary for the successful con

duct of military operations, a party of four

officers, accompanied by a strong escort, of a

company of infantry, a troop of cavalry, and

a number of Hurkaras proceeded from Nus

seerabad, via Loolooa to Shamgurh, in Mair

wara. Of this party was Colonel (then

Captain) Hall, of the Quartermaster-Gene

ral's department, who afterwards was en

trusted with the charge of the district, and

who commenced the then apparently hope

less task of improving the morals of the

Mairs. There was also an officer of engi

neers, and the party was accompanied by

Devee Singh, the Thakoor of Mussooda.

Having proceeded thus far without moles

tation, they attempted to penetrate by the

Jak Ghatta to Dilwara, but the Mairs col

lected in force and occupied the pass in front

of them, and they were obliged to alter their

route, and passed vid Soorajpoora to Khur

wah, where they halted for the night.

Some considerable robberies were committed

during the night, and a chuprassie was re

ported to have been wounded; but no serious

attack was made upon them, and the neces

sary local information having been gained,

the party returned to Nusseerabad."—p. 19.

In this passage there is a small mis

take. The escort was merely for

Colonel Hall while reconnoitring, but

wishing to see and learn more than he

could, while so attended, he left the es

cort, and entered Shamgurh, the chief

town of the Mairs, accompanied only by

an officer of engineers. Their escape

was providential, the Mairs being well

aware that we were contemplating an

attack upon them, and having, at the

moment, actually sent an agent to in

spect and report upon the British

force. The account which their mes

senger gave on his return, does not do

much credit to their intelligence de

partment:—

“The first thing (says Colonel Dixon)

which he saw was a number of Sepoys un

dressed, bathing and eating; and observing

so many of them with the Juneo, or Brah

minical thread, across their bodies, he con

ceived the idea that the regiments were

composed chiefly of Brahmins, seeing that

in Rajpootana the distinction is almost en

tirely confined to that caste; and held them

in light esteem accordingly. He next saw

them in the evening, dressed in their red

coats, and drilling on their respective parades:

the exhibition seems to have fairly puzzled

him, and on returning to his friends he re

ported that the British regiments were com

posed of Brahmins and women.”

The Mairs had, before long, an op

portunity of improving their acquain

tance with these Brahmins and women.

In 1819, a Sepoy force, with some

light guns, mounted on elephants, was

brought against them, and a simulta

neous attack was made on two of their

strongholds, Loolooa and Jak. The

lan, which was framed by Colonel

all, was perfectly successful, and the

Mairs were again allowed to enter into

an agreement binding themselves to

i. conduct for the future ; this,

owever, they did not much regard,

and in another year they were in open

arms against us. It had by this time

become manifest that all attempts to

advance the prosperity of our pos

sessions in Rajpootana would be una

vailing, until the Mairs were reduced

to order; and it was accordingly re

solved on—first, to subdue, and then,

if possible, to keep them quiet. Their

subjection was attended with more of
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difficulty than was probably expected;

while the keeping of them quiet—to

all appearance almost impracticable—

was thoroughly accomplished through

“that more excellent way” which was

pursued by Colonel Hall.

In pursuance of this determination,

at the close of 1820, a British force

again marched against the Mairs, and,

attacking them at Huttoon and Burar,

met on each occasion a very spirited

resistance. At the former place, the

well-directed fire of their matchlocks

taught us to regard them with respect;

and at Burar, they twice charged our

artillery sword in hand. These places,

however, were both captured ; and

Bboput Khan, the leader of the Mairs

in . last movement, fled to Ram

F. situated in the midst of these

astnesses :-

“Certain information having about this

time been received to this effect, a detach

ment of eight companies, with a party of

cavalry, marched off in the evening, as soon

as it was dark, and proceeded all night

through a most difficult country, where, in

many places, the pathway would not admit

of two men marching abreast; and even for

cre the road was so difficult, that a mile

end-a-half an hour was about the rate accom

plished by the detachment. However, strug

gling on, they arrived at and surrounded

Ramgurh by dawn. Just as arrangements

were being made for an attack, the inhabi

tants discovered the unexpected danger that

impended over them, and the alarm was

given; but it was too late. No time was

lost on our part; and the troops, penetrating

into the town on all sides, killed and

wounded 150 men, and took about 200 pri

soners. Bhoput Khan, of Huttoon, was

among the former.”—Sketch, p. 23.

This surprise in their own strong

hold, attended as it was with the loss

of their leaders, ought to have been a

decided blow to the Mairs; but they

were slow at comprehending a defeat,

and in another week encountered us

again. The lesson they received on

that occasion concluded the campaign.

We have felt it to be but justice to

these undisciplined mountaineers to

show that, in their several conflicts

with our troops, they made a resis

tance worthy of their fame for courage

—worthy .men who encounter tigers

with no other weapon than a sword,

and of whom it has been remarked,

that they never boast. It is, also, we

think, a matter of some interest to note

that Colonel Hall, who was afterwards

the true regenerator of the Mairs, was

the first British officer who entered their

territory, and that he took a prominent

part” in every service against them.

These successes, which took place in

January, 1821, were followed by the

formal submission of the Mairs, who

have never since rebelled against our

rule. Before, however, that rule

could be fairly established, there were

difficulties to be overcome, which ori

ginated in the too generous spirit of

the East India Company. On the

conquest of Mairwara, many of its

towns and villages were claimed by the

neighbouring Rajpoot states of Me

war and Marwar, as of right belong

ing to them. Their claims rested, in

fact, on but slender grounds, but they

* The surprise at Ramgurh was arranged and conducted by Colonel (then Captain) Hall.

In announcing the capture of this place, the officer who commanded on the occasion refers

particularly “to the arrangements of Captain Hall, of the Quartermaster-General's depart

ment,” by which “the detachment was brought to the scene of operation exactly at the

most eligible moment—a matter of great importance to the success of the enterprise." A

postscript adds, in accordance with the passage cited from Colonel Dixon, that “this de

cided operation was effected after a night-march of thirteen hours, through a trackless and,

then thought, impassable country.”

The dispatch of the officer who commanded on the occasion of our final encounter with the

Mairs, and which is dated January 24th, 1821, refers as follows to Captain Hall:—

“If I omitted to notice the valuable services rendered on this occasion by Captain Hall,

the Deputy-Quartermaster-General, who accompanied the detachment, I should fail in my

duty. The very correct nature of the information he was in possession of, enabled him to

conduct the detachment directly upon the enemy, who were found to occupy (as he had pre

viously informed me they did), in very considerable numbers, the whole length of an exten

sive and high range of difficult hills, the detachment driving them before it, but previously

having to extend itself for a distance of more than two miles along the foot of the range, and

under the observation of the enemy. The exertions of Captain Hall when the attack com .

menced were equal to the previous intelligence with which he had conducted the detachment

to the scene of action; and he led in person one of our parties, ascending the most difficult

part of the range, and driving before him the enemy."
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were unfortunately admitted, and the

districts made over. Thus the Mairs,

who had never before known any

ruler, were, in the first instance, placed

under separate governments, part of

their territory being ceded to Marwar,

part to Mewar, while the remainder

was affixed to the British province of

Ajmeer. There was, in consequence,

no controlling authority to enforce

order, no unity of purpose to effect re

medial measures. Confusion was the

natural result. The criminals of one

jurisdiction found shelter in another—

punishments were arbitrary and se

vere—and the country was infested b

organised banditti. We may add,

that the political agent who was in

charge of Ajmeer, had already enough

to engage his best attention. The ob

vious remedy for such a state of things

was the subjection of the territory to

one authority, and the vesting that

authority in some officer of known

ability. This was at length arranged.

The Meywar and Marwar villages

were, in 1823–4, placed, for a certain

number of years, under our manage

ment; and in 1822, Captain Henry

Hall, now Colonel Hall, C.B., was se

lected by the Marquis of Hastings, for

the important appointment of superin

tendent, Political and military, in

Mairwara." Within six months after,

the predatory bands were broken

up, their leaders captured, the passes

were opened, and traffic permitted to

proceed without impediments. Single

constables took the place of armed

troops for all purposes of police and

revenue; “and thus,” says Colonel

Dixon, “under the guidance of one

master hand, a regular government

was for the first time established.”

The hand of Colonel Hall, though

often unseen, was indeed guiding every

step of progress in Mairwara. In the

suppression of the border combinations

just mentioned, as well as in the more

important proceedings which affected

the social organisation, or the political

condition of the country, he was ac

tive. It was, as we have before ob

served, his principle to effect as much

as possible through the instrumenta

lity of the Mairs themselves, that so

they might feel each act to be their

own, and not one to which they were

in any way compelled. To bring this

to pass, however, much of previous

effort was needed, to lead them more

fully to appreciate the evils of existing

circumstances, as well as the advan

tage of the proposed change.

One of the early acts of Colonel

Hall was the formation of the Mair

battalion. He saw that these hardy

mountaineerswould makegood soldiers,

but his first advances towards enlisting

them met with small encouragement.

The elders heard his invitations to en

rol their sons as sepoys, with coldness

and distrust; and when at length re

cruits came forward, the first pro

ceeding to which it was necessary to

submit them, was that of being washed

with soap and water. A high au

thority soberly assures us, that “every

Chinaman goes unwashed from his

cradle to his grave;"t and in this par

ticular, the Mairs may be said to emu

late the children of the flowery land.

They scarcely ever bathe, or change

their clothes from the day they are

first put on until they are fairly worn

out. Many, after having served a

short time, returned to their villages,

duty and subordination being, as they

thought, incompatible with their feel

ings of independence. Recruits, too,

went back to their homes at night,

and on its being made known to them,

that they must either stay in their

quarters or give up the service, a new

* It appears that Captain Hall was, on the earnest recommendation of Sir David Ochter

lony, the president in Malwa and Rajpootana, “lent” from the Quarter-master General's de

partment, for this service; and in noticing the appointment and the formation of the Mair bat

talion, Colonel Dixon speaks of the complimentary tone in which the Governor-General was

pleased to invest this officer with his political and military authority. “The prominent fea

ture," he adds, when speaking of the order to raise the Mair battalion, “was the option ac

corded by the Government to the commandant, of retaining command of the corps after it

had been raised, and reported disciplined by the general officer of the division; or of returning

to the Quarter-master General's department, with the benefits of any promotion to which he

would have succeeded, had he never quitted it.” Such condescension and kind consideration

on the part of the Government, are matters of extremely rare occurrence.—Sketch, p. 41.

f This is stated on the authority of Dr. Wilson, who had charge of our hospitals in China.

...” Notes on China." By John Wilson, M.D., F.R.S., Inspector of Naval Hospital

and Fleets,
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report got abroad, well calculated to

render enlistment still more unpopular.

It was said, and no doubt thought,

by some of the elders, that the real

object of our Government was to col

lect the youth of the country, nomi

nally to be enrolled as sepoys, but ac

tually to be made away with, so that

we should receive no opposition save

from the old people. Apprehension

and distrust, however, yielded to for

bearance and consideration, and be

fore long service in the corps was

eagerly sought after. From the re

ports of some reviewing officers of dis

tinction, referred to in the “Sketch,”

it appears, that in their opinion, “the

Mairwara l corps would stand

the test of comparison with some of

the best-disciplined regiments in the

service; and Colonel Dixon speaks of

occasions, on which the conduct of this

battalion in the field, under his com

mand, fully supported these high anti

cipations. We, however, desire to

view this corps in another phase, as an

agent in civilisation, and in this re

spect, it appears to have realised the

warmest hopes which even Mr. Kaye."

would entertain of the good-working

of a landwher system.” “The corps,”

says Colonel Hall, in an extract from

his report on Mairwara, dated Decem

ber, 1834, cited in Colonel Dixon's

work, “has contributed materially

towards reforming the Mair popula

tion. The regularity of conduct, punc

tual discharge of duty, cleanliness, and

unqualified submission required; the

good faith observed in all transactions;

the congenial subsistence offered to

many; the full confidence reposed, and

the kind treatment shown, could not

fail of conciliatory effect; besides, on

the other hand, being a body for

coercion, which the population must

have been well-convinced of, was fully

qualified from bravery, fidelity, and

local knowledge, to inflict ample pun

ishment, should the necessity be im

posed.” In addition to habits of order,

the young men acquired in the batta

lion dexterity in useful labour, in the

digging of wells, the construction and

repairing of embankments, weirs, and

other works of the first importance in

their locality; and as the period of

service was not long, and discharges

were easily obtained, these acquire

ments became rapidly diffused, exhi

biting their results in the improved

appearance both of the country and

its inhabitants:–

“Until 1835, many of the Mair corps

were accustomed to take their discharge

after three years' service—their intention in

entering the corps being to save sufficient

money for the purchase of a couple of bul

locks. Having attained the object of their

ambition, they would return to their villages

to take up the occupation of husbandmen.

Since that period, Tukavee advances have

been freely imparted to all persons to whom

it was desirable to afford pecuniary aid for

agricultural purposes. Still discharges from

the corps are frequent. The construction of

works of irrigation, by which waste land

is brought into productive fertility, when

taking place at the villages inhabited by the

sepoys, induces them at once to seek their

discharge, and become cultivators. Havil

dars and naicks, with the pension establish

ment only a few years in prospective,

have been induced to quit the corps, and

apply their energies to the tilling of the land.

Thus the battalion is the school in which the

youth are taught obedience and the arts of

civilised life. Remaining with it sufficiently

long to have attained confirmed habits of ci

vilisation, they return to their homes to im

part their knowledge to their village, and

themselves become tutors. In this man

ner has the corps proved an instrument

of great utility, in disseminating knowledge,

and conducing to aid us in the social advance

ment and improvement of the rural popula

tion.”—pp. 45–6.

Another of the civilising agencies

introduced by Colonel Hall related to

the administration of justice. Prior to

the subjugation of the Mairs, the sword

most usually decided controversies and

redressed wrongs. Every man stood

on his own strength, or that of his kin

dred. Loss of life ensued, and feuds

were generated. The only peaceable

modes of adjudication resorted to were

various kinds of superstitious ordeals.

Colonel Hall established a form ofpun

chayut, or jury elected by the parties,

for the determination of all complaints

of wrong, excepting cases of crime,

which has been found to work well.

The course of procedure is in some

respects singular, but it is admirably

suited to the character and condition

of the people, considerationswhich have

* W. “The Social Condition and Education of the People.” By Joseph Kaye, Esq., M.A.—

2 vols. Noticed by us in a preceding Magazine, as a work of great interest.
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been too often lost sight of by the

paper reformers and Benthams of our

day —

“The complainant presents a written pe

tition in Oordoo, in which is embodied the

particulars of his grievance. At the close of

his complaint he expresses his willingness,

or otherwise, to have his case settled by pun

chayut. An order is then passed for the at

tendance of the defendant. On his appear

ing, the complaint is explained to him, when

he delivers in a counter statement, signify

ing, at the same time, by what mode he

wishes to be tried. Should each party desire

a punchayut, each names his respective arbi

trators, the number of whom is alone li

mited by the pleasure of the contending par

ties. Sometimes the jury consists of twelve

members on each side. Generally speaking,

on the score of economy, each restricts its

quota to three or four members. Objection

to members on account of nearness of kin, or

other reasonable grounds, are allowed, and

substitutes are named to supply the place of

those challenged or rejected. The complain

ant and defendant then enter into engage

ments to abide by the decision of the pun

chayut, except in case of disapproval, by

paying a fine to the Government, when a

new trial is allowed. In like manner, the

arbitrators bind themselves by engagements

to do strict and impartial justice in the case

submitted to their decision ; in failure there

of a stated sum is forfeited. All prelimi

naries having been arranged, the case comes

under investigation. Each party finds its

arbitrators in food, which varies in quality

according to the means of the parties. On

the decision of the case, the expense devolves

on the losing side. As the elders are chiefly

selected, from their respectability and in

ferred knowledge of right, for this duty,

delay in coming to a decision is not unusual;

influenced, perhaps, by the circumstance that

they are found in food whilst engaged in such

investigation. Feelings of pride, and the

imagined honour of their clan, more fre

quently induce delay, when matters between

two opposite septs are under discussion. Pun

chayuts have taken a month or five weeks

to consider the questions at issue. Having

at length come to a decision, their opinion,

recorded in writing, is read and explained to

the complainant and defendant, who approve

or disapprove of the decree of the “punch' ac

cordingly as their feelings prompt them.

Their decision, generally speaking, is una

nimous. When otherwise, the opinion of

three-fourths of the members is necessary to

make their decree binding. Although dis

sentients are at liberty, on paying the sti

pulated fine, regulated in reference to the

largeness of the case at issue, to demand a

fresh trial, this privilege is rarely claimed.

The Mairs, when allowed time for considera

tion, are open to reason, and they well know,

when there is a large majority opposed to

them, cogent reasons exist for this decision—

the more particularly as these arbitrators, or

a portion of them, have so decided the case.

The superintendent will generally know when

the decision of a “punch' is not consonant with

the usages of the people. His explanation is

received willingly by the arbitrators, when

any deviation from common usage is pointed

out to them. In this way, by observing a

temperate, conciliatory tone towards the jury,

a slight modification of their decree not un

frequently has the desirable effect of bringing

round a razeenamah on both sides.”—Sketch,

pp. 77–8.

This extract will be sufficiently in

telligible, notwithstanding its hard

terms of Eastern law. It shows that

the system was selected, not for its

symmetry, but for its suitability to the

people. They had before a puncha

yut, but it was rarely resorted to, be

cause there was no authority to enforce

its decrees. This imperfect tribunal,

remodelled by Colonel Hall, has been

found to answer so well, that for the

last twenty-six years, that is, during

the whole period of our rule in Mair

wara, no appeal has been made beyond

the superintendent of the district.

Minor offences are punished by im

prisonment; serious crimes, by trans

|...} or death. Death has never

ºn inflicted from the first pacification

of the country in 1824, and in the long

º that has since intervened,

ut three persons have been trans

|. These simple, inland people,

owever, look on the punishment of

transportation beyond sea with far

more of terror than that of death.

“Their imagination,” says Colonel

Dixon, “fails to depict the state of

suffering and privation experienced by

those who are consigned to “ Khala

Panee.' Their state is that of com

plete uncertainty. Hence the cri

minals that have been transported live

vividly in the recollection of their

friends; and hence it is that this pun

ishment is regarded more awfully than

death, which at once removes the sub

ject of all doubts about him.” -

It is a peculiar and striking feature

in the penal system of Colonel Hall,

that offenders are compelled to make

good the value of stolen property, and

further, to provide for the expenses of

their own support whilst in gaol, as

well as to defray their share of the ex

penses of conviction. In some in

stances poverty precludes this; but as
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a general rule, prisoners are required

to arrange these contingencies, and if

unable to liquidate them at once, to

bind themselves to contribute a fixed

sum at each successive harvest. This

is practicable in a country where every

peasant is more or less a cultivator,

and has some share of the lands of his

village:–

“The system,” says Colonel Hall, in his

report, already cited, “is efficacious not

withstanding its mildness. Besides being a

direct preventative of crime, it has tended

materially to soften the character, to remove

atrocity, to enlist the feelings of the coun

try, and consequently its active support in

aid of the police, and to render resistance to

capture, even by a single chuprassee (con

stable) very rare. In such a country two

thousand policemen would be ineffectual

without the cordial support of the inhabi

tants; so that their good will is of primary

importance.”

The inhabitants of Mairwara are,

as we have before observed, separated

nominally into two religious divisions,

Moosulmans and Hindoos, but they

intermarry, and, save that the former

practise circumcision, and bury their

dead, their customs are almost iden

tical. The Hindoos are the least sec

tarian of all who anywhere profess that

ancient infidelity. They wholly disre

gard the set forms of ablution, prepara

tion of food, and others. They pay no

religious reverence to the idols wor

shipped by the orthodox of their per
suasion elsewhere, but have their own

deities. Their principal food is In

dian corn and barley bread; they eat,

without hesitation, of sheep, goats, and

even cows, have no interdiction as to

the use of spirituous liquors, but

never touch hog's flesh, deer, fish, or

fowls.

The most remarkable and pernicious

of the Mair customs were, the sale of

women, female infanticide, and an ex

tensive system of slavery. Women

were looked upon as property to be

disposed of or transferred, with the

same facility as cattle or land. On the

death of a father, the mother lapsed

to the son as part of the paternal inhe

ritance, and be could sell her at his

pleasure, provided he adhered to the

rules of his clan. A wife might be

disposed of at any time. These usages

arose from no defect of natural affec

tion, which we are assured this people

ss as much as others, but from an

equity of their own, having its origin

in their marriage contracts. On a

marriage engagement taking place, the

first step, the most needful, and the

most strictly enforced of all, was, that

a certain sum — and in reference to

their condition, a high one—should be

paid to the wife's father. From this

flowed the right of sale, whether as

wife or mother, it being regarded as

no more than an equivalent for the

sum invested in the original purchase.

Strange as such a practice may seem,

it will, no doubt, appear still more

singular that it was never regarded by

the women as either a grievance or a

degradation. On the contrary, they

were rather flattered at being the sub

jects of so clear a test of value. This

was their custom from time immemo

rial, and when spoken to about it,

neither woman nor man felt it to be in

the least wrong. The well-known eu

logy on the French sauce, that it might

tempt a man to eat his own father, has

its pendant amongst the Mairs, for one

of them declared without reserve, that

“he had sold and eat his own mother,”

meaning that he had expended on him

self the money he had gained by sell

ing her. Colonel Hall traced this de

moralising practice, and that of infan

ticide, to their cause, and dealing with

that cause, succeeded in putting them

down. “ The measures,” says the

work before us, “which were adopted

in view to the complete prohibition of

female infanticide, and the marked

success which characterised these pro

ceedings, are fully detailed in Colonel

Hall's report, under date 31st July,

1827.” Colonel Dixon then gives the

principal paragraphs of that report, of

which we transcribe the following:—

“Par. 5th. It is most satisfactory to be

able to report the complete and voluntary

abolition of the two revolting customs—fe

male infanticide, and the sale of women.

Both crimes were closely connected, having

had their origin in the heavy expenses at

tending marriage contracts. The sums were

payable by the male side, were unalterable,

equal for the rich and poor, without any

abatement whatever in favour of the latter.

What first established the payment is un

known, but it was so sacred, inviolable, and

even a partial deviation so disgraceful, that

the most necessitous of the tribe would not

incur the imputation.

“6th. Hence arose as decided a right over

the person of women, as over cattle or other

property. They were inherited, and disposed

of accordingly, to the extent even of sons

selling their own mothers.
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“7th. Hence, also, arose infanticide. The

sums payable were beyond the means of so

many, that daughters necessarily remained

on hand after maturity, entailed immoral

disgrace, and thus imposed a necessity for

all female progeny becoming victims to their

family honour.

“8th. On the establishment of British

rule, both evils gradually diminished. Fe

males were not allowed to be transferred,

except for conjugal purposes; their consent

was to be obtained, and their choice con

sulted; kind, humane treatment was en

forced, and the whole system of considering

them as mere cattle was discouraged, with

out any indication, however, of interference

with a right of property so long existing.

“9th. Female infanticide was at once pro

hibited, and though many, no doubt, still

fell secret sacrifices from the great facility of

undetected destruction, yet the danger, aided

by improved feeling, increased the survivors

so considerably, as to force upon the Mairs a

due sense of the root of the evil, and a ge

neral wish for its removal by a reduction of

the regulated sum of contract; but they

were averse, indeed declared their inability,

to alter their long-established sacred custom

themselves, and earnestly entreated it might

be effected by an order of authority, binding

all to obedience by heavy penalties. This

was promised in a general way, in case of

necessity; but as there were many points to

be settled, and it was advisable to ascertain

the general feeling with accuracy, as well as

to avoid interference, if possible, a general

punchayut was strongly urged, either to de

cide the matter, or, at all events, aid in the

forming of appropriate regulations.

“10th. After the lapse of a few months

allowed for consideration, the whole was

settled in public punchayut, and its resolu

tions were confirmed without the slightest

alteration, so that the proceeding originated

with, and has been carried through by, the

inhabitants themselves; nor has there been

a single petition against it, either pending

or subsequent to adjustment.

“11th. They have lowered the sum pay

able on marriage contracts, abolished all

right of subsequent sale, and fixed a year's

imprisonment, or 200 rupees fine, with ex

clusion of caste, as the punishment for de

viation"—pp. 30–31.

We pause to admire the discretion

with which Colonel Hall made this

people to such an extent their own

reformers, effecting as much as pos

sible through them, so that when au

thority was used it was hardly ap

parent. It will, however, be obvious,

that such results could not be attained

without much both of previous arrange

ment and exertion:—

“Thus,” says the ‘Sketch,' after citing

the paragraphs we have just transcribed,

“thus infanticide received its death-blow

through the diminution of the expense at

tendant on marriage, which was now brought

within the means of all sections of society.

For many years past no female children had

been put to death. The practice has fallen

altogether into desuetude. Indeed, so greatly

have the ideas of the people changed on this

and other usages since the introduction of

our rule, that the commission of such an

act would now be viewed as a most heinous

crime. Personal advantage has, however,

had its weight in bringing round the desired

reform. Daughters are no longer looked

upon as a source of trouble and anxiety;

marriage being open to the poorest classes,

they are much in requisition. Hence fathers

rejoice on the birth of a daughter, seeing they

are more regarded as a source of wealth”—

p. 31.

In the convention just spoken of,

the remuneration for a bride's father

was restricted to 106 rupees, and the

re-marriage of widows was also pro

vided for. Twelve days after the death

of a husband, two mantles were placed

before his widow—one red, the other

white. If she took the former, it im

plied her preference for re-marriage,

and the person who accepted her was

bound to pay her sons—or, in case she

had none, her brothers—from 200 to

500 rupees. The money thus realised

went to provide these sons or brothers

with wives. If her choice fell upon the

white mantle, it indicated her desire to

bring up her family, and remain at the

head of her own household. In these

arrangements of the Mairs, we have

another instance of the singularity of

their sentiments. In their estimation, a

widow is worth more than a maid. The

remuneration on the marriage of the

former varies, as we see, from 200 to500

rupees, while, in case of that of the lat

ter, it is fixed at the farlower rate of 106

rupees. We know not whether it will

be regarded as equally remarkable that,

of all the decrees made at this conven

tion, the hardest to enforce was that

which prohibited husbands from selling

their wives. Our text informs us,

that—

“Though infanticide had been at once

checked by the decree of the punchayut,

yet it was a matter of considerable difficulty

to restrain husbands from selling their wives.

The interference of authority was necessary

on all occasions where a deviation from the

decision of the elders was made known.

The bargain was annulled, the wife taken

back, and the money returned; a small fine
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being imposed on both parties on account of

their dereliction from established rule. Should

the husband refuse to take back his wife, he

was at liberty to give her leave to follow the

bent of her inclination, but on no account

was her sale sanctioned"—p. 32.

After enumerating so many eccen

tric usages, we must add, that notwith

standing these, the Mairs have strong

domestic affections, and a high sense

of honour. Colonel Dixon represents

them (p. 33) as “faithful, kind, and

generous;" with a strong clannish at

tachment to each other. “They are,”

he says, “very regardless of life, and

always ready to take their own or those

of others for tritling causes. They

are, moreover, much attached to their

families, and the dishonour of their

wives is avenged by death alone.”

Colonel Hall was equally successful

in abolishing slavery, which, though

generally exempt from the character

of ill-usage, prevailed extensively, and

was necessarily productive of many

evils. In addition to its ordinary

source, war, or the seizure of people

in forays, and who were not redeemed,

there were three modes and varieties

of slavery peculiar to the Mairs. The

first of these was denominated “Chotee

Kut":—

“A man suffering great oppression, pro

ceeds to one of the chiefs, solicits his protec

tion, and cuts off his “Chotee, the lock of

hair preserved by the Hindoos on the top

of the head, saying – ‘I am your Chotee

kut ; preserve me from oppression.' The

chief places a turban on his head, and renders

him all the support in his power; keeping

him in his own village. On the demise of

the Chotee-kut, his property lapses to the

chief, unless any of the relatives of the de

ceased reside in the same village. The chief,

in return for this protection, receives a fourth

of his gains, arising from all plundering ex

peditions.

“Another kind of bondage is called

“Bussee, which differs only from ‘Chotee

kut,' from a written engagement being en

tered into, instead of cutting off the lock of

hair. All castes may become Bussees, while

Chotee-kut cannot be provided from amongst

those who lean to Mahommedanism.

“‘Oonglee-kut,' is a third kind of servi

tude. It is of a milder form than those men

tioned, since the duty and respect paid, are

those of a son towards a father. Nor is any

power exercised over life and property. The

ceremony of Oonglee-kut is performed by

cutting off the little finger, and giving some

of the blood to the chief whose protection is

accorded. It extends to all castes."—p. 33.

vol. XLII.-x.o. ccxLVII.

Those three forms of voluntary bon

dage were traced by Colonel Hall to

the condition of the country as he

found it. “A poor man,” says the

work before us, “could not obtain

justice, and being unable to bear up

against his powerful oppressors, des

peration drove him to seek shelter from

some chief; and as hepossessed nomeans

of remunerating his protector, he re

linquished what is prized by all, his

personal liberty, rather than live under

grievances too keen for endurance.”

Many of the social features which

we have noticed, and most of the mi

series of Mairwara, were connected with

its physical character. The hills of

the country, like the flats of Holland,

required that certain precautions should

be taken before they were fairly ha

bitable. The object of the Dutch,

however, was to exclude, while that of

the Mairs must be to retain, the water.

The measures needed to secure a supply

of that essential element, called for

both labour and expense, but without

these industry could not be estab

lished, order could not last, the la

bours of Colonel Hall would be un

availing, and his plans visionary. This

was, probably, the first reflection which

hemade in Mairwara, as it could hardly

fail to strike any observant person who

mounted its hills or crossed its valleys.

The country is, as we have said,

mountainous; there are no rivers or

perennial rivulets, and as the rain runs

off with extreme rapidity, the soil is

but partially saturated. The rains,

too, are precarious, bad seasons being

the rule, and good the exception. The

whole amount of rain in good seasons

rarely exceeds twenty-two inches, and

usually ranges from eight to twelve. In

1832 no single shower fell, and the

province experienced all the miseries of

a famine. The cattle perished, and

numbers of the Mairs fled to Malwa,

while those who remained had, in many

cases, only the alternative of death by

starvation, or life by plunder. In or

dinary seasons, too, a break of twenty

five or thirty days without a shower

often induced results almost as dis

astrous. Some villages were destitute

of water, even for domestic purposes,

during the hot months, and their in

habitants were compelled to emigrate

to more favourable localities. the

rains returned. At other places the

people had to carry water from a dis

tance of two miles. Thus were the

G
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labours of the inhabitants interrupted,

their minds unsettled, and their amend

ment rendered hopeless, unless it could

be shown them that it was practicable

to provide against such calamities.

Colonel Hall then saw at once that the

great want of the district was water,

and that it must be his first object to

construct tank-embankments, and to

teach and encourage the people to sink
wells, and to make dams, weirs, “nar

rees,” and every other appliance and

form of reservoir of which it was pos

sible to avail themselves, either for the

purposes of irrigation or for the pre

servation of water. All this was, in

his position, attended with peculiar

difficulty. The peasants he had to deal

with were at that period, idle, indolent,

untrained to labour, and without con

fidence in themselves, and he knew that

the Government would not at first

sanction any large outlay on tank-em

bankments, or other public works

which they might require as experi
mental.

A tank in Mairwara is a very diffe

rent thing from what it is in Europe,

or even in Bengal. In Europe, it means

a small reservoir for holding water,

known chiefly in ships and manufac

tories. In Bengal, it is a rectangularex

cavation, ofno great size, filled by rain,

and used either for ornament or for

bathing. In Mairwara it is a lake—

an artificial iake or spread of water,

—formed by embanking up a stream

with earth or masonry, or both com

bined, for the purposes of irrigation, or

to serve as a fountain-head to the

springs of wells. The native name is

tulao, or tulab, and tulaos are distin

uished from the smaller reservoirs of

engal by the circumstance, that the

latter are excavations, while in Mair

wara the water is retained by a bund or

embankment, and spreads over and

above the land. It is remarkable that

Mairwara, where such works are indis

pensable, is admirably adapted for their

construction. To the making of a

tulao, it is necessary that the face of

the country should possess an irregu

lar, uneven surface, traversed by hol

lows and corresponding elevations. The

bund is thrown across the low grounds,

whereby the water is obstructed in its

passage, and being collected into a

body, it constitutes a tulao, or tank.

Mairwara has precisely the features

here described, and, besides, usually

affords other facilities, in the provision

of stone and lime, and a supply of wood

for calcining. Still, though these need

ful works are happily attended in that

country with less than their ordinary

cost elsewhere, they necessarily involve,

in labour and other ways, a large ex

penditure, which as we have intimated,

Colonel Hall could hardly expect the

Government to authorise very freely,

until he was enabled to exhibit their

value and importance. Under these

circumstances, he was obliged to pro

ceed more gradually than he could have

wished, and the marvel is, how he ad

vanced the industry of the country so

rapidly as materially to aid him in car

3. out his reforms, and raising its

character and condition.

During the time he was in Mair

wara, Colonel Hall constructed seven

of these vast irrigation lakes, or tank

embankments, besides repairing others

of large extent, which had never been

available for agricultural purposes; and

he succeeded in leading the people to

sink wells, and to avail themselves of

smaller works, and inexpensive contri

vances for husbanding the rain. His

great tank-embankments are models of

work of that description. One of

these, the “Gohana tank-embank

ment,” was selected by the Govern

ment of Agra for an example, and its

plans and details are given in the

“Sketch” (p. 164). “It forms,”

says Captain Baird Smith,” “a very

beautiful lake, securing 250 acres of

cultivation, giving food and occupa

tion to fifty-nine families, and amply

repaying the State's outlay.” It has

now stood five-and-twenty years, in a

climate well calculated to test its sta

bility, and is likely to last as long as

the hills around it. The Mairs saw by

the result of these works that it was in

their own power to guard against the

hazards of the seasons; and learned to

expect with confidence the return for

their labours. Thus was the main

impediment to their industry removed;

. thus, with ancillary reforms, and

the constant inspection and unfailing

encouragement of their benevolent go

vernor, and supported by the convic

* V. the valuable and interesting work on “Italian Irrigation,” by Captain R. Baird

Smith, Vol. i. p. 418.
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tion that the East India Company was

interested in their advancement, were

these wild mountaineers of 1820–these

Ishmaels of the hills, these outlaws, un

civilised, half-famished, and unclad,

transformed into peaceful, happy pea

sants, living in security and comfort

on the fruits of their own industry;

and when, after thirteen years of in

cessant labour, Colonel Hall was

warned by broken health to bid them

a long farewell, he had the deep satis

faction of knowing that he left the

poor Mair trained to good habits,

formed to good principles, “clothed,

and in his right mind:”—

“Thirteen years' continued and undivided

attention to the affairs of the district had,”

says Colonel Dixon, “impaired Colonel

Hall's health. Taking into consideration

the great anxiety of mind which was in

duced, and the constant labour and expense

that were necessarily imposed on him in

training the wild tribes of the hills, and sub

stituting regularity and order for anarchy

and disorder, the result was by no means a

matter of surprise. A more arduous under

taking, in which the exercise of temper and

conciliation, combined with firmness, were

essentially requisite, could not be well ima

gined. The reform he had to introduce

could not be effected in a moment. Time

and confidence were indispensable to its

gradual advance and ultimate permanency.

The customs of a country had to be changed;

and honest labour and settled habits of

thrift to be exchanged for an uncertain, pre

datory life. The difficulties to be encoun

tered were extremely formidable; yet, all

were met with patience, and subdued through

perseverance. His exertions had been at

tended with signal success. The regret of

the people was great on hearing that he was

about to leave them. The question in their

minds was, who should take the kind interest

in their welfare that had been manifested by

him, during the thirteen years of his admi

nistration.

“Whatever may have been since effected

in ameliorating the condition of the people,

or in advancing them in the arts of civilised

life, it is to Colonel Hall that the credit is

due for having laid the foundation of these

good works.”—Sketch, p. 82.

Colonel Hall gave up his charge in

1885, and the East India Company,

with their customary judgment, se

lected in Captain, since Colonel Dix

on, the person who, of all others, was

robably the best qualified to succeed

im. The new superintendent applied

himself at once to working out the

measures and developing the plans of

his predecessor; and as the Indian

Government was, by this time, well

acquainted with their advantageous

results, there was but little difficulty

in obtaining its sanction to the con

struction of large tulaos at the pub

lic expense, and to making advances

in certain cases for minor improve

ments. In his first year Colonel

Dixon erected two tulaos, and as he

evinced the zeal and ability that were

expected from him, he was soon ena

bled to proceed more rapidly; so that

up to 1847, the date of|. ń report,

the number of tank-embankments and

weirs in Mairwara, amounted to 290–

of these seven were constructed, and

some others repaired" by Colonel Hall;

the remainder being all erected under

the direction of his successor. This

refers only to works of the larger class,

besides which there was, since the date

of Colonel Dixon's appointment, a po

sitive increase of 3915 in the number

of wells, and a like progress in the

minor appliances for irrigation. Thus

was the primary object of Colonel

Hall carried out, and the province

prepared against the contingencies of
famine.

The attention of Colonel Dixon was

not confined to irrigation works. He

converted wide tracts of jungle land

into fruitful fields, and observing that

the improved condition of the people

rendered it desirable that an impulse

should be given to the encouragement

of trade, that there was scarcely a mer

chant settled in Mairwara, that the

Rajpoot towns monopolised the deal

ings of the peasantry, to their serious

loss, that an open market and a bazaar

were needed, and that capital, whereby

eultivators might procure advances of

cash on fair terms and so accelerate

advancement, was much required, he

came to the resolution of meeting

these wants by building a town. Ac.

cordingly, in 1836, he founded the

town # Nya Nuggur (new city),

which has answered all his expectations.

Traders and mechanics flocked to oc

* The “Sketch,” in several places, states that Colonel Hall made or repaired several tanks.
This is a mistake.

repaired others.

He constructed seven tank-embankments of the larger class, and, besides,
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cupy his handsome shops, neighbouring

villages replaced their mud hovels by

solid habitations resembling those of

the new city; and rival bazaars arose

in various parts of the country. The

§. in 1847 consisted of 1955

amilies, and the average annual value

of the merchandize imported, exported,

and passed through the city in the

three preceding years, amounted to

£147,191. Provision has been made

for amply supplying the inhabitants

with water; trees give their refreshing

shade in the chief streets, at the gate

ways, and in the roads which approach

the town; and by having broad

streets parallel to each other, inter

secting the town from north to south

and from east to west, ventilation has

been ensured, and health preserved.

Uniformity in the buildings, and re

gularity in their construction have

been attended to ; and in 1838, a ram

art wall, six feet wide, twelve in the

astions, seventeen feet high, and

twenty-one in the bastions, and two

miles in circuit, was carried round the

town. The work of all this rampart is

so good, that Colonel Sutherland, on

seeing it in his tour of inspection,

observed that “the building the town

wall of Nya Nuggur was enough to

immortalise one man.”

Another of Colonel Dixon's many

successful efforts was the establishment

of an annual fair at Nya Nuggur, by

which an opportunity . more general

intercourse was afforded to those se

cluded mountaineers. We can ima

i. the interest with which he and

is predecessor must alike regard this

picture of the first fair:-

“The fair was numerously attended by

the people, decked out in their best attire,

and accompanied by their minstrels. Clans,

kept apart by the feuds of ages, now met

on one neutral spot, and greeted each other.

Opportunity was then afforded for forming a

judgment as to the industry or sloth of par

ticular sections. The dress of the indus

trious shone conspicuous, while shame and a

firm resolution to amend, characterised those

whose appearance was shabby. The females

of the industrious classes were extremely well

dressed. Seated on the flat roofs of the

bazaars in clusters, or moving about the

fair, they more resembled the wives of Sa

hookars in appearance and attire than the

matrons and daughters of the wild pre

datory race of Mairs. By this simple ex

pedient of holding a fair, were the people of

two purgunahs gathered together at one

spot; the condition of each village, indeed

of each separate family, was freely imparted

to each other; the sedulous had their reward

in self-approbation, in having made so good

an appearance, and then returned home

confirmed in their habits of thrift. The

wives of the slothful were the only sufferers

amidst the gay and happy multitude. Plun

der and robbery were interdicted, and the

only certain road to independence was appli

cation to labour. Their lords and masters

were importuned to improve their condition,

and thus example had been highly beneficial.

Much good feeling had thus been generated

amongst the people; while all returned

home, intent on amendment.”—Sketch, pp.

120–1.

The fair is regularly maintained, and

is attended by 8,000 or 10,000 Mairs

as well as by Rajpoots, and others

from the adjoining provinces.

The building of a town and the

establishment of the fair were so far

successful movements; but there is a

circumstance connected with them

which leaves our praises not unmin

gled with regret. Colonel Dixon—

“the subject,” as he says, “having re

ceived mature deliberation”—thought

proper to dedicate the fair to an Hin

doo idol, “in whose wonderful deeds,”

as he again says,t “the people place

implicit faith,” and moreover, he erect

ed the effigies of this idol, or hero-saint,

mounted on a horse, sculptured in

stone, in the centre of his town. If

Colonel Dixon could do nothing for

the furtherance of true religion, he

ought not, at all events, to have lent the

sanction of his station and of the Go

vernment he represents to the encou

ragement ofidolatry. This was, accord

ing to the phrase of a great diploma

tist, “not only a crime, but an indis

cretion.” Nothing has so strongly ex

cited public feeling against the East

India Company, nothing in their near

hour of trial will so much endanger

their continuance, as their alleged dis

couragement of Christianity; and the

mere fact of their uncalled-for idol at

Nya Nuggur may be a fresh item in

the long list of charges against them.

The progress of the Mairs was not

unheeded by their neighbours. The

Ajmeer chiefs complained that their

tenants were leaving them, tempted by

better terms in Mairwara. Their su

* Wide “Sketch," p. 118. f Ibid. p. 118.
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perintendent wrote to this effect to

Colonel Dixon, who, in reply, showed

that the cause of these emigrations lay

not in invitations from him, or reduc

tion in assessments, but in irrigation

works and field improvements; and

that, if the Ajmeer chiefs adopted

these, their people would not leave

them. Eventually Colonel Dixon was

directed to proceed to Ajmeer, and in

troduce there the irrigation works and

field improvements which had been so

successful in Mairwara. This he did,

to the great advantage of the district,

although from the inferior fertility of

Ajmeer, and other causes, the results

were not altogether so striking, either

in production or in revenue, as in Mair

wara.

“The Mairs,” says the “Sketch,” “have

been singularly fortunate in the authorities

who have been appointed to rule over them.

Colonel Hall, C.B., devoted thirteen years

to the amelioration of their condition. He

taught them the arts of civilised life, and the

duties of a soldier. The present incumbent

has striven to follow in the steps of that able

officer.”

Colonel Dixon is truly entitled to

the high praise of having emulated

alike the zeal and the success of his

predecessor, and it is manifest that the

Mairs have been fortunate in their

rulers; both in having two successive

i. of rare administrative

ents, and, during so, long a period,
but the two. One of the infirmities of

our Asiatic empire— incidental in a

great measure to its being ruled by

Europeans—is the frequency of change

in its provincial governments. A su

perintendent has hardly become ac

quainted with his position, when he is

transferred by promotion, or compelled

to leave by sickness. Thus, Ajmeer

has had its rulers changed eleven times

in twenty-three years, while the hap

{. Mairwara has, in thirty-one years,

nown no other governors than Colo

nels Hall and Dixon.

It is, we trust, evident that we have

no desire to disparage the high claims

of Colonel Dixon, but there are in his

quarto volume some perplexing pas

sages to which it is right to refer,

especially as they have already occa

sioned overt misapprehension.

Colonel Dixon embodies in his text,

and adopts the following extract from

a report made by Colonel Sutherland,

a high authority, who visited Mairwara

on a tour of inspection in 1841, and

wrote as follows for the information of

the Governor-General of India:—

“Much was achieved for the peace and

agricultural prosperity of Mairwara by Colo

nel Hall, C.B., and the people have a lively

sense of the benefits which they derived from

his administration. The high degree of pros

perity which it has now attained, arises, how

ever, from the system introduced by Captain

Dixon. He may be said to live amongst

the people. He knows minutely the condi

tion of each village, and almost of its inha

bitants individually; is ready to redress not

only every man's grievances, but to assist

them to recover from any pecuniary or other

difficulty in which they may be involved.

It may be supposed that such a system could

not be of any extensive application; but

from what I have seen here, and from my

experience elsewhere, I am satisfied, that in

unimproved countries, if men of Captain

Dixon's energies and disposition could be

found, this system of management may be of

very extensive application. Captain Dixon

has no European assistance, but his native

establishment is so admirably disciplined and

controlled, that whether in the construction

of tanks, in the assessment of the revenue,

or the administration of justice amongst this

simple and primitive people, these establish

ments conduct all matters to almost as happy

an issue as he could himself. I described at

some length, in the fifteenth paragraph of

my Khalsa report on the condition of Ajmeer,

the system pursued by Colonel Dixon, and I

need here only repeat, that it is simply to

take from all classes alike the money value

of a third share of the produce, to assist them

to the utmost extent, on the part of Govern

ment, to obtain water for irrigation, and to

assist them individually with money, or by a

remission in the share of produce, according

to the work to be done in the accomplishment

of all objects acknowledgedly remunerative

and useful.”—Sketch, p. 72.

This passage is sufficiently perplex:
ing. It s eaks of a system introduced

by Colonel Dixon, to which the pros

perity of the district is ascribed, while

it names, expressly, two systems, and

describes a third. Our complaint

concerns not style, but facts, and, in

making it, we join in every eulogy on

the energy of Colonel Dixon. He did

all that might become a man, and all

that was left for him to do; but he did

not introduce either of the two systems

named, or the third, described in this

extract—they being all in successful

operation when he took charge of Mair

wara.
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As we impugn this passage, we de

sire to be distinct.

First, we are told that the prosperity

of Mairwara arises “from the system

introduced by Captain Diron. He

may be said to live amongst the

people. He knows minutely,” &c.

Surely, Colonel Dixon knows, and

Colonel Sutherland ought to have

known, that all this was, for thirteen

'ears, the system and practice of Co

onel Hall.

Secondly, as to the system, not ex

pressly named, but described. “Cap

tain Diron has no European assis

tance; but his natire establishment is

so admirably disciplined,” &c. Now,

Colonel Dixon knows perfectly well

that this identical establishment was

trained to his hand by Colonel IIall;

trained, too, from a class who were, at

that time, habituated to falsehood and

fraud, and that—what is unusual in

administrative changes in India—he

had not to part with a single member

of it.

Thirdly, the second system actually

named, and the third, described above,

is—“To take from all classes alike the

money value of a third share of the

produce; to assist them to the utmost

eatent on the part of Government to

obtain water for irrigation,” &c.

The money advances for irrigation

works were, as we have seen, greatly

extended in the time of Colonel Dixon,

and he was thereby enabled to accom

plish all that he did so well; but

blic works of the same description

ad been erected, and advances made,

in like manner, in the time of Colonel

Hall; and it was in consequence of

the beneficial operation of these works,

and their proved results, that the

system of advances was extended. It

was a rule of the Indian Government

at that time, not to sanction advances

for agricultural improvements, until

their value and importance had been

thoroughly ascertained. On this ac

count, Colonel Hall was not enabled

to proceed as rapidly with irrigation

works as his successor; but the system

was the same, and its value was tried,

established, and strikingly exhibited,

in the improved condition both of

country and people, before Colonel

Dixon ever built a tank.

Thus are the three averments in

that short extract all inaccurate. Co

lonel Sutherland was, no doubt, justly

leased with the activity of Colonel

}. and the condition of his pro

vince, and possibly, in an excess of

official felicity, forgot for a moment

that he ever had a predecessor.

We have good reason for remarking

on this extract. Mr. Kaye, in his re

cent book* on “The Administration

of the East India Company,” takes

his account of Mairwara from the

“Sketch;” does much injustice to the

claims of Colonel Hall; and cites this

passage in a note, as one of his main

authorities. In the heading of his

chapter on the “Progress of Civilisa

tion,” we have “Dixon and the Mairs,”

but not the name of Colonel Hall.

The latter is afterwards introduced to

us as “Captain Hall, of the 16th Ben

gal Native Infantry,t an officer who, in

the Quartermaster's department, had

exhibited considerable ability and force

of character,” and the moral and ad

ministrative reforms are mostly re

ferred to him; but the irrigation-works

are as wholly ascribed to Colonel

Dixon as if his predecessor had never

once thought about them. “ He

(Dixon) saw at once what was the

great want of the country. Eager to

develop the productiveness of an un

yielding soil, and to stimulate the in

dustry of an unyielding people, he

addressed himself to this great matter

of the water supply, and left untried

no effort to secure it.”f “The finan

cial results of the experiment were

highly favourable : the moral results

were more favourable still.”S - - -

“His (Dixon's) name will live as the

regenerator of the Mairs. It is no

* “History of the Aministration of the East India Company.” By John William Kaye.

One vol. 8vo. Bentley, London, 1853.

f Had it been “Bengal Artillery,” it would seem that Colonel Hall might have had a

better chance of a good word from Mr. Kaye. That gentleman thinks proper to inform us,

in a note (p. 472), that it has been hinted to him “from more quarters than one, that he

has displayed something like a tendency to overrate the achievements of officers belonging

to the Bengal Artillery;” and expresses a natural presentiment that the charge will be

brought against him, in reference to Colonel Dixon.

f Kaye's “History of the Administration of the East India Company."—p. 468–9.

§ Ibid. p. 469.
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small privilege to the compiler of such

a work as this to chronicle, even in a

few imperfect pages, the recent annals

of Mairwara, and to show how a wild

and lawless people were reclaimed by

a single European officer, taken from

an expense-magazine.”

The readers of Mr. Kaye's very

clever book—for such it is—may ad

mire his style; but, as we have shown,

they have some reason to distrust his

authority.

The extract on which we have been

observing is from a report made by

Colonel Sutherland, embodied, indeed,

and adopted in the “Sketch ;” but we

have now to ask the reader's atten

tion to another, which is altogether

Colonel Dixon's own. After recording

the retirement of Colonel Hall and his

own appointment, Colonel Dixon pro

ceeds to say:—

“It was manifest that water was the great

desideratum, and that the first step towards

improvement must be to provide for its sup

ply. It was the one thing necessary to bind

the inhabitants to the soil, to attach them to

cur form of government, and to admit of

our moulding them into the habits of life we

desired. It was evident that on its pro

vision, which would ensure the ripening of

the crops, depended future prosperity. It has

been said the rains are light and uncertain ;

but though the fall, in reference to more

favoured climes, is small, still, were arrange

ments matured and carried out for retaining

all the rain that fell on the soil, there was

a confident promise sufficient would be re

served for the purpose of the cultivator.

The plan was easy of conception; the diffi

culty was to carry it out. Its enforcement

involved the outlay of considerable sums of

money. The people at that time were too

impoverished to afford any gratuitous assist

ance. Measures involving an immediate

expenditure for what might have been con

sidered a problematical benefit, were not

likely to be favourably entertained by the

Government. Colonel Hall, during his thir

teen years' administration, had made and

repaired seven tulaos. The benefit to the

people and the return of revenue had been

great, but the outlay had been inconsiderably

small. To have progressed at the slow rate

which then prevailed, would have been to

have protracted the final completion of all

the works of irrigation that were necessary,

to an indefinite period. The superintendent

had been recently appointed. His character

might not be sufficiently known to the autho

rities to warrant a deviation from the then

established rule, which was, to discourage

advances or outlays on agricultural purposes.

Still, some essay towards effecting improve—

ment was imperative. The subject was

brought to the notice of the Government;

such circumstances as favoured the project

being duly set forth. The proposition was

favourably entertained, and sanction ac

corded. The requisition embraced the con

struction of two tulaos. The work contem

plated was inconsiderable in respect to what

was to be accomplished—to place the coun

try in a position to withstand a season of

drought. But as the Government had vouch

safed its sanction, there was a confident ex

pectation its support would be continued,

and more liberally extended to the outlay of

larger sums, on the utility, alike to the peo

ple and to the State, of works of irrigation

being made palpably manifest. The ques

tion of the support of the Government having

happily been answered in the affirmative, it

became necessary to arrange systematically

for the spread of improvement throughout

the district. The expense of the larger

works, it was evident, must be borne by us;

but there was no reason for allowing the in

habitants to remain inactive. It was de

sirable to enlist their hearty co-operation

in the fulfilment of contemplated improve

ments.”—Shetch, pp. 85–6.

We submit that the impression which

this passage is calculated to convey is,

that although Colonel Hall built a few

tanks in thirteen years, Colonel Dixon

was the first who saw the real value of

irrigation works, and gave the impulse

to their construction; that, when he

took charge of the district, the advan

tagesarising from these mighthave been

regarded as “problematical” by the Go

vernment, and their utility as not yet

made “palpable.” This is, accordingly,

the impression imbibed, not only by Mr.

Kaye, but also by Captain Baird Smith,

who, in his valuable book on “Italian

Irrigation,”f gives an abstract of

Colonel Dixon's book; and it appears

again in a notice of the “Sketch,” in

the February number of Blackwood's

Magazine of the present year. Black

wood and Smith give each their meed

of praise to Colonel Hall, but the

reader will rise from the perusal of

both with the conviction, that the order

of the respective merits of Colonels Hall

and Dixon, refers the social reforms to

the former, while the irrigation works

"Kaye's “History of the Administration of the East India Company.”—p. 472.

t “Italian Irrigation.” By Captain Baird Smith, Bengal Artillery. 2 Vols. Blackwood:

Edinburgh. 1852.
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and agricultural improvements are the

fruits of “a new system”—“a new era,”

introduced by the latter:—

“For thirteen years," says Captain Baird

Smith (vol. i. pp. 404), “Colonel Hall de

voted himself to the social amelioration of

the Mairs; to the abolition of demoralising

and pernicious customs; to the substitution

of honest labour and settled habits of thrift

among the people, for an uncertain predatory

mode of life. Though it was reserved for his

successor to develop irrigation works as a

great engine for the improvement of the

country and of the people, it was Colonel

Hall who first tamed the wild race, who sub

stituted law and order for anarchy and dis

order, and so laid the foundation of all sub

sequent ameliorations.”

Let the reader compare this passage

with another in the next page (p. 405),

when, after speaking of the appoint

ment of Captain Dixon, he adds : —

“It soon became manifest to the new su

perintendent that water was the great desi

deratum in Mairwara, and that the first

step,” &c.

The same views are re-produced in

Blackwood, a magazine which, we need

hardly say, is not more esteemed for

its ability than for the straightforward

character of its articles. In the number

for February, 1853, p. 208, after enu

merating the moral and social reforms

of Colonel Hall, it adds:—

“In 1835, ill-health drove Colonel Hall

to another climate, and he was succeeded by

Captain, afterwards Colonel Dixon of the

Artillery; with him began a new era in the

history of Mairwara.

“It soon became manifest to the new su

perintendent, that water was the great desi

deratum in Mairwara,” &c.

Andso it is assumed throughout both

the abstract of the “Sketch " in Smith,

and the article on Mairwara in Black

wood, that the merit of the irrigation

movement, without which, as we have

already observed, all other reforms

would be unavailing, belongs, not to

Colonel Hall, but to Colonel Dixon.

We do not impute to these writers

any intentional disparagement of the

claims of Colonel Hall. They have,

probably, been misled by a want of clear

mess in their only book of authority,

the “Sketch.” Colonel Dixon makes

many acknowledgments of the services

of his predecessor : but, it so happens,

that these are vague, save in their re

ference to social reform, and that when

compared with other passages of his

work, they leave those very impres–

sions which have been taken up by

every author who has referred to it.

It is but justice to Colonel Dixon to

add, that the errors of his work may

arise from its being prepared amidst

absorbing duties; from its having

passed through the press while he was

far away; and from its having been

originally made up, less for the public

than for the Indian Government, who

were well acquainted with the real

facts. However this may be, it is cer

tain that when Colonel Hall left Mair

wara, the importance of tank-embank

ments in that province was not “prob

lematical,” nor had their “utility "

to be made “palpable.” This officer

had availed himself of every means in

his power to encourage irrigation

works, and had made their results pal

pable in the changed aspect of the

country, and the improved condition

of its people. In proof of this we can

adduce the independent testimony of

an accomplished observer, who had no

disposition to describe the doings of

the East India Company too favour

ably. The French naturalist, M.Victor

Jacquemont, visited Mairwara, and

wrote of what he saw as follows; we

cite from the “Letters from India,”

2nd vol. p. 285, first English edition:—

“I have seen the superb Jaypore and the

delightful Ajmeer; and during my very

short stay in the latter, I have contrived to

visit Mairwara, the former abruzzie of Raj

pootana. It was well worth eighty miles

of riding, in little more than twenty-four

hours. I saw a country whose inhabitants,

since an immemorial time, had never had

any other means of existence but plunder in

the adjacent plains of Maywar and Meywar;

a people of murderers, now changed into a

quiet, industrious, and happy people of shep

herds and cultivators. No Majpoot chiefs;

no Mogul emperors had ever been able to

subdue them. Fourteen years ago, every

thing was to be done with them, and since

six or seven years, everything is done

already. A single man has worked this

wonderful miracle of civilization—Major

Henry Ilall, the son-in-law of Colonel Fagan,

of whom I have written to you at Dehlie.

* “Letters from India, during the Years 1828, 1829, 1830, 1831; undertaken by Order

of the French Government.” By Victor Jacquemoat. 2 vols. London: Churton. 1884.
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“As I know it will be gratifying to your

feelings and to your opinions on the subject,

I shall add, my dear friend, that Major

Hall has accomplished this admirable social

experiment without taking a single life.

The very worst characters of Mairwara he

secured, confined them, or put them in irons

at work on the roads. Those who had lived

long by the sword, without becoming noto

rious for wanton cruelty, he made sol

diers; they became in that capacity the

keepers of their former associates, and often

of their chiefs; and the rest of the popula

tion was gained to the plough.

“Female infanticide was prevalent with

the Mairs, and generally through Rajpoo

tana; and now female casualties among in

fants exceed not male casualties—a proof

that the bloody practice has been abandoned,

and scarcely has a man been punished for it.

Major Hall did not punish the offenders; he

removed the cause of the crime, and made

the crime useless, even injurious to the

offender, and it is never now committed.

“Major Hall has shown to me, on the

field, the corps which he has raised from

amongst these former savages; and I have

seen none in the Indian army in a higher

state of discipline. He was justly proud

of his good work, and spared no trouble to

himself that I might see it thoroughly in the

few hours I had to spend with him. Up

wards of one hundred villagers were sum

moned from the neighbouring villages and

hamlets. I conversed with them on their

former mode of life; it was a most misera

ble one, by their accounts. They were

naked and starving. Now, poor as is the

soil of their small valleys, and barren their

hills, every hand being set to work, there

is plenty of clothes and food; and so sensible

are they of the immense benefit conferred on

them by the British Government, that wil

lingly they pay to it, already, 500,000

francs, which they increase as their national

wealth admits of it.

“Often I had thought that gentle means

would prove inadequate to the task of break

ing in populations addicted, for ages, to a

most unruly, savage life, such as the Greeks,

for instance; yet the Klaphtes were but

lambs compared to the Mairs— and the

Mairs, in a few years, have become an in

dustrious and well-behaved people.

“I see by the Bombay papers, that M.

Capo d'Istrias has been murdered. I wish

Major Hall were his successor; for now I

have the greatest confidence in the efficacy

of gentle means ; but a peculiar talent, too,

which is a gift of nature, is required in the

ruler, without which, the most benevolent

intentions would prove useless.”

In connexion with Jacquemont's

most interesting letter, we transcribe,

from a printed document, a note ad

dressed to Colonel Hall, by the late Lord

Metcalfe, then Governor-General of

India:—

“Allahabad, 10th February, 1835.

“MY DEAR Colonel,—Many thanks for

your kind letters. I have read your interest

ing report regarding Mairwara.

“Your management there will immor

talise you. It has already brought your

name before the public with proud distinc

tion. Jacquemont says you ought to be king

of Greece.

“You have my wishes to be whatever you

may desire to be.

“Yours, most sincerely,

“C. T. METCALFE."

Jacquemont visited Mairwara in

1831. Colonel Hall left that province

in 1835. Thus it appears il. four

years before this officer left the Mairs,

he had changed them “into a quiet,

industrious, and happy people of shep

herds and cultivators;" that he had

“gained them to the plough;” that

“there was plenty of food and clothes;"

that, at this period, he had accomplished

their reformation—had “worked this

miracle of civilisation.” Colonel Dixon,

we gladly repeat, evinced the most en

during zeal; reclaimed large tracts;

induced new settlers; extended irriga

tion works; built a town; and, as was

said of him by a competent authority,

“did enough to immortalise one man.”

Still the system he pursued so well,

had been introduced and proved by his

predecessor.

The testimony of Jacquemont would

alone establish the claims of Colonel

Hall. We persuade ourselves that

there was no actual intention of im

ugning them; but as they have been,

in fact, impugned, our duty, and our

desire, is to defend the right.

In closingour paper, we must express

a hope, that the “Sketch of Mairwara”

may soon appear in a more popular

form, making known to widening cir

cles of the public, the fruitful labours

of Colonel Hall.f

" Jacquemont, again referring to Major Hall, says (vol. ii. p. 291):—“There are few

Major Halls to work the miracles he has done.”

T In the article on Mairwara in the February number of Blackwood, already referred to,

there is the following passage:–

“While we look with a natural national pride on the great result which has subjected a

vast continent to British rule, it is delightful to feel that, in so many cases, the details of this
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PoE AND PoETRY."

EDGAR ALLAN Poe.-Alexander smith.

WHAT shall we say of the personal cha

racter and the private life of Edgar

Allan Poe 2 Shall we unnecessarily

* Draw his frailties from their dread abode”-

cruelly recapitulating the circumstan

ces of his mortal career, and, turning

away from those results of his exis

tence, which are imperishable, apply

ourselves to that portion of it” that doth

fade” 2 Or shall we not better leave his

defects as well as his merits (and he

was not destitute of the latter), as an

individual responsible being, reposing

in that awful and ineffable asylum

(again to us the language of the poet

of “the Elegy”)—

“The bosom of his Father and his God 2"

If the poet had, in his writings, carried

out the moral eccentricities of his con

duct; if he had been cradled into poetry

by an early, continuous, but not sys

tematic proof of the “wrong;" and if

he thus taught in “song” what he

had “learned” in dissipation, the

case would be very different. If the

lyrics of Poe were immoral as they

are beautiful, and if to the fascination

of their melody had been superadded

the fatal allurement of a pandering to

the passions, then indeed it would be

a paramount duty of the critic to point

out the polluted sources from which he

drew his inspiration, and the degraded

channels in which his life-stream ran.

But with Poe the very reverse of all

this is the fact. If, as Garrick said of

Goldsmith (referring to that nervous

confusion or timidity which frequently

saves men of genius from becoming

that pre-eminently social bore—a great

talker)—

“He wrote like an angel and spoke like poor Poll"-

so it may be said of Poe, with even

greater truth, that however he may

have lived, he certainly “wrote like an

angel ;” if spotless purity of thought,

and an ethereal spirituality of fancy

may be considered to be the probable

characteristics of the style of those ce

lestial beings; if they were so unhappy

as to be condemned to write poetry in

stead of living it.

The mysterious connexion of good

and evil, in human nature, was perhaps

never more curiously exemplified than

in the case of our poet; and it is diffi

cult to believe that the insane acts

of recklessness of which we read, the

apparent ingratidude to others, the

suicidal destruction of his own happi

ness, the “unenjoying sensualism”

of intoxication,. all emanate from

the same individuality, which in hap

pier moments delighted to construct

those singular labyrinths of his prose

fictions, which the clue of his own clear

intellect could alone lay open; and

those angelic utterances of song to

which we have alluded, and which we

are about to introduce more particu

larly to the reader.

The beautiful autobiographical pas

sage in the “Adonais,” wherein Shel

rule will bear such close inspection; that in the remote corners of that far-off land, solitary

Englishmen and Scotchmen, in isolated commands, spend long years in the practical perfor

mance of works which must command the respect and approbation of the purest philan

thropy.”

With the general sentiment here expressed we can have no quarrel; but why introduce

“Scotchmen” and leave out “Irishmen”? Have our countrymen done so little in India as to

deserve no notice? Were the Wellesleys ineffective in the East? Had the Marquis of Has

tings no administrative talents? Or was the name of Gough undistinguished at Moodkee, at

Ferozeshah, at that Oriental Waterloo, the sanguinary Sabraen, or in the closing triumph of

Goojeratº We might point to Sir Henry Pottinger, and many others, Irish born, who

hold at this moment high positions in India; but it is enough for us to show the peculiar

felicity of the occasion on which this strange observation occurs. Blackwood ignores our

country at the conclusion of an article, which owes its whole and sole interest to the talents

and the toils of Colonel Hall, a native of Ireland . We, however, forgive our contemporary,

as it was through this same offending passage that our attention was first directed to the sub

ject of Mairwara.

* “The Poetical Works of Edgar Allan Poe, with a Notice of his Life and Genius." By

James Hanney, Esq., with twenty Illustrations, &c. London: Addey and Co. 1853.
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ley describes the peculiarities of his

own mental organisation, and the an

tagonism of opposing elements there

in, seems not inappropriately to ex

i. the two agencies that made the

ife of Poe appear so inconsistent with

his poetry. He was, says Shelley,

speaking of himself—

“A parl-like spirit, beautiful and swift–

A lºve in desolation masked: a power

Gºrt round trità wreakness.”

What malign influence first drew this

fatal cestus of infirmity around the

moral energy of Poe, it is now difficult

to say. That he felt it himself".
is plain from the few bitter words whic

he has appended to the collected edi

tion of his poems by way of preface.

The allusion to his own opinion of the

imperfections of these poems, we have

no doubt, perhaps unconsciously in

cluded theº and more im

portant defects of his life, though as

usual he throws the blame upon cir

cumstances, which in candour he should

have stated were in a great degree the

result of his own misconduct. Allud

ing to the necessities of life which

prevented him from applying himself

to poetry with that entire devotion

which would have resulted in some

thing more commensurate with his

ideas of the deur and dignity of

the Muse, than those lyrics, which

though inexpressibly sweet to us, were

probably, to an intellectually proud

spirit like his, but the lispings of a

poetical childhood: he says:—

* Events not to be controlled have pre

vented me from making at any time any se

rious effort in what, under happier circum

stances, would have been the field of my

choice. With me poetry has been not a pur

pºse but a passion; and the passions should

be held in reverence; they must not—they

cannot at will be excited with any eye to

the paltry compensations, or the more paltry

commendations of mankind."

That true poetry is “a passion,” an

impulse, an inspiration— a something

that “cannot at will be excited” is

unquestionably true; but we doubt

very much that to a passionate nature

like that of Poe, the elysium of leisure

to which, like all poets, he looked

forward as the period when his

great work was to be produced, would

have eventuated in the splendid re

sults which his imagination had con

ceived. His own poems are almost

decisive on this point. The only really

valuable ones are those which seem to

have been struck off like brilliant

sparks from the glowing anvil of life.

he inferior ones, which we read once

from curiosity, but to which we seldom

return again, are those written at a very

early period of life, when it may be sup

i. he had some portion of that fatal

eisure, enough to allow his passion to

grow cold, and his happy improvisa

tions to be lost in diffuse, and occa

sionally imitative harmonies. Repose,

amid the stagnant competencies of

life, like slumbering on the Pontine

marshes by midnight, is death to some

spirits. The collision of circumstan

ces, and even the lowering of impend

ing evils, not unfrequently strike from

some hearts rays that illuminate the

whole heaven of poetry, as the rush

ing together of two thunder-clouds

Hill up the darkness, and awakens the

echoes of the night.

A few lines will be sufficient to

mention the principal events of Poe's

short andº life, without enter

ing into those painfully-minute details

to which we have adverted. He was

born at Baltimore, in Virginia, in the

year 1811. His present editor remarks

that the name is not a common one in

England, and considers the poet to

have been connected, though remotely,

with a “highly respectable family of

the same name in Ireland.” His father,

David Poe, it is stated, having “mar

ried an enchanting actress of uncer

tain prospects,” adopted the precarious

rofession of his wife. They both,

owever, died young, leaving three

children—of whom, we believe, Edgar

was the eldest—totally unprovided for.

A rich and benevolent gentleman,

named Allan, who had no children

of his own, adopted the destitute Ed

ſº and brought him to England, where

e placed him at school for five years.

At the expiration of this period, in the

year 1822, he returned to America,

and was first sent to the academy at

Richmond, and subsequently to the

university at Charlotteville. His “ec

centricities” (to use the mildest phrase)

here commenced, and soon reached

such a climax as to exhaust even the

patience of his patron, who really acted,

all through the wayward course of his

adopted son, with more than the affec

tion and forgiveness of a father. The

evil taint in the mind or heart of Po

here became painfully distinct. He

satirised his benevolent and indulgent

benefactor, wrote him a sharp and un
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grateful letter, and then adopted the

heroic determination of assisting the

Greeks in their effort to shake off the

Turkish yoke He accordingly sailed

for Europe; but instead of making his

way to the “ Isles of Greece,” and find

ing glory or a grave, like Byron, on—

“The sullen, silent shores of Missolonghi"—

the first place we hear of him

turning up at is St. Petersburg. . By

the assistance of the American minis

ter in that city, he was enabled to re

turn to his native country. He was

again received into favour byMr. Allan,

was entered by him as a cadet in the

military academy, and terminated a

very brief connexion with that insti

tution by being “cashiered 1"

“It seems to have been about this

time,” says Mr. Hannay, “that he

published, while still a boy, his first

volume of poems—those comprised in

his later collection as “Poems writ

ten in Youth.” There are, of course,

obvious traces of imitation—adoptions

of the metres of Scott — imitations of

the verse of Byron; but there is the

keenest feeling for the Beautiful,

which was the predominant feeling of

Poe's whole life; there is the loveliest,

easiest, joyfullest flow of music through

out. There is, too, what must have

been almost instinctive, an exquisite

taste, “a taste which lay at the verycen

tre of his intellect, like a conscience.”

These poems had a considerable

success, which, however, seemed to

have little effect on the conduct or cir

cumstances of the poet, as the next

event of any importance which took

place in his life was his enlisting as a

private soldier! Coleridge did the

same thing in his “hot youth," under

the appropriate name of Mr. Comber

bach, or§. ; and we do not

hear whether it was the same incapa

city for equestrian evolutions that led

to the release of the American, as of

the English poet, from the service

of “the great god of war." After

disappearing from the sight of his

friends in this way for some time,

he suddenly reappeared, “thin, pale,

and ghastly, with the mark of poverty

branded upon him,” and being thus

trained into an appropriate appearance

and condition for the profession he at

last adopted, he commenced life regu

larly at last as “a literary man.” Hav

ingreached the splendid successof mak

ing about one hundred pounds in a year

—that tempting bait which literature

or “the trade” holds out to men of

brilliant minds and cultivated intel

lects—he conceived himself in a posi

tion to marry. He accordingly married

his cousin, Virginia Clemm, “as poor

as himself”— to use the language of

one of his biographers, but who was,

we firmly believe, all that his present

editor describes her to be, “a most

amiable, loveable, and lovely person.”

This was the bright spot that gleamed

in the desert of poor Poe's life. We

hear of their humble but elegant little

home; his assiduous attention to what

ever literary work the periodicals of

the place supplied him with ; we get a

brief respite from the sad catalogue of

eccentricities and irregularities, at

other times so overloaded — all, we

have no doubt, owing to the gentle and

refining influence of the dear being by

his side. She must have been (to use

the language of one who has conde

scended to verse too seldom)—

* No petted plaything to caress or chide

In sport or strife:

But his best chosen friend, companion, guide,

To walk through life

Linked hand in hand.”

But alas ! the clasp of this dear and

sustaining hand was soon to be se–

vered by death ; and the poet, now

left wholly to himself (for they had

no children), and uncontrolled by

the unfelt and almost invisible in

influence of the guardian angel of his

home, relapsed into all his former

errors; if, indeed, he did not become

infected by new. That he was a de

voted and attached husband is proved

by the fact that even the death of her

daughter did not diminish the affec

tionate interest, or lessen the active

services, which his mother-in-law

ever felt for Poe, and continued to

offer to him during the remainder of his

life. He always called her “his mo

ther,” and the beautiful sonnet which

he dedicated to her, after the death of

his beloved Virginia, shows that to her,

at least, he was not ungrateful:—

** To My MOTHER.

“Because I feel that, in the heavens above,

The angels, whispering to one another,

Can find, annong their burning terms of love,

None so devotional as that of ‘Mother,'
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Therefore by that dear name I long have called you—

You, who are more than mother unto me,

And fill my heart of hearts, where death installed you

In setting my Virginia's spirit free.

My mother—my own mother, who died early,

Was but the mother of myself; but you

Are mother to the one I loved so dearly,

And thus are dearer than the mother I knew

By that infinity with which my wife

Was dearer to my soul than its soul-life.”

The loss of his wife, however de

structive of the happiness, and in

jurious in its consequences to the con

duct and character of the poet, was,

nevertheless, the sad source from which

have flowed over the world those few

sweet, stream-like, melodious wailings,

“So musical, so melancholy,"

which have rescued the name of the

mourner and the minstrel from ob

livion. This is the “one fatal remem

brance,” the “one shadow,” that under

varying names and differing circum

stances, is to be met with in almost all

the subsequent poems of Poe, and

which give a mournful beauty and in

terest to the otherwise monotonous

brilliancy of his poetry, like cypresses

in an Italian cemetery.

Take, for instance, the second stanza

of Poe's most celebrated poem, “The

Raven”:—

“Ah, distinctly I remember, it was in the bleak December,

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor,

Eagerly I wished the morrow ; vainly I had sought to borrow

From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore–

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore—

We shall return to this poem and

this subject presently, when we termi

nate our faint outline of the poet's

life; and this we must do in the words

of the editor of the present edition :-

“Poe had been lecturing on ‘the Uni

verse,” in 1848, and producing his strange

great book “Eureka." In the Autumn of

1849 he had, after a sad fit of insane de

bauchery, made one vigorous effort to emerge.

He joined a temperance society — he led a

quiet life, and his marriage was talked of.

But on the evening of the 6th October,

1849, a Saturday evening, passing through

Baltimore to New York, accident threw him

among some old acquaintances. He plunged

into intoxication, and on Sunday morning

he was carried to an hospital, where he died

that same evening, at the age of thirty

eight years."—p. 23.

It is a singular coincidence, when

we recollect the astonishing resem

blance that exists, not only between the

entire genius, but, alas! some of the

misfortunes of Edgar Allan Poe, and

one with whose name our readers are

at least familiar — we mean James

Clarence Mangan—that death should

have visited both these twins of me

lody and misfortune in a public hos

ital, in the one year, and with an

interval only of about ten weeks—our

unfortunate but rarely-endowed coun

Nameless here for evermore.”

tryman having terminated his mortal

career on the 20th day of June, 1849,

in the Meath Hospital in this city.

We have spoken of the extraor

dinary resemblance between the poetry

of Poe and that of Mangan, and we

shall presently adduce some instances

of it. At present we shall merely ex

press our regret,* our

pride in his genius, that the latter

}. had the misfortune of being an

ishman. We do not know whether

he would have fared better in the

flesh, poor fellow, if our wish had been

granted in time; but he easily might.

At any rate, his “remains” would

have been taken more reverent care

of Had he the good fortune of being

an American, a judicious selection of

his writings would long since have been

made, and though he never would

have obtained the popularity of Long

fellow, we are confident that his poems

would have been collected and pre

served by some enterprising publisher

in some such tasteful shrine as Messrs.

Addey and Co. have raised to the

memory of Poe, in the elegant little

edition before us.

The most celebrated poem of our

author is “The Raven"— one of the

most fantastic, but melodious fantasias

that ever the eccentric imagination of
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a poet composed to the accompani

ment of words. The music of it haunts

us ever after we have once heard it.

There is something elfin and dream

like about it, and it sounds in our me

mory like the strain heard by the poet
of Khubla Khan in his vision :-

• A dansel with a dulcimer

In a vision once I saw :

It was an Abyssinian maid,

And on her dulcimer she played,

Singing of Mount Abora.”

This is its usual effect upon most

readers. On those who have them

selves a portion of “the gift and faculty

divine” its influence is still more strik

ing. They cannot rest until they set

some of their own thoughts to the same

fairy-like music, and tell the tale to

some willing or unwilling auditor. In

that case the reader or listener, like

the wedding-guest in the “Ancient

Mariner” of the poet we have just

quoted, has no option—

** He cannot choose but hear.”

We have already given a stanza from

this poem : the entire is too long and

too well known for quotation ; but we

shall give a few lines, taken uncon

nectedly, as specimens of the harmony

to which we have alluded. What

elaborate melody is there not in the

first lines of the following stanza 1–

“And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain

Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;

So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating,

‘'Tis some visiter entreating entrance at my chamber-door;

Some late visiter entreating entrance at my chamber-door;

This it is, and nothing more.'"

The exquisite artifice of the first line

(for it was no accidental combination

that produced so fine an effect) is

equalled, if not surpassed, by Mangan,

in his noble German ballad, “ Charle

magne, and the Bridge of Moonbeams.”

Take the following three lines as a

specimen —

“'Tis the glorious Carºlus Magnus, with his gleamy sword in hand,

And his crown enwreathed with myrtle, and his golden sceptre bright,

And his rich imperial purple resture floating on the night.”

With another extract from this singu

lar poem of Poe we shall pass on to

others that are, perhaps, not so gene

rally well known. It will be perceived

that he again alludes to his lost wife—

—German Anthology, v. i. p. 191.

“Even she, his loved and lost Ameen,

The moon-white pearl of his soul,”

as Mangan says, in a poem of kindred

beauty and power, “The Last Words

of Al-Hassan”:—

“Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer,

Swung by seraphim, whose fºotfalls tinkled on the tufted floor.

‘Wretch,' I cried, ‘thy God hath lent thee, by these angels he hath sent thee

Respite—respite and nepenthe—and forget this lost Lenore!’

Quoth the Raven, ‘Never more.”

Poe has devoted one poem, without

any disguise or mystification whatever,

to a recollection of his home, his hap

iness and his loss—that brief moment

in his dark and clouded life, when

“Ileaven showed a glimpse of its blue.”

Written on the same distressing theme

on which Longfellow's exquisite

“Footsteps of Angels” is composed,

it equals it in tenderness and grace,

while it surpasses it in melody and

originality. Sad as the living poet

must have been in tracing this affec

tionate In Memoriam—this tribute to

his departed wife—he, with growing

fame and honour, and nascent conso

lations—what must have been the

wretchedness of poor Poe, as he sang

this mournfullest yet sweetest of ele

gies over his dead happiness and hopes,

never to return or revive! How truly

could he have realised the picture

drawn by our own poet—

“When through life unblest we rove,

Losing all that made life dear!”

This lyric we give without abridge

ment; some there are who will scarcely

read it without tears:–

“ANNABEL LEE.

“It was many and many a year ago,

In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may

know,

By the name of Annabel Lee;

And this maiden she lived with no other

thought

Than to love and be loved by me.
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“I was a child, and she was a child,

In this kingdom by the sea;

But we loved with a love that was more

than love,

I and my Annabel Lee ;

With a love that the winged seraphs of

heaven

Coveted her and me.

“And this was the reason that, long ago,

In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling

My beautiful Annabel Lee;

So that her high-born kinsmen" came

And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre,

In this kingdom by the sea.

“The angels, not half so happy in heaven,

Went envying her and me.

Yes! that was the reason (as all men know,

In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud by night,

Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.

“But our love it was stronger by far than

the love

Of those who were older than we,

Of many far wiser than we ;

And neither the angels in heaven above,

Nor the demons down under the sea

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee.

“For the moon never beams, without bring

ing me dreams

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee :

And the stars never rise but I feel the

bright eyes

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee.

And so, all the nighttide, I lie down by

the side

Of my darling, my darling, my life and

my bride,

In the sepulchre there by the sea,

In her tomb by the sounding sea."

With Poe, words cease to be mere

conventional representatives of ideas;

they speak with “most miraculous or

an "-they are musical notes. Surely,

in the following lines, we are not read

ing a clever description of “The Bells."

Are we not listening to the very har

monies which they describe 2 We can

only give the first and second divisions

of the poem:—

** THE BELLs.

“Hear the sledges with the bells,

Silver bells |

What a world of merriment their melody

foretells |

How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle,

In the icy air of night!

While the stars that oversprinkle

All the heavens, seem to twinkle

With a crystallime delight;

Keeping time, time, time,

In a sort of Runic rhyme,

To the tintinnabulation that so musically

wells

From the bells, bells, bells, bells,

Bells, bells, bells,

From the jingling and the tinkling of the

bells.

“Hear the mellow wedding bells,

Golden bells |

What a world of happiness their harmony

foretells |

Through the balmy air of night

How they ring out their delight!

From the molten golden notes,

And all in tune,

What a liquid ditty floats

To the turtle dove that listens while she gloats

On the moon |

Oh! from out the sounding cells,

What a gush of euphony voluminously wells!

How it swells'

How it dwells

On the future how it tells

Of the rapture that impels.

To the swinging and the ringing

Of the bells, bells, bells,

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,

Bells, bells, bells,

To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells!"

“Lenore” is another tribute to “the

one loved name.” We can give but

the first stanza. There is the perfec

tion of rhythmical art in the fourth

line. Mark how the words glide into

each other, like summer streams meet

ing in an unruffled lake. The accu

mulated alliteration, at the termination

of the same line, is managed with

consummate skill—

“Ah, broken is the golden bowl the spirit flown for ever,

Let the bell toll! a saintly soul floats on the Stygian river;

And, Guy de Vere, hast thou no tear? Weep now or never more'

See on yon drear and rigid bier low lies thy lore, Lenore!

Come! let the burial rite be read—the funeral song be sung!—

An anthem for the queenliest dead that ever died so young—

A dirge for her the doubly dead in that she died so young.”

* Wiz., the angels—a graceful fancy.—Ed.
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Again, we have the same sad and

bitterrecollection, and melancholy fore

boding that we meet everywhere in

the poetry, perhaps more explicitly

expressed in the following lyric than

elsewhere:—

** To ONE IN PARADISE.

“Thou wast that all to me, love,

For which my soul did pine—

A green isle in the sea, love—

A fountain and a shrine,

All wreathed with fairy fruits and flowers;

And all the flowers were mine.

“Ah, dream too bright to last!

Ah, starry hopeſ that didst arise

But to be overcast !

A voice from out the future cries,

‘On! on "-but o'er the past

(Dim gulf!) my spirit hovering lies,

Mute, motionless, aghast!

“For, alas! alas! with me

The light of life is o'er'

“No more—no more—no more '-

(Such language holds the solemn sea

To the sands upon the shore),

Shall bloom the thunder-blasted tree,

Or the stricken eagle soar!

“And all my days are trances,

And all my nightly dreams

Are where thy dark eye glances,

And where thy footstep gleams;

In what ethereal dances,

By what eternal streams "

Our readers must have remarked in

the passages already quoted a peculiar

habit of the poet—it can scarcely be

called an artifice, it seems so appropri

ate andunforced—namely, the frequent

repetition of a favourite line in most of

the poems, which, with slight varia

tions and those principally the substi

tution of one harmonious adjective for

another, appears and reappears some

times with an eccentric, but always

with a melodious effect. It is this

peculiarity of Poe's verse which so strik

ingly reminds us of Mangan's, although

we think that the resemblance between

the two men went much farther and

deeper, and that this similarity in the

mode of expression, original in each,

clearly indicates a mental or psycholo

gical affinity.

Two or three additional examples

from Poe will, perhaps, set this resem

blance in a more striking light, when

followed by a few stanzas from the

scattered melodies of Mangan. We

take the shortest specimens we can

meet with:—

** EULALIE.

“I dwelt alone

In a world of moan,

And my soul was a stagnant tide,

Till the fair and gentle Eulalie became my blushing bride,

Till the yellow-haired young Eulalie became my smiling bride.

“Ah less—less bright

The stars of the night,

Than the eyes of the radiant girl!

And never a flake

That the vapour can make,

With the moon-tints of purple and pearl,

Can vie with the modest Eulalie's most unregarded curl.

Can compare with the bright-eyed Eulalie's most humble and careless curl.

“Now doubt—now pain,

Come never again,

For her soul gives me sigh for sigh,

And all day long,

Shines bright and strong,

Astartó within the sky—

While ever to her dear Eulalie, upturns her matron eye—

While ever to her young Eulalie, upturns her violet eye."

We take these stanzas from the beautiful lines entitled—

** Fort ANNIE.

“My tantalised spirit

Here blandly reposes,

Forgetting, or never

Regretting its roses—

Its old agitations

Of myrtles and roses.

“For now, while so quietly

Lying, it fancies

A holier odour

About it of pansies—

A rosemary odour

Commingled with pansies.

With rue and the beautiful

Puritan pansies.
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“And so it lies happily

Bathing in many,

A dream of the truth

And the beauty of Annie,

Drowned in a bath

Of the tresses of Annie.”

Our last specimen of this class shall

be the opening stanzas of a lament, so

thoroughly Manganish in thought and

expression, that we would have un

hesitatingly assigned them to poor

Clarence, had we met them with

out the writer's name attached to

them, and had they been free from

certain Cockney false rhymes, in the

eighth stanza, which the correct and

educated ear of Mangan would never

have allowed him to perpetrate. It is

rather annoying to find in a poet like

Poe, such rhymes as “vista” and

“sister” (p. 28), and “Leda” and

“reader,” as at p. 14. We suppose

he acquired this not very elegant pe

culiarity of pronunciation, during the

five years he spent in England, at

Stoke Newington, wherever that fa

mous locality may be:–

ULALUME.

“The skies they were ashen and sober,

The leaves thºg were crisped and sere,

The leaves they were withering and sere;

It was night in the lonesome October,

Of my most immemorial year.

It was hard by the dim lake of Auber,

In the misty mid region of Weir–

It was down by the dark tarn of Auber,

In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.

“Here once through an alley Titanic,

Of cypress I roamed with my soul—

Of cypress, with Psyche, my soul,

These were days when my heart was vol

canic

As the scoriac rivers that roll—

As the lavas that restlessly roll

Their sulphurous currents down Yaanek,

In the ultimate climes of the pole–

That groan as they rolldown Mountyaanek,

In the realms of the boreal pole.

“Our talk had been serious and sober,

But our thoughts they were palsied and

sere

Our memories were treacherousand sere;

For we knew not the month was October,

And we marked not the night of the

year—

(Ah, night of all nights in the year!)

We noted not the dim lake of Auber,

(Though once we had journeyed down

here—)

Remembered not the dark tarn of Auber,

Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.”

WOL. XLII.-NO, CCXLVII.

The entire poem is too long for

quotation. . It was probably written

on the anniversary of the funeral of

his “lost Lenore,” to which it seems

to refer. Our space permits us only

to give one poem of Mangan, in proof

of the singular resemblance which we

consider exists between him and Poe.

It is fortunately one, however, which,

along with proving in a sufficiently

satisfactory manner, a similarity in the

mechanism of their verse, by the in

troduction of these wild, yet sweet re

petitions to which we have referred,

equals, if indeed it does not surpass,

in passion, in melody, in music—the

very best efforts of the muse of Poe.

We omit the first and last stanzas,

which, though very beautiful in them

selves, give a political or allegorical

meaning to what should simply be

(what it really is), one of the most

passionate and melodious love songs

ever written:—

DARK ROSALEEN.

BY JAMEs clarexCE MANGAN.

“Over hills and through dales

Have I roamed for your sake;

All yesterday I sailed with sails

On river and on lake—

The Erne, at its highest flood,

I dashed across unseen,

For there was lightning in my blood,

My dark Rosaleen!

My own Rosaleen'

Oh! there was lightning in my blood,

Red lightning lightened through my blood,

My dark Rosaleen

“All day long in unrest,

To and fro do I move,

The very soul within my breast

Is wasted for you, love!

The heart in my bosom faints

To think of you, my queen,

My life of life, my saint of saints,

My dark Rosaleen 1

My own Rosaleen

To hear your sweet and sad complaints,

My life, my love, my saint of saints,

My dark Rosaleen'

“Wo and pain, pain and wo

Are my lot, night and noon—

To see your bright face clouded so,

Like to the mournful moon.

But, yet—will I rear thy throne

Again in golden sheen:

'Tis you shall reign—shall reign alone,

My dark Rosaleen!

My own Rosaleen :

"Tis you shall share the golden throne,

'Tis you shall reign, and reign alone,

My dark Rosaleen'

H
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“Over dews, over sands

Will I fly for your weal;

Your holy delicate white hands

Shall girdle me with steel.

At home, in your emerald bowers,

From morning's dawn till e'en,

You'll pray for me, my flower of flowers,

My dark Rosaleen'

My fond Rosaleen

You'll think of me through daylight's

hours,

My virgin flower, my flower of flowers,

My dark Rosaleen

“I could scale the blue air,

I could plough the high hills,

Oh, I could kneel all night in prayer

To heal your many ills!

- And one beamy smile from you

Would float like light between

My toils and me, my own, my true,

My dark Rosaleen

My fond Rosaleen'

Would give me life and soul anew,

A second life, a soul anew,

My dark Rosaleen "

We think we have now established

the resemblance between these two

genuine poets to which we have refer

red—a resemblance that strikes us as

a very singular literary fact, worthy of

more particular investigation. Both

writers have proved themselves to have

been too rich in original thought and

oetical power to have borrowed from

the other. The poem which we have

just given from the Irish poet will, we

ave no doubt, awaken the curiosity

of many persons about his writings.

They are certainly as deserving of

being collected into a permanent form
as those of the brilliant American,

with whom we are at present more

immediately concerned. As it is only

fair that he should have the last word,

we shall take our leave of Edgar Allan

Poe, by quoting a simple but beautiful

little ballad, which paints, under a

transparent veil of allegory, that search

after the impossible – that hope of

reaching the region of true happiness

in this life. It is an especial favourite

of ours:–

ELDORADO.

“Gaily bedight

A gallant knight,

In sunshine and in shadow,

Had journeyed long,

Singing a song,

In search of Eldorado.

“But he grew old,

This knight so bold,

And o'er his heart a shadow

Fell, as he found

No spot of ground

That looked like Eldorado.

“And as his strength

Failed him, at length

He met a pilgrim shadow—

‘Shadow,” said he,

“Where can it be,

This land of Eldorado 2'

“‘Over the mountains

Of the moon,

Down the valley of the shadow

Ride, boldly ride,”

The shade replied,

“If you seek for Eldorado ""

We have thus devoted some time to

watching the brilliant, though eccen

tric evolutions of one of the late lumi

naries of the poetical empyrean of our
cousin Jonathan, which, in departing,

has thrown a quivering light of golden

splendour over the highest regions of

transatlantic song. We have now to

look nearer home, and to chronicle the

appearance of a dazzling meteor, will

o'-the-wisp, star, planet, comet, sun,

or moon (made of green cheese, and full

of maggots), whichever it will even

tually prove to be, which has just shot

above the horizon of our own.” Comets

are so plenty now-a-days (at least

so the astronomers tell us), that no

thing but a tremendous collision be

tween these swift-flying high-comotives

would draw the attention of the un

scientific world to their proceedings,

or rather the unscientific world has

been so often deceived— the cry of

“Comet ! comet!” like that of “Wolf!

wolf" has been so often raised, when

no comet was to be seen—that it has

grown quite sceptical upon the matter,

and seems disposed to agree with Mrs.

Prigg, that “there aint sich a person,

or thing.” We shall not chronicle the

various attacks of influenza, twitches

of sore-throat, avant-couriers of asth

ma, incipient barkings of bronchitis,

which we endured some years ago in

looking out for that Mrs. Harris of

the starry system — Halley's comet.

We have grown wiser since then ; and

now when Professor Airy or Mr. Hind

endeavours to inveigle us out of our

comfortable quarters to get a peep at

* “Poems." By Alexander Smith. London: David Bogue,
1853.
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these interesting strangers, like Dr.

Johnson, we can philosophically ex

claim, “We can wait,” until the cer

tainty or the advantage of the intro

duction becomes more apparent.

As it has been in the scientific, so

has it been in the poetical world. Po

liticians and progressists (if we may

coin a word) so often announced that

the “coming MAN" had come, that the

disappointed public got angry, and de

clared that the expectation should have

foreshadowed a woman, and that it has

been realised in the person of Mrs.

Stowe; while every little poetical

coterie worshipped its own diminutive

Saint Catherine's wheel, as the star

whose rays were destined to illumine

the long vacant vault of poesy. It

was thus that the good, easy, incredu

lous world smiled at the announcement

which the Herschel of “The Critic *

recently made, that he had just disco

yered a tremendous thundering, blaz

ing, many-tailed, no-humbug of a co

met, which was advancing with all the

velocity of the steam-press, and which

would soon appear, shaking its horrid

hair in the face of the sceptics, and,

as far as popular favour went—

“With fear of change,

Perplexing Laureates."

The public were, as usual, for a

while, indifferent, so the critical astro

nomers had it all to themselves. Some

of them, on turning their telescopes in

the direction of the supposed luminary,

were as dazzled as Herschel at the first

sight of Uranus, which he described

as resembling in brilliancy “a coach

lamp,” the critics doubtless taking our

poet for a similar adjunct to the cha

riot of Apollo. Others went blind,

and were thus prevented from examin

ing with any certainty the material or

actual nature of the phenomenon.

Others, on the contrary, phoo-phooedſ

and said it was but one of the brilliant

belts that had slipped from the loins

of Saturnian Keats, or a small new

satellite revolving on the ever-grow

# atmosphere of Jupiter Shelley.

ere were not a few that said it was

but a fire-baloon which some urchin

had let off from Mr.Tennyson's garden.

A still fewer number denied its exist

ence altogether. All of them, however,

had something or another to say on the

subject. What have WE 2 We must

look closely at it.

The principal poem in the collection

—that one.# has attracted the at

tention we have adverted to above, and

to which our own remarks shall be con

fined—is called “A Life-Drama.” We

doubt very much that this title is judi

ciously selected, as it raises expecta

tions of actual portraitures of exist

ence not certainly to be met with

in the poem itself. We think “A

Poet's Dream of Life,” or “Truth

and Fiction from a Poet's Life:" the

Dichtung und Wahrheit, which Goethe

has so skilfully blended in his autobio

graphy, would more clearly indicate

the nature of the work that was to fol

low. This would be a trifling matter

if the author did not appear to be under

the impression that he was really trac

ing the outline of one of the grandest

pictures the dramatic canvas can hold,

namely, “A LIFE,” and not combining

those shining but unsubstantial atoms

“of which dreams are made.” The '

poem is divided into thirteen scenes

of unequal length, through a few of ,

which we beg to conduct the reader,

rapidly, indeed, but not carelessly.

The first scene introduces us at once

to the hero Walter, a young poet, whose

aspirations for

“Fame: ſame 1 fame next grandest word to God,”

as he himself says, are written with all

the enthusiasm that might be expected

from so fond an idolater of this second

divinity. His soul is “followed" (a

rather incorrect word)–

“ By strong ambition to out-roll a lay,

Whose melody will haunt the world for aye,

Charming it onward on its golden way."

Having, however, a sort of misgiving

that his name, like that of Keats, “was

writ on water,” he tears up the paper

on which he had commenced to outroll

his lay, and “paces the room with dis

ordered steps.” Mr. Smith, somehow

or another, has picked up these scat

tered sibyline leaves, and with them he

commences his drama. Though hav

ing no direct resemblance, except the

rhymes of the second, fourth, and fifth

lines, to the opening stanza of the “Re

volt of Islam,” they recall it to the

mind, and leave an impression that the

poet intended to have adopted the

measure of that poem, which at the

first difficulty he seems to have capri

ciously abandoned. Here they are :-

“As a wild maiden, with love-drinking eyes,

Sees in sweet dreams a beaming youth of

glory,

And wakes to weep, and ever after sighs

For that bright vision, till her hair is hoary :
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Even so, alas! is my life's passion story,

For poesy my heart and pulses beat;

For poesy my blood runs red and fleet;

As Moses' serpent the Egyptians swallow'd,

One passion eats the rest.”

And then follow the three lines we have

already quoted. There is nothing, per

haps, deserving of particular notice in

this passage, except the evidence which

it gives, at the very threshold of the

poem, of the want of truth which cha

racterises many of the similes and

figures of our poet—beautiful and ori

ginal as some of them unquestionably

are. As they, indeed, form the prin

cipal feature of the poem—as the poem

seems to have been written rather

as a vehicle for their introduction, than

they to illustrate it;—we must draw

particular attention to them as the

occur. We have very little doubt that

maidens at that uncertain period of

life, or phase of existence, which the

poet calls “wild,” occasionally

“See in sweet dreams a beaming youth of glory,"

and small blame to them. “The Wild

Irish Girl,” we may be tolerably cer

tain, was thus somnolently blest, and

it is not impossible that she may still

continue to be so, now that her “ hair

is hoary.” But that most of the elderly

“maidens” of our acquaintance, whose

hairhasassumed this venerable hue, have

their midnight visions disturbed by ap

paritions of “beaming youths of glory,”

when their waking thoughts seem to be

so charitably and happily occupied

with the “babes and youths uproary"

of their marriedi. and sisters,

we beg, for their sakes, respectfully to

deny. But the poet continues—

“Poesy' poesy' I'd give to thee

As passionately my rich-laden years,

My bubble pleasures, and my awful joys,

As Hero gave her trembling sighs to find

Delicious death on wet Leander's lip."

The last is one of those fine lines

of which we shall find abundant ex

amples. But what does the poet mean

by his “awful joys.” Dull proser that

we are, we looked at the end of the

volume to see if, in any list of errata,

this word should be printed “lawful;”

but that would never suit “a beaming

outh of glory,” like the poet Walter.

t is a favourite word of the author,

and be sure we shall meet with it pretty

frequently. The next line is also a

very fine one:—

“Bare, bald, and tawdry, as a fing'red moth.”

Such, he says, is his life; but poesy, he

continues rather affectedly, can, by a

single smile, “clothe him with king

doms.” This, we must confess, is a

sort of apparel “a world too wide for

our shrunk shanks.” We then come on

the “wild maiden” again, who, it ap

pears, has given up dreaming, and

taken to something more substantial.

The passage is a fine one, neverthe

less:—

“O fair and cold !

As well may some wild maiden waste her love

Upon the calm front of a marble Jove;

I cannot draw regard of thy great eyes,

I love thee, Poesy' thou art a rock;

I, a weak wave,would break on thee and die.”

He then proceeds to paint the agony

of that soul which, with every inclina

tion “to hew a name out upon time,

as on a rock,” finds it a more diſticult

achievement than was at first imagined.

In vain he endeavours to console him

self with the philosophical reflection—

“That great and small, weakness and

strength, are naught,

That each thing being equal in its sphere,

The May-night glowworm with its emerald

lamp

Is worthy as the mighty moon that drowns

Continents in her white and silent light.”

Not content with this beautiful de

scription of the moon, he must, in the

very next lines, give a new occupation

to that luminary which has rather a

ludicrous effect—

“This—this, were easy to believe, were I

The planet that doth nightly wash the

earth's

Fair sides with moonlight; not the shining

worm.”

Why the moon should neglect the

face of the earth, and apply its ablu

tions only to its “sides,” particularly

as a little farther on in the poem our

globe is represented as “lying on its

back,” watching the silent stars? (p.

19), we are at a loss to imagine.

This position of our planet however

prevents any irreverent critical Mephis

topheles from suggesting another adjec

tive in the place of the word “fair.”

The soliloquy is continued alittlelonger

in the same strain, and then the poet

musters up courage enough to have a

peep at this celestial washerwoman while

champooing the sides of the earth—

“I am fain

To feed upon the beauty of the moon.”
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He then throws open the casement

with the most cool-blooded determi

nation that we have ever heard of, to

make as many similes and images at

her expense as he can. Some people
there may be to whom the ..
will appear very fine, but to us it is

sheernonsense, at leastthat portion of it

that relates to the “widow.” The fancy

of the stars being the “hand-maidens”

of the moon, is not very new. In

Troilus and Cressida (Act 5, s. ii.),

the faithless heroine swears—

“By all Diana's waiting women;”

or, as Dryden more literally expresses

it in his alteration of this play—

“By all Diana's waiting train of stars.”

But with regard to the meaning of the

entire passage, in its totality, the beau

tiful, calm joyousness of a moonlight

night never really or naturally sug

gested the idea to the most imagi

native mind. If, indeed, the figure

bore any connection with the previous

train of thought in the poet's mind, its

introduction might be pardoned, but

here its very abruptness shocks the

mind of the reader almost as much as

its extravagance—

“Sorrowful moon! seeming so drowned in

woe,

A queen, whom some grand battle-day has

left

Unkingdomed and a widow,while the stars,

Thy handmaidens, are standing back in awe,

Gazing in silence on thy mighty grief!"

He then tells us that there are

“men” as well as “maids who love

the moon;” that Adam had occasion

ally an innocent flirtation with the be

loved of Endymion; and that Anthony

(a tremendous favourite with our poet),

was once caught ogling the lady of the

night, by Cleopatra, who reprimanded

the hero in the following words—

“Now, by my Egypt's gods,

That pale and squeamish beauty of the night

Has had thine eyes too long; thine eyes are

mine.

Alack there's sorrow in my Anthony's face!

Dost think of Rome? I'll make thee, with

a kiss,

Richer than Caesar! Come, I'll crown thy lips.”

A certain matter-of-fact bishop is

said to have declared, after reading

“Gulliver's Travels,” that he did not

believe a word of them. In the same

manner we must be permitted to ex

press our incredulity of this story. The

fair Queen of the Nile would scarcely

have ventured to recall the name of

one, whom she had made every bit as

“rich " as it was possible to make

Anthony, and whose lips she had

“crowned" exactly in the same way.

The scene, however, concludes with

some noble lines—

“I seek the look of fame! Poor fool, so tries

Some lonely wanderer'mong the desert sands

By shouts to gain the notice of the sphynx,

Staring right on with calm, eternal eyes.”

—p. 6.

The next scene represents a sort of

idyllic meeting between the poet and

a lady, who is wandering about a forest

with a fawn. He has been reading

some book which has set him so soundly

to sleep, that the lady has time to make

a very exact examination of his appear

ance, and to make a poetical daguerro

type of him which might raise the envy

of Professor Glukman. The poet

lavishes his gifts with a liberal hand,

for while he is described as rivalling

the lady in beauty, she is made as

poetical as himself; quite as apt and

felicitous at a figure or a trope. As

usual, there are passages of exquisite

beauty side by side with affectations

and extravagances such as we have

pointed out. We are reminded of

other poets occasionally in this scene,

but still more so in the following one,

wheretheresemblancestrikes usas being

more than accidental, which rather sur

prises us; as a certain daring, at least

of illustration, is one of the characte

ristics of our author. The thought

in the following line has, perhaps,

spontaneously suggested itself to most

poets—

“Each leaf upon the trees doth shake with joy."

But Mr. Longfellow has expressed it

with such paramount felicity as to have

made it almost exclusively his own—

• Beneath some patriarchal tree

I lay upon the ground;

His hoary arms uplifted he,

And all the broad leaves over me

Clapped their little hands in glee,

With one continuous sound.”

The other passage we shall refer to

at the propertime. As we are divid

ing our praise and censure pretty

equally, we must support each by ex

tracts :-

MAN AND NATURE.

“Better for man

Were he and nature more familiar friends !
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His part is worst that touches this base world.

Although the ocean's immost heart be pure,

Yet the salt fringe that daily licks the shore

Is gross with sand.”

A SLEEPING YOUTH.

“A bright and wandered youth,

Which, in the light of his own beauty, sleeps

Like young Apollo in his golden curls!

At the oak-roots I've seen full many a

flower,

But never one so fair. A lovely youth,

With dainty cheeks, and ringlets like a girl,

And slumber-parted lips."—p. 8.

Gratitude.

“Daises are white upon the churchyard sod,

Sweet tears the clouds lean down and

give.

This world is very lovely. O, my God,

I thank Thee that I live "—p. 11.

A POET.

“An opulent soul

Dropt in my path like a great cup of gold,

All rich and rough with stories of the gods."

—p. 13.

the FAME-FEWER.

“Do not poets' brows throb feverous

Till they are cooled with laurels?"—p. 15.

BOOks.

“Some books are drenched sands,

On which a great soul's wealth lies all in

heaps

Like a wrecked argosy.”—p. 17.

AN “APRIL FANcy."

“When I was but a child, and when we

played

Like April sunbeams 'mong the meadow

flowers;

Or romped i' the dews with weak complain

ing lambs; -

Or sat in circles on the primrose knolls,

Striving with eager and palm-shaded eyes,

"Mid shouts and silver laughs, who first

should catch

The lark, a singing speck, go up the blue."

—p. 20.

PopTRY.

“The grandest chariot whereinking-thoughts

ride.”—p. 25.

Anothen DEFINITION.

“A shape celestial, tending the dark earth,

With light and silver service like the moon,

Is poesy."—p. 40.

Most of these passages our readers

will admit are very beautiful; some of

them, perhaps, bordering on that

doubtful ground where fancy ends

and conceit begins, but all of them

expressed with a clearness and har

mony that deserve and compel our

approbation. But we are sorry to sa

there are many others of a very º

ferent description. First and foremost,

with regard to our poet's rhymed or

lyrical verses, we must pronounce them

in general complete. The ear

that seems so exquisitely modulated to

all the harmonies of blank verse, for

ets its cunning altogether when a

lighter measure is attempted. Thus,

in a long poem introduced into the

º scene, and supposed to have

een written by some unknown friend

of the hero, some one whose superiorit

to himself he acknowledges in the .

lowing rather humble confession :-

“He was the sun, I was that squab–the

earth !”

Or more figuratively, in the following

correct and intelligible comparison :-

“Lady he was as far 'bove common men

As a sun-steed, wild-eyed, and meteor

maned,

Neighing the reeling stars (!) is 'bove a

hack

With sluggish veins of mud."—p. 24.

In this poem, attempted to be written

in the metre of “Locksley Hall,” the

correct flow and music of the lines are

lost at least six times. The first break

is at the fifth line, the second at the

eleventh, the third at the thirty-fifth,

the fourth at the fortieth, the fifth at

the forty-sixth, and the sixth at the

seventy-fifth line. We are thus par

ticular to show that any charges we

bring against our author are not made

carelessly or at random, and that they

are intended for his good. The poem

itself is a sort of “life drama” within

a life drama; a dream within a dream.

The poet's friend seems to have gone

through the same phases as the poet

himself. The poet of “Rimini,” in

some of the early editions of that poem,

makes one of his heroes confess, that—

“He had stout notions on the marrying score."

But stout as they were, they must have

been “plain X" to the opinions of the

gentleman who makes the following

candid admission :-

“In the strong hand of my frenzy, laws and statutes

snapt like reeds.

And furious as a wounded bull I tore at all the

crecds."

A Papal Bull might have been correctly

described as tearing away at some of

the creeds, and getting himself occa
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sionally torn in turn; but what a sub

lime picture of the poet tearing away

at all the creeds in this frantic way is

this 2—now transpiercing the Nicene,

now transfixing the Athanasian, now

dandling them playfully on his horns,

and tickling the Augsburg Confession

with the tip of his tail But although

he has “stout notions” about the

creeds, he has no doubt whatever that

the souls of men are very sadly used

and abused in this vale of tears. A

greater than our author has told us of

the “base uses” to which the body

may be put after death; but long be

fore that event, see how the soul suf

ſers:–

“In the dark house of the body, cooking

rictuals, lighting fires,

Swelters on the starry stranger, to our nature's

base desires.

God!—our souls are aproned waiters! God!

our souls are hired slaves.

Let us hide from life, my brothers! let us

hide us in our graves"—p. 33.

What a novel meaning does not the
second class of souls in the first line of

the foregºing quotation give to a fa

vourite phrase in general use among

our rural countrymen How often do

we not hear them say, in their genuine

patois, “Ah! but he had a tindher

soul;” meaning, of course, one of those

ill-treated souls whose occupation in

this life is “lighting fires!” As to the

second division, we suppose that the

poet meant only to convey that some

souls, like politicians of whom we have

heard, were only “waiters” upon

Providence 1

As to the “lady” who is intro

duced into this scene, and with whom

the poet of course falls in love—what

shall we say of her courage in address

ing the following query to a youth,

with all the dangerous inclination to

scepticism and ringlets of which we

have read above 2 She is asking him

what will be the subject of the poem,

which he pretty plainly indicates he is
about to astonish the world with–

“Wilt write of some young wanton of an isle,

Whose beauty so enamoured hath the sea,

It clasps it ever in its summer arms,

And wastes itself away on it in kisses?"

—p. 38.

Moore had a much better couplet,

on the same subject, in his early poems.

Speaking of some “young wanton of

an isle” (thanks to God, it can't be

“Old Ireland”), he said—

“It lay in the giant embrace of the deep

Like a Liebé in Hercules' arms.”

These lines, though much more fe

licitous than Mr. Smith's, he had the

good taste to expunge in the collected

edition of his poems—an example

which, here and elsewhere, our author

may follow with advantage.

The poem, however, which the poet

intends to write, is really a comprehen

sive work. It is, as the lady says–

“As wide and daring as a comet's spoom."

It is to begin before the creation of

anything, and end after the destruction

of everything, containing—

“The tale of earth,

By way of episode or anecdote.”

What is this after all, but a poetical

version of the famous Welch pedigree,

in the middle of which the genealogist

parenthetically mentions, “about this

time the world was created 2" The

scene concludes, of course, with an

other allusion to Marc Anthony and

Cleopatra.

As might have been expected, the

poet has fallen in love with the lady,

and the third scene describes him as

anxiously looking forward to their next

interview. She has asked him to have

a poem ready for that occasion, or as

she expresses it in her truly feminine

way—

“Wilt trim a verse for me by this night week?"

Just as she would say to her milliner,

in an easy colloquial tone—

“Canst trim a cap for me by this night week?"

He feels quite satisfied of his own

love, but he is not so certain of hers.

If she would but return his affection

what would he not do for her? We

have heard of many generous pro

mises made under similar circum

stances, but never anything like the

following. These promissory notes ge

nerally drawn at “three months after

marriage,” and too easily “accepted”

by the fair fiancée, are in most cases

protested against at the expiration of

that period; but our present lover puts

any fear of that out of the question.

He will begin at the beginning:—

“Would she but love me I would live for her."

He says (what a pity it was not “with
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her,” perhaps a more generous offer),

but—

“Were she plain night I'd pack her with my stars.”

Well, the idea of a lover making his

mistress up into a brown paper parcel,

and superscribing the package with the

admonitory notice, “brittle ware,” or

“this side to be kept uppermost,” is

certainly new. But he will do more:—

“My spirit, poesy, would be her slave,

'Twould rifle for her ocean's secret hoards,

And make her rough with pearls.”

We trust, for the poor lady's sake, that

none of the latter rough ornaments

will attach themselves to her eyes.

It is in this scene occurs the passage,

which we have stated so closely re

sembles a celebrated one which we shall

presently lay before the reader, as to

take it out of the class of accidental

coincidences. Every reader of poetry

is familiar with the beautiful passage

in Shelley's “Alastor,” beginning—

“There was a poet whose untimely tomb

No human hands with pious reverence

reared.”

He is described as–

“A lovely youth -

Strangers have wept to hear his passionate

notes,

And virgins, as unknown he passed, have

pined,

And wasted for fond love of his wild eyes.”

The entire passage is too long for

quotation, as is the corresponding one

in Mr. Smith's poem, but a few lines

will point out the resemblance we have

referred to. He too describes,

“A lovely youth in manhood's very edge.—

The sun-burnt shepherds stared with awful

eyes,

“As he went past, and timid girls upstole

'ith wandering looks to gaze upon his face."

And again—

“But there was one among that soft-voiced

band

Who pined away for love of his sweet eyes."

In these lines the very words of

Shelley are adopted, but the resem

blance runs through the entire episode,

which fills more than five pages. As in

“Alastor,” we have the same wander

ings amid the various aspects of

nature, the same curiosity and interest

awakened — the same instinct that

urges their steps to the sea-shore—the
same dream or vision of

“A maiden singing in the woods alone;"

the same rapture and the same vague

and mysterious termination. That there

are beautiful lines and thoughts here

as elsewhere through Mr. Smith's

poem we freely admit, but these do not

atone or account for his giving an

abridged and more prosaic version of

what Shelley had already done so in

imitably well. Shelley, who described

the voice and music of his ideal maiden

in the following lines–

“Her voice was like the voice of his own soul

Heard in the calm of thought: its music

long,

Like woven sounds of streams and breezes,

held

His inmost sense suspended in its web

Of many-coloured woof and shifting hues,”

would never have gone bird-nesting

for an illustration like our own poet—

“More music! music' music | maid divine !

My hungry senses, like a finch's brood,

Are all a-gape."—p. 48.

Walter and the lady meet in the

fourth scene on the banks of a river.

Before repeating the promised poem

he again alludes to his departed friend,

“the feeder of his soul,” pointing out

the places where they had read the

poets together, where they had drank

“The breezes blowing in old Chaucer's verse,”

or hung

“O'er the fine pants and trembles of a line,"

they being, we suppose, the unavoid

able breaches or inexpressible modu

lations of the verse. The lady be

comes impatient for the tale, which

the poet will only recite beside a cer

tain well, where once

“A prince had woo'd a lady of the land,

And when, with faltering lips, he told his

love,

Into her proud face leaped her prouder

blood;

She struck him blind with scorn, then with

an air,

As if she wore the crowns of all the world,

She swept right on and left him in the

dew."—p. 56.

We do not know how it is, but we

lways read this last line—

“She swept right on and left him in the

dumps,”
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as we think the condition of his feel

ings, and not the position of his feet,

ought to have been described. We

cannot dwell upon the poem which

Walter reads to the lady, and in which

he paints his own, and as it turns out,

his unsuccessful love for herself. Her

fate is sealed. After his declaration

she exclaims—

“O Sir! within a month my bridal bells

Will make a village glad. The fainting

earth

Is bleeding at her million golden veins,

And by her blood I'm bought. The sun

shall see

A pale bride wedded to grey hair, and eyes

Of cold and cruel blue; and in the spring

A grave with daisies on it.”—p. 79.

We must not, however, omit men

tioning that the principal character in

the poem recited by Walter, is a young

Indian page—“a cub of Ind,” as his

proud mistress calls him, and certainly

the most precocious “cub” that we ever

had the misfortune to meet with or read

of. This “lustrous Leopard,” another

pet epithet for Young Ebony, though

generally candid enough to declare—

*How poor our English to his Indian darks 1"

was satisfied to º: up with his

haughty mistress as his mistress, if she

had no objection. How the modest

proposition was received may be ima

gined. At first, she mocked and

sneered at him, principally, as it would

seem, for his having

“A chin as smooth as her own.”

But fearing, we suppose, that the youth

would promise to use a double quan

tity of bear's grease for the future, she
orders him off

“‘Go now, sir go,'

As thence she warned him with arm-sweep

superb,

The light of scorn was cold within her eyes.”

The whole of this episode, we must

say, appears to us extravagant and

unreal, with a decided smack ofminor

theatrical ranting. We cannot further

pursue our minute analysis of the poem.

The story can be told in a few words.

The lady, who marries the old gentle

man with the eyes of “cruel blue,”

keeps her word, and dies exactly at

the time she promised. Walter is, of

course, much grieved; goes on a pil

grimage to her grave, and is rather

angry that the daisies have not yet co

vered the fresh, red earth. He is

shortly after induced by another friend

of his, a new “feeder of his soul,” to

go down to Bedfordshire with him on

a visit to an old gentleman, named

Mr. Willmott, who has a charming

daughter of the still more charming

name of Violet. This old gentleman

must have had the most extraordinary

notions of propriety, as the first even

ing they are all assembled in his com

fortable parlour, and in his daughter's

presence, he sets the two young men

singing “roaring songs” which, with

out the wit or melody, have a thousand

times the warmth and amativeness of

those of Mr. Thomas Little. Miss

Violet obligingly joins in this family

concert. Such a beginning, of course,

speedily brings on an appropriate ter

mination. The young lady and the

young visitor Walter, mutually seduce

each other (we know not which is most

or least to blame) on “the lawn,”

probably opposite the very window

where the good Mr. Willmott is read

ing the morning's Times. Remorse

seizes on Walter; he flies away; he

has serious notions of throwing him

self from some rural “Bridgeof Sighs,"

but thinks better of it; writes a great

poem, and then rushes headlong into

dissipation, exactly in the way Byron

has described the class of people, who

“First write a novel, and then play the devil.”

He disappears for three years; returns;

makes an honest woman of Violet, and

the last we hear of them is their goin

in together into their house to .#

the night dews, with a degree of matri

monial quiet perfectly delightful, after

the fever of unrest in which author,

hero, heroine, and reader have been

so long kept.

Before concluding our observations

on this remarkable poem, we must

adduce a few more passages in support

of the opinion we have expressed both of

its beauties and of its defects. Afatigu

ing brilliancy, a straining after novel

and singular combinations, is, no doubt,

one of the most obvious characteristics

ofour author, but that he can err in the

very opposite direction is equally true.

In addition to the passages of this kind

already given, we must offer a few

others. In the first one, we have our

old friend, Marc Anthony, again:—

“Gods ! I cried out, Anthony,

Anthony This moment I could scatter

Kingdoms like halfpence.”—p. 164.
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A BOUNCE.

“Give me another kiss, and I will take

Death at a flying leap."—p. 165.

How POET's GEck.

—“Lord ' how poets geck

At Fame, their idol."—p, 138.

A SHELLEY IDEA.

“What oysters were we without love and

wine!"—p. 129.

A Thumping song.

“I sang this song some twenty years ago,

(Hot to the ear-tips) with great thumps of

heart.”—p. 129.

THE RUBs of LIFE.

“How frequent in the very thick of life,

We rub clothes with a fate that hurries past.”

* Edward and I

See Violet each day, her silks brush both."—

p. 123.

A GIGLEt.

“This giglet shining in her golden hair."—

p. 66.

If we reversed the twirl of the ka

leidoscope, it must be admitted that a

shower of glittering and beautiful

thoughts and fancies would fall con

tinuously before the eye! We must

enumerate a few:—

“In mighty towns,

The stars are nearer to us than the fields.”

—p. 154.

“See the moon

Lies stranded on the pallid coast of morn.”

—p. 149.

A truE PoET.

“He was one

Who could not help it, for it was his nature

To blossom into song, as 'tis a tree's

To leaf itself in April.”—p. 18.

“He had parted with his dearest friends,

High aspirations, bright dreams, golden

winged

Troops of fine fancies that like lambs did

play

Amid the sunshine and the virgin dews,

Thick, lying in the green fields of his

heart,

Calm thoughts that dwelt like hermits in

his soul;

Fair shapes that slept in fancifullest bowers,

Hopes and delights. He parted with them

all.”—p. 100.

It were easy toº passages of

greater and certainly of more striking

beauty even than these, but it is un

necessary. We have said enough to

show, that if we cannot be blind to the

defects of our author, we are not in

sensible to his great and unquestion

able merits. He has gained two im

portant results by his present publica

tion. He has obtained a hearing, and

he has awakened expectation — two

memorable triumphs which neither

Shelley nor Keats (the influence of

whose writings in the best portions of

his book is perceptible), ever achieved

during their lives, though now, as he

himself truly says:—

“The fame that scorned them while they lived,

Waits on them like a menial.”

We look with hope and curiosity for

his next work. Let it be a simpler, if

a loftier temple, to the true divinity of

song, to whose service and worship we

think he is called. To do this he must,

in the first place, turn away from his

agan idolatry of images, becoming as

it were the iconoclast of his own fancy.

He must abandon the affected jargon

of little cliques and coteries, and use

the universally received language of

good sense and good taste. He must

divest his mind of an idea that seems

very strongly impressed upon it in the

present poem, that not only

“It is love, ’tis love, ’tis love

That makes the world go round,”

but that the same powerful passion is

the one thought ºfsole occupation of

everything in creation, from the sun,

moon, and stars, which are perpetually

ogling each other, to the waves and

winds, that are eternally kissing and

embracing, as well beings of their own

species as everything else within their

reach, in the most ardent and extraor

dinary manner. In this respect, his

resent poem is but an expansion of

Shelley's little lyric, “Love's Philo

sophy":—

“See the mountains kiss high heaven,

And the waves clasp one another."

Finally, he must be less liberal with

his brilliants, or distribute them with

more judgment. Were they all even

of the first water, he must recollect that

diamonds were never so valueless

as in the “Valley of Diamonds" it

self.
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A BATH.

I.

O Summer! Summer, with the golden crown I

Thou comest o'er the wolds with fiery feet:

The white-skinned Naiads languidly lie down

Amid thy suitry heat.

- II.

Ol now to bathe in some sweet marble fount

In those fair gardens Epicurus founded:

Where in bright streamlets icy waters mount,

By myrtle trees surrounded.

III.

Or in a bath which old Boccacio

Made murmur to the air with gentle cadence,

Where oft with zoneless waists and cheeks aglow,

Came Florentine fair maidens.

IV.

But no l we have the sea, the flashing sea,

And tread the wide expanse of silver sands:

We hear old poet Ocean chanting free

His tales of alien lands.

v.

Strip to the wooing wind. From rocks romantic

Plunge in the fresh, green, laughing, quivering brine:

Sate thee with kisses of the fair Atlantic,

And then—go home and dine.

A PIC-NIC.

I.

The lake is calm. A crowd of sunny faces

And plumed heads, and shoulders round and white,

Are mirrored in the waters. There are traces

Of merriment in those sweet eyes of light.

Lie empty hampers round; in shady places

The hungry throw themselves with ruthless might

On lobsters, salads; while Champagne, to cheer 'em,

Cools in the brook that murmurs sweetly near 'em.

II.

Green leagues of park and forest lie around;

Wave stately antlers in the glimmering distance;

Up from the dusky arches comes a sound

That tells the story of old Pan's existence.

And now in song the summer wind is drowned ;

Now comes a call that conquers all resistance—

A dance upon the turfſ up, up, instanter

Away with quarried pie and stained decanter.
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III.

Small hands are linked, and dance divinest tresses,

And agile feet fly down the pleasant glade in

A merry measure; through the deep recesses

How gaily trip they, youth and laughing maiden.

The shaken turf is swept by silken dresses,

The woodland breeze with many a jest is laden,

And lips are curled, and haughty heads are tossed, too,

As none could picture them but Ariosto.

MoRTIMER Collins.

A DAY-DREAM.e.

I.

I see a castle of the olden time—

A turret chamber, whose quaint windows look

Over the great oaks in their forest prime:

So high, the thunder of the falling brook

Is all unheard—so high, the dusky rook

Throws in swift shadows from his passing wing.

Within, in fair confusion, many a book,

Lute, virginals, and every faerything

Which ladies of those days chose for sweet dallying.

II.

But the bright beauty that is sleeping there—

In the full moonlight sleeping! As she lies,

Her veinēd eyelids are so very fair

That a rash gazer might believe her eyes

Were living light. The silent midnight skies

Seem as they watched her slumbers. While they fly on

In their majestic march, which never dies,

The Pleiades protect her: great Orion

Looks nightly on her couch, stern as a guardian lion.

III.

Fair-breasted one I whose lily hand I see

Resting upon the silken coverlet;

While now thy young Crusader thinks of thee

In Palestine, do thy sweet dreams forget 2

No—on thy sleep his vows are lingering yet;

The trysting tree is o'er thee—its great boughs

With dew, as thy blue eyes with tear-drops, wet :

And thy young soldier his plumed helmet bows.

O moment of delight! O ever-binding vows!

IV.

Ah, woe to man! The Lady Geraldine,

Her knightly lover, and her father old,

Are faded into Time's dim hyaline,

Which not a single shadow doth enfold

To tell of them. The stern baronial hold

Has fallen long before the storm's bleak breath,

And of its glory there is nothing told.

Darkness our dreamy life encompasseth,

And we are shadows all, and nought is real but death.

MoRTIMER Collins.
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LOTOS-EATING.

Who would care to pass his life away,

Of the Lotos-land a dreamful denizen—

Lotos-islands round a waveless bay,

Sung by Alfred Tennyson 2

Who would care to be a dull newcomer,

Far across the wide sea's blue abysses;

Where, about the earth's three thousandth summer,

Passed divine Ulysses?

Rather give me coffee, art, a book,

From my windows a delicious seaview;

Southdown mutton, somebody to cook—

“Music?” I believe you.

Strawberry icebergs in the summer time—

But of elmwood many a massive splinter;

Good ghost stories, and a classic rhyme,

For the nights of winter.

Now and then a friend, and some sauterne;

Now and then a neck of highland venison;

And for Lotos-lands I’ll never yearn,

Maugre Alfred Tennyson.

MoRTIMER Collins.

the LAST RETROSPECTION.

BY Tiny.

Farewell, bright sun I thou goest to thy rest,

And I to mine. When thou dost rise again,

This busy heart—this racked and aching head—

Shall|and throb no more;—those failing eyes

Shall never watch thee sink behind the roofs,

And fill with tears to think of other times,

When they beheld thee fading from a sky

That overhung green hills and leafy woods.

'Tis my last gaze on thee—I perish here,

An idle weed, cast, by the tide of life,

To wither on a bleak and desolate shore.

No heart, in this wide city's wilderness,

Will think the light of day less bright and fair,

That I shall see it not—no loving tears

Will fall upon my coffin—not a soul

Will ache and sicken at its own strong life,

When all which made that life seem beautiful

Lies low with me in my cold silent grave.

Ah me!—far, far away from these close streets

There lies a spot, hidden in waving boughs,

Where the thrush carols and the swallow flits

Through the long summer-day—where waters gleam

Between high bowery banks, whose willows droop

To kiss the ripples.
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There, by that broad stream,

Under the alders, at the wicket-gate,

My mother stands, starting at each quick tread

That echoes loudly on the quiet road;

Her poor heart throbbing wildly, as the birds

Flutter among the branches overhead.

But all in vain—my foot shall never more

Sound on the garden-path—never again

Shall my hand raise the latch—no more at eve,

When the clear sky is flushed with sunset clouds,

And the slant rays bronze the old gnarled oaks,

Shall I sit with my sisters 'neath the arch

Of blossomed jessamine, and watch the glow

Fade from the river, and the evening star

Shine through the warm blue of the beauteous heav'n ;

No more my foot shall wander through the woods,

Where the shy hare, that couched amid the fern,

Scarce started, as I passed her silent haunt,

So well she knew me;—and I lay reclined

In lone green nooks, where less adventurous step

Than mine had never been.

Where blue-bell tufts

And violet clusters cast an azure gleam

Through the long waving grass—the humming bees

Droned in the sycamores and spreading limes,

Lulling me into soft, delicious sleep,

Broken by the loud cuckoo's gladsome cry

Ringing through hawthorn glade and hazel copse.

Night after night, the gentle moon may shine

Into my vacant room, as she was wont,

And cast her silver flags upon the floor,

Chequered with tremulous shadows of the leaves

And flowers that cling around the latticed pane—

But the wild dreamer who lay wakeful there,

Watching her beauty—and with charmed ear

List'ning to all the sounds of whispering boughs

And singing waters, till the stars waxed dim—

Shall rest in the oblivion of the grave.

I thank thee, God that my beloved ones

Have hope to cheer them.

When the day wears on

And brings not me, they'll look with stronger trust

On to the morrow. May they never know

That their poor wanderer, their pride, their ho

Shall meet their eyes no more. May they not how

That wanting one kind hand to close mine eyes,

To wipe the damps of anguish from my brow,

Or moisten the parched fever of my lips

I died alone.

Oh, misery for me ! -

Why did I trust thee, golden fruit, that gleamed
In what I thought the fairy land of life?

Why did I put my faith in baseless dreams,
Nº. the quiet haven of my youth

For their deceitful promise 2

I have seized

The fruit, and found it wither in my grasp ;

I've proved my dreams, and they have left me thus.

Fame l ah, I know it now ! 'tis but a word

To lure the victim onward to his doom—
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The bread of life to the ambitious heart,

Which breaks for lack of it.

I flung my heart

A gauntlet to the world—how was it met 2

With cold indifference and blighting scorn.

Pride, with his thrice-mailed hand and iron foot,

Dashed it to earth, then ground it in the dust–

And it arose no more.

Blessed be death !

Since I have seen my youth's illusions fly

Ere youth itself was gone. Blessing and peace

On my dear home, and those who dwell therein,

Is the poor friendless outcast's latest prayer.

There is a long, long night before my soul,

And a bright endless day beyond that night;

There is another land where we shall meet,

And this world's bitter taunts can wound no more.

A SUMMER-Eve LANDSCAPE.

BY J. A.

Tis evening, and the summer sun, fast sinking in the west,

Throws many a bright and golden bar above the mountain's crest;

From far away the waterfall sends back its mellow'd sound,

But in the grove there reigns a calmness soothing and profound;

Along its grassy margin winds the smooth and gentle stream,

Now faintly tinted over with the sun's departing beam ;

From out the teeming meadows fragrant odour seems to float,

And the linnet sweetly warbles from her nest a final note;

Beyond those fields our village, fring'd with vale and wooded hill,

Is peacefully reposing in the universal still.

‘Twas tehre that joyously I passed my years of opening life,

Before the world had won me as a partner in its strife:

And there may I return e'er my final years shall close

To haunt again my childhood's scenes and share their sweet repose

the DYING HusbAND.

Thou art getting wan and pale, dearest :

Thy blush É. flown away,

And thy fragile form more fragile grows

Every day—

Every gloomy day that brings

That mourful moment near

When we must part, to meet no more

On this dull sphere.

I feel the hour is drawing nigh

When I must quit this life,

And leave, I trust, for happier one

Its scene of strife.

Oh, could I steal the sting with me

'Twill bring to thy fond heart,

Without one pang, or tear, or sigh,

I could depart.
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But oh! it rends my bosom deep

To watch thy stifled pain—

To see thy efforts to bear up,

And smile again.

While, as thou raisest #. my head

And hang'st my pillow o'er,

Thy tearful eye too plainly tells

An aching core.

Ah! little, little did I dream

The grief in store for thee,

When I invited thee to share

My destiny.

My heart, but young and hopeful then,

Before me only viewed

Bright hours of sunshine to divide,

With roses strew'd.

How sadly false those hopes have proved

Thy aching breast must feel—

Torn by affection that might break

A heart of steel.

Had I but known this mournful fate

Ere wedded life began,

No breaking heart should watch to-night

A dying man.

Oh! what a life of misery,

Partner of my distress,

Thy lot has been since linked with mine :

Worst wretchedness.

To watch me labouring for bread,

My brain and hand outworn,

Till prostrated by fell disease,

I sank forlorn.

Yet never in my fretful mood

Did angry word or look

Return my ill-deserved wrath

With one rebuke.

No ; always patient, ever fond,

And bending to my will,

Thy gentle spirit murmured not

One word of ill.

The hour will soon arrive, my own,

When I can wrong no more,

And life for me, with all its cares,

Will soon be o’er.

I need not ask thee to forget

Each word or thought unkind;

Thy loving heart I know too well—

Thy gentle mind.

The little pledge that crowned our love,

That smiling little elf,

Dear to my heart because so like

Thy own sweet self.

Ay, bring her near me—let me look

My last in her dear face,

Where all her mother's gentle charms

I fondly trace.
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She will be dearer to thee now

That I am torn away.

Poor infant, to be fatherless

Ere one short day.

But thou wilt watch and guide her steps

lnto a heavenward road,

And lead her from this world of sin,

Nearer her God.

Nay, let not all thy bitter grief

Be stifled and suppressed:

Weep out thy poor afflicted soul

On this fond breast.

'Tis not a hopeless parting, dear—

We'll meet in world more bright,

And live for ever in those realms

Of endless light.

The happiest hours that blessed us here

Were misery and woe,

Compared to those beyond this scene

We yet shall know.

Then live for that bright world of bliss,

And feed thy drooping heart

On hopes of that blessed hour when we

Shall never part.

H. T. D.

TO THE BRITISH AND IRISH TELEGRAPH.

Oh, wondrous chain, thou well canst prove

A change for better things'

When even love, for carrier dove,

May trust the lightning's wings;

Prove it but needs a willing mood,

To turn aught evil into good.

Yea, in itself, a spirit good,

Which thou hast brought us o'er;

That feeling of near neighbourhood,

As England were next door;

Nay, rather, as a friend so near,

That we may whisper in her ear.

Here mind meets mind with rapid spring;

It seems as thought had cast

Betwixt our shores the magic ring

By which she travels fast,

And bound her geni to our will;

What mission shall our slave fulfil?

First, ask our friends in yonder land,

Why keep they thus apart?

Say, even Erin's wasted hand

Holds beauty to her heart;

And hides her where, 'mid dewy dells,

The green earth dimples into wells.

vol. XLII.-NO, CCXLVII, I
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That 'mid our hills, as wild and free

As one at home she seems,

And lets her voice accompany

The music of our streams;

Her mantle tangled in the brake,

Her shadow on the silent lake.

That when the cloud's rich purple fold

Lifts to the evening beam,

Beneath, on couch of pearl and gold,

Lies beauty in a dream.

For cloudland who 2 we bid thee say,

Through Ireland lies the nearest way.

And to our Royal Lady say,

That this, her green domain,

Is yearning for a sunny day—

So will she come again 2

Then shall thy wires, with welcomes quiver,

Our “hundred thousand" few to give her.

But shalt thou tell how ruin treads

On yonder hearthstone cold 2–

Of hungry mouths, and houseless heads 2

Alas, the tale is old !

And should'st thou all such tales convey,

'Twould wear thy wires too soon away.

Of Erin's slothful hands, that waste

Rich gifts bestowed in vain 2

How party's bonds are o'er her cast—

How passion shakes the chain 2

No—ill news flies apace, we trow,

Without such messenger as thou.

But whisper gently, as most fit,

To men of high degree,

That harp of tone most exquisite,

May yet mishandled be ;

Alas! our part in Britain's song

Hath been the discord far too long.

Some say thy chain was not the first

That fastened us to her ;

But thou hast made the word accurs'd

Sound kindly. We could bear

Another chain betwixt us wove,

Unfrayed and firm—the links of love.

And love's true type thou surely art;

It hath its signs like thee—

The telegraph 'twixt heart and heart,

Life's electricity'

That, like thee, to the depths goes down,

That many waters cannot drown.

Like thee, through dark and tangled places,

Its way it can pursue—

As delicate the touch that traces

Its errand swift and true;

But, unlike thee, behind it cast,

It leaves a brightness where it passed.
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Not parted would our islands seem,

Could love's lost links be found :

The channel were a narrow stream

In one fair pleasure-ground,

Where either side for shade might thank

The trees on the opposing bank.

What lessons England's quickened sight

Might learn through such a chain

And Erin's passion-lightnings write

A harmless message then;

And learn to strike the better part,

Not Britain's head, but Britain's heart.

Twins should they be, and closely joined,

That, like the Siamese,

With arms around each other twined,

Could only feel at ease;—

Should feel that were that band cut through,

'Twould spill the life-blood of the two.

And England teach her sister weak

Her firm and stately tread,

And grateful Erin's fingers deck,

he grand,j head

With gems, the richest ever set

E’en in that glorious coronet.

When shall it be 2 When each torn half

Of Erin's self shall join—

When love hath set its telegraph

"Twixt Wexford and the Boyne;

When God is felt, and error fled,

And prejudice is lying dead.

Then welcome, messenger of power 1

Ife'er that bright day break,

Sure we shall need thee every hour

Some friendly word to take.

Become, though lightning be thy dower,

An Iris for our sake—

Tell England how we long to prove,

The rainbow tints of peace and love. Liz.

Kinsale.

The WiLD bee of LouGh derg.

I floated at noon, where the sunlight looks leaden,

On waves that encircle the desolate isle,

Where sin seeks, with penance, the conscience to deaden,

And Summer herself feels too guilty to smile.

I heard the monotonous beat of low surges,

That say a “Confiteor" ceaselessly o'er,

Like thought of the past, that reproachfully urges

The heart of the pilgrim who kneels on the shore.

I thought me, how often, when starlight has glisten'd,

And candles burnt low on the chapel-wall white,

Yon island's pale watchers have listen'd, and listen’d,

Till daylight looked wan on the wearisome night;
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Have listen'd, if haply some word of forgiving

With the wail of the waters might tremblingly mix;

Have gazed, if some look of the loving and living

Might soften the brow of the cold crucifix.

But lo! on the wave which my shallop was crossing,

A star, that shot forth from its beautiful sphere,

A small golden flow'r of the greenwood-shade tossing

On wings of the wind, at the fall of the year !

High up over head flew a wild bee. Blithe hummer,

As lone in the air as my boat on the lake;—

O, beautiful guest of the blossoms of summer,

What buds are there here for thy flittings to shake?

Hast come from a home where the hill with the heather

Is rich as the sky with its purplest of light,

Where it, and the stars of the furzes together,

Drink honey and wine of the dew of the night?

Hast come from a chamber all ceil'd with vermilion,

The heart of a lily that lives by a stream,

Where primroses grow round a grassy pavilion,

And look at themselves in a life-lasting dream?

He is bound for some flower surpassing his lily,

He floats over Derg, though its waters be black,

To labour till evening, the starlit and stilly,

And then to his home to go wearily back.

But what if the bells which the wild bee is seeking

Lie, trampled and torn, in the deep mountain dell?

Or what if the tints which their tissues are freaking

Be fed from the fount of a poison-dew'd cell?

O, Faith of my country! that brightly and purely

Wert cradled and fed in the morning of time,

Till spreading thy wild wings, thou soughtest, securely,

The sweet-seeming buds of a sunnier clime;

Wilt thou die in those flow’rs—the fair and deceiving—

Or wander on weary wings joyfully back 2

Go sleep in the bud thou hast suffer'd for leaving,

And never more fly o'er the desolate track 1

I know not, dark Derg but, at even returning,

I saw a wild bee, with its golden-wing'd flame,

A self-moving cresset-light starrily burning—

My heart hail'd the omen, and call'd it the same.

I followed it on, to its palaces pendent,

Where hush'd are its hummings the summer night through,

Till moons, that hang o'er Meena Feargus resplendent,

Wax ghostly and wan, in the cold morning blue.

O, thus might the faith, that now over this dreary

And dream-haunted lake seeks the poisonous flower,

Come back in the light of its eventime weary,

To rest in the home of its earliest hour !
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The University Commission.

THE UNIVERSITY COMMISSION.

The Dublin University Commission

ers have at length brought their la

bours to a close. After two years ex

pended in investigating facts, and

receiving suggestions from all those

whose intimate connexion with the

University rendered their evidence or

their opinion valuable, they have given

the result to the public in a volume,

rivalling in bulk either of those which

have emanated from the sister univer

sities; and as few institutions have had

more reason to complain of ignorant

or wilful misrepresentation, all lovers

of our Irish University will hail the ap

pearance of this Report as a bright and

important era in her history. Igno

rance will now be no longer excusable.

Wilful misrepresentation can now be

easily refuted. How far the Univer

sity of Dublin has fulfilled or neglect

ed her important trust, whether

science and literature have prospered

or decayed within her walls—whether

and how far she has exerted herself to

render her education commensurate to

the wants of the age; upon all these

questions, the public may now satisfy

themselves. Whatever be her merits

or demerits, they are at least no

it.

We need hardly remind our readers

that the duty imposed upon the Com

mission, and which the elaborate do

cument before us is intended to fulfil,

was two-fold—namely, in the first place,

to give a faithful report of the existing

state of the University of Dublin ;

and secondly to suggest such alterations

as might seem to them necessary or

beneficial. With regard to the rela

tive importance of these two duties,

there can be, we suppose, but one

opinion. The recommendations of the

Commissioners are undoubtedly en

titled to great weight, as opinions

coming from men of known ability,

who have devoted much time and

thought to the question before them,

uninfluenced by any other motive than

a desire for the welfare of the institution

and of the country. They are the

opinions of men celebrated in their

various pursuits, raised by their posi

tion above all petty jealousy, and

bringing to their allotted task habits

of severe and accurate thought, formed

during a long course of scientific or

professional life. Still they are but

opinions—the opinions, too, of men not

possessing now any peculiar or exclu

sive sources of information. They are

avowedly based upon those very facts

which the Report lays open to the

whole world. If they are obnoxious

to criticism, the materials for criticism

lie close at hand; for the Commission

ers have done for the public what pa

rents often refuse to do for an inquisi

tive child : they have made their

readers as wise as themselves.

But whatever may be thought of the

wisdom of the suggestions contained in

the Report, there can be no doubt as

to the extreme importance of the

facts which are there laid open to the

public. The Commissioners have

brought together in their Report, a

mass of evidence as to the* and

practice of education in the Univer

sity of Dublin, which leaves nothing

to be desired. Every branch of the

varied system provided to meet the va

ried wants of the nineteenth century,

has been subjected to a severe and

careful scrutiny. Every official con

nected with its working has been re

quired to give a full account of the

manner in which he has discharged

his trust; and it is but justice to the

fellows and professors to say that no

concealment of any kind appears to

have been practised or attempted.

Their replies to the several queries put

to them are made with the full and

open candour of men who feel that

they have nothing to fear from pub

licity—that their “deeds” give them

no reason to “hate the light.” But

on this point we shall allow the Com

missioners to speak for themselves:—

“Our proceedings in carrying your Ma

jesty's commission into execution, have been

greatly facilitated by the spirit in which our

communications have been received by the

different officers of the college; and by the

promptness and courtesy with which they

have replied to our inquiries. Their an

swers, too, contain very full information on

each subject of investigation, and the sug
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gestions which we have received from them

afforded us great assistance, in forming our

opinions on the important subjects to which

they relate."—Report, p. 2.

This testimony borne to the fairness

and candour with which the evidence

of the several fellows and professors has

been given,ishighly honourable to them,

and as such will be read with pleasure

by all those who are interested in the

reputation of the University of Dublin.

But it has a wider and more im

portant bearing: namely, upon the

amount of weight to be given to the

evidence itself—a grave question, if

this evidence be destined to form the

basis of subsequent legislation. The

elements for such legislation are now

fully before the public; and whatever

difficulties (and they are no light ones)

attend the task, it will, at least, be

unembarrassed by unwilling or con

tradictory witnesses.

We have said that the facts relative

to the University of Dublin which

the Commissioners have brought toge

ther form the most important part of

the Report before us; but for these

facts we must refer our readers to the

Report itself, as it would be impossible,

within the limits of an article like the

present, to give even the most meager

summary of them. ... We purpose,

therefore, after quoting the opinion

of the Commissioners, as to the gene

ral state of the University, to direct

our readers' attention to some of the

more important changes which, in their

Report, they recommend for the adop
tion of Government.

When the Commission for Inquiring

into the State of the University of

Dublin was originally named, and be

fore they had as yet entered upon the

duties of their office, we ventured to

predict that, “if the investigation were

carried on, as we hoped and believed

it would, in a spirit neither bigoted

nor restless, the University of Dublin

would come from the ordeal with an

increased capacity for usefulness, and

certainly with an undiminished repu

tation.”—(vol. xxxvii. p. 656.) The

second of these predictions (it would

be premature to say anything of the

first) has been more than realised.

Nothing can be more flattering to the

University than the Report before us.

With one or two exceptions, to which

we shall presently allude, it is con

ceived in terms of very great praise.

Thus, in the general summary with

which the Report concludes, the Com

missioners say—

“We find that numerous improvements of

an important character have been, from time

to time, introduced by the authorities of the

College, and that the general state of the

University is satisfactory. There is great

activity and efficiency in the different de

partments, and the spirit of improvement has

been especially shown in the changes which

have been introduced in the course of edu

cation, to adapt it to the requirements of

the age.”—Report, p. 92.

Besides this general commendation,

many of the particular improvements

introduced by the College authorities

are highly approved of by the Com

missioners. Thus, of the Engineering

School they say:—

“The foundation and development of the

School of Civil Engineering is highly credit

able to the authorities of the College; and their

efforts to improve the education of engineers,

should, we think be encouraged in the way

suggested by Dr. Apjohn, by due weight

being given to the diploma in the selection

of engineers for departments of the public

service.”—Report, p. 42.

Again, of the Professorships of Ma

thematics and Natural Philosophy,

they say:-

“The arrangement adopted by the Board

with respect to this Professorship (that of

Mathematics)and that of Natural Philosophy,

requiring them to be held by junior fellows

without tutorships, seems to have been suc

cessful in promoting a very high cultivation

of the branches of science to which the pro

fessorships relate."—Report, p. 49.

The most important, we may say,

indeed, the only part of the system of

Trinity College with which the Com

missioners profess themselves to be

dissatisfied, is the mode of distributing

the income which the junior fellows

derive from tuition. Our readers are

probably aware that the sum paid by

each student under the head of tuition,

is thrown into a common fund, which is

subsequently divided among the entire

body of tutors, according to fixed pro

portions, regulated entirely by senio

rity, and that the sum received by each

individual tutor does not in any way

depend upon the number of pupils

which he may happen to hold. To this

arrangement, which is familiarly known
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by the name of the Tutorial System,

the Commissioners object, that it tends

to damp individual exertion—affording

an amount of encouragement to indo

lence which some, at least, among the

tutors will certainly avail themselves of.

If a man knows that his own income

depends upon his own exertions, he

has a strong and obvious inducement

to increased care and activity. But if

he finds that, instead of reaping the

entire fruit of such increased labour,

he would only receive a very small part

of it, and that whether he be indolent

or active, his income will be nearly the

same, he has no such inducement, and

will probably be disposed to do as little

as he can. If his exertions increase

the number of students, he receives

only one-nineteenth of the benefit; if

his negligence diminishes them, he

suffers but one-nineteenth of the mis

chief. In a word, the tutorial sys

tem is downright Socialism, which the

Commissioners, as good political eco

nomists, are bound to discourage.

That these objections have very con

siderable weight, it would be absurd

to deny ; they are, indeed, so obvious,

that it is impossible to give the ques

tion a moment's consideration without

perceiving them. It is quite true that

the tutorial system renders the income

of each tutor to a great extent inde

pendent of his own labour; and by so

doing, removes a strong stimulus to

individual exertion. This is a serious

objection. But we need hardly, we

suppose, remind the accomplished lo
gician who is at the head of the pre

sent Commission, that there is such a

fallacy as the “fallacy of objections,”

and that before we proceed to remove

a system against which such defects can

be urged, we ought to be very sure

that the system which we propose to

substitute, is not liable to objections

quite as weighty. ...And we ought to be

doubly cautious if we know before

hand, from the nature of the case, that

the objects which it is proposed to

attain are, to a certain extent incon

sistent with each other; and that,

therefore, it is impossible to devise any

system which shall be even theoretically

perfect. A judicious legislator would,

in such a case, be very unwilling to

destroy an arrangement which has in

the main worked well, knowing, as he

does, that he can but replace it by

another, which must be imperfect, and

which is, besides, untried. Let us

consider how far these principles are

applicable to the case before us.

If we desire to give efficacy to a

system of education, or to any other

system which is to be carried on by

human instruments, we must endea

vour to secure two great requisites,

namely—in the first place, such a divi

sion of labour as will give to each

workman the task for which he is best

fitted; and secondly, such an induce

ment to individual exertion, as will

cause him to use his best efforts in the

performance of his allotted task. When

the nature of the case allows both these

principles to be carried out to their

fullest extent, the task of legislation is

comparatively an easy one. ... And in

such a case, it would be a valid objec

tion to any existing orproposed system,

that either principle had not been carried

out as far as it might have been. But

it may sometimes happen, that in the

case for which we have to legislate,

these principles are to some extent an

tagonistic. Dealing with facts as we

find them, we may be unable to make

the reward of each workman pro

portioned to his individual exertions

without so far giving up the division of

labour as to render the system inope

rative. And in such a case, it would

be a hopeless task to devise any system

against which strong, nay, unanswer

able objections might not be urged.

Now, this antagonism between the

rinciple of competition and that of

}. of labour, will exist in every

case in which it is necessary to exe

cute several different tasks with a li

mited number of hands. For it is

essential, as every one knows, to the

development of the principle of com

petition, that there should be a number

of men able and willing to undertake

the same task. We speak of competi

tion between two carpenters or two

physicians; but it would be absurd to

talk of the competition between a car

penter and a blacksmith, or between a

doctor and an attorney. Now, if we

have a variety of different works to be

done, and but a small number of men

to do them, it is quite plain that we

cannot devote several men to the same

work without also requiring each man

to execute a number of different works,

and thus sacrificing the principle of

division of labour. If we were desired

to frame rules for a colony of a dozen
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individuals, it would be “open to us,”

to use the parliamentary phrase, “to

adopt one of two courses.” We might

either defend the principle of competi

tion, by requiring each of our colonists

to learn a dozen different trades, and

to work successively as a mason, a car

penter, a blacksmith, &c.; or we might

devote each individual to a single

trade, thus giving him, in his own line,

a practical monopoly. The choice be

tweenthese alternatives is hardly doubt

ful. But we dwell too long upon a

point so obvious.

Now it is not one whit more absurd

to think that one man could practise

successfully all the trades and profes

sions required by a young colony, than

to expect a single tutor to give effi

cient instruction in the several depart

ments of the vast and varied system,

to which we in the nineteenth century

give the name of university education.

#. suppose it possible that the same

man could give efficient lectures each

day in classics, metaphysics, ethics,

mathematics, natural philosophy, che

mistry, &c., lectures too which should

be useful to the highest class of stu

dents, without being unintelligible to

the lowest, is a simple absurdity. No

man ever did or could perform such

a task. Indeed the Commissioners

themselves admit this. Thus in their

Report (pp. 15, 16) they say:—

“We canuot recommend a return to the

old system. It is impossible for a tutor to

give adequate instruction to his pupils in all

the subjects for which lectures are now pro

vided. If he had pupils studying all these

subjects, it might, as the junior fellows state,

impose upon him the necessity of lecturing for

upwards of twelve hours daily. If further

improvements were introduced into the

undergraduate course, the difficulty would

be increased. In short, division of labour

in lecturing seems to be essential to all

progress in developing a complete system of

education."

At the same time they think that—

“The present tutorial system errs on the

other side, and takes away every inducement

to a fellow to discharge the duties of a tutor

in a manner satisfactory to the pupil or his

parents Under it the emoluments and po

sition of a junior fellow are altogether inde

pendent of his diligence, learning, or other

qualifications. The indolent and the active

are reduced to the same level, and it is stated

that parents complain that the interest which

the tutor formerly felt in his pupils welfare

has been lessened. For these reasons—al

though we believe the general quality of the

instruction given to the students by the pub

lic lectures has been considerably improved—

we cannot advise your Majesty to establish

the present tutorial system by royal statute.”

The objection here urged is, as we

have said before, obvious. Let us see

how the Commissioners propose to

remedy it. They recommend (pp.

16, 17):—

“That the fees payable to tutors should

be divided into four parts; that one fourth

should be payable to each tutor by his own

pupils, and that the tutors should be pro

hibited from making any regulations as to

this portion of the fee. That the other three

fourths should be thrown into a common

fund, to be distributed according to some

system to be settled by the board and visi

tors, for the endowment of professorships,

lectureships, and examinerships, to which

the junior fellows should alone be eligible.”

In fact, if we understand them

rightly, the Commissioners recommend

that the task of education shall no

longer be entrusted to the tutors as

such, but to a number of professors

and lecturers, and that the duty of the

tutor shall be limited to transacting the

college business of his pupils, writing

to their parents, and in general “tak

ing an interest in their welfare.” Now,

with respect to the professorial part of

this arrangement, it is manifestly open

to the very same objections which the

Commissioners have urged against the

present tutorial system. So far as emo

lument is concerned, the professor who

is paid out of a common fund has no

greater inducement to exertion than

the tutor.

The indolent tutor under the present

system would be an indolent professor

under the proposed system—discharg

ing his duty with enough of formal cor

rectness to escape official censure, and

doing no more. In the means of com

pelling the lecturer to do his duty, were

that possible, the tutorial committee,

who have the power of imposing fines,

which, in a great many cases, would

amount to confiscation, are quite equal

to the college officer. In moral influ

ence, the only agent which is in the

present case reallyeffective, they are im

measurably superior. They are elected

by the tutors themselves, not imposed

by any external power; they are men
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distinguished by the zeal and efficiency

with which they discharge their own

duties, and having, therefore, a fair

right to demand similar exertions from

others. Lastly—and this is a conside

ration of no small weight—they are in

general men who are themselves losers

by the present division of the tutorial

income. The negligent professor, who

disregards the admonition of his college

superior, will perhaps feel a twinge for

his rebellion against constituted autho

rity; but the negligent tutor who dis

regards the committee, knows that he

is setting at nought the reasonable

commands of men to whom he owes

the bread that he eats — that, by his

indolence, he is doing what he can

to bring poverty upon those who are

willing to share with him the fruits of

their industry. A feeling more gall

ing to any honourable mind it is impos

sible to conceive. With regard, there

fore, to the professorial part of the

Commissioners' plan, we can only re

gard it as a spoiled edition of the pre

sent tutorial system. As for the mode

in which they propose to allocate the

remaining fourth of the tutorial income,

it is sufficient to say that it would bring

back, in an aggravated form, all the

disreputable practices so much com

W. of under the former system.”

We say, in an aggravated form; for it

must be remembered that the first part

of the arrangement, by which it is pro

posed to confide the task of education,

not to tutors, but to professors, deprives

the junior fellow of the most honourable

means of distinguishing himself as a

tutor, and therefore makes it the more

necessary for him to have recourse to

the other and less honourable agencies

alluded to.

The advantages of the tutorial sys

tem as a system of education are so

obvious, that its opponents are obliged

to have recourse to lamentations over

the decay of a certain friendly feeling

between tutor and pupil, which they

assert to have existed formerly in much

greater strength than at present, fos

tered, as they say, by the dependence

of the tutor on his pupils for his in

come. This feeling, so produced, the

Provost states to have been “profitable

for reproof and for correction” (“Sug

gestions,” p. 291); and he appears to

think that it has declined under the

present arrangement. When a com

petent witness makes an assertion as

to a matter of fact, it is difficult to

contradict him; but if it be so, we must

confess that our metaphysics are com

pletely at fault. That a man who de

pends upon another for his support

should, by that very dependence, be dis

posed to act the part of the fearless

friend described by the Provost—watch

ful to detect faults, and courageous to

reprover them, ready to exhort his

pupil to unpalatable duty, not anxious
to screen him from deserved censure—

does appear so much at variance with

the ordinary principles of human na

ture, that we find it exceedingly diffi

cult to believe it, even upon the Pro

vost's authority. If it was so, we can

only regard the tutor of his time as

one of those rare ethical curiosities

whose return can hardly be expected,

and in legislation should certainly not

be reckoned on. That this dependence

of the tutor on his pupil would induce

the former to exert himself to acquire

popularity we fully believe, and with

our reader's permission we shall quote

from the evidence before us a passage

which we think to be a fair description

of the manner in which this anxiety

would operate:–

“The most effective way to gain popula

rity with a large, and not the most deserv

ing portion of one's pupils is, never to cau

tion them at Term examinations, or refuse

them credit for the Term lectures; to inter

cede openly for them when in danger of in

curring the censure of other examiners or

lecturers; and if unsuccessful in such efforts

on their behalf, to condemn unsparingly the

act of the offending examiner or lecturer. It

is plain that such conduct would greatly

lower the character of the examinations and

lectures; and it is also plain that the in

ducements to it would be much greater under

the proposed plan than they are now. Si

"The evidence of the Provost, who is not friendly to the present system, may be quoted as

bearing on this point:—“The number of pupils under a tutor very often depended upon the

extent of his connexions—upon his habits of life, as leading him more into society—the ex

tent of his acquaintance with schoolmasters throughout the country; and, in times of political

excitement, his conspicuousness and forwardness in taking a part in political movements.

These influential causes being irrespective of a fellow's merits as a tutor, made the distribu

tion of pupils often very unsuitable.”—Suggestions, p. 290.
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milar remarks apply to other means by

which a tutor may gain popularity among

his pupils, such as procuring their exemp

tion by some excuse or other from all trou

blesome duties; obtaining for them remis

sion from all punishments; and in fine,

acting towards them on all occasions the

part of an advocate, rather than that of a

judicious friend and adviser.”—Correspon

dence, pp. 380, 381.

We are not friendly to any interfe

rence with the tutorial system. We

object to such interference as a ha

zardous experiment—as the destruction

of an arrangement which has confess

edly worked vast benefit, to replace

it by another, untried, necessarily im

perfect, having the weakness of the

tutorial system without its strength.

We object to such interference, be

cause the system which the Commis

sioners desire to remove is supported

by those whose testimony is rendered

valuable by long experience in the task

of education — doubly valuable by the

fact, that they are pecuniary losers by
the !". mode of dividing the tu

torial income.f Lastly, we object to

such interference, because we believe

that any attempt to revive, even par

tially, the old system, would introduce

all the favouritism and jealousies which

existed once, and which are now ex

tinct, not because men are better, but

because the temptation which brought

these feelings into life has passed away.

We have, in the next place, to direct

the attention of our readers to a point

of paramount importance in the eyes

of all those who, like ourselves, value

the prosperity of the Established

Church of Great Britain and Ireland—

we mean the proposal to open the

Divinity school to persons who are not

students of Trinity College. That the

rapid advance made by this school

within the last twenty years, its ad

mirable system of teaching, its high

and deserved reputation, should have

excited, in the friends of other insti

tutions, a desire to obtain for them a

share of these advantages, is, of course,

but natural; and accordingly we

find, that as early as February, 1852,

the Bishop of Down and Connor ad

dressed a lººr to the Commissioners,

urging upon them the propriety of ad

mitting graduates of the Queen's Uni

versity to the privileges of attending

the Divinity lectures, and obtaining

the Divinity Testimonium of the

University of Dublin. As the par

ticular plan suggested by the Bishop

has not been approved of by the Com

missioners, it is not necessary that we

should comment upon it at any length.

But our readers will, perhaps, be sur

}. to learn that a prelate of the

2stablished Church has seriously pro

osed that the Board of Trinity Col

ege shall accept the lectures of the

dean of residences (an officer whose

duties somewhat resemble those of the

junior dean in Trinity College) as an

equivalent for one-half of the Divinit

course, together with all the preli

minary religious education in the shape
of catechetical lectures, term exami

nations, and lectures in ethics, evi

dences of Christianity, &c., which they

require their own students to receive.

We were at first disposed to regard this

proposal as a grave joke or hoax, in

tended to try the tempers of the re

verend gentlemen who were called on

to accede to it; but, upon reflection, we

really believe that his lordship is in

earnest, and that he seriously con

siders the lectures of the dean of

residences to be equal in value to

the various lectures and examina

tions to which we have referred.

* The Provost (“Suggestions,” p. 290) appears to think that the dependence of the tutor on

his pupils for his income generated between them a species of parental feeling. As it is or

dinarily the parent who supports the child, this analogy seems to imply that under the

former system the tutor felt as though he were the son of his entire chamber. A curious and

complicated sensation.

f The Bishop of Cork (“Correspondence,” p. 382) is disposed to assign little weight to the

opinions of the tutorial committee, because they are pecuniary losers by the system which

they recommend. He seems to regard them as specimens of a class of men so disinterested as

to “lean against the evidence that would make for their private interests.” If the existence

of this class be with the Bishop a matter of experience, we cannot, of course, contradict him,

although to our limited intelligence it seems sufficiently startling. We can imagine that a

man may support a bad system because he gains by it, or a good one although he loses by

it; but that any one out of Bedlam should advocate a measure injurious to the public, because

it is also injurious to himself, is, we should have thought, new to psychology.
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As, however, the Board of Trinity

College have been (very stupidly) un

able to perceive the truth of this

equation, and as the Bishop seems to

apprehend that this obstinacy on their

part may oblige him to admit into the

ministry imperfectly-educated candi

dates, we trust that his lordship will

pardon us if we venture, with all be

coming modesty, to lay before him a

proposal of our own. This we do with

the more confidence, because, although

we call the proposal ours, it is in fact

a very obvious deduction from a

principle laid down by the Bishop

himself. We frankly admit that our

share in the discovery (we can call it

nothing less) is purely arithmetical.

Let us see how the matter stands. The

Bishop of Down and Connor is anxious

to provide efficient theological instruc

tion for the graduates of the Queen's

University. Trinity, College is so

bigotedly attached to her own system,

that she refuses to accept his estimate

of the theological instruction already

given in the new colleges. Very

disgraceful to Trinity College, cer

tainly ; but we do not see why it

should cause any perplexity to the

Bishop. Why not extend the ad

mirable machinery which the Queen's

Colleges already possess? Why not

have tico deans of residences? It is

lain that this will more than effect the

}. object ; for, if the lectures of

one dean of residences be equal to half

the divinity, course of Trinity Col

lege, plus all the instruction given to

her undergraduates in the Scriptures,

ethics, evidences, &c., it follows from

the everlasting laws of Cocker, that the

lectures of two deans of residences will

be equal to the entire divinity course,

plus double the amount of instruction

given by Trinity College in ethics,

&c., as aforesaid. Thus, as our readers

will perceive, the new divinity school

would not only be as good as that of

Trinity College, but would have, in

fact, a very considerable balance in its

favour. Neither is the plan which

we propose altogether unsupported by

precedent. Trinity College has a se

nior and junior dean; why should not

the Queen's Colleges have the same 2

Besides, as deans of residences receive

no salary, the development of this fer

tile conception would not cost one

farthing.

We have thus ventured to present to

the Bishop, a scheme deduced by com

mon arithmetic from his own princi

ples—simple, efficacious, cheap—which

will enable him, at the same time, and

without the outlay of a shilling, to pro

vide for the graduates of the Queen's

University all, and more than all, that

he now requires, and to punish Trinity

College for her stupid and presump

tuous bigotry. What could his lord

ship desire more ? In fact, the merits

of this plan are so obvious, that we

cannot believe that a man of his lord

ship's acuteness should have failed to

discover it. Why, then, did he hesi

tate to carry it into execution? Could

it have been that his lordship doubted

the truth of his own principles?—or

that he felt a twinge of compassion for

the besotted and eclipse-doomed Uni

versity of Dublin? Surely it could

not have been, that what his lordship

sought from Trinity College was, not

Divinity education, but the Divinity

Testimonium, and that, provided he

could obtain the Hall mark, he was

careless whether the article itself was

gold or pewter.

Passing, however, from the bishop's

proposal, which has disturbed our

wonted gravity, we come to con

sider a more important document,

namely, the recommendation of the

Commissioners. After effecting a con

siderable reduction in the bishop's

estimate of deans of residences by

the expressed opinion, that “it can

hardly be expected that the lectures

of the deans of residences will be.

come more than equivalent to the

catechetical lectures or examinations

in Trinity College” (“Report,” p.

27), they recommend “ that gradu

ates of the Queen's University, who

are recommended by the bishop, in

whose diocese the Queen's Č.
where they have been educated is situ

ated, should have an opportunity of

ursuing theological studies in the

ivinity school of the Dublin Uni

versity, and should be entitled to re

ceive such certificate as the Board

might think proper to give of their

having completed the two years' course

in Divinity” (Ibid). The objection

made by the Board, “that a certificate

given by the College, in connexion with

the Divinity courses, must convey the

judgment of the governing body of the

College respecting the completeness of

the education received by the person
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obtaining the certificate—its complete

ness in artibus, as well as in sancta

theologia”—they propose to obviate,

by establishing two classes of certifi

cates; one, the present testimonium, to

be given only to those who have gra

duated in the University of Dublin;

and another, differing from the testi

monium in form, to be given to gra

duates of the Queen's University. This

recommendation is undoubtedly free

from the obvious objections which may

be made to the proposal of the Bishop

of Down. It does not attach the same

absurd over-estimate to the lectures of

the deans of residences, nor does it

require Trinity College to state that a

year passed in attendance upon lec

tures, of which she knows nothing, has

been passed in the sedulous study of

theology. Neither does the recom

mendation of the Commissioners, pro

ſessedly at least, require Trinity Col

lege toplace the graduates of the Queen's

University upon a par with her own

students. Still it appears to us that

this proposal, under any form, is open

to very grave objection, and we have

the less scruple in expressing our dis

sent from it, because upon this point

the Commissioners themselves are not

unanimous. Mr. Cooper has not only

refused to agree to the recommendation

of his colleagues, but has thought it

right tojº on record his"...]".

of it, and the reasons upon which that

disapproval is founded. These reasons,

which appear to us to possess very

great weight, are as follows:–

“1. That in the act 8th and 9th Vict,

c. 66, establishing the Queen's Colleges in

Ireland, no allusion whatever is made to the

University of Dublin or Trinity College; and

that in the patents of incorporation of the

Queen's Colleges, it is stated that they are to

be established ‘for students in arts, law,

physic, and other useful learning,' and ex

cluding the duty that the students ‘ad colen

dam virtutem et religionem adjuventur,’ as

in the charter of the Dublin University, thus

showing that no connexion was contemplated

between the Queen's University and the Uni

versity of Dublin.

“2. That I do not conceive that, under

the terms of our commission, we have any

authority to recommend changes not strictly

within the limit of the ‘state, discipline, and

revenues of the University of Dublin, and

the College of the Holy and Undivided Tri

nity therein, and of all and singular the col

leges and schools in said university.'

“3. That should I be in error in my se

cond objection, I do not think it prudent, nor

conducive to the welfare of the United

Church of England and Ireland, that two

distinct classes of candidates for the ministry

should issue from the Dublin University."—

Report, p. 28.

With regard to the first two of Mr.

Cooper's reasons, we shall content our

selves with briefly expressing our con

currence in them. We believe that

this recommendation is inconsistent

with the principles upon which the

Queen's Colleges were founded, and

that it does not fall within the proper

1. of the University Commission.

ut although we fully admit the truth

and importance of these reasons, they

- are, of course, very inferior in general

interest to the third. The public are

more likely to inquire whether the re

commendation itself be good, than

whether it be consistent with the prin

ciples of any other institution, or whe

ther the Commissioners had any right to

make it. Nor is it desirable that so

grave a question should be discussed

upon grounds which have even the ap

pearance of technicality. But we dis

sent from the recommendation of the

Commisioners, because we think, with

Mr. Cooper, that it is prejudicial to
the welfare of the Established Church,

and because we think further, that it

is unjust to the University of Dublin.

We have not the slightest inclination

to undervalue the system of teaching

pursued in the Queen's Colleges, or to

think lightly of the benefit which the

country may derive from their institu

tion. We believe that they are cal

culated to serve many important pur

poses, and we wish them every success

in so doing; but we candidly confess

that we do not think the education of

the clergy to be one of the ends, to the

accomplishment of which their system

can be very successfully directed; and

believing, as we do, with Mr. Cooper,

that it was no part of their original

design, we cannot view the reservation

which we have made as in any respect

a censure. . It is not necessary to con

sider whether the education given at

the Queen's Colleges be or be not, on

the whole, inferior to that given in

Trinity College. Perhaps we may have

our own opinions on that point; but

having the fear of the Bishop of Down

and Connor before our eyes, we shall

not bring his lordship's wrath upon our
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heads by any “unmerited" or “un

provoked observations.”—Correspon

dence, p. 373.

It is sufficient that the education is

different, and it may therefore be rea

sonably expected that it will not be

found equally well adapted to everyone

of the ends which Trinity College pro

fesses to carry out. Thus in the Queen's

University a degree may be obtained

by a person who never saw a Bible, who

never heard of such a thing as moral

philosophy, and with whom Christiani

ty, nay, Theism itself are, not exactly

“open questions,” but questions about

which he has never thought at all. Nay

more, if he be unfortunately encum

bered with any information on these

subjects, the degree examination in

the Queen's University affords him no

opportunity for making use of it.

We do not censure this arrangement,

which, so far at least as regards the

knowledge essential to the obtaining

a degree, was rendered necessary by

the circumstances of the case; but, be

tween a system which renders a certain

amount of religious knowledge neces

sary, and another which renders that

knowledge useless, to the attainment of

a degree, there can be, we suppose, but

little difficulty of choice as to the fit

test school for the education of a

Christian minister. Without, there

fore, instituting any general compari

son between the system of the Queen's

University and that of the University

of Dublin, we say without hesitation

that, considered as the ground

work of a clerical education, the

undergraduate course of the former

is decidedly inferior to that of the

latter; and for this reason, we think

that the recommendation of the Com

missioners is open to the objection

urged by the Board against the pro

posal of the Bishop of Down:—

“If we agree to such a proposal, we

should become instrumental in sending forth

a class of students who had received an edu

cation very inferior to that now given."—

Correspondence, p. 366.

Again, we have said that the recom

mendation of the Commissioners is

unjust to the University of Dublin;

for it, in fact, requires them to give up

a large portion of the inducement

which they now offer to the student to

receive his education in Trinity Col

lege. The existence of some such

argument was probably present to the

mind of the Bishop of Down, when he

insisted upon the point, that the

Queen's University was “established,

not in the spirit of rivalry, but as a

handmaid,” &c. — Correspondence, p.

364.

We do not know what precise mean

ing the Bishop attaches to the word

“rivalry,” but if he means to assert

that there is no competition between

two institutions whose duties are to a

great extent identical, and whose in

come depends very largely upon the

manner in which those duties are per

formed, we must take leave to tell his

lordship that such a principle is opposed

to the very alphabet of economical

science. There must be such competi

tion, and it would be very injurious

indeed to the public if there were not;

and such being the case, it is mani

festly unjust to compel one institution

to share with another, advantages

acquired by long years of unremitting

exertion. Trinity College claims no

monopoly of education; but she may

object, and fairly object, to a change

which would oblige her to share with

an institution of yesterday the reputa

tion which the labours of three hundred

years have conferred upon her.

In treating of the law school of

Dublin, the Commissioners have made

a recommendation in which we most

heartily concur—namely, that the act

of Parliament which requires candi

didates for admission to the Irish Bar

to keep terms in London, should be

repealed (“Report,” pp. 31, 94). This

recommendation' appears to have been

adopted at the suggestion of a com

mittee of the Board, and has the

sanction of the Right Hon. Francis

Blackburne, Dr. Longfield, and Dr.

Anster. That the act referred to

occasions to the Irish law student a

large expenditure of time and money,

which might be more profitably be

stowed, and thus interferes most inju

riously with the formation of an effi

cient Law School in Dublin, seems to

be denied by nobody. One, and only

one argument has been, as far as we

are aware, urged in defence of it.

This we give in the words of the

Provost, who seems to consider it

decisive against the repeal of the

existing law —

“One change I should deprecate, namely,

the making the professional law education
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here independent of attendances at the of—

fices and the Inns of Court in England.

Such a measure would tend most seriously

to keep the two countries separate."—Sugges

tions, p. 292.

With respect to this argument, we

have merely to say that the Provost

entirely misstates , the effect, which

such a change would have. The ten

dency of the measure recommended

by the Commissioners would be, we

readily admit, to keep the Bar of this

country distinct from that of England.

Does the Provost wish to amalgamate

them 2 Is he one of those who would

approve of a transference of our su

perior courts to Westminster—or, re

taining the courts, would he centralise

the benchers, and give to one authority

(in London of course) the right of ad

mitting candidates to practise at either

bar 2 "We trust not. But if he does

not advocate either of these most ruinous

measures, what becomes of the force

of his argument 2 For, as long as the

Bar in Ireland is distinct from the Bar

in England, there is no more reason

that the Irish law-student should keep

terms in London, than that the Eng

lish law-student should be compelled
to devour a certain quantity of beef

and mutton in Henrietta-street. And

the imposition of a rule upon one class

from which the other is free, can ge

nerate no friendly union, but does, in

deed, tend to produce the effect which

the Provost expects from an opposite

course, reminding, and , most pain

fully, the Irish student of his own in

ferior position, distinct, yet not inde

pendent. Such a rule may indeed

well be said “to keep the two countries

separate.”

Many other recommendations of

great importance have been made by

the Commissioners: of these, we may

mention the proposals—

“That the royal statutes should undergo

a complete revision, with the view of re

moving much that is obsolete, and enlarg

ing, in some respects, the powers of the go

verning body of the university—that no dis

tinction should be made between noblemen,

fellow-commoners, and pensioners, with re

spect to the course of education required for

the degree of Bachelor of Arts; and that the

general obligation to enter holy orders, now

imposed on fellows, should be abolished."—

Report, pp. 92-93.)

With the first two of these we heartily

concur, as indeed we do with nearly

all which has emanated from theCom

missioners, except where we have ex

pressed our dissent. Obsolete laws

admit of no defence—they are simply

and purely mischievous. Too great

strictness in the rules imposed upon

an institution, is a fatal bar to in

provement; and, with regard to dis

tinctions of rank, we think that the

domain of science and literature should

be governed upon principles absolutely

republican. }. the third of the re

commendations which we have enu

merated involves questions of very

great difficulty ; for while we full

admit our dislike to any systemwº

has the effect of forcing any one into

the sacred office of the ministry, we

cannot conceal from ourselves thestrong

probability that the removal of this

restriction would cause very consider

able difficulties in the working of the

Divinity school. Perhaps these diffi

culties would be removed, or at least

greatly diminished by the adoption of

another suggestion of the Commis

sioners, namely, that there should be

established a number of septennial fel

lowships, to be elected to after an ex

amination similar to the present, with

one exception, namely, that a course

of divinity should be substituted for

the mathematics and physics of the

present course. Into this very diffi

cult question our limits will not per

mit us to enter, and we can only ex

press a hope that, in a matter which so

deeply concerns not the University

only, but also the welfare of the Pro

testant Church, we may not have to

*i. any rash or hasty legislation.

efore we conclude, we must make

a few remarks upon a general tendency

which pervades the Report before us,

and which we cannot but regard as in

dicating a false and dangerous policy—

we mean, a tendency to render the

constitution of the College and Univer

sity even more oligarchical than it is,

in practice at least, at present. This

tendency appears in several pas

sages of the Report; we shall quote

one or two of the most remark

able. We do not lay much stress

upon the proposal to transfer to the

Board the powers at present nominally

possessed by the University Senate, in

asmuch as this transference would

give to the Board no power which

they do not, in fact, possess; at the
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same time we confess that we should

be disposed to give to the University

Senate a real power, which is now en

joyed by the Board; namely, the elec

tiºn of the Chancellor. Any measure

which would tend to strengthen the

tie between the University and its for

mer alumni—a tie which is much too

weak—would be, we think, highly be

neficial to both. Perhaps the passage

in which the tendency to which we

allude appears most strongly, is the

following. After recommending the

abolition of the tutorial committee,

the Commissioners say :-

“The business now performed by them

cusht, we think, to be performed by the

Bºard. We have recommended that the

senior fellows should not be eligible to pro

fessorships; we think that they should limit

their attention to the government of the

college. We think, however, that they are

quite able to discharge the entire of this

duty, and that they ought not to entrust a

large part of it to a voluntary committee.”

—Report, p. 16.

The policy here laid down is, we

have no hesitation in saying, retro

grade and mischievous. Nothing could

be more fatal to the interests of educa

tion than the marked line which the

Commissioners wish to draw between

the governing body and the educating

body. For the science of education is

like every other science, essentially

progressive. A system which was

highly approved of in 1820, may have

fallen into disfavour in 1840, and be

entirely exploded in 1860. Under

these circumstances, it is absolutely ne

cessary that among those to whom is

entrusted the government of such an

institution as Trinity College, there

should be at least some whose dail

practical acquaintance with the busi

ness of teaching gives them a continued

experience, not of what education was,

but of what it is. Such seems to have

been the opinion of the authorities of

Cambridge, when they appointed a

Board of Studies, taken from among the

most distinguished professors and lec

turers, to preside over one of the most

important departments of their aca

demic course. Such was the feeling

of the English Commissioners when

they recommended that the governing

bodies of Oxford" and Cambridge

should be widened either by the in

crease of the number of Boards of Stu

dies as at Cambridge, or by giving

increased powers to the Congregation

as at Oxford—and such is the princi

! carried out, imperfectly it is true,

y the control which the tutorial com

mittee exercise over undergraduate

lectures.

This wise and enlightened policy,

acted on by the heads of at least one of

the Fnglish universities, sanctioned and

extended by their Commissioners, and

carried out in Trinity College, although

neither as fully nor as directly as it

ought to be, the Dublin Commissioners

have thought proper to reverse. By pro

viding, that no professorships ...iſ be

held by the senior fellows, and thus

taking the work of education wholly

out of their hands, they have removed

all possibility of their preserving and

acquiring the ºf experience to

which we have alluded. At the same

time, they propose to remove all in.

terference, direct or indirect, with their

authority, and to give them uncon

trolled power over collegiate education.

We have said “uncontrolled ;” we

may add, uncriticised. Every person

familiar with the working of Trinity

College, knows how much the pro

fº. and liberal spirit of later years

as been due to the presence within the

walls of a body of men competent to

form a sound opinion as to the acts of

the Board, and independent enough to

speak that opinion freely, either in cen

sure or suggestion. The position and

income of the tutors has been hitherto

practically subject to no interference.

* The following passagefrom the Oxford“Report" is important, as showing the opinion of the

Commissioners on this point:—“We have before shewn that the power of legislation belonged,

in early times, to those who were actually engaged in giving instruction, and that causes of

a temporary nature, in a great degree, determined the successive interventions by which the

government of the University was reduced to a narrow oligarchy. There is no reason why an

arrangement which may have been thought at one time advisable, whether from state policy

or other motives, should be perpetuated for ever. It is anomalous that . . .

the professors and tutors have, as such, no right to suggest or amend, or even discuss any

measure, how much soever it may affect the literary and educational interests of the place."—

Oxford Report, pp. 11, 12.
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They succeed to their office according

to a fixed rule, retain it on conditions

prescribed by law, and receive through

their own officer an income with which

no other person has anything to do.

This independent position, the Com

missioners, as we have seen, propose to

destroy, by placing three-fourths of the

tutorial income at the disposal of the

Board, to be paid by them to professors

elected by tº, and, we pre

sume, removable at their discretion.

Who can look for any free criticism

from a body so circumstanced ; and

what Board, not absolutely composed

of angels, would be likely to tolerate

such criticism from their own depen

dents? Is there no reason to fear that

they will use the weapon which is thus

put into their hands, to terminate so

unpleasant a discipline—“ut si quis

memorem libertatis vocem aut in sena

tu, aut in populo misisset, statim virga

securesque etiam ad cetorum metum

expedirentur.” This policy, on the part

of the Commissioners, is no mere error

of detail or hasty experiment. It is

far worse; it is a step in the wrong di
rection.

But we must bring these remarks to

a close. If, in commenting upon the

changes which the Commissioners are

desirous to introduce, we have dwelt at

some length upon the few points in

which we think them to be wrong,

assing hastily by the very great ma–

jority, in which they are undoubtedly

right, it is because we believe that the

welfare of the Established Church, and

the general interests of education,

will be deeply affected by all that con

cerns the Divinity ... the tutorial

.."; and the principles on which

the University should be governed.

And there is another reason. The Uni

versity Commissioners.. no aid

from us. There is but little danger

that the Government or the public will
under-estimate recommendations which

bear the stamp of such an authority.

Much more is it to be dreaded that

their opinion should overbear the truth

where they are wrong, than fail to en

force it where they are right. And,

indeed, many of the recommendations

belonging to the latter class are of such

obvious utility, that they scarcely re

quire or admit of discussion.

That many of these recommenda

tions will be carried into effect, we hope

and believe. But we have ventured to

point out some, less perhaps in number

than in importance, from which, with

all respect for their illustrious authors,

we should only expect detriment—to the

University, to the interests of educa

tion, and to the welfare of our common

country.

* If they be not so removable, the check over the indolent professor will be much less than

the present check over the indolent tutor.
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I Hope, my dear Anthony, that, notwithstanding the avocations that chain you

down to a town existence, you have, some time or other during your life, been

able to break from your tether at such a season as this, and scamper away to

the country. Not truer is the instinct, believe me, that leads the anting hind

to the water-brooks, or the wild bee to the heathery knolls and the breezy

hill-tops, than that which makes man's better nature long for the bright, beauti

ful, glorious, peaceful country, at such a season. Yes, this is the time to flee

the city : for, as sang the “iolly shephearde's swain” of Edmund Spencer,

concerning this same month—

“Now the sunne hath reared upp

His fierie-footed teme,

Making his way between the Cupp

And golden Diademe:

The rampant Lyon hunts he fast,

With dogges of noysome breath,

Whose balefull barking brings in hast,

Pyne, plagues, and dreerie death.”

When the blistering glare of a city, reflected from white, glowing flags, and

plate-glass windows of mighty monster-shops, makes the eyes ache and the

temples throb ; when the heavy electrical atmosphere, thickened with the soot

and carbon of many a chimney, chokes free respiration, weighing down the

mind. and, as it were, clogging the heart; when the frame is hot, the energies

languid—the intellect vapid, and the spirits dissipated– oh! how one then

thirsts for a draught from out those springs which can alone refresh body and

soul—the repose of some deep sylvan shade—the freshness of a solitary hill

side — the coolness of the sea-beach, or the margin of some dark, dull river.

How one then hungers after the pure, the true, the natural—in a word, for the

country. And he, indeed, must be bound by a strong chain, or have but the

pitiful and broken spirit of the long-time captive, who would not, at such a sea

son, struggle hard for his liberty.

Well, if it be that you have never yet so freed yourself (that you have not

struggled to do so I will never believe), you can, at least, form some estimate of

the charms of which I speak. You have, doubtless, many a time and oft, hung

long and lovingly a-gaze over those exquisite pictures, of Cuyp, and Claude

Lorraine, and Poussin, which breathe, as it were, the very soul of rural loveli

ness. Happily you have now the opportunity of so doing, to an extent that

you have never before enjoyed. You have but to enter the Fine Arts Hall at

our Great Exhibition, and realise, at least to the sight, all that we who are in

the country enjoy through every sense and every fibre. Go there now, in the

hot noon, and, as it were, Aladdin-like, borne away by the ministrations of the
vol. XLII.-No. CCXLVIII. R
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obedient Genie of the lamp, pass in a moment from the dry, dusty, glaring

town to the country. Heed not the statuary grouped before you, nor the gor

geous manufactures on your right; nor let the sound of loom, or shuttle, or the

more distant whirring of multiplex machine-labour seduce you from your path,

nor tarry to gaze at the beautiful offerings which near you, on the left, Germany,

and France, and Belgium spread out. Leave all these, beautiful and brilliant

though they be ; leave them for the present, for they tell of art and of the city,

and you look only for nature and the country; but pass on till you reach the

halls dedicated to the finest exhibition of paintings that have ever been brought

together in any city of our empire. Linger and loiter as long as you will through

these courts, and you will feel, as you contemplate the works of modern painters, as

well as those of the great masters of by-gone days, how the pencil of the limner can

teach the eye to cheat the mind, and as it were transport you spiritually, nay,

almost bodily, into the midst of those sylvan scenes which their genius reproduces.

Look here upon those glowing skies, burning with the ruddy hues of morning, and

the long line of sunlight streaming athwart the surface of the rippling water, as

the summits of the tiny waves catch and break the yellow radiance, till you can

fancy the waves are bridged over with a causeway of light, or that the angel

trodden ladder of the patriarch's vision has fallen down from heaven, and is

floating, with its golden rundles, upon the water. See the fresh life all around—

the flocks straying over the sunlit plains—the steers and the horses moving be

neath the wains filled with the fragrant hay or the yellow heads of the early

harvest crop. Or, look at that most beautiful Cuyp – where the light of early

morning comes more cool and sober over the quiet scenery. Have you ever

seen anything so true and life-like as that cow which the maid is milking,

while the swain, her lover belike, stands beside her ?—and there, too, in the

river, you see the cattle are standing, patient and contemplative, as they always

are when left to themselves. There again is another picture by the same

master. See with what a subdued warmth the light comes from the clouded

sky, all across the expanse of water; and the cattle — such cattle as that

inimitable artist painted 1–reposing on the low pasture in the foreground. The

shepherd lad is lying in luxurious enjoyment, with his dog beside him ; while

upon the hill that rises steeply on the right, two horsemen are plodding their

early way to the distant city.

Or, if you will choose an evening scene, search out one of those where the

woods fling their long shadows over the green fields, and the smoke steals

gently upward, in a thin vapoury curl, from some snug homestead, whose

roof is partially seen through the tree-tops; and in the foreground you see the

matron with her children upon the green sward, and the sylvan husband, with his

brown-browed farm-servant, releasing the draught-horses from their carts; and

the sky is flushing with the rich hues of eventide, and crimson clouds float along

the horizon. But you must not fail to see how Cuyp paints an evening also.

Look at that landscape, where the foreground is occupied with the sluggish

river, and the marshy banks that scarce rise above it at either side. What

serenity and repose is all around 2 The kine have browsed their fill through the

long day, and now lie ruminating upon the pasture, save one that yet stands.

The goat and sheep throng together, and the water-fowl plash and revel in the

weekly grass, the maid comes to milk the cows, and the farm-servants are placing

the last load of hay on the wain in the meadow.

But better still, if you will be indeed refreshed, go at noon,when the sun is the

sultiest and the shade the smallest, and cool yourself with the contemplation of

one of the pictures of summer noontide. Look upon those pictures of Turner

and of Wilson, or that of Poussin–dark, deep, and umbrageous—with the light

coming in from the back, and the trees rising thick and precipitous on each side,

filling the mind with the sense of cool, still, solitary enjoyment—which is enhanced

by the two figures, suggesting that so enjoyable a scene is not unenjoyed. Or,

fancy yourself leaning drowsily over the battlement of yonder rude old bridge;

look down upon the stream that runs, half in sunshine, half in the shadow of those

dense-leaved birch, and willows, and beech, that hang over the water, and even

drop their fringe-like branches into it. See that little cove-like spot, where the

atch of white river-sand runs up upon the depressed margin, marking that there

is here a shallow in the stream. This is a favourite spot for the cattle, and you
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see them standing knee-deep in the water, crowded together where the shade is

densest. But the blue sky is fervent and cloudless, for there is not even a fleck

of white sailing over its expanse; and you feel that there is not a breath

of wind to stir the leaves or ripple the water, but that all around is deep,

intense, unbroken repose—as though sated nature had retired to contemplate, in

silent complacency, the fulness of her fruition. Go, my dear Anthony, by all

means; and when you have indulged in the sweet reveries which such sights

may well awaken, and thus dream yourself away into the country, forget not to

feel grateful to those who had the good taste, as well as the boldness, to intro

duce the muse of painting amongst the sterner deities who preside over industry

and science.

And now that I have, in some sort, provided for you a rural summer in town

to gratify your eye, I would endeavour also to cheat your ear, and thus lead you

away in fancy to partake with me of some of those sylvan scenes of my own

home. Come, then, and listen while I discourse in verse to you of sweet summer

noontide; such noontides as I love with a love unspeakable—as I can describe

but faintly. Here is something that you must not sing lustily, as if you were at

apic-nic after a glass or two of champagne; but chant it, dear Anthony, if you

love me, in a low, pleasant, drowsy, monotonous chant, as though you were

lying on your back, with half-closed eyes, in yonder greenwood bower by the

Broºk-side –

NoonTIDE.-A CHANT.

I,

Noontide, deep summer noontide, still and dreamy!—

How sweet to rest within some close-leaved bower,

While the gold sunlight quivereth hot and gleamy

Through the green curtains in a broken shower.

Hush l—there is not a sound, save that by starts

Chirpeth the grasshopper; and then the ear,

Cheated by silence, seemeth even to hear

The thick, fast beating of our own full hearts.

II.

Noontide, sweet summer noontide 1–How delicious

To lie by cool, still waters, musingly,

And dream of passionate things the spirit wishes,

Languidly gazing on the outspread skyl

See —there is not a cloud to fleck the light,

Serene and gorgeous, of yon fervid dome,

Lit by its sun-lamp. There, as to her home,

The soul would take for evermore her flight.

Very well “intoned,” indeed, Anthony, for a first attempt; onlyyou mustn't throw

too much of that nasal drone into your voice, as if you were playing a pibroch on

a Scotch bagpipe. Now I shall compensate you with something upon the

same theme which you may sing; but I fear you must call in the aid of some

others (a very easy and a very pleasant thing withal around a certain mahogany

table that I wot of), unless, indeed, you have got a polyglot voice, and can sing

four parts yourself; for my distinguished friend, Joseph Robinson, has “done”

these my poor lines to music with such exquisite skill that you can actually hear

the whistle of the blackbird and the chirp of the grasshopper; ay, and the

dash of the water over the mill-wheel :—

NOONTIDE.-A GLEE.

I.

'Tis noontide, 'tis noontide, so glowing and still ;

No shade on the meadow, no breeze on the hill,

No wave on the waters that languidly glide—

'Tis noontide in summer, the dreamy noontide.
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At noontide how pleasant to lie near the rill,

Where the waters fall bright o'er the wheel of the mill,

And gaze on their sheen, half awake, half a-dream,

*Till you think they are Naiads that dwell in the stream.

'Tis noontide, 'tis noontide, so glowing and still;

No shade on the meadow, no breeze on the hill,

No wave on the waters that languidly glide—

'Tis noontide in summer, the dreamy noontide.

II.

Or deep in the greenwood to loiter along,

And list to the blackbird's and grasshopper's song ;

And mark on the leaves where the sun-showers break,

*Till they ripple like waves on a moon-lighted lake.

"Twixt morn at its rising, and eve at its close,

Comes noon, like a spirit of calm and repose—

Leave toil for the morning, and care for the night,

, But each thought of our noon should be peaceful and bright.

'Tis noontide, ’tis noontide, so glowing and still,

No shade on the meadow, no breeze on the hill,

No wave on the waters that languidly glide—

'Tis noontide in summer, the dreamy noontide.

The spirit of song certainly comes strong upon one on a summer noontide,

such as }. now endeavouring to create before your mental vision; but it is a

moralising spirit, ever tinctured with a shade of sadness — at least, so it is with

me. I believe, indeed, that some such feeling is the inalienable concomitant of

sensuous pleasure, especially when it is enjoyed in the fulness of repose; and so

we find that a sigh is often “the best interpreter" of happiness, and a tear the

sweetest indicator of joy. In truth, one never knows what place to assign to

sighs and tears in this world of ours — whether they are to be classified as the

ministers of pleasure or of pain, for we meet them everywhere—the handmaidens

of all strong emotions—even as in external nature we continually find light and

shade alternating and succeeding one another, administering each at times to

our enjoyment and to our discomfort. Just so, dear Anthony, have I wit

nessed, upon one of those same summer noons, the light of the sun overcast in a

moment, the meridian glow chilled by a sudden breeze that sprang up — none

could say how or where — sweeping down like some dark spirit upon the

smiling waters, and brushing their peaceful surface with its rude wings. And

when I see such a change, I muse upon it, for I know it is a page of nature's

homilies that may be read with deep instruction. It is a meet remembrancer of

the fluctuations of life—how agitation, and sorrow, and gloom, may surprise us

in the midst of repose, and pleasure, and sunshine. But I will moralise the

matter for you in song. You may sing my verses yourself, if you will, to a beau

tiful melody, “The Gentle Maiden,” which you will find in Bunting; but you

will do far better to get the same assistance to which I have already referred, only

be sure that amongst the choir you have our worthy old friend, Terry Magrath

— I say old, in relation to the friend, and not to the man, inasmuch as he has

long evinced a most obstinate determination never to grow old — a determina

tion which, I must say, appears to become more inveterate every day of his life.

Let Terry, I say, be one of them, for he has harmonised the song for four voices,

with that felicity and skill in which he has never been rivalled:–

THE LEAF ON THE STREAM.

I.

At noontide I mused by a stream, reclining,

That peacefully stray'd the willows along,

And watch'd how it bore on its waters shining

The leaves with a dulcet song.—

Thus be it my fate, like leaflets lightly,

'Alid sunshine and song for ever to glide:

Let life's tranquil current but waſt me brightly,

I care not how swift its tide.
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II. * . *, *. * * *

A summer breeze came o'er the waters creeping, "...” “...a

A cloud cast its gloom the shining stream o'er," "

And dark rolled the ripples adown it sweeping— "...!->

The leaves sank, to rise no more 1– "... 1

Ah! such is too oft the fate before us, * -

While heedless and gay we sport on life's wave;

Disaster and sorrow sweep darkly o'er us,

And hurry us on to the grave.

Now that I have got you, in fancy at least, round “the festive board,” as

they call it, I .# can do no better than to keep youthere while we have a few

more songs; and if I know you, my dear Anthony—as, I think, after many years

and much intercourse, I do thoroughly —you are not the man to interrupt the

pleasant converse of friends, or to loosen the social fetters as long as there is a song

or a story to keep them together. So, then, I will still minister to you songs

fit for a summer day— not for the noon alone, but for the morning, and the

evening, and the night. Hand, now, these verses to B–t—e, and let him in

provise an air to them. I know few who will do more justice to a sentiment

than he – -

YouTH.

I

Oh, golden light of youth

How pure and warm thou art,

When Faith, and Hope, and Truth,

Like sunshine, flood the heart.

II.

Like Orient beams that creep

Across the desert lone,

And wake up tones that sleep

In Memnon's form of stone—

III.

So through our young life steals

The light of love along,

Till soon the heart reveals

Its strange sweet joy in song.

IV.

Oh, gorgeous dreams of youth !

How glorious—yet how vain

Fair visions, so like truth,

They cheat the heart and brain,

v.

As when the sun rays flow

On mist-wreaths in the even,

And make them blush and glow,

Like angels fresh from heaven.

VI.

Thus bright are young life's dreams—

They fade when comes the even ;

And what celestial seems

Are mists from earth, not heaven.

“Well, well,” I think I hear you say, my dear Anthony, “it is all as it should

be, I suppose, Jonathan."
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Yes it is, Anthony. If the golden light fades away, and the gorgeous dream

vanishes, and if evening comes – as come it must to all — let us take heed, my

friend, that with its shadows comes its sweetness also– with its silence comes its

tranquillity. The memory of days not ill-spent makes declining life bright and

cheerful, as the light of the sun (after he has set) spreads a tender glory over

the last clouds of evening. And so here is a song of eventide, of such an evening

as we would ever wish to close our summer day—peaceful, solemn, holy —

eveninG.

I.

See the shadows now are stealing,

Slowly down the mountain's breast—

Hark! the turret bells are pealing,

Cheerily the hour of rest.

Now the mellow daylight closes;

All the world from toil reposes;

Every breeze has sunk and died—

'Tis the peaceful Eventide.

II.

O'er the vale the mists are creeping;

Chanting hive-ward wends the bee:

One by one the stars are!.
Through the welkin tranquilly.

Murmuring, like a child a-dreaming,

Starlight on its ripples gleaming,

Through the mead the brook doth glide,

In the solemn Eventide.

III.

Oh! how sweet, at day's declining,

"Tis to rest from earth-born care;

Gazing on those far worlds shining,

Dreaming that our home is there.

Though the shadowy gates of Even

Shut out earth, they open heaven,

Where the soul would fain abide

In the holy Eventide.

A summer's evening in the country brings with it many pleasant thoughts.

Out of doors there is the dance, by the road-side or on the green, hurling and

foot-ball, leaping and casting the stone, and all those manly, rustic sports which

were discontinued through many a weary year of famine, and sickness, and sor

row, but which, thank heaven, one again sees now-a-days—not, perhaps, with

all the sprightliness of old times, or as thronged as before death and emigration

thinned the numbers of our peasants, and robbed us of the flower and the beauty,

as well as the muscle and the sinew of the people—our young men and ouryoung

maidens—leaving the old and the decrepidtºº and die away. Ah, well!

the time will come again, I trust, when as strong arms and as light feet will

assemble at the summer trysting ; and may it be that they will be better still

than the generation that preceded them — schooled by their trials — taught by

their hard experiences—and fitter to fill that great place in the social polity of a

nation which the people ever should fill. Meanwhile, let me recall one of the

rustic recollections of a summer evening, when a fair girl contrived to elude the

vigilant ears of a purblind grandmother, and left her spinning-wheel, to ramble

by moonlight with her sweetheart. I have thrown the incident into a song—it

must be sung to one of those airs which young girls chant so sweetly to the hum

of their spinning, wheels, but which you will now hear more rarely than when I

was a boy, Anthony. Here, give the paper to Bishop, and let him sing the

verses to the air of “The Little House under the Hill.” But stay a moment,
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Jack, until I insense you, as we say in the country, into the spirit of the song.

Remember to what instrument you are supposed to be singing — a spinning

wheel. Now, don't look so dramatically indignant—I mean no offence to your

manhood. The lever which you move with your foot is your metronome, and

will keep you in time, and the humming wheel is your accompaniment. So

then you will sing equably, but not monotonously, Jack; and your refrain must

ring roundly, as it were, save the third verse, wherein you must in the last four

lines so retard the time and “aggravate” your voice, as Bully Bottom says, that

you shall demonstrate to your auditory how the girl is minding her spinning less

and her lover more than— is good for her, mayhap; and then you will make

your pauses in the refrain to mark how the wheel, when left to itself, goes

round unsteadily, and with a chuck, at each revolution, as the impulse given by

the last pressure of the girl's foot is just able to drag up the crank to the highest

º and then the weight of the foot-lever brings it down again. So, now

et's hear what you can do :—

A SPINNING-wheel, song.

AIR-"The Little House under the Hill.”

I.

Mellow the moonlight to shine is beginning;

Close by the window young Eileen is spinning;

Bent o'er the fire her blind grandmother, sitting,

Is croaning, and moaning, and drowsily knitting—

“Eileen, achora, I hear some one tapping.”—

“'Tis the ivy, dear mother, against the glass flapping.”

“Eileen, I surely hear somebody sighing.”—

“'Tis the sound, mother dear, of the summer wind dying.”

Merrily, cheerily, noisily whirring,

Swings the wheel, spins the reel, while the foot's stirring;

Sprightly, and lightly, and airily ringing,

Thrills the sweet voice of the young maiden singing.

II.

“What's that noise that I hear at the window, I wonder 2"—

“Tis the little birds chirping the holly-bush under."—

“What makes you be shoving and moying your stool on,

And singing all wrong that old song of ‘The Coolun’?”—

There's a form at the casement—the form of her true love—

And he whispers, with face bent, “I’m waiting for you, love;

Get up on the stool, through the lattice step lightly,

We'll rove in the grove while the moon's shining brightly.”

Merrily, cheerily, noisily whirring,

Swings the wheel, spins the reel, while the foot's stirring;

Sprightly, and lightly, and airily ringing,

Thrills the sweet voice of the young maiden singing.

III.

The maid shakes her head, on her lip lays her fingers,

Steals up from the seat—longs to go, and yet lingers;

A frightened glance turns to her drowsy grandmother,

Puts one foot on the stool, spins the wheel with the other.

Lazily, easily, swings now the wheel round ;

Slowly and lowly is heard now the reel's sound ;

Noiseless and light to the lattice above her

The maid steps—then leaps to the arms of her lover.

Slower—and slower—and slower the wheel swings;

Lower—and lower—and lower the reel rings;

Ere the reel and the wheel stopped their ringing and moving,

Through the grove the young lovers by moonlight are roving.
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Come, now; one song more, and we shall close our summer-days' songs.

Shut the window, for the night is darkening down, and the air is somewhat

chill after the warm day and the close evening. Yes, it is night; and night, too,

has her charms. Call her not dull and gloomy; she is social and joyous, and

loves to look with her dark, starry eyes on true hearts and jocund spirits, turning

the darkness into light, and making the silence ring with sweet sounds. And so

let us sing her praises. Give the four best voices you have, Anthony, and let

every one be ready to aid in the chorus:—

O LOVELY NIGht.

I.

O lovely Night! thou hast a solemn lustre,

Which shames the glare of day,

When o'er thy brow bright stars serenely cluster,

And shine with tender ray.

O lovely Night ! O lovely Night!

But if the clouds sweep over

The glittering stars to-night,

Ne'er fear, we shall discover

Some beams to shine as bright.

Keen rays of wit shall glitter,

With light the cup shall shine;—

What stars for night are fitter

Than those of wit and wine?

II.

O lovely Night! thou hast a voice more holy

Than meets the ear by day,

When through thy depths the waves are murmuring slowly,

And winds through greenwoods stray.

O lovely Night ! O lovely Night !

But if, nor waves nor breezes

Make minstrelsy to-night,

Ne'er fear, we'll find, to please us,

Some strains of rare delight;

With sweet accord of voices,

We'll wake the muse divine,

Till every heart rejoices

"Mid wit, and song, and wine !

And now, Anthony, see your friends out, like a discreet host, for 'tis getting

late. There, now — that's a good fellow — go to your bed ; and while I am

lulled to rest by the sweet babbling of water, or the plaintive notes of the wood

º you can lie awake to enjoy those delectable noises which regale civi

ians—the melodious voices of some vinous young gentlemen, the rattling of a

jaunting-car down Sackville-street from a concert at the Rotundo, or the stern,

solemn, measured clank of the policeman's iron-shod heel upon the echoing flag

way. So, good night ! and God bless you! Ever yours,

JoNATHAN FREEE SLINGSBY.

To Anthony Poplar, Esq.
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HEROES, ANCIENT AND MODERN.—No. v.

aelisarius AND Marti,Borto Ugh.

º “How wretched

Is that poor man that hangs on princes' favours :

When he ſalis, he falls like Lucifer,

Never to hope again."—Shukspeare.

* Ingratitude : Thou marble-hearted fiend :"—Ibid.

THE annals of advancing Rome are

rich in bright names, illustrious cha

racters, and glowing actions. Ex

amples of public heroism and private

virtue which have descended to pos.

terity, as ennobling human nature,

and to excite emulation. But as the

manly vigour of the republic subsides

into the helpless decrepitude of the

monarchy; as the stately tree totters

to its fall, the branches wither, and

the exhausted stem ceases to put forth

perennial life. During the century of

doubtful struggle between indepen

dence and extinction, which marked

the rapid decay of the Western Empire,

the glories of the Scipios, the Marii,

the Catos, the Pompeys, and the

Caesars, are faintly represented by the

semi-barbarian Stilicho, and the pa

trician AEtius— men alike distin

guished by lofty ambition, daring

valour, and approved skill in the com

mand of armies, though wavering and

questionable on the higher points of

loyalty and true patriotism. Pollen

tia and Chalons attest their claims to

rank in the first class of successful ge

nerals. The conquerors of Alaric and

Attila invest expiring Rome with a

shadow of her early greatness. The

still heavier records of Byzantine de

cline, for more than a thousand years,

present a barren waste, relieved and

fertilised by only a single Belisarius,

The praises of Stilicho, have warmed

the muse of Claudian with the fire of

Virgil, and the eulogy of Belisarius

has inspired his secretary, Procopius,

with the energetic diction of Thucy

dides. We speak of the annals and

not the scandalous anecdotes in which

he afterwards libelled the hero he had

exalted into a demigod. As an his

torical authority, Procopius may be

safely followed. He describes events,

in which he participated, and without

any appearance of studied exaggera

tion, or undue partiality. Gibbon,

who delivered no hasty opinions, says

of him, “his facts are collected from

the actual experience and free conver

sation of a soldier, a statesman, and a

traveller; his style continually aspires,

and often attains to the merit of

strength and elegance; his reflections,

more especially in his speeches, which

he too frequently inserts, contain a

rich fund of political knowledge; and

the historian, excited by the generous

ambition of pleasing and instructing

future ages, appears to disdain the pre

judices of the people, and the flattery of

courts.” That Procopius should pref r

his immediate commander, his personal

friend and patron, with whom he lived

and served, to the Emperor whom he

never approached except with the

crouching humility of a slave, is

equally natural and just. In his pages,

the weak, inconsistent Justinian shows

to disadvantage when contrasted with

the superior qualities and more com

manding genius of his faithful officer

and subject. ISut the sovereign de

served the censure more than the flat

tery, by which, in the six books of the

“Imperial Edifices,” the severe re

flections of the “History,” and the

cutting satire of the “Anecdotes,”

were sought to be balanced or oblite

rated. Procopius was read, believed,

and admired by his contemporaries.

For many centuries his works were

lost. “The History of the Gothic

War” was first published in 1470, in a

Latin version by Leonard Aretin, who

palmed it upon the world as his own

original composition. The discovery

of other manuscripts unveiled the

fraud, and exposed the impostor to

the ignominy he courted and de

served. Literary piracy, and piracy

on the high seas, are crimes equal in

moral turpitude, and deserve to be in

cluded in the same penal statute. A

complete edition of Procopius, in the

original Greek, appeared in Paris in

1663, but he has never become suffi

ciently popular to call for an English
translation, and is seldom taken from

the shelf, except as a reference on

some forgotten or disputed point con
nected with thetimes of which he wrote.
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The present age is one of restless ac

tivity in science and speculation.

Great discoveries are being hourly

made; great events appear hurrying

to their fulfilment, on which every one

forms his own theory, and writes a

amphlet. The future excites more

interest than the past; but it is wise to

look back as well as forward, if we wish

to draw profit from recorded lessons,

and to assist inquiry by the aid of ex

|...}. An accurate critic, Sir Wil

iam Temple, enumerates seven great

warriors who deserved and might have

worn a crown, but whose disinterested

ambition rejected the dazzling temp

tation. His list comprises—Belisarius,

Aºtius, Hunniades, Gonzalo of Cor

dova, Scanderbeg, Alexander Far

nese Duke of Parma, and the Great

Prince of Orange. To these might be

added three more — Scipio, Washing

ton, andW. extend the

number, while they dignify the fellow

ship. The character of Belisarius ex

cites the greater admiration, inasmuch

as he lived in a degenerate age, when

ſº principle was extinct, patriotism

ad passed into a tradition, loyalty

was an expedient pretext, and the name

of Roman had become a mockery, a

hissing scorn, and a by-word among

nations. Yet he was ever pure amid

the corrupt; chaste with the dissolute;

brave, though surrounded by recreants;

constant in danger; steadfast in alle

iance; uninfluenced by selfish feel

ings; unchanged by ingratitude; pre

ferring to serve, when he was invited to

seize the reins of empire; and con

tent with the station of first subject,

in preference to that of despotic sove

reign. In this noble portrait, the

searching eye of truth can detect but

one prominent blennish, a solitary weak

ness; the same which clouded the vir.

tues of Marcus Aurelius—implicit con

fidence in a wife, whose abandoned

licentiousness was apparent to all the

world, and disbelieved by her husband

alone. Faustina and Antonina present

shameless examples of conjugal infi

delity, indulged equally without fear

of detection, or any scruple of moral

restraint. Theodora, the chosen part

ner of Justinian, completes, with these

two, a congenial group ; lovely in

person as the Graces, or the three rival

oddesses who contended on Mount

da for the prize of beauty; but foul

and fascinating in heart and influence as

Stheno, Euryale, or Medusa. Re

ligion was profaned to sanctify or

shroud their vices. Faustina received

divine honours during her life, decreed

by the dotage of her husband and the

obsequious servility of the senate. An

tonina and Theodora thought to pur

chase the pardon and prayers of the

church, by founding monasteries, con

vents, and Magdalen asylums; alter

nately assuming the parts of demireps

and devotees, as inordinate passion

rompted, or the terrors of approach

ing death appalled.

It is painful and humiliating to re

flect on the depravity invested with

power, by which millions have been

scourged, and the minds of mighty

men have been held in submissive

thraldom. The patient incredulity of

Belisarius under domestic wrongs,

transparent to the humblest menials in

his palace; his unflinching loyalty to

an ungrateful master, ever jealous,

without cause or pretext; these ano

malies in a character nearly perfect,

excite in equal proportion our astonish

ment and admiration, until we are

forced to acknowledge, with Gibbon,

that he either sinks below or soars

above the estimate by which ordinary

humanity is to be judged.

The reign of Justinian forms an im

|. ºpoch in the decline of the
oman Empire — a resting point in

the march of time, replete with memo

rable events and lofty undertakings.

The victorious campaigns of Belisarius

restored the fairest provinces of the

West. The abolition of the consulship

extinguished the last symbolic vestige

of ancient freedom; the nominal and

only surviving prerogative of the

people which interfered with the ab

solute sway of the monarch. The

suppression of the schools of philoso

hy at Athens, rooted out the sect of

latonists, the last disciples of expiring

Paganism. During the erection of the

new cathedral of St. Sophia, to replace

the edifice of Constantine, destroyed

for a second time by fire during the

recent sedition of the “Nika,” the

piety of the Emperor induced him to

mingle with the workmen, survey their

daily progress, and stimulate them to

rapid exertion by extraordinary re

wards. . Within six years from its

foundation, the stately temple rose in

all its light and graceful architecture,

dedicated to the glory of the Redeemer,

and the spread of his Gospel. Twenty

five other churches were built in Con

stantinople alone, in honour of the

Virgin and the saints. Stupendous
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fortifications in all the frontier towns

concealed the actual weakness of the

empire, while they conveyed the ex

ternal aspect of impregnable strength.

Commerce and luxury received an

important impetus in the home manu

facture of silk, hitherto confined to

the Persian market, at exorbitant

prices, but now established in the

capital and European provinces, by

the importation of the silk-worm from

China, concealed in a hollow cane to

deceive the jealousy of the natives.

But the greatest triumph of Justinian,

and the most imperishable monument

of his fame, is the celebrated code of

laws which has survived his other

labours, and has become the Inodel for

civil jurisprudence in every country of

civilized Europe, England aloneexcept

ed. The code was long supposed to be

lost. A copy had been brought by a mer

chant from Constantinople to the little

city of Amalfi, a seaport of Naples, on

the Gulf of Salerno, but not used

there, as they had adopted that of

Theodosius. When the Pisans took

and pillaged Amalfi," in the twelfth

century, they found and carried away

the Pandects of Justinian, which were

destined to asmany travels and changes

cf residence as the Casa Santa of Lo

retto, or the coffins of St. Patrick and

St. Cuthbert. When the Floren

times took Pisa in 1406, the Pandects

were removed to the capital of Tus

cany, elevated to the dignity of sacred

relics, bound in purple, and exhibited

with reverence to curious travellers

(duly qualified) by the monks and na

gistrates, bareheaded and with lighted

tapers. The Emperor Lotharius, when

they arrived in Lombardy, caused them

to be revised and arranged by Irnerius,

and to be taught in all the schools

throughout his dominions. They were

afterwards reduced to their present

form of codices and digests, by Accur

sius. a celebrated legal scholiast.f

The conquests of Justinian are for

gotten; their political importance has

been swept away with the extinction

of his empire; his palaces and forti

fications have long crumbled into dust;

the Christian church of St. Sophia is

converted into a Turkish mosque; but

the code, the Pandects, and the Insti

tutes remain. They will endure while

the external world exists in its present

form, and the name of the imperial

legislator is inscribed on a fair and

lasting monument.

The reign of Justinian, to a cursory

reader, appears to be a revival of the

golden age, when all was contentment,

prosperity and happiness. A closer

investigation shows the picture in an

other light, and with very opposite

features. The nations under his con

trol, were oppressed by incessant taxes,

monopolies, and other grinding expe

dients of wasteful or avaricious ty

ranny. They submitted sullenly to an

iron despotism they were unable to

throw off, and were forced to express

public exultation for triumphs from

which they derived no advantage. In

every department of the state there

was corruption, dishonesty, peculation,

embezzlement and plunder — the rich

trampling on the poor, the wealth of

one accumulated by the ruin of a thou

sand. Neither was the wrath of hea

ven without palpable demonstration.

Famine and pestilence weighed heavily

on the land, decimated the population,

and produced a decrease of the human

species, which has never been replaced,

in some of the fairest countries of the

globe.f. During the late destroying

sweep of the Asiatic cholera, we were

struck with terror, when two or three

hundred deaths were recorded daily

for two or three weeks, in some of the

most thickly inhabited cities of western

Europe. When the plague burst

forth in the fifteenth year of the reign

of Justinian, for three months, five,

and at length ten thousand persons

died each day at Constantinople ;

while many cities of the East were left

at the mercy of the beasts of prey; and

in several of the richest districts of

Italy, the harvest and the vintage

withered on the ground for want of

hands to gather them in. And how

were the mass of those occupied who

escaped the deadly visitation, which

languished and revived periodically

for more than half a century 2 In hu

mility, in prayer, in penitence? — in

humble supplication to the offended

* Amalfi is entitled to double honour. First, as having been the safe sheltering place of

the lost Pandects; and again, as being the native spot of Flavio Gioia, who invented the

mariner's compass in 1302. The Majorcans claim this latter discovery, but without evidence,

for their eccentric countryman Raymond Lulli. The variation of the needle was ascertained

by Columbus in 1492.

* See “Swinburne's Travels in theTwo Sicilies.” t Gibbon, “Decline and Fall," ch. xliv,

º
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Deity?—in systematic temperance and

strenuous efforts to discover a resisting

antidote 2 No; they laughed, and re

velled, and drank, and gambled, and

intrigued, and blasphemed, as usual.

War succeeded war; sedition followed

sedition; and all the evil passions of

man's nature appeared to gain strength

from the surrounding terrors which

should have checked or extinguished

them. In those ages there were

neither sanatory restrictions nor qua

rantine laws, and the cleanliness of mo

dern habits was unpractised even

among the highest classes. The mor

tality arising from pestilence alone,

in the Roman dominions, during a

single reign of thirty-eight years, has

been computed vaguely and somewhat

poetically, by a credible writer,” as

amounting to several myriads of

myriadst — in reasonable interpreta

tion, one hundred millions.

The ingenious fiction of Marmontel,

derived originally from a fable of the

twelfth century, in the “Chiliads” of

Tzetzes,t has long taught us to believe

that the illustrious general of Justinian

was deprived of his eyes, and reduced

in old age to beggary. As children

we have wept over his wrongs, and

wished to revenge them. The tale has

served for a leading illustration in all

treatises on the vicissitudes of fortune,

the fickle nature of popularity, and

the ingratitude of princes. Lord

Mahon believes it, $ in opposition to

other modern historians, and tries to

establish his view by argument and

evidence, but neither, in our humble

opinion, sufficient for the purpose. We

are much consoled by the conclusion,

that the whole has no foundation in

truth. That Belisarius was ill-treated

by a heartless sovereign, who owed to

him his life and empire, is as certain

as that Ætius was slain by the cow

ardly hand of Valentinian, and that

the Admiral Coligny was murdered

through the treachery of Charles IX.

He was falsely accused of joining in a

conspiracy against the life of Justinian;

disgraced, imprisoned, and heavily

amerced ; restored to freedom and

honour with a broken heart; but his

º was unprofaned, and he died in

is own palace. The massive ruins

of that palace, still bearing his name,

are shown to this day, as among the

most interesting antiquities of Con

stantinople. The story loses in moral

application, in sympathetic excitement,

and in painful interest; but the me

mory of the hero gains in dignity, and

Fº the halo of respect with which

eroes require to be surrounded. Cato

falling on his sword at Utica; Caesar,

slaughtered in the senate house; Brutus

and Cassius dying on the field of Phil

lippi, are more in keeping than Hanni

bal flying from court to court a pen

sioner on sufferance; or Bajazet ex

hibited in an iron cage. In spite of

reason and philosophy, it is as difficult

as unpleasant, to associate the lofty

image of the conqueror of many king

doms, the victor of a hundred battles,

the restorer of his country's power and

glory, with the squalid attributes of

an old blind street mendicant, led by

a boy, with a dog, and a hat or a

bowl, howling forth the professional

cry of “Give a penny to Belisarius the

general.” That he should stand at

the gates of the convent of Laurus to

beg his bread is much less likely than

that he should knock at those gates to

claim admission and sanctuary, while

his wife Antonina was still able, from

the wreck of their fortunes, to pay his

entrance fee. The legend, as it stands,

would embellish Fox’s “Book of Mar

tyrs,” in which the persevering and

accurate Professor Jamieson detected

three thousand nine hundred and

ninety-nine fallacies in one night, and

declared that he certainly would have

made up the four thousand, only he

fell asleep.

Some authorities claim for Belisa

rius the advantages of noble blood, and

the inheritance of a patrimonial for

tune. The general silence of Procopius

on these points, and one or two indi

rect passages, favour the opinion, but

preponderating testimony places his

* “Procopius, Anecdot..." c. 18. t Mugaºz; avetzºw, avºias.

f John Tzetzes, a learned Greek poet and critic, famed for his prodigious memory, of

which miraculous anecdotes are told, almost equal to those recorded of Magliabecchi of

Florence.

A statue in the Louvre, formerly in the collection of Prince Borghese at Rome, represents

i “Life of Belisarius,” 1828 –See Preface and Postscript.

Augustus propitiating Nemesis, The attitude of leggary made this statue pass for Belisa

rins, until the criticism of Winkelman rectified the mistake: as Lord Byron observes,

“One fiction was called in to support another.”
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birth among the peasants of Thrace,

and withholds from him the benefits of

early studies and liberal education.

He entered the private guards of Jus

tinian before he was emperor, and rose

to rank and distinction by individual

merit, without interest. Nature had

endowed him with a tall, commanding

form, a noble countenance, great acti

vity and vigour,coolness, constitutional

self-possession and daring courage.

The external requisites were combined

with the intellectual composition of a

hero. He began his military course

precisely as what, in our own days, , is

termed a soldier of fortune, trusting

for advancement to chance and oppor

tunity. A successful campaign against

the Persians, which he commenced in

a subordinate capacity, but terminated

as commander-in-chief, followed by

his faithful service in the great sedi

tion of Constantinople, between the

blue and green factions of the circus,

established his ability and reputation

with the emperor, and placed him,

while yet in the prime of life, beyond

the reach of envious rivalry. His for

tunes were materially promoted by

his marriage with Antonina, who,

though a widow, without dowry, pos

sessed much political influence, as hav

ing been long the chosen friend and

companion of the empress Theodora,

the participator and confidante in her

early irregularities. In the imperial

household she seems to have filled an

important office,º the same as

that of lady of the bedchamber in mo

dern courts, with rank, honour, and

emolument in due accordance. Igno

ble in birth (her father was a cha

rioteer, her mother an actress of loose

character), and disdaining the com

monplace merit of conjugal fidelity,

Antónina expressed for Belisarius,

the friendship of a military comrade,

who accompanied him in all his wars,

regardless of personal hardship or pri

vation. In like manner the career of

Marlborough was assisted by the as

cendancy which his duchess for a long

time maintained over the unstable

mind and variable affections of Queen

Anne. The effect in both cases was

the same, but between the characters

of the English and the Roman ladies
a wide distinction is to be drawn. The

former were respectable in private mo

rality, and faithful in domestic rela

tions; bearing no resemblance, and

forming no parallel to the unrestrained

licentiousness by which the Eastern

empress and her favourite were de

graded. Sarah of Marlborough was

mean and vindictive; ambitious, grip

ing, selfish, and cold-hearted; but her

chastity was unimpeached, and she dis

charged her duties as a wife and mo

ther without stain or reproach.

When Belisarius made his first essay

as commander-in-chief in the Persian

war, he was a very young general, not

more than six-and-twenty, being of the

same age as Napoleon when he con

quered Italy, and the elder Africanus

when he wrested Spain from Carthage.

His two Persian campaigns were illus

trated by two great battles, fought at

Dara and Callinicum. In the first, he

obtained a complete victory over an

army doubling his own in number. In

the second, he was defeated by the

same overwhelming force, and through

the delinquency of his own troops,

who clamorously insisted on engag

ing, contrary to his better judgment,

and proved faithless to him and to

themselves in the hour of difficulty.

There are points of peculiar interest

attached to this battle, which deserve

a plan and a minute explanation. It

affords a memorable example of the

power with which high intuitive genius

soars above established rules, and

triumphs, when mediocrity or incapa

city sins against them and fails. The

Persians had invaded the Roman ter

ritories on the side of Mesopotamia,

and, crossing the Euphrates, advanced

against Chalcis and Antioch. Belisa

rius hastily collected such forces as he

had at his disposal, and hastened from

Dara, where he was stationed on the

frontiers, to intercept them. He ar

rived in time, and the Persian army,

remembering the overthrow of Dara,

paused and retreated.* Belisarius, not

wishing to hazard a battle with very

inferior numbers, and in which victory

could scarcely give him more advan

tages than he already possessed, fol.

lowed them cautiously, remaining

usually at one day's march behind

then, encamping each night on the

station they had left the morning be

fore. He felt the wisdom and adopted

the maxim of Caesar, who was of opi

nion that a good general, in most cases,

should make a bridge of gold for a re

treating enemy. The Persians marched

along the right bank of the Euphrates,

* “Procop. De Bello Persico,” lib. i. c. 18.
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a broad and rapid river, until they

came opposite to Callinicum, a little

above which they intended to cross,

and passing (as on their advance)

through Mesopotamia, to regain their

own country. The Roman soldiers, in

dignant at seeing their enemies escape,

and over-estimating their own prowess,

assailed Belisarius with loud reproaches.

They attributed his systematic caution

to cowardice or ignorance, and urged

by the inferior officers, loudly demanded

to be led to battle. Belisarius, com

pelled to sacrifice his own judgment to

this senseless clamour, submitted cheer

fully to the dangerous alternative he

BATTLE of CALLINICUM, BETwer:N BElisa Rit's AND THE PERSIANs,

could no longer avoid, regained the

confidence of his troops by pretending

that he had only delayed the combat

to test, their alacrity and spirit, and

proceeded to make the ablest arrange

ment of his forces which circumstances

allowed. It was by no choice of his

own that he fought with an unfordable

river in his rear; a vicious disposition,

contrary to all sound principles, and

seldom ventured on without fatal con

sequences. We shall soon see that

what would have ruined an ordinary

general, his ready genius converted to

a source of safety.

EASTER sunDAY, APRIL THE 19th, A.D. 531.—No. 1.

cit

Callinicum.

FOUGHT ON

A-Persian army under Azarethes and Almondar. B–Roman army commanded by Belisarius.

a-Roman infantry of the left wing resting on the river.

d d d-Islands on the Euphrates to which the Roman cavalry, and(or Arabian) auxiliaries on the right.

b b–Roman cavalry in the centre. c-Isaurian

some of the right wing escaped, when routed by the Persians,
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Belisarius drew up his best troops,

his infantry, on the left. The Arab

auxiliaries, on whom he placed less

dependence, he posted on the right,

and took his own station with the ca

valry, in the centre. The arms of his

men, both offensive and defensive,

were superior to those of the enemy,

but the Persians were more rapid and

more skilful bowmen than the Greek

Romans. For a considerable part of

the day, no advantage was gained on

either side; at length the Isaurians

fled, actuated by either cowardice or

treachery, or more probably by both.

The Persians then surrounded the ca

valry, who, pressed on all sides, and

exhausted with fatigue, gave way, and

fled headlong to some islands on the

Euphrates in the rear. Those who

failed to effect their escape, were

slaughtered or made prisoners on the

spot. Belisarius dismounted from his

horse, calling upon all his staff to foll

low his example, and took part at

the head of the infantry of J. left,

who still stood firm in their original

places. His eagle eye detected at a

glance, the advantages of the ground,

and that by rapidly wheeling back their

right, the bend of the river imme

diately behind them would cover both

flanks, and enable them to maintain

their position. At all events, their

lives depended on an obstinate defence.

Procopius relates what followed, with

the clear accuracy of an eye-witness.

He says:–

“The Persians seeing the resolution taken

by Belisarius, of still resisting with the Ro

man infantry, ceased to pursue the fugi

t-Remains of the Roman army, when routed in the earlier part of the battle,

No. 2.

Callinicum

A-Rºman infantry of the left wing under Belisarius, in a compact mass, resisting the attack of the

Persians.

B-The entire Persian army, thrown on the left wing of the Romans.

d d 4–Islands on the Euphrates to which Belisarius retreated during the might, after having repulsed th

Persians.

vol. XLII.-No, CCXLVIII.
L.
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tives, and united their whole forces to fall

upon the remnant of his army, who turned

their backs to the river, to prevent being

surrounded. The combat was most obsti

nate, but the forces were very unequal. A

mere handful of foot-soldiers opposed to the

innumerable cavalry of the enemy. But

this small detachment was neither broken,

nor reduced to flight. They closed their

ranks, and linked their large bucklers toge

ther so effectually, that they inflicted a

much heavier loss than they endured. The

enemy tried to break their compact order

by repeated charges of heavy horse, but

without effect. The remainder of the day

passed in this obstinate contest, which was

only interrupted by the approach of dark

ness. During the night, the Persians with

drew to their camp, and Belisarius having

found some boats, embarked the few sur

vivors of this sanguinary battle, and gained

some islands of the Euphrates, where the

rest of his army had already taken refuge.”

The next morning, the Persians

having plundered the dead bodies, and

lamented their own slain, continued

their retreat, while Belisarius crossed

over to Callinicum on the opposite

bank of the river. The foregoing plan,

No. 2, shows the concluding manoeuvre

of the battle.

Nothing can be more dangerous, or

more opposed to skilful tactics, than

taking up a position for battle with a

river in the rear. A wood is quite a

different matter. Wallenstein covered

his retreat from Lutzen by means of

the woods, which assisted and concealed

his own movements, while they im

Jeded the advance of the Swedes. The

uke of Wellington, if by any over

whelming attack he had been driven

from the position of Waterloo, would

have found certain shelter in the wood

of Soignies, and effectual means of

checking the enemy.” But a river

neither offers cover nor outlet. The

Roman consul Caius Flaminius, in his

campaign against the Insubrian Gauls,

passed the Adda, broke up his tempo

rary bridge, cut off his own communi

cations, and engaged a formidable

enemy with the river at his back, and

no line of retreat open to him, in case

of disaster. His operations proceeded

from his own free choice, and demon

strated a lamentable want of general

ship. But he won the battle he ought

to have lost, by the superior arms, dis

cipline, and courage of his troops. The

senate justly censured his conduct,

notwithstanding his victory, and emi

nent historians, commencing with Poly

bius, have ratified the decree. This

same Flaminius repeated his error at

Thrasymene, and paid dearly for the

second experiment.

This time he had to deal with Han

nibal, and not with a barbarian who

knew no principle of war, beyond the

simple one of close and desperate com

bat. Overtaken and surprised on his

march, in loose order, and unprepared,

the enemy poured down from the high

ground on his left flank, while the lake

shut in his right, which soon became

his rear, as he faced round to encoun

ter his opponents. Into this lake his

army were pushed by thousands, when

broken and scattered by the skilful

stratagem of the Carthaginian com

mander. Maxentius, in his great bat

tle with Constantine, at the Saxa Ru

bra, near Rome, fought with the Tiber

in his rear, and sustained a defeat,

in which he lost his empire and his

life. Caesar was too consummate a

master of his trade to fall into these

errors. In the war against the Belgae,

he passed the Axona, now the Aisne,

and encamped with the river close be

hind him ; but, dreading an attack

from the enemy in this disadvantageous

position, which his inferior forces pre

vented him from quitting immediately,

he entrenched his front with a fosse

and rampart, extending four hundred

paces, communicating at each end with

a tower provided with engines, at right

angles with, and extending to, the

river. He thus covered both his

flanks, so that he could not be turned,

or driven back into the stream ; and

the enemy, struck with terror by these

formidable preparations, abandoned

"At one of his military dinners many years since, when the conversation happened to

turn on Waterloo, the Duke was asked by a general officer present, what he would have

done, if his position had been forced? “I should have retreated into the wood,” was the

ready answer.

wood 2" continued the pertinacious querist.

“And what would your grace have done if you had been driven from the

Everybody stared, but the Duke quietly re

plied, “No, no; hang it, that was impossible.

The anecdote was related to the writer by another general present, who was

not a little astonished at the boldness of his brother in arms.

They never could have beaten us out of

But fortunately, the great

the wood.”

captain was neither beaten into the wood, nor out of it.
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their preconcerted plans, and dared

not to attack him."

Belisarius at Callinicum, as we have

seen, in a critical moment formed

his foot in a dense mass, within a bend

of the Euphrates. Until then, we

may suppose they were drawn up in

the usual open order of the Romans,

and in three lines, as handed down in

their habitual practice, which, toge

ther with the legionary form, had not

yet been abolished. The result showed

the immeasurable superiority of in

fantry, when cool, determined, and

well commanded, in resisting the

clamorous and outwardly imposing

attacks of cavalry. Tallard, at Blen

heim, was less fortunate, although his

troops were brave and well-disciplined

—in his own opinion, the best in the

world.f. But Tallard was neither Beli

sarius nor Marlborough. On that

great day, the English general having,

after a desperate conflict, attended by

some vicissitudes, broken the centre of

the French, and completely separated

their wings, abandoned the right, under

Marsin and the Elector of Bavaria, to

the disposal of Eugene, and turned his

whole force against the left. He saw

in a moment the errors of Tallard's

dispositions, and how completely his

battalions posted in Blenheim, and the

sustaining squadrons in their rear, were

insulated. With a furious charge of

seven thousand horse, in one compact

body, he overpowered opposition, and

drove many French squadrons before

him into an abrupt bend of the

Danube, immediately in their rear,

exactly similar to that of the Eu

phrates at Callinicum.

DECISIVE CRISIS OF BLENHEIM.

A B-English Cavalry. C–English Infantry. D–French Cavalry driven into the Danube. E—French

Battalions in Blenheim forced to surrender.

Had Tallard withdrawn his twenty

seven battalions from Blenheim by a

rapid movement, while time was yet

left him, and formed them across the

bend, supported on either flank by

the cavalry, he might have held his

ground as Belisarius did, and, if un

able to obtain a victory, might at least,

* “Ab utroque latere ejus collis transversam fossam obduxit circitur passuum C.D.; et ad

extremas fossas castella constituit ibique tormenta collocavit; he quum aciem instruxisset,

hostes (quod tantum multitudine poterant), a lateribus suos pugnantes circumvenire possent."

—Cars. de Bello Gall., lib. ii. c. 8.

f At least, so he said when presenting his sword to the victor—“Your grace has beaten

the finest soldiers in Europe."

except those who beat them.”

“I hope, M. le Mareschal,” replied Marlborough, “you will
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have qualified or checked a ruinous

defeat. As it was, the French, un

able to form in a solid mass, either of

cavalry or infantry, by protecting their

flank, were driven headlong into the

river, rapid and impassable, wheremany

erished miserably, and the remain

ing survivors were made prisoners on

the brink. The battalions in Blen

heim, entirely deserted by the rest of

their own army, attacked in front by

the English infantry, and in the rear

by the cavalry, flushed with success,

laid down their arms, and by their sur

render, completed the triumph of the

conquerors. Blenheim was in truth

a great but fruitless stroke in war.

The peace of Utrecht neutralised the

important consequences of that signal

victory, with the advantages of all the

subsequent campaigns, and suggested,

long after, the question of pertinacious

little Peterkin, in Southey's poem,

which it would be difficult to answer,

except as the boy's grandfather did :—

“Great praise the Duke of Marlborough won,

And our good Prince Eugene.

* But what good came of it at last f"

Quoth little Peterkin.

• Nay, that I cannot tell," said he

• But 'twas a famous victory.’”

When Justinian determined on the

African war, and committed its direc

tion to Belisarius, he relied more on

the talents of his general than on the

number of his troops. Five thousand

cavalry and ten thousand infantry, was

the force allotted, and expected to re

duce the warlike kingdom of the Van

dals, which, even in its decline, could

bring eighty, thousand fighting men

into the field. The expedition was

nearly rendered abortive before the

fleet and army had rounded the Pelo

ponnesus. A disease broke out among

the soldiers, owing to the badly baked

bread or biscuit furnished by the mi

nister of finance, the infamous John

of Cappadocia. Acting in the spirit

of paltry peculation, of which commis

saries-general, before and since, have

furnished examples, he put into his

own pocket the money levied for the

public service, regardless of complaint

or consequences; and although Beli

sarius checked the evil by obtaining a

fresh supply of wholesome food, when

five hundred men had been sacrificed,

the emperor wanted firmness to punish

the fraud of his favourite, although he

praised the zeal of his general. It is

to be regretted that we cannot record

of John of Cappadocia the retributive

justice which fell on old Booty, a navy

contractor of the last century. He

was seen by the crew of a vessel who

had suffered under his mouldy biscuit,

to be chased up Stromboli, one of the

Lipari islands, by a battalion of pur

suing demons, who pitchforked him

into the crater. Booty is not the only

ublic delinquent thus disposed of, and

in the same penal locality. A few

years before the ministry of the cor

rupt John, above-named, Theodoric

the Great, King of the Ostrogoths,

was plunged, immediately after his

death, A.D. 526, into the volcano of

Lipari, the principal island of the

group, of which Stromboli forms one,

and always a popular mouth of the

infernal world. An Italian hermit

witnessed the operation in a vision.

The legend is attested by Pope Gre

gory I. and Cardinal Baronius. Per

haps some of our readers may think

the evidence is scarcely as good as

the log of a ship or the verdict of an

English jury.

The fleet of Belisarius proceeded

slowly on its course. The summer

calms of the Mediterranean are baffling

and tedious, and impede an expedition

as much as the squalls and storms of

the winter. The soldiers were sick

and desponding, conscious that half

their powers were neutralised on an

element to which they were unaccus

tomed. The earth retains permanent

vestiges of man's footsteps, but the

ocean rejects the impress of his march.

The furrow of the deepest keel is ef.

faced by the next advancing wave.

The shores of that inland sea, on which

were situated the four great empires of

the ancient world," for ages exhibited

memorials of the wars and armaments

by which they had been subverted,

long, lurid, and portentous as the tail

of a comet; but the sea itself closed

over the track of the mighty hosts that

had been borne on its surface, in a

moment after they hadº along.

Beautifully and truthfully does the

poet sing when apostrophising the un

changeable ocean;–

“Time writes no wrinklc on thine axure brow,

Such as creation's dawn beheld, thou rollest now."f

The army disembarked on the coast

* The Assyrian, the Persian, the Grecian, and the Roman.

f “Childe Harold,” canto iv. stanza 182.
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of Africa, three months after its depar

ture from Constantinople; a voyage

which now, by the aid of steam, might

be easily accomplished in a few days.

The point of landing, Caput Vada,

was distant from the capital about one

hundred and fifty miles. The Wandals

were totally unprepared, but Belisarius

advancing slowly along the coast, to

º surprise, directed the fleet to

eep in sight, and accompany, the

movements of the army. In all his

operations he displayed the most con

summate generalship. Two victorious

battles brought him to the gates of

Carthage, which were opened without

resistance. Gelimer, the Vandal king,

fled to a mountain, where he was sur

rounded, and compelled to surrender;

and in less than one year the ancient

province of Africa, including Sardinia,

Corsica, and the Balearic isles, was

once more incorporated with the do

minions of the Roman Emperor. But

now the jealousy of Justinian began to

break out against his successful general.

Secret envy whispered that he aspired

to an independent throne. . An order

for his recall was issued, which he in

stantly obeyed, although empire wooed

him where he was, and court faction

awaited his return. The inducements

which would have persuaded many,

appear not to have tempted or shaken

his loyalty for a moment. Justinian

repented of his unfounded suspicions,

ordered medals to be struck, bearing

on one side his own effigy, on the other

that of his victorious general, and de

creed to Belisarius the honours of a

triumph, the first on which the inha

bitants of the Eastern capital had ever

gazed. The captive monarch walked
in the procession, the treasures of the

W. were exhibited in vast pro

fusion, and some of the most sacred

memorials of religion were restored

from a long captivity. The holy table

inlaid with gold, and the golden can

dlestick, with six branches, from the

temple of Solomon, originally brought

to Rome by Titus, and transplanted to

Carthage by Genseric, were recovered

by the conquests of Belisarius, and the

piety of Justinian placed them, after

many vicissitudes and wanderings, in

the Christian cathedral of Jerusalem.

Here history loses sight of these inte

resting relics, which perished, un

doubtedly, in the subsequent inroads

of the Persian and Saracen invaders.

Had they remained at Constantinople

they might still be in existence. Be

lisarius was still further rewarded by a

large portion of the captured spoil, and

was named sole ...? for the ensuing

ear. He was now, apparently, at the

eight of human glory; honoured,

respected, and loved; an object of

universal admiration wherever he ap

peared, and attended on all public

occasions by a bodyguard of devoted

followers, more numerous and more

splendidly equipped than even the

º household of the emperor

imself. His demeanour was mild,

affable, and unassuming; his justice

impartial, and his benevolence un

bounded. From his generosity, says

Procopius," you would have deemed

him very rich; from his manners very

poor. When we add to all these noble

qualities, a fervent constitutional loy

alty, which no wrongs could under

mine, or no temptation shake, we look

through history in vain for a perfect

parallel or an adequate associate.

Neither civilisation nor religion were

advanced by the overthrow of the king

dom of Genseric. The substituted

government of the Greeks was weak

and tyrannical, and opposed no barrier

to the progress of the Saracens, or the

spread of Islamism. Had the Vandals

remained in possession of Africa, a

more vigorous monarch than Gelimer

might haveconcentrated their strength,

and revived their ancient hardihood. A

flourishing country would not have been

depopulated, and in all probability,

the tide of Mohammedan invasion

would have been checked and broken

on the shores of Carthage, instead of

penetrating to the banks of the Loire

and the plain of Tours. But as it was,

Christianity gradually became extinct

in the entire province, and fanatic

barbarism reigned in its stead.

The easy conquest of the Wandalic

kingdom expanded the ambition of the

Roman Emperor, who now dreamed

of restoring Italy to the sway of the

Caesars. A pretext was easily found

in the murder of his friend and ally,

Queen Amalasontha, by Theodotus,

and an army not exceeding twelve

thousand men was destined for the en

terprise — a force totally inadequate,

* Quoted by Lord Mahon.
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which might have been swallowed up

or dissipated in a single battle; but the

name of Belisarius was considered a

talisman which could fill his ranks and

make up for all deficiencies. No gene

ral on record has achieved such great

successes with such scanty means.

Twice he conquered a powerful king

dom, and twice rescued his own coun

try from innumerable invaders, and

never had twenty thousand men at his

disposal. A French writer (M. Le

Beau) says, he preferred small armies

to large ones. The position is absurd.

He often complained bitterly that his

plans were crippled by his defective

numbers, and petitioned for reinforce

ments, which were sparingly granted,

or withheld altogether. A general may

select small bodies of chosen troops for

particular enterprises, which require

secrecy or despatch; but he knows little

of war who imagines that any com

mander would choose to invade a king

dom with a detachment, if an army was

to be obtained. Judging by what

Belisarius did, we may calculate what

his genius might have accomplished

had he led into the field the numerous

squadrons and battalions with which

arlborough and Eugene beat down

the power of Louis XIV., and humbled

the pride of the French marshals. The

end obtained, the difficulties accom

º are only to be judged fairly

y the allotted means.

Belisarius commenced the Gothic

war by the conquest of the Island of

Sicily, which remained subsequently

under Greek dominion for three hun

dred years, until torn from them by

the Saracens; but Sicily had then long

ceased to be the granary of Rome, and

had dwindled into a "...i. appendage.

At the siege of Palermo, Belisarius

had recourse to a stratagem of mechani

cal ingenuity, which carries us back to

the days of Archimedes and Marcel

lus, and the second Punic war. He

moored his ships close to the walls, in

the deepest recess of the harbour. The

boats were laboriously hoisted by ropes

and pulleys to the top-mast heads, and

filled with archers, who, from that

superior height, completely command

ed the fortifications of the city, drove

the defenders from the ramparts, and

compelled a speedy surrender. In the

following year (A.D. 536), the Roman

eneral crossed over from Messina to

Rhegium, and advanced on Naples;

the fleet, as in the preceding war

against the Vandals, accompanying

the army in their coast march of three

hundred miles. The conquestof Italy,

by Belisarius, stands in the very

class of military achievements, and

formed one of the six subjects for an

epic poem, long contemplated by Tasso,
before he decided on the deliverance

of Jerusalem. After a close invest

ment of twenty days, Belisarius, who

had little time to lose, was disposed to

abandon the siege of Naples, when an

accident discovered a hidden passage

through the channel of an aqueduct,

by which his troops passed, in the si

lence of the night, and carried the city

by storm. The severe discipline of

Belisarius restrained the unbridled

license which usually follows, and com

pelled his soldiers to spare the persons

of the unfortunate inhabitants, and to

restore much of their captured pro

perty. The surviving garrison of

eight hundred Goths, were incorporated

with his forces, and proved valuable

recruits. From Naples he advanced

to Rome, the surrounding country and

cities submitting as he moved along.

Beneventum opened its gates, and

presented to ł. conqueror a tusk of

the Calydonian boar, still preserved

as their most valuable possession.

Procopius describes this authentic cu

riosity as having been twenty-seven

inches long, about three times the usual

dimensions. Ovid says, in a loose

computation, the tusks of this extra

ordinary animal were as large as those

of an elephant. The pedigree of the

one named by Procopius could scarcely

be doubted. It came with Diomede,

the founder of the city, and nephew of

Meleager, the hero of the hunt, by

whom the boar was killed. The thirty

warriors who leagued in this feat of

valour, were less polite than brave,

seeing that they quarrelled with Ata

lanta, the only lady in company, for

the possession of the head. Other

vestiges of remote antiquity of greater

interest, were still in existence, with

good reputation, when Procopius ac

companied Belisarius to Italy.

Rome, the original galley of AEneas,

at that time aged at least seventeen

hundred years, was preserved entire

among the Navalia, near Monte Tes

taceo, at the foot of the Aventine.

The given proportions are one hundred

and twenty feet in length, and twenty

five in breadth, with a single bank of

oars; but the relic is not mentioned
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by any earlier writer. Procopius also

saw at Phaeacia, or Corcyra (now

Corfu), what was called the petrified

ship of Ulysses; the pretensions of

which he destroyed by a close exami

nation, proving it to be a recent fabric

of many stones, dedicated by a mer

chant to Jupiter Cassius. In those

seas he searched without success for

the Isle of Calypso, which he was not

likely to find there, unless it was loco

motive, like the flying island of La

uta; but he might have stumbled on

Meleda (or Melita), nearly opposite to

Ragusa, which has been set up as a

rival to Malta, and claimed by the in

habitants, on the faith of long tradi

tion, as the veritable place of St.

Paul's shipwreck. They build princi

pally on the passage, “We were driven

up and down in Adria,” which would

seem to exclude Malta as not lying
within the boundaries of the Adriatic

sea; but the subsequent verses,” de

scribing the course of the apostle in a

ship of Alexandria, by Syracuse and

Rhegium, through the straits of Mes.

sina, establishes evidence in favour of

Malta, superior to any which can be

produced by the Adriatic Melita. We

once landed on the island, and heard a

long dissertation on the subject from a

worthy friar, who would have suffered

ten martyrdoms rather than give up

the claim.

Belisarius found Rome deserted by

its Gothic defenders, who retired at

one gate as he entered by another, and

he took possession of the imperial city

without resistance. The keys were

forwarded to Constantinople, to be laid

at the feet of Justinian, an operation

which was twice repeated, Rome having

been taken and recovered five times

during his reign. Shortly after this,

the imbecile Theodotus was deposed

and murdered, andVitiges, a renowned

warrior, was elected in his place. He

determined to march at once to the

recovery of the capital, and loudly ex

pressed his fear that the Greek general

and his handful of troops would escape

him by flight. But Belisarius had no

such intention; he determined to keep

his ground, and never was military

skill, with all the resources of a mas

termind, more eminently evinced than

in the operations by which he withstood,

and finally baffled the gigantic efforts

of his opponents. With a garrison of

five thousand veterans, he held for

twelve months, a city twelve miles in

circumference, against a besieging

army of one hundred and fifty thou

sand men, bravely led, abundantly

supplied, and amply provided with all

the instruments of attack which anti

quity had invented. Rome, even in

her abject decline, could still muster

thirty thousand males, capable of bear

ing arms, many of them inured to suf

ferance by poverty, and willing to

fight in defence of their country and

religion. They laboured cheerfully at

the construction of new works, or the

repairs of the old fortifications which

had fallen into decay, and manned the

walls during the intervals of repose, or

more active service, which were requir

ed by the regular troops.

As the host of Vitiges came headlong

on, they paused for a moment at the

Milvian Bridge,f the scene of the

great victory of Constantine over Max

entius. Here the skill and forethought

of Belisarius had prepared an obstacle

by which he hoped to gain valuable

time. He fortified the bridge by a

massive tower, sufficiently strong to

command its passage, and a select de

tachment on whose courage he placed

full dependence. It was his intention

to sally forth at the critical moment

with some light troops, to support his

advanced garrison, and line the banks

of the Tiber, which were here precipi

tous and the river deep. Terrified or

treacherous, they fled across the open

country to Campania, atthe appearance

of the Goths, and sent no intelligence

that the post was abandoned. The

prudent arrangements of the general

were thus baffled by an act of

cowardice it was impossible to foresee.

The Goths passed the bridge without

delay or loss, when twenty days might

have been consumed had they been

compelled to collect boats sufficient

for the transit of the river by such a

mighty armament. A similar act of

* Acts, chap. xxvii. 11, 12, 13.

+ Almost all the principal engines of ancient warfare, their siege-artillery, moving towers,

battering-rams, balistae, and catapultae, appear to have been invented by the Hebrews. See

“Ezekiel,” and “Folard's Commentaries on Polybius.”

f Now called Ponte Molle.
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delinquency saved the remains of the

French army, after the battle of Sala

manca. The Spanish Colonel and gar

rison, who occupied the castle of Alba

deTormes, commanding the ford of the

river, fled on the tumultuous approach

of the routed battalions, and opened

the door of the only passage by which

they could retreat. So much and so

constantly are the best-laid plans and

most sanguine hopes of the most

scientific general, thwarted by the in

competence of subordinates, or the in

fluence of a controlling accident. Beli

sarius, ignorant that his post was in

possession of the enemy, in pursuance

of the plan laid down, sallied forth at

the head of one thousand guards, and

to his utter surprise found.# sur

rounded by the Gothic cavalry. A

desperate fight ensued, which lasted

throughout the day. The passage of

the enemy across the Tiber, by a single

bridge, was unavoidably slow, and gave

time for the Roman general to concen

trate his movements, and take advan

tage of every opportunity which the

varying tide of success afforded him.

His personal prowess was as eminently

displayed as }. military skill. Many

of the bravest among the hostile army

fell by his hands; and when he finally

withdrew his small detachment within

the walls, it was found that the killed

on the enemy's side exceeded the en

tire number of the Romans engaged.

The history of that day's adventures

would be rejected as fabulous, did it

not come down to us through an eye

witness of undoubted authority. On

the following morning (March 12th,

A.D. 537), the city was regularly in

vested, and the desponding inhabitants

smiled in bitter incredulity, when Be

lisarius assured them he should ulti

mately triumph, and rescue them from

the besieging barbarians. He had no
confidence either in the attachment or

valour of the Roman citizens. His

time was as much occupied in watch

ing their expected perfidy, in recon

ciling them to the severe duties of de

fence, and in silencing their perpetual

clamours for surrender, as in the more

energetic and decisive measures by

‘. he hoped to render capitulation

unnecessary. One by one, he destroyed

all the besieging engines of the enemy.

repulsed their incessant attacks, and,

in a sally with his entire garrison,

brought on a general combat, in which

thirty thousand of the Goths were slain.

It was during this memorable siege,

that in a furious attack on the sepul

chre of Hadrian," the soldiers of Beli

sarius flung down in fragments on the

heads of the assailants the precious

monuments of art, the marble statues

of the ancient masters, with which that

ponderous edifice was ornamented. The

masterpieces of Lysippus and Praxi

teles were torn from their lofty pedes

tals, and hurled into the ditch, with

more consideration for the weight of

the materials, and their value as mis

siles, than for the exquisite perfection

of their workmanship. It is not im

possible that many of them remain there
still. When the ditch of St. Angelo

was partially cleansed under Pope Ur

ban the Eighth, the workmen found

the “Sleeping Fawn” of the Barberini

palace; but a leg, a thigh, and the right

arm had been broken from that beauti

ful statue. -

Towards the end of April, Belisa

rius, who had urgently petitioned the

emperor for reinforcements, received

a scanty augmentation of sixteen hun

dred men, well disciplined and ap

ointed, who entered|. in safety,

ut failed to secure the town and har

bour of Porto, the loss of which, by

cutting off the avenue of supplies, soon

began to expose the Romans to the mi

series of famine. The desertion of the

Milvian Bridge had hastened the invest

ment of the city by many days, and

deprived the general of the time he re

quired to complete his supplies. He

was therefore compelled to adopt a

measure apparently harsh, but in re

ality humane, in commanding the im

mediate departure of a great number

of the aged men, women, and children,

for whose reception a secure retreat

was prepared in Campania. They were

conducted along the Appian-way,

* The modern Castle of St. Angelo, so called from a bronze angel with a drawn sword

who mounts guard on the summit. In 1814, the French commandant on being summoned,

replied heroically, that the angel must sheath his sword before he would. But as the angel

declined the pas, the polite Frenchman surrendered. The anecdote will do as a companion

to the speech of General Cambronne at Waterloo, who being called on to yield, replied he

roically, “La Garde meurt, mais ne se rend pas.” But the gallant general was found amongst

the prisoners at Brussels the next morning, in very good case, without a wound.
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which, after the incessant use of nine

centuries, was perfect as when first

constructed. No flaw could be dis

covered in the polished stones, or the

careful skill with which they had been

fitted to each other. No opposition

was offered by the Gothic army, and

the exiles passed unmolested to their

appointed place of refuge. The garri

son to the last were well supplied with

bread, and the forage of the horses

never failed; but the people suffered

from unwholesome food and contagious

disorders. . . They made sausages of

mules, which had probably died of dis

ease; and such aliment could scarcely

be palatable or healthy ; otherwise

there would be no particular objection,

as the famous Bologna sausages, so

generally esteemed, are principally com

posed of asses' flesh. The arrival of

an officer named Euthalius, with a con

voy of treasure to pay the troops, raised

the spirits of the sufferers; but despair

had begun to engender treason, even

in the highest quarters. The Pope

Sylverius was detected in correspon

dence with the Gothic monarch, and a

letter was intercepted in his handwrit

ing, promising, at an appointed time,

to open the Asinarian gate for the secret

admission of thebesieging army; where

upon the Pontiff was summoned before

a short military tribunal, over which

Antonina assumed the control, which,

with more propriety belonged to her

husband. Sylverius was condemned on

the evidence of his own handwriting,

deposed, stripped of his ornaments,

clad in the mean habit of a monk, and

ship off to perpetual exile in the

ºpe The...i. obtained

his election to the vacant bishopric by

abribe of twohundred pounds of gold—

an act of simony reconcilable to many

ecclesiastical consciences, beginning

with the days of Simon Magus, from

whose name the practice is derived,

down to the present year of grace in

clusive. The|. anathemas of Roman

Catholic annalists, ancient and mo

dern," have been heaped on Belisarius

for the sacrilegious act of deposing a

Pope. He has been accused of forging

the letter attributed to Sylverius, and

of pocketing the money by which the

transfer of his office was obtained.

Both charges are unsustained by proof

or probability. , Antonina may have

had her share of the money; but her

husband, although blamed for suffering

her to interfere in public affairs, was

as ignorant of her private peculations

as of her intrigues of another character,

and knew no more of the bribes she

received than the Duke of Marlborough

did of the douceurs administered to the

duchess by suitors for promotion, or

the Duke of York of the traffic in com

missions carried on by Mrs. Clarke.

Female influence, unduly exerted, was

the predominent feature in all these

delicate transactions, in which, to use

the parliamentary formula of election

committees, some of the parties impli

cated are open to the suspicion of a

sort of misprision of bribery, with or

without personal knowledge, either by

themselves or by their agents. The

form of trial by which Sylverius was

condemned, was irregular and objec

tionable; but his sentence can scarcely

be pronounced incompatible with strict

military justice, in cases of conspiracy

or secret correspondence with an ene

my. In a besieged city treachery calls

for decisive measures. The usual pro

cess is instant trial and execution,

without respect for privilege or calling.

Such is the established law, even among

the most humane and polished nations

of modern Europe. Within our own

limited experience, during the British

occupation of Sicily in the late war, we

have seen a priest gibbeted in irons,

who was taken as a spy; and the chief

magistrate, the capitano di giustizia

of Messina hung on the esplanade be

fore the cidatel, for endeavouring to

compass a massacre of the British offi

cers, in imitation of the “Vespers” su

perintended by John of Procida. Un

der any circumstances, Pope Sylverius

was little to be pitied, and fortunate to

escape with life. He broke his oath of

fidelity to Vitiges, on the plea that it

was compulsory, and exacted by a he

retic,t with whom no faith should be

kept; and would have betrayed Belisa

rius, when he thought Rome was again

likely to fall under the dominion of the

Goths.

After a siege of one year and nine

days, during which more than two

* Liberatus, Anastasius, Cardinal Baronius, and Muratori.

* It must be remembered that the Goths had adopted the Arian heresy, which denied the

divinity of our Saviour, while Justinian and his subjects were devout Trinitarians.
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thirds of his army perished, Vitiges

drew off the remainder of his forces in

. and Rome was rescued by the

ability and persevering energy of one

º#.'...

another triumph, this single action

would have placed him in the first rank

of great masters in the art of war. In

the history of the attack and defence of

fortified towns, the capture of Lille

by Marlborough, with its garrison of

fifteen thousand men, commanded by

Boufflers, and in presence of a superior

army, may be quoted as an example of

unsurpassed generalship. The storm

ing of Badajos by the Duke of Welling

ton, in which he snatched away a for

midable fortress from between the two

armies of Marmont and Soult, either

equal to his own, is a parallel instance

of great daring and merit. The de

fence of Rome by Belisarius loses no

thing in comparison with these two

brilliant examples, except by being less

known, and less the subject of familiar

reference or reflection.

Belisarius sallied from Rome to pur

sue the retiring enemy, and inflicted

on their rear a heavy additional loss.

A short time after this, the arrival of

seven thousand fresh troops under Nar

ses, enabled him to assume the offen

sive; but the new general being a per

sonal favourite of the emperor, was

invested with ambiguous powers, which

made him insubordinate and trouble

some. On the whole, he impeded and

counteracted the operations of Belisa

rius, and thought more of his private

interests than the public service. After

doing much mischief, he was recalled

to Constantinople, and Belisarius was

left in uncontrolled command, to finish

the war. He rescued the whole of

northern Italy, compelled Vitiges to

shut himself up in Ravenna, and pro

ceeded to invest that stronghold, hi

therto deemed impregnable. The

Gothic nation were tired of an unsuc

cesſul monarch, and offered the sove

reignty to their conqueror, with the

#. title of Emperor of the West.

Ie pretended to entertain the proposal,

but never for a moment wavered in his

loyalty; and when, between stratagem

and force, he obtained possession of

the city and the person of the king,

loudly proclaimed that he would re

main as he had ever been, the faithful

subject of Justinian, and that the

Gothic nation must be governed by his

example.

By this time the jealousy of Justi

nian was excited by the animosity of

secret enemies of Belisarius, who sur

rounded the throne, and thought to

blacken the character of the absent

general. He was recalled, under the

pretext that a threatened invasion of

the Persians demanded his presence,

and the expiring embers of the Gothic

war no longer called for the command

ing genius, which was more impera

tively required on the eastern frontier.

He obeyed without hesitation, and si

lenced for the moment the voice of envy.

A second time he brought a captive
monarch to the foot of his master's

throne, and laid before it the spoils of

a second kingdom. In five years he

had subdued a territory equal in ex
tent to the Roman dominions at the

end of five centuries after the founda

tion of their city. No public triumph

was this time allotted to him, but his

appointment to the eastern command

on the increasing aggressions of the

Persians, attested the importance of

his services, and the public confidence

reposed in his tried abilities. During

two campaigns against the armies of

Chosroes, he was prevented from ac

complishing many well-laid schemes by

the insubordination of his officers, and

the small amount of force placed at his

disposal, but he foiled his adversaries

repeatedly by superior skill, and gained

important advantages without riskin

battle against odds which .#

victory impossible. The public, never

theless, .#. that he could achieve

impossibilities, and his reputation suf

fered from their inordinate expecta
tions.

During this Persian war, the Ro

mans for the first time made a sin

gular discovery, which would have

been very valuable to them eight cen

turies before. In the army with which

Chosroes besieged Edessa, there was

an elephant, beyond the ordinary size

of those animals, on which the Per

sians fixed a tower resembling the He

lepolis, filled with select soldiers, who

plied the defenders of the walls with

such a shower of darts, that they were

compelled to abandon their post. To

remedy this danger, they fastened a

pig to the top of a tower on the walls;

the cry of the animal, rendered more

piercing by terror, frightened the ele

phant, and made him retire. No efforts

could induce him to return to the at

tack and face the unexpected oppo
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ment." It was not until this siege that

the Romans learned the stratagem by

which the onset of elephants might be

rendered unavailing. If Regulus could

have divined this at Tunis, and op

posed a line of pigs to the hundred

elephants of Xantippus, he would cer

tainly have gained the victory, and

carried the Spartan general in chains

to the senate, instead of being himself

rolled down a hill in a barrel at Car

thage. Antiochus Soter conquered an

innumerable army of Galatians by

means of sixteen elephants, to whom

he erected a trophy, which filled his

own soldiers with disgust and shame.

According to the father of history,

Herodotus, Darius and his Persians

would have been totally routed by the

Scythians, had they not been thrown

into confusion by the braying of the

asses, and the strange form of the

mules. Battles have been sometimes

gained by intelligence little superior

to that of the animals here commemo

rated. During the Persian campaigns

of Belisarius, Antonina remained at

Constantinople immersed in political

and domestic intrigues, the details of

which are equally melancholy and de

grading. Her long-enduring husband

was at last roused to a conviction that

he was wronged, and meditated dread

ful vengeance, but the blandishments

of his wife soon re-established her

wonted ascendancy, and diverted the

channel of his resentment. The in

fluence of Antonina with the empress

continued all powerful, and strange as

it may appear, she exerted it for the

punishment of her injured husband.

Justinian had fallen dangerously ill,

and as a rumour of his death prevailed,

Belisarius, with the frankness of a sol

dier, spoke in favour of the succession

of his nearest kinsman, to the exclu

sion of the claims of Theodora, which

had been acknowledged in the oath of

allegiance. The offence was unpar

donable, and the conqueror of two

kingdoms was degraded from his high

command, condemned to pay a fine of

one hundred thousand pounds sterling,

and graciously permitted to live, at the

intercession of his wife, to whom he

was commanded to express his grati

tude, and restore his perfect confi

dence. This is the most humiliating

passage in the life of a great man,

whose unaccountable weakness ap

proaches to guilt. ... Such treatment

almost hallows rebellion, and demands

revenge, and when Belisarius was sub

sequently appointed to the conduct of

the new war in Italy, it was generally

believed that he would embrace the

tempting opportunity of indulging

both. But, as Lord Mahon observes,

“his patient loyalty was proof against

all personal injuries, and he never al

lowed the wrongs of the subject to

pervert the power, or to interrupt the

duties of the soldier.” His character

was the opposite of Coriolanus, Alci

biades, or Bourbon.

The second expedition of Belisarius

to Italy, whither he was despatched to

retrieve the errors and incapacity of

the officers who had been appointed to

succeed him, and to retain the king

dom he had conquered, was less j.

liant than his first, but abundantly il

lustrative of his commanding military

genius, and inexhaustible resources.

The narrowness of his means, and the

niggardly supplies and reinforcements

extorted from Justinian, reduced his

five campaigns to a protracted war of

partisanship, and robbed him of many

opportunities and more than one signal

triumph. His whole force never ex

ceeded five thousand men, with which

he was expected to re-conquer a power

ful kingdom, excited to renewed en

thusiasm by the accession of a young,

gallant, and popular monarch. Rome

was taken and re-taken, pillaged, dis

mantled, and depopulated, until, if

we can trust the apparently exagge

rated text of Procopius, not more than

five hundred inhabitants remained

within the walls—a poetical mode of

describing the evils of protracted war

and reiterated sieges. Belisarius, in an

eloquent appeal, implored the emperor

to give him the means of rendering his

name and reputation memorable. He

solicited his master, in the first place,

so send him money to pay such troops

as he had, and to increase their num

ber, until the empty name of a general

without an army should cease to be a

shadow, and a subject of mockery to

the enemy. He despatched his wife

Antonina to Constantinople to re

inforce his arguments, but even her

influence failed, and he petitioned at

last to be re-called from his command,

* The anecdote is told by Procopius, and quoted in Folard's Commentaries.
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which a little exertion on the part of

the emperor would have rendered as

glorious to himself, and as profitable

to the government he served, as the

first, in which he conquered, and led

Vitiges a prisoner to Constantinople.

His reputation was lowered in the eyes

of his contemporaries by the indeci

sive nature of this second Gothic war,

and the clamours and detractions of

his enemies were loudand vituperative;

but posterity has done ample justice

to his undiminished ability. “The

five last campaigns of Belisarius,”

says Gibbon, “might abate the envy

of his competitors, whose eyes had

been dazzled and wounded by the

blaze of his former glory. Yet, in the

judgment of the few, who could discri

minate counsels from events, and com

pare the instruments with the execu

tion, he appeared a more consummate

master of the art of war, than in the

season of his prosperity, when he pre

sented two captive kings before the
throne of Justinian.”

The emperor finding Italy again all

but lost, yielded to private partiality,

what he had denied to eminent abili

ties, and despatched the eunuch Narses

to succeed Belisarius, with ample sup

plies of men and treasure. Whatever

may have been the shades in the pri

vate character of Narses, his skill in

war and government were equally great

and extraordinary, when we remember

that he became a general in extreme old

age, and, having handled the distaff

amongst the women of the palace,

grasped the truncheon of the commander

with the inspiration of a hero. But

his exploits, his overthrow of Totila,

and subsequent establishment of the

Exarchate of Ravenna on the ruins of

the Gothic monarchy, are foreign to

the purpose of our individual biogra

hy.
p We have been so much accustomed

to associate with our ideas of Belisarius,

the figure of a decrepid and aged man,

bowed down with years and beggary,

with a white head and a venerable

beard of the same colour, all arising

from imaginary tales and fanciful por

traits, that we feel a difficulty in re

cognizing the fact that all his great

achievements were performed before he

reached the mature meridian of life,

and that when he returned to Constan

tinople in the year A.D. 548, from the

second Gothic war, he was only forty

three years of age, more than ten years

younger than Marlborough, when he

first placed himself in the rank of

great generals, by his victory of Blen
heim. A soldier is called a veteran

after four or five campaigns; and all

public characters, whose actions have

long been the theme of common con

versation, are invariably accounted

older than they are. For eleven years

Belisarius remained in honourable re

tirement, enjoying his well-earned

riches and repose, with the titles of

General of the East, and Commander

in-Chief of the Imperial Guard. But

his domestic happiness suffered much

from the injurious treatment which

his only daughter Joannina, received

at the imº of the Empress Theodora,

who, though dying of an incurable

disease, gratified her vindictive tem

§. by a last act of revengeful cruelty.

oannina, thwarted in her projected

marriage, and injured in her reputa

tion through the machinations of the

empress, died young, leaving her illus

trious father childless, with none to

inherit his name or perpetuate his

family. Marlborough in this respect

was equally unfortunate. " His only

son and heir died in early youth, and

his favourite daughter preceded him

to the grave. The conquest of Italy

by Narses formed the last brilliant

episode in the reign of Justinian. On

this subject Gibbon observes—rather

arenthetically—“I desire to believe,

ut I dare not affirm, that Belisarius

sincerely rejoiced in the triumph of

Narses.” Unless he was a demigod,

it was impossible. His steady patriot

ism might be gratified to find that

the Roman arms were still victorious;

but it is beyond all nature to suppose

that he should feel any satisfaction in

the success of a rival, who, when under

his command, had been disobedient

and mutinous, and who was enabled to

snatch the laurels from his brow by

court favour and palace intrigues. But

a closing field of glory was yet in store

for himself, and once more he became

the deliverer of his country. The Bul

garians, under Zabergan, made a sud

den inroad on the European provinces

of the Eastern Empire, and, bearing

down all opposition, advanced to Chet

tos, within twenty miles of Constanti

nople. In this emergency, when the

emperor and his subjects were equally

paralysed by terror, and incapable of

exertion, all eyes turned towards the il

lustrious conqueror ofAfrica and Italy.
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He immediately responded to the call,

and hastened to the field; but as

usual without an army, and supported

merely by a handful of veterans. His

utmost force amounted to only three

hundred effective men, whom he posted

in a narrow defile, a repetition of the

ancient Thermopylae. The Bulgarians

advanced with a chosen body of horse,

thinking to trample their oponents

under foot without difficulty. Belisarius

placed the peasants and citizens in dif

ferent bodies on the flanks and rear of

theenemy, and instructed them to bran

dish their staves, the only arms with

which he was able to provide them, so

as to deceive their foes, both as to their

numbers and efficiency. The Bulga

rians, engaged in a narrow defile, to the

amount of two thousand picked cavalry,

were beaten and routed by three hun

dred warriors. The Roman general

prepared to follow up his unexpected

success, and pressed the retreating foe

with a vigorous pursuit. But envy and

jealousy again prevailed. The hero was

recalled, and the timid emperor pur

chased the retreat of the barbarians,

when they were completely in hispower.

Never was the personalenergy, or the in

exhaustible resources of the mind ofBe

lisarius, more conspicuously displayed

than in this last. of Chettos, which

saved Constantinople, and closed his

military career. Four years later, a

conspiracy against the life of Justinian

was formed by several distinguished

senators, who could no longer endure

the tyranny of a monarch, from whom,

as he was already in his eightieth year,

death, in the course of nature, would

soon deliver them. The conspiracy was

discovered, and the ringleaders exe

cuted. Under the influence of tor

ture— the least satisfactory of all evi

dences—some menialdependents of Be

lisarius impugned their master as being

implicated in the plot. The proof is

less than nothing, and the tale altoge

ther incredible. The man who, in the

vigour of manhood, had several times

rejected independentsovereignty, whose

unshaken loyalty had endured obloquy

and confiscation, was not likely, in the

decline of life, to condescend to the

murder of a prince he could not expect

long to survive... But it suited the

jealousy or timidity of Justinian to

believe in his guilt, no matter, how

slender the foundation. The faithful

general and servant, who for years had

sustained his monarchy, and doubled

his empire, was imprisoned, and sen

tenced with the rest; but his life was

ultimately spared, and the utter confis

cation of his vast possessions resolved

into an enormous fine. The blindness

and beggary, as we have already stated,

rest on no proof, and must be “whistled

down the wind” as an idle fable, or

dismissed to empty air, as the gods in

the Iliad disposed of that portion of

the prayers of the suppliant heroes,

which they were predetermined not to

grant. Belisarius survived this last

and crowning injury of his master, not

more than eight months. He had

drank to the dregs the cup of his bitter

portion, and bent under it, on the 13th

of March, A.D. 565, in the sixty-first

year of his age :-

“Ingratitude more strong than traitors' arms

Quite vanquished him; then burst his mighty

heart.”

Justinian survived the hero, whose

death he had hastened, less than a year,

and expired at eighty-three, having

entirely outlived the affection and re.

spect of his subjects, who unanimously

hailed his decease as a national deli

verance. Antonina, the widow of Beli

sarius, retired into religious seclusion,

and devoted the remains of her life

and fortune to devotional observances

and the foundation of a convent. She

had much to ask forgiveness for, and as

the opportunity was granted, charity

will hope that her penitence was sin

cere and acceptable.

A detail of the life and actions of

John Duke of Marlborough, would in

this placebe wearisomeand superfluous.

We shall, therefore, confine ourselves

to those points in his character and

career, which suggest the parallel be

tween him and the celebrated general

of Justinian. The discovery of his own

despatches in 1842, the letters of his

private secretary and chaplain (since

published under the able editorship of

Sir George Murray), have furnished

additional and authentic materials, to

which Archdeacon Coxe had no access

when he wrote his voluminous biogra

phy: These despatches, in many par

ticulars, speak the mind, feelings, mo

tives, and opinions of the man, as

clearly and graphically as those of his

still more illustrious successor, the late

Duke of Wellington. They form the

groundwork on which an eminent living

historian (Sir A. Alison) has erecte

one of his most popular and valuable

historical works, and the inciting cause
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which suggested to him the undertak

ing. Lord Mahon, in his summary of

the character of Belisarius, says, “he

may not unaptly be compared to Marl

borough, whom he equalled in talents,

and closely resembled in his faults of

uxoriousness and love of money.” The

uxoriousness in both is too palpable to

be disputed, but in the case of Belisa

rius it was the more to be condemned,

and more prejudicial in its effects, as

Antonina was unprincipled and de

praved, while the spouse of Marlborough

was merely domineering and avari

cious.

The charge of avarice against Be

lisarius rests on the doubtful testimony

of the “Secret Anecdotes;” and even

there, is confined to the latter part of

his career, ample testimony being borne

by the same chronicler to his profuse

generosity in early life. Secret his

tory is always suspicious; that of Pro

copius, in the present instance, and

under the circumstances, scarcely ad

missible. His feelings, principles,

and views in life were much altered

since the time when in early youth,

as faithful secretary and companion, he

attended his first benefactor and com

mander in all his campaigns. We

have seen that Belisarius was mulcted

in an enormous fine after the second

Persian war, and that he again be

came the possessor of great wealth,

before his second disgrace. But there

is nothing beyond presumptive evi

dence, and the more than doubtful tes

timony of the “Anecdotes” to prove that

this wealth was otherwise acquired than

by the fair emoluments of an unlimited

command, which endured for many

rears. He may have connived at, or

een ignorant of the rapacity of his

wife, as was the case with Marl

borough ; but his own character was

too systematically humane, just, ho

nourable, and considerate, to allow us

hastily to believe, that while he was

compelled to tax the inhabitants of

Italy to obtain the funds necessary to

prosecute the war, he ground from

them, at the same time, contributions

to repair the wreck of his own personal

fortunes. The alleged parsimony of

the English general, although sup

ported by current opinion, and sundry

anecdotes,” is also refuted by several

splendid contradictions. His sinking

the £5000 which the Countess of

Castlemaine gave him as a present

when an ensign in the Guards, for an

annuity of £500 a-year, was certainly

an indication of constitutional pru

dence, not very consistent with buoyant

youth and high ambition; and the

undisputed, never-relaxing rapacity of

his wife, may have inflicted some of its

odium on her unparticipating husband.

But the man who spent £100,000 on

the erection of his mansion in London,

and added £60,000 to finish Blenheim

when the government of the day re

fused to advance any further supplies

towards the completion of the national

present; he who also repeatedly de

clined the viceroyalty of the Nether

lands with £60,000 a-year, can scarcely

be designated as a worshipper of

money, nor is it reasonable to inscribe

avarice amongst his ruling passions.

Marlborough, like Belisarius, owed his

early rise to female influence. His pro

motion was much assisted by the favour

of the king's reigning sultana, Lady

Castlemaine, and according to court

scandal, by the position of his sister,

Arabella Churchill, as avowed mistress

to the Duke ofYork. The Roman and

English generals were both remarkable

for their personal advantages, manly

beauty,t and daring courage. Each

possessed a mind teeming with re

sources in any sudden emergency, im

perturbable command of temper, a con

stitutional coolness which no danger

could appal, and no unexpected reverse

or difficulty could disturb or shake.

Belisarius achieved more, and with

smaller means than any other general,

either of ancient or modern times.

His army sometimes dwindled into a

mere detachment, and with this he

was often obliged to engage an over

whelming host. He fought many more

battles than Marlborough did ; and if

he was not uniformly successful, his de

feats were sometimes as creditable, and

almost as brilliant as his victories. He

never failed through any error of his

* His friend and faithful colleague, Prince Eugene, one day, when Marlborough was talking

before him of his deep regard and love for his Queen (Anne), whispered to some one near

him—“His Queen' Yes, Regina Pecunia "

f Marborough had a squeaking voice, which was malignantly ridiculed by Pope in some

waspish, but unpublished verses, repeated to Bishop Warburton.
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own. Marlborough occasionally found

himself outnumbered by the enemy,

though he generally conducted large

and efficient armies; but on the other

hand, he was less exclusive and un

restrained in his operations than the

Roman general, who, while in com

mand, was perfectly absolute; left en

tirely to his individual discretion,

and unfettered by Dutch Deputies,

Aulic Councils, and a factious Oppo

sition in the Government. He could

seldom obtain reinforcements, but he

could do as he pleased with the troops

under his command, and was expected

to accomplish miracles. Marlborough

never failed in a campaign, a battle, or

a siege, but he always possessed means

adequate to the occasion. Belisarius

was more than once beaten in a battle,

and foiled in an insulated operation ;

but in these cases he had scarcely any

means at all, and success was impos

sible. Each possessed, in a rare de

gree, the quality of inspiring confi

dence in those under their control.

Both were eminently moral and

correct in private character, just, con

scientious and honourable in all their

public transactions. Both were great

reservers of discipline, equally humane

in their treatment of prisoners, careful

of the lives of their own soldiers, and

sedulous in protecting from plunder or

outrage the persons and properties of

the unfortunate inhabitants of the

countries which happened to be ex

posed to the calamities of war. This

systematic moderation is the more re

markable in the earlier than in the

modern commander, inasmuch as Be

lisarius lived in an age of barbarism,

license, and disorder, and Marlborough

in one of high civilisation and pro

fessed humanity. Of both it was said

repeatedly, as also of Gustavus Adol

phus, that the presence of their armies

in an enemy's country was hailed by

the peasants and peaceable citizens as

a relief and protection from the cruelty

and exactions of their own people.

The eulogium with which Procopius

winds up the character of Belisarius,"

before his heart was perverted from

him, is in all the points named equally

applicable to Marlborough :— “The

wounded found in him a father and a

friend. To all he was open and easy

of access, and by his courteous de

meanour often comforted where he

could not relieve. His private vir

tues promoted and confirmed the dis

cipline of his soldiers; none in all his

campaigns ever saw him flushed with

wine, and the charms of the fairest

captives from the Goths or Vandals,

could not overcome his conjugal fide

lity.” Very similar to this is the sum

mary of the character of Marlborough

by Alison :-

“Envy was unknown, suspicion loath

some to him. He often suffered by the ge

nerous confidence with which he trusted his

enemies. He was patient under contradic

tion, placid and courteous in his demeanour;

and owed great part of his success both in

the field and in the cabinet, to the invariable

suavity and charm of his manners. His

humanity was uniformly conspicuous. Not

only his own soldiers, but his enemies never

failed to experience it. After the battle of

Malplaquet he divided all the money at his

private disposal among the wounded officers

of the enemy.”

Either of these two descriptions will

serve indiscriminately for Belisarius or

Marlborough. Lord Bolingbroke, the

avowed enemy of the latter, says in his

“Letters on the Study of History”:—

“I take with pleasure the opportunity of

doing justice to that great man, whose faults

I knew, whose virtues I admire, and whose

memory, as the greatest general and greatest

minister that our country or any other has

produced, I honour.”

A high panegyric from his steadfast

politicalenemy, and the principal mover

in his disgrace and dismissal from his

high employments. That the victories

of Belisarius and Marlborough were

entirely owing to their individual talent

and superiority of character is proved

by the corresponding facts, that no

sooner was Belisarius recalled from

Italy than the fruits of his Gothic vic

tories were snatched from his ungiſted

successors, and that in the first battle

fought in Flanders, at Demain, after

the English withdrew from the con

test, Villars proved victorious, although

the allies were led by Eugene, because

the commanding inspiration of Marl

borough's genius was no longer there.

In the high point of enduring and un

conquerable loyalty, Belisarius stands

immeasurably above Marlborough.

* Quoted by Lord Mahon.
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Twice he refused independent sove

reignty when pressed on his acceptance,

and as often he might have placed him

self on the throne of Justinian himself.

He remained proof against temptations

by which few have been assailed, and

unmoved by wrongs and persecution

which fewer still could have resisted.

For a long series of years he was in

sulted, degraded, and treated with con

tempt, yet he never uttered an im

patient remonstrance, or indulged in a

rebellious thought. Marlborough be

trayed his early benefactor, James II.,

and was afterwards much disposed to

do the same by William III. During

times of perpetual intrigue, he trimmed

his boat according to circumstances, in

the troubled sea of politics, and con

trived to ride on two saddles, as La

berius publicly taunted Cicero with

having done during the civil wars of

Caesar and Pompey."

Lord Bolingbroke, after his attainder

was removed, used to tell his friends

that Marlborough was inclined to re

store the old family again on Queen

Anne's death, and agreed to join the

Tory ministry for that object after

Lord Oxford's dismission. The story

rests upon the ipse dirit of Boling

broke, which must be taken for what it

is worth. This much is certain, how

ever, that he never possessed the con

fidence of George I., and was actually

obliged to employ the mediation of

Lord Pulteney to obtain an ensigncy

for a friend.

We have seen to what extent the

ingratitude of Justinian was evinced

towards Belisarius, after all his emi

nent services and unwavering devo

tion. That to which Marlborough was

exposed by political violence, and the

wavering partialities of Queen Anne,

was scarcely less bitter and signal.

The peace of Utrecht, by which the
fruits of his victories were render

ed abortive, was signed without his

knowledge or participation, and con

trary to his most urgent advice.

The French monarch, when on the

brink of ruin, and after many defeats,

obtained advantages which a long series

of the most brilliant successes could

scarcely have commanded... Marlbo

rough was removed from all his high

offices, threatened with impeachment,

accused of peculation, and of prolong

ing the war for the sole purpose of en

riching himself, his family, and his

friends. His long series of glorious

achievements was stigmatised as an or

ganised system in which the general

good was sacrificed to the selfishness of

K. ambition. To crown all, the

mperor of Germany, who had be

stowed on him the principality of

Mindelheim, with the empty title of a

Prince of the holy Roman Empire,

withheld the revenue of £2000 per an

num, constituting the only substantial

value of the gift. Orders were also is

sued to suspend all further payments

towards the completion of Blenheim,

which magnificent palace would have

continued unfinished to this day, had

not the necessary funds been provided

by the discarded hero whose services

were no longer required. The treat

ment he received was scarcely superior

to that of Belisarius. Like the Roman

general, he remained many years in re

tirement, taking no part in public af

fairs, until the rebellion of 1715 called

him from his privacy to assume once

more the command of the army. His

great popularity quelled an incipient

mutiny in the guards; and although

he did not actually take the field in his

old age, as did the Roman against the

invading Bulgarians, he directed in a

great degree the operations by which

the ill-concerted insurrection was spee

dily suppressed. In 1716, he was seized

with palsy, which temporarily affected

his reason, and permanently under

mined his constitution; but he rallied,

partially recovered, and lived on to

1722, when he expired in the seventy

second year of his age. On the 27th

November, 1721, he was able to take

his place in the House of Lords, not

more than six months before his

death; and even when paralysed by

his last fatal attack in the month of

June of that year, although his bodily

powers were prostrated, his mental

perceptions were perfect and uncloud

ed. He died on the 16th, surrounded

by his immediate friends and relatives,

recognising them all, and in full posses

sion of his faculties. We have long

been accustomed to admire and reflect

deeply on the impressive lines of the

philosophic poet, who says–

“In life's last scene what prodigies surprise!

Fears of the brave, and follies of the wise :

From Marlborough's eyes the streams of dotage flow,

And Swift expires, a driv'ller and a show."f

* See “Macrobii Saturnalia.” f Dr. Johnson—“Vanity of Human Wishes."
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That Marlborough, worn down by

palsy and paralysis at seventy-two,

smitten in his domestic relations by the

loss of his children, and sinking into

the grave comparatively forgotten and

neglected, was no longer the vigorous

Marlborough of Blenheim, who sat on

horseback for twelve hours, and direct

ed mighty operations, without feelingfa

tigue of mind or body, is too self-evi

dent to be disputed; but the “streams

of dotage flowing from his eyes,” im

Fº a state of mental imbecility much

yond that to which he appears to

have been actually reduced. They

must be dismissed as fabulous with the

blindness andmendicancy of Belisarius.

As in the case of the Roman general,

the moral to be drawn from man's in

gratitude is sufficiently forcible, without

exaggerating providential inflictions,

or feigning accompaniments which ex

ceed the truth.

Antonina, the widow of Belisarius,

thought no more of the world after the

death of her husband, but retired to

the solitude of a cloister, with her sins,

her penitence, and her remaining trea

sures. The Duchess of Marlborough

long survived her lord, still mingling

with the busy, idle throng, strangely

designated the great world, disliked

by many, but feared and courted by

more, from her imperious temper and

enormous wealth. She respected the

memory of her departed consort with

never-failing regret and reverence; re

fused all offers of a second nuptials;

and to an importunate suitor, who

wooed her for rank and money (Lord

Conyngsby) º: with haughty in

dignation, “If I were young and hand

some, as I was, instead of old and ug

ly, as I am, and you could lay the em

pire of the world at my feet, you should

never share the heart and hand that

once belonged to John Duke of Marl

borough.” Sarah of Marlborough said

many smart things; and the compila

tion published in 1788, from her pa.

pers, selected by Sir David Dalrymple,

and entitled, “The Opinions of Sarah

Duchess of Marlborough;” proved that

she remembered and wrote down use

vol. xliI.-NO, CCXLVIII.

ful maxims and deductions, derived

from her long political intrigues. Her

remarks under the article “Patriots,”

will perhaps be considered equally ap

plicable to other times and parties

than those with whom she was immedi

ately associated. “I think,” says she,

in this entertaining diary, “that all

the people in places, and those of the

patriots that have a mind to have them,

will keep and get all the employments

to the last moment, without any re

ard to what may happen in England.”

#. the article, “ Purchase of

Land,” her Grace says, “From fear of a

sponge, I have sold my stock low, and

bought land dear; which I did, because

I thought that would hold longest.”

And again, “Went to the city to bid

for Lord Yarmouth's estate, which I

believe I shall have, and I do think it

necessary to do it, because land will be

the last thing taken from us; and I

expect, a little sooner or later, a sponge

will put an énd to all stocks and money

lent to the Government.” If coming

events, as they say, cast their shadows

before, the old Duchess had a very long

prescience of what has not yet happen

ed, and the purchasers of incumbered

estates may justify their anxiety to

buy, at any price, upon her well-re

volved recommendations.

To conclude, Marlborough, like Be

lisarius, possessed few advantages

from education. His early studies were

interrupted by his military profession;

and he once declared that he only

knew the history of England from the

Plays of Shakspeare. As in the case

of Napoleon, he was very careless of

orthography, of which the following

note will serve as a sample, and with

which we close our article :-

“ Sept. 5, 1707.

“SIR,--The bearer will acquaint you with

what I have write, in order to have this bu

siness agreed friendly (if possible). I desire

the picturs may go with my brother, and

leave it to your care that they be originels.

“I am, Sir,

Your friend and humble Servant,

“MARLBorough.”

“To M. Savilly."

J. W. C.

ri
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LoRENzo BENoNI; or, EveRY-DAY LIFE IN ITALY.”

LoRENzo BeNoNI is one of those books

from which more is learned than if its

materials had been presented in a more

formal shape. It is not history—it is not

biography—it is not romance; but it

is more than each—perhaps more than

all. Actual occurrences are the ground

work of the narrative, and actual oc

currences shown to the reader as they

were seen by the narrator : there is no

colouring of the facts by any conscious

effort of imagination ; they are the

ordinary incidents of every-day life, in

which a man of highly inmaginative

power is placed.

A thin haze of fiction separates this

book from anything which we can pro

perly call biography. We are not told

who the authoris, nor do we, who write,

know ; while it seems to us more than

probable no concealment is intended,

and that those better acquainted than

we are with the men prominently en

gaged in the recent struggles of Italy,

may recognise in Lorenzo Benoni and

his friends, revolutionary leaders. The

Fantasio of this volume is plainl

Mazzini. The great value of thei.

is the perfect truthfulness of its pictures

of every-day life—

“The life that all men live, and few men notice

Yet which will please ('tis very strange, but so it is)

Will please, when forced again on our attention,

More than the wonders of remote invention.”

We have here the every-day life of

Italy; we have that which no mere tra

veller through the country could have

seen or felt as it is here represented;

we have that which no novelist could

have imagined. Take, for instance,

the picture with which the volume

opens. What English writer, from

Mrs. Radcliffe to the last dealer in

Italian romance, could have given the

touches which bring into view the

bright-eyed boy, his weariness, and his

gaiety? Would not this be a good sub

ject for a painting?—

“Every day, as surely as the day came

when the clock struck eleven, my uncle the

canon invariably said mass, at which I in

variably officiated as his assistant. This ce

remony had long lost the attraction of novelty,

having been repeated daily for two whole

years; and as, besides, my uncle's Mass was

very long, it is needless to say that I went

through it with a feeling of intense ennui.

So, when, at a certain moment, after having

helped the priest to the wine and water, it

was my duty to replace the sacred phials

behind a curtain on the left of the altar, I

never failed, by way of relief, to take, under

cover of that same curtain, a long pull at

the phial of wine. This was only for the

fun, as wine was not with me a favourite

beverage."—p. 1.

The canon, however, like other men

who say mass, had something else to

do; and while he was laying aside his

robes in the vestry, young Lorenzo

Benoni went to the post-office for his

letters. By the time he returned, it

was nearly twelve o'clock — “ dinner

hour, and the table was laid.”

The canon was brother of Lorenzo's

father. He resided in a small country

town, about half-way between Genoa

and Nice; and he managed an estate

belonging to Lorenzo's mother, which

consisted chiefly of olive plantations.

Lorenzo was the youngest of three

brothers. As each attained the age of

seven years, he was sent from Genoa,

where their father lived, to reside with

the canon, and there to learn Latin.

From thence they passed to the Royal

Colleget of Genoa–“ the second and

unavoidable stage of our progress in

life.” The canon, at the period he

is introduced to our acquaintance, is

“a weak-minded, rather good than

bad sort of man, about sixty.” Half

his year is passed in anticipating won

ders from his next crop of olives; the

other half in lamenting the disappoint

ment of his hopes:–

“My uncle had only one distinct idea in

his brain—olives; only one interest in life—

olives; only one topic of discussion, either

at home or abroad—olives. Olives of every

size and description — salted olives, dried

* “Lorenzo Benoni; or, Passages in the Life of an Italian."

burgh : Thomas Constable and Co.; London: Hamilton, Adams, and Co.

Edited by a Friend. Edin

1853.

t" The term College on the Continent corresponds to that of Public School, not to that of

College, in England, which in England is called the University."—Author's Note.
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clives, pickled olives—encumbered the table

at dinner and supper, and no dish was served

without the seasoning of olives. All my

uncle's walks, in which I was regularly or

dered to accompany him, had for their sole

object to observe the appearance of the olives

on the trees, and to watch their progress;

and, at a certain period of the year, we lite

rally trod on olives, which were strewed a

foot deep on the floor of our large hall. The

very air we breathed was impregnated with

olive emanations.”—p. 3.

The canon has a housekeeper, as bad

as any priest's niece that priest's nephew

ever encountered. Lorenzo was re

garded by her as an intruder— she

starved him, she beat him. He was a

puny, sickly creature; and considering

that he did not mean to resent this

treatment, it appears wonderful it

should have continued. Continue,

however, it did, although without the

interest to the lady of any effective

opposition.

A hungry, half-starved abbé came

each day to teach him Latin. The

abbé was fond of drink, and when he

could not find the means of gratifying

this taste, was ill-tempered. For two

years this kind of life went on—the

canon, the housekeeper, and the abbé

being the three Fates who spun our

hero's thread of life; and if it was not

for an old man of seventy-four taking

it into his head to marry, he must have

remained among them for some time

longer.

Marriage is somehow or other a

subject of mirth to all but the parties

most deeply interested, and the wed

dings of old people have been, time out

of mind, the occasion of rustic jokes.

The bridal party were serenaded with

all manner of noises, and for three

davs the disturbance went on. The

bridegroom was a friend of the canon's,

who was scandalised at the proceeding;

and, on the third day of the fun, he

ordered the windows and doors of his

house to be closed, and recommended

that no one should stir out. The de

light, however, of the lively child was

unbounded; and he longed to be an

actor in the scene of noise. The dis

cord of horns, fifes, drums, pans, tongs,

shovels, men shouting, wornen screatin

ing, asses braying, pigs squeaking,

chains rattling, was more than music

to him. Could he not be there?—

could he do nothing? He contrived

to make his escape. Some children

gave him the end of a chain to rattle.

He is caught, sent to bed without

his supper, and confined in what he

calls a dungeon. He is too proud to

ask pardon. On the twelfth day of

his captivity, he steals off at break

of day, and is on the road to Genoa.

He is caught by his uncle and the

everlasting housekeeper. The result

of the adventure is that he is removed

from his uncle's, for the purpose of

being placed at school.

We next have our little fellow, now

nine years old, in new breeches of blue

cloth, and dress coat of the same

material, with gilt buttons, bearing

the words “Royal College,” and not

|. least part of his glory—a cocked

at:-

“In the year 1818, I became one of the

members of the Royal College. There were

in it at that time about a hundred pupils,

varying from seven to fifteen years of age,

separated into five divisions of about twenty
each.

“Each division formed an independent

whole, possessing its own superintendent, its

own school-room, its own ground, its own

dormitory. Only at church, and in the re

fectory, did the whole community meet, but

even there without mingling, each division

having its own separate seats, its own sepa

rate table.

“The Royal College was under the direc

tion of the Reverend Somaschi Fathers, one

of the monastic orders devoted by their in

stitution to the education of youth, and was

governed according to the following hie

rarchy:—

“A Father RETTore— sovereign power,

without control or appeal– Czar and Pope

in one.

“A Father Vice-RETTore —locum tenens

of the first, in case of absence or illness.

“A Father MINISTRo—the real executive

power, everywhere present, and meddling

with everything.

“Last of all, the PREFETTI, or superin

tendents. A prefetto was placed over each di

vision, and never left it night or day.”—pp.

15–16.

For five years he remained an in

mate of this establishment. The two

first were of misery unrelieved, except

that on Thursdays visitors were ad

mitted, and he then saw his mother.

The next two years matters went on

better. His tasks became less impos

sible, and at last easy. Something of

friendship grew up, too, and he was

himself felt to be something and some

body. Of his fifth year he gives a

somewhat more detailed account.

*
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There is something in a school

which is not unlike the mode of think

ing and moving in a wider circle.

The boy of thirteen now finds himself

in what is called the second division.

If we understand the account rightly,

this division consists of twenty-one

students. Of the twenty-one, four are

found, when Benoni becomes a member

of the division, absolute rulers over the

rest; or rather one of the four, called

here Anastasius, is absolute ruler,

using the ministry of the three others

to carry into effect whatever he may

command. How the usurpation arose

we are not told, and in this the school

despotism does not differ from most

other tyrannies. Anastasius, the

tyrant, was dwarfish, ugly—he had a

big head, a flat nose, and wide mouth.

The future republican has not a good

word for him ; he is not of human

kind at all, rather of the tiger-cat

breed. Still he had some inexplicable

power over every one with whom he

came into any intercourse, and there

fore we suspect was a clever fellow

after all. “The sound of his voice,

most slightly elevated, made the boldest

tremble.”

Those were the days when the

Greeks were struggling for liberty—

the only boy in the school who called

them rebels was Anastasius.

Anastasius's strength consisted in

two boys remarkably strong and stupid,

who formed his body guard, who levied

his exactions, and who were able to

beat with fist, or stick, or whip who

ever resisted.

But Anastasius had more to rely on

than brute force, which these two re

tainers of his may be regarded as re

presenting. The support of a third stu

dent, who was the emblem and repre

sentative of something better, aided in

sustaining this despotism. The young

Prince d'Urbino was handsome, rich,

and generous. His title did much, too,

for him with others, and it accounted

for his being himself somewhat spoiled.

He sustained Anastasius's rule, or

rather, having his own objects of am

bition, put forward Anastasius to carry

them out. He was not unpopular.

There were parts of Anastasius's con

duct which he condemned, and could

afford to condemn. The instincts of

aristocracy, or rather of anti-plebeian

ism, made him a supporter of Anasta

slus.

And what are the objects of this

school-despotism — of this miniature

tyranny? No other than the ultimate

objects of every manifestation of fraud

and force that has ever prevailed

among men—the desire to enjoy that

which belongs to another. The

hunger-bitten Italian school-boy, no

less than those who in old times were

mighty hunters upon the earth, and

their prey man, was but obeying the

same wolfishinstinct which they obeyed,

and using the same means for the ac

complishment of the same objects. The

exactions which Anastasius levied were

something in the nature of an income

tax. The boys were not well fed at this

Royal College; that is, the school al

lowance was a slice of bread, but who

ever pleased might buy with his pocket

money what he wished in addition.

When breakfast-time came round,

Anastasius and his two men-of-war

went round the table, and seized from

each whatever pleased them—butter,

figs, sausages, peaches; all paid tribute

to Anastasius.

None thought of resisting this. It

was, as ship-money in the eyes of a

judge of King Charles's days, a

rightful exaction; something which it

ought to gratify the subject to give.

At supper and at dinner the serfs

had to tax themselves. No one thought

of eating rice-pudding or strawberries

without first reserving Anastasius's

portion.

Hardest grievance of all. A boy

went home for a holiday, or a friend

visited him. On either occasion he

was likely to receive some present,

two-thirds of which went into the ex

chequer. Anastasius's chancellor of

the exchequer was worse than Glad

stone himself. The unfortunate re

cipient of an uncle's or aunt's bounty

was compelled to make a declaration

of what he had received, and to pay

two-thirds of it to Anastasius's officer.

Any evasion was punished by the for

feiture of the whole.

Books, penknives, playthings of any

kind, to which Anastasius took a fancy,

were compelled to be surrendered to

him, or they were taken from the

owners by violence.

Some similarity of tastes and dispo

sition attached Lorenzo to a young

friend, whom he calls Alfred. Alfred

had a tame sparrow, which he had

taught a hundred playful tricks. Anas

tasius sent to him for the bird. Alfred

refused, and the next day the bird was
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found dead, under circumstances that

left no doubt of its death having been

contrived by Anastasius. Lorenzo's

cup of rage now over-brimmed, and

the days of Anastasius's tyranny were

numbered. Lorenzo's character was

high in the college. He had obtained

the highest prizes in eloquence, in

poetry, and in geometry. Any one was

a proud distinction—to have united all

had probably been before unprece

dented. Lorenzo now sought an op

portunity of breaking publicly with

Anastasius and with the prince.

The occasion, soon offered. King

Charles Felix, visiting Genoa, was to

receive a deputation from the college.

The deputation was to consist of the

Rettore, the Vice-Rettore, and five

pupils to be selected by the Rettore,

one from each of the five divisions,

and presented to his majesty. On

whom, in each division, the selection

should fall, was a subject of great

anxiety. In the second division Lo

renzo and the prince were alone

thought of by their class-fellows, and

the feelings of the friends of each ran

high. Lorenzo himself entertained no

doubt that he would be the person se

lected. The prince, however, was the

chosen one; and this to Lorenzo, who

could not understand why such defe

rence should be paid to rank when his

own were the higher claims on the

score of literary distinctions, was gall

and wormwood. A feeling of hostility

arose in Lorenzo's mind; and perhaps

there was something not altogether

just in the mode in which he took re--

venge on the prince. We should know

something more of the nature of

school exercises in the Royal College

of Genoa, before we are quite in a

condition to pronounce on the extent

of delinquency which the prince was

guilty of, in passing off a sonnet of

some mediocre Italian poet for a com

monplace of his own. In educa

tional establishments nearer home, we

seem to ourselves to have now and

then seen a page of Cicero put for

ward as the composition of some

young man seeking to pass an exami

nation ; and Lorenzo talks of himself

winning prizes for a fellow-student by

writing his exercises.

The prince had got, it would seem,

some credit for a copy of verses which

Lorenzo found were taken from a

printed volume of poems, and an al

tercation took place between him and

the prince on the subject. The con

test ended in Lorenzo's challenging

the prince to a trial of skill in verse

making.

These trials of skill were not unfre

quent among the students. They were

encouraged by the professors. The

professor of poetry gave as a theme

for the rival minstrels, “The Death of

Philoctetes.” Lorenzo went to work,

biting his nails till blood and in

spiration came. The verses flowed

fast. The more they were the better

was he pleased, though he now tells

us he ought to have studied compression

rather than diffusion, and that a better

| would have squeezed his four

undred lines into one hundred. Lo

renzo's were the commonplaces of the

poets of the country, in which, though

nothing is taken from any one in par

ticular, nothing can be in any proper

sense original; yet the manufacture

was his own handiwork. If Dante,

and Petrarch, and Tasso, supplied

every phrase, yet Lorenzo Benoni

tied them into something of new com

binations. The Prince stole his brooms

ready made. The friends of Lorenzo,

who suspected some trick, were enabled

to procure the book from which he

transcribed a poem on the proposed

theme. This scene ended in deep hu

miliation to the prince, and in the per

fect triumph of Lorenzo.

Making verses is an accomplishment

that may be envied; but envy will some

times wear a mask of scorn, and there

is, unluckily, in all cases an appeal

from the intellectual to the physical.

The sovereign who has the best arm

is likely to be regarded as having, if

not right, yet that which renders right

a matter of indifference—an ornamen

talaccessary, rather than the proper and

independent foundation of any claim—

and the prince challenged Lorenzo to

a boxing match. In the boxing match

the prince, in violation of the rules of

the duello, trips his antagonist, but

notwithstanding, is getting the worst

of it, when the Prefetto interposes,

and begins flogging both. In addition

to this punishment, the prince and

Lorenzo have to sup together on bread

and water.

A boxing match is an admirable

prelude to school friendships; and,

after this scene, the prince and Lo

renzo are well disposed to like each

other.

Meanwhile Lorenzo's plot against
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Anastasius is ripening, when it is

strangely interrupted.

At four o'clock in the afternoon of

the day on which the conspiracy was

to work (eight o'clock was the ap

pointed hour), Lorenzo was summoned

to the presence of the Father Ret

tore :-

“The Father Rettore was a little old man

of about seventy years of age. His carroty

wig, set awry, his high-boned rosy cheeks,

a large vein, which marked a thick blue

line upon his red nose, always crammed with

snuff, tended to render his appearance rather

ridiculous than imposing. And yet, not

withstanding this somewhat grotesque exte

rior, never was monarch in all his mightiness

more revered by his subjects than was the

Father Rettore by the turbulent youth con

fided to his care; and this was not owing

solely to the perfectly unlimited extent of

his power.”—p. 63.

The Rettore was a man of good fa

mily, believed to be sincere in his reli

gious professions, and bore a reputa

tion for learning. Strange stories

were told of his fastings and self-fla

gellations; he was a man venerated

as if already a canonised saint.

The offence for which Lorenzo was

summoned before the Rettore, was his

having in his desk a volume of an

Italian translation of Milton. The

book was in the “ Inder Librorum Pro

hibitorum a Summo Pontifice,” and the

mere reading it was a mortal sin—a

sin to be punished with eternal perdi

tion. Whatever be the punishment in

another world for reading Milton, Lo

renzo was not unpunished in this.

There were prison-cells attached to the

college, and into one of these he was

thrown. We cannot go into the detail

of his agonies, physical and mental.

Mice rioted on the floor, and made

their way even to his bed; some light

straggled through a window too high

for him to reach without diſliculty, and

by it he was able to read inscriptions

on the walls, traced by former pri

soners. When the hour came at

which his insurrection was to break

out, he fancied he heard cries and

trampling, and exclamations of “IIelp,

Lorenzo, help !”—he could not but

have been in fever. At night he was

awaked from torpor by a voice which

at first he attributed to a dream, but

which he soon discovered to be that of

the prince. The prince had been con

fined, for calling the Prefetto an ass;

and for having, when ordered to apo

logise, expressed regret for having

only called him an ass, he being an ass

and a clown. The offence was given

for the purpose of being punished by

imprisonment, and thus finding an op

}. of free communication with

orenzo. The prince falls in with

Lorenzo's plans for the overthrow of

Anastasius's tyranny ; as they are on

the point of separating, Lorenzo, lay

ing a peculiar emphasis on every syl

lable, says:—

“To bring down the tyrant is not all, we

must crush tyranny itself, and render its re

turn impossible; and this can be done only

by constituting liberty. What do you think

of a republican government 2 Sparta,

Athens, and Rome owed to that their

highest days of glory and prosperity.”

“I think,” said the prince, “that what

ever you do will be well done, and that is

all I think about it; but really, I feel very

cold. Good night.”

The next day both are released

from prison. They are no sooner re

leased than the projects of terminating

the tyranny of Anastasius are again

the chief subjects of thought with Lo

renzo. He succeeds in putting an end

to the despotism, and a republican

form of government follows the down

fall of the tyrant. The second divi

sion is now a State, with a constitution.

Alas for states and constitutions !

The second division had no sooner

obtained its liberties—had no sooner

begun to confirm them by laws, than

their Solons and Lycurguses are separ

rated from them, but not before a civil

war has arisen which has divided the

second division into more than two

halves. All eyes were fixed on Lo

renzo ; and an attached friend of his,

Alfred, expressing the one feeling, in

which it would seem all were united,

with tears in his eyes, said – “We

have no hope but in you; you alone

can save us.” It was at this juncture

that Alfred and Lorenzo were both

surprised by the announcement that

they were removed from the second
division to the first.

The change was to one of calm and

not alone comparative, but positive,

happiness. A new course of studies; a

total escape from the disputes on which

a few days before he imagined the fate

of the world to depend, but which

now appeared to him as foolish as the

tears and the ill-temper of a younger
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sister seem to a grown girl escaped

from the nursery, and meditating some

what of the serious future; the hope, too,

of high distinction at the approaching

examinations—all animated Lorenzo.

At no period of his life, before or after,

had he felt anything like the same con

tent; it is, however, but of short du

ration. In this division a war soon

arises; not between the boys them

selves, but—the boys having assumed

somewhat of maturer manhood—be

tween the young men, as they are to

be called, and the school authorities.

The issue of a riot in which all are en

gaged, is that, for some fault of Lo

renzo's, which is imputed to Alfred

through a mistake, which for one

reason or other the directors of the

school will not correct, Alfred is ex

pelled. The public examinations

come on, and Lorenzo carries off all the

prizes. Lorenzo, elated with his tri

umphs, returns home, leaving the col

lege for the last time.

After some discussions with his

father, who can see nothing wonderful

in his success at college, he gets carte

blanche for two new suits of clothes,

and accordingly dresses himself in

clothes of the most absurd cut and

colour, and a broad-brimmed hat.

Thus accoutred, on a fine Sunday

morning, he pays a visit to Uncle

John, his mother's brother:—

“I found my uncle reading, and as he

bent over his book, I could not help being

struck by the noble regularity of his profile,

and the pensive expression of his counte

nance. As I found afterwards, he was a

living picture of Leonardo da Vinci. Though

sixty years of age, his hair, which he wore

very short, was still black, slightly sprinkled

with grey, which produced a bluish tint,

very singular, but soft and agreeable to the

eye. ‘Hey, hey, my boy, cried uncle John,

as soon as he saw me; ‘how spruce we are!"

and he rose from his chair, as if the better

to examine me. “What tailor has made

such a figure of you?' I blushed up to the

eyes. “Don’t be abashed, my boy,' conti

nued he, “I have been as absurd as that

myself in my time. Most men who dress

(savages who do not are far superior to us

in this respect)—most men, I say, are sub

ject to become the victims of their tailors.

Nobody knows how to dress before forty.'"—

pp. 132–133.

For a fortnight or so he lounged

through all the fashionable places; no

body, however, addressed him as the

hero who had been victorious in so

many fields—when noticed at all, it

was to be laughed at. This was tire

some ; so he staid at home, and took

to reading.

His reading seems to have been ex

clusively works of fiction ; romance

and fairy - tales were his favourite

studies. The world of realities ceased

to have an existence for him. Of the

books that gave him most pleasure,

“Paul and Virginia” was one, and

Mrs. Radcliffe's “Italian” another.

Health suffered, but a couple of months

in the country brought him round

again.

On his recovery, he for the first

time visits the theatre, and is affected

by it as every one is affected; and then

he first witnesses the effects of the

orchestra, the ballet, the dresses, and

the scenery.

It is, however, necessary for Lo

renzo to fit himself for active life.

His father will not consent to his going
into commerce, and so his choice is

between medicine and law, and as a

paration for either it is necessary

e should go through a class of philo

ºe and Alfred soon find themselves

at “the Seminary”—an institution

intended chiefly for persons destined

to the Church, but in which it was

possible for lay students to attend the

requisite course of philosophy. At

the seminary he meets “The ãº of

the Blessed Fra Martino, of Lisbon,”

and straightway his imagination takes

a devotional bias, and he determines

to be a saint. The passages of this

book which he reads are with little

difficulty strained into a fanciful appli

cation to his own case, and the same

scene which has been successively en

acted in the brain of every enthusiast,

goes on in the inner man of our young

hero. He longs for martyrdom, and,

in anticipation of it, bears without a

murmur insults and blows from some

ill-conditioned class-fellows. This is

imputed to fear. “Yes, I am afraid,”

is his reply, “greatly afraid of offend

ing God.”

When the imagination is awake, in

cidents will never be wanting to con

firm its suggestions. Books will open

at passages which seem written for the

very purpose of directing the conduct

of the person who accidentally looks at

them. An Augustine, or a Rousseau,

will see his own fate indicated in some

chance sentence; but, in a Roman Ca
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tholic country, if the devotional ten

dency of a young mind manifests itself

at all, there are a hundred direct and

intended assistances given to it, which

it is scarce possible to resist. Loren

zo's confessor had made him a present

of “what he called a treasure—namely,

a short prayer, which he told me the

Virgin herself had delivered into the

hands of St. Bernard, with the assur

ance that he who should repeat the

sacred words whenever he might meet

an image of the Blessed Mary, would

be sure of saving his soul.” When

the treasure had been given lo

renzo, he threw it aside among old

apers—it was now disinterred, and

É. got the miraculous words by heart.

At Genoa there is a Madonna in ever

street, so he prayed to them i.

“This was rather hard work.”

One day, after a walk with Alfred

among the mountains that crown

Genoa, and when they were resting

from a more fatiguing excursion than

they had expected, they heard the

tolling of a bell from the valley below.

It was from the Capuchin convent of

Saint Barnabas. It was now dusk,

and they went into the church, which

was fully lit by a lamp, and some half

dozen novices were kneeling on the

stone pavement chanting psalms.

Lorenzo translated this scene into a

call from heaven, and he at once asked

Alfred to join him in becoming a Ca

puchin. Alfred was startled, but as

sented.

The matter is now communicated

to Lorenzo's confessor, and encouraged

by him. “You are too young to take

the vows, but not too young to prepare

yourself for doing so. Test the sin

cerity of your devotion by some severe

trial; impose each day some voluntary

privation upon yourself to mortify the

flesh, and above all pray, pray inces

santly.”

And so Lorenzo began his life of

preparation for the cloister. He mor

tified the flesh by eating as little as

possible of anything he liked, and by

abstaining from fruit. He heard as

many masses as he could crowd toge

ther, and he rose at midnight to pray.

In imitation of Fra Martino, he tried

to flagellate himself, but the rebellious

hands did not deal blows that inflicted

any actual pain. He walked with

gravel in his boots, which was more

uncomfortable than Peter Pindar's

Pilgrim bunyaning it with boiled peas.

And he slept in a bed which he had

strewn with crumbs of dry bread.

On the whole, he thought his expe

rience sufficient to justify him in an

nouncing his determination to become

a Capuchin. He first communicates

his desire to his mother. He had an

ticipated tears and cries, and all the

incidents of dissuasion from a project

calculated to disappoint a mother's

ambitious hope. Lorenzo's mother,

however, met the proposal calmly, and

only suggested that he had better con

sult Uncle John.

He dines with Uncle John, and after

creature-comforts are discussed, John

listens patiently to the intended Capu

chin's project. He fills their glasses

again, which, we ought to have said,-

had been, before the communication,

filled with Lachryma Christi. “I

have no objection,” said he, “to the

monastic life, but I wish you had

chosen any other order. The Capu

chins are so nasty, and so full of ver

min. I should prefer the active life of

a missionary among the heathen.”

“Why,” said Lorenzo, “that is just

what I mean. Did I not tell you

about Fra Martino, martyrdom,

and ” “Yes, but Capuchins don't

o on foreign missions. "My dear fel

ow, when we mean to do a thing, we

ought, at least, to know what we do

mean. Now, is it a Capuchin or a

missionary you intend to become 2

Which of the two 7" The answer is,

“A missionary.” His uncle soon sa

tisfied him of the necessity of prepara

tion by knowledge of theology, .."lan

guages, &c., for the duties of a mis

sionary. China was the scene of his

proposed labours, and of his antici

pated martyrdom. “Let me see,”

said his uncle, “Chinese, I am told,

is a tolerably complicated language, so

'ou must not be in a hurry, my boy.

et me see; you are now not quite

fifteen; if you receive martyrdom at

twenty, it will not be too late, I think.”

The uncle's good wine, something

of raillery which seemed to mix with

all he said, and a feeling of the absur

dity of his own mode of carrying out

his projects of the conversion of the

heathen, waked Lorenzo from his mo

nastic dream. The natural man again

rose up within him; and one day, soon

after this conversation, on some insult

offered him, he forgot his vows of for

bearance, and resented the affront

like a human being:-
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“Forgetting all my resolutions of forbear

anºe, I threw myself upon my enemy in a

fit ºf rage, and made a snatch at his hair,

wher, lo! an enormous wig remained in my

hand, and left bare a closely-shaven head.

Fancy how the laugh was on my side. The

fellow, exasperated to fury, turned upon me.

At that instant I remembered Sforza. I

drew my penknife, and throwing myself for

ward, I cried, “Come on if you dare l' He

did not dare. This skirmish had a double

result: it delivered me for ever from the

attacks of my antagonist, and gained for

him the nickname of “Scald-head,” which

be never afterwards lost.”—p. 155.

The universities of Turin and Genoa

had been closed after the suppression

of the insurrection of 1821. When

they were re-opened, it was on a new

footing.

Two classes of students were created

—those whose parents could prove the

ſº of a certain amount of

anded property, and those whose

parents could not. Two modes of

examination were also fixed, one for

students of the first class, another for

those of the second—the latter at

tended with difficulties of every kind,

in order to discourage the entrance of

this class of students.

Both classes were tortured with a

number of humiliating restraints, pue

riie and absurd, showing nothing but

the malignity and ignorance of those

who drew them up—as if in any case

good can be done by offering gratui

tous insult.

The object of discouraging students

from entering was not attained. Pa

rents, who had the means, invested a

sufficient portion of their capital in

land to give their sons the advantages

held out to the first class of students.

At the secretary's office, in the

magnificent palace of the university,

the names of the students were en

tered. Alfred and Lorenzo attended

together. They were shown a list of

the documents which they should fur

nish before they could be admitted.

They were as follows:—A certificate

of birth and baptism; of having been

vaccinated, or having had the small

pox; of having already passed two

years in the study of philosophy; of

good conduct, from the parish priest;

of having attended church regularly

for six months; of having confessed

once a month; of having received the

sacrament at the preceding Easter; of

the amount of parents' landed pro

perty; and, in addition to all these, a

police certificate of not having partici

pated in the political movements of

1821.

Lorenzo obtains the necessary docu

ments, and is admitted. The secretary

refuses to admit Alfred, on the ground

of his expulsion from college; he with

difficulty gets into the university of

Turin, and the friends are separated.

While at the university our hero

becomes acquainted with Mazzini, who

is here described under the name of

Fantasio. Their acquaintance ori

ginates in accident. A student took

off his coat and threw it carelessly on

the wooden trellis-work which pro

tected some improvements in the

Acqua Sola: a sergeant of the guard

seeing the coat, ordered it to be re

moved in a brutal tone. Whether he

was right or wrong in thinking the

student was not justified in so disposing

of his coat, there could be no doubt

that the soldier's manner was offen

sively overbearing. The owner of the

coat removed it, remonstrating, how

ever, on the conduct of the sergeant.

The man retired, but soon after re

turned, having probably heated him

self with drink in the interval, and,

drawing a sabre, pointed it against the

youth's heart; on this the other stu

dents threw themselves on the man, to

prevent further mischief. The matter

became serious, as the drunken soldier

said the students wanted to get up a

revolution. The students met in coun

cil, and determined to institute a com

plaint against the sergeant, before the

governor of the town. There being a

law which forbade the military to draw

their swords, the students entertained

no doubt of the success of their appli

cation, should they go in a body, or

send a deputation. This embarrassed

them, and it was proposed to consult

Fantasio. Fantasio heard their story—

shared their indignation—advised a

deputation—and offered himself to be

one of the deputies; Lorenzo was

another, and the young man of the

coat the third. To the governor's

palace they went, four times in the

course of the day, without obtaining

admittance. A secretary at last con

descended to see them, and having

heard the nature of their complaint,

said that it was a case which rather

concerned the military commandant of

the town. Him they saw, and the

only answer they could get from him
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was, that “the military must be re

spected; that if we fancied we were

masters of the town, we were devilishly

mistaken.” Saying this he turned on

his heel and walked off.

The next day they were summoned

before the director of police, and told

that the authorities had something else

to do than to listen to stories of ima

ginary wrongs; that if it were not

for consideration for the respectable

families to which they belonged, they

should have been straightway com

mitted to prison. “But,” said Fan

tasio. “Not another word,” said the

iron man of the police, “ or I send you

instantly to the tower.” The secrets

even of police-offices will, in course of

time, ooze out, and twenty-four years

after this period Lorenzo was shown a

note entered in the official books, with

the date of that day : — “Lorenzo

Benoni—hot-headed, talented, roman

tic, reserved—to be looked after.”

The circumstance created between

Fantasio and Benoni strong sympathy.

They met often, and before a month

º passed had sworn an eternal friend

ship —

“Every morning, without fail, I went to

Fantasio's house, and every evening, in

like manner, Fantasio came to ours. My

mother and my brothers, especially Caesar,

were captivated with him. He was certainly

the most fascinating little fellow I ever knew.

“Fantasio was my elder by one year. He

had a finely-shaped head, the forehead spa

cious and prominent, and eyes black as jet,

at times darting lightning. His complexion

was a pale olive, and his features, remark

ably striking altogether, were set, so to speak,

in a profusion of flowing black hair, which

he wore rather long. The expression of his

countenance, grave and almost severe, was

softened by a smile of great sweetness, min

gled with a certain shrewdness, betraying a

rich comic vein. He spoke well and fluently,

and when he warmed upon a subject, there

was a fascinating power in his eyes, his ges

tures, his voice, his whole bearing, that was

quite irresistible. His life was one of retire

ment and study; the amusements common

with young men of his age had no attraction

for him.”—pp. 188–9.

To Fantasio Lorenzo owed it that he

learned truly to read and enjoy. Dante.

Till indoctrinated by Fantasio, he read,

as numberless of his countrymen have

done, the most popular passages of the

poem which stand out from the rest,

and which, beautiful as they often are,

and such as no other poet could have

created, are yet far from being truly

characteristic of Dante. In Dante

there was more than either Lorenzo or

Fantasio then saw. “Fantasio's com

mentaries were rather brilliant than

deep; but I was of an age when bril

liancy is irresistibly seductive, and

makes up for everything else.”

Lorenzo's brother, Caesar, is now at

death's door, in fever. The physician

orders the sacrament to be adminis

tered:—

“Two long rows of people with lighted

tapers filled the room, and knelt down, sing

ing psalms. The priest, in his pontifical

vestments, approached the bed and adminis

tered the sacred wafer; every one then re

tired in silence, the room remained empty,

and nothing was to be heard but the ticking

of the clock. Was this a reality or a vision?

My heart was bursting ; something within

me seemed to break. Praise be to God, He

granted me relief of tears! I rushed into an

adjoining room, hid my head among the

cushions of the sofa, and wept like a wretched

creature as 1 was.”—pp. 195-6.

Caesar recovered. The fever was

referred to excitement and over

fatigue in a notary's office, in which

Caesar was brought up. On his re

covery he did not return to his master,

but º: medicine as his profession,

and he and Caesar were now both at

the university pursuing their respective

studies.

The course of his University educa

tion does not run smooth. He is, in

the next year, rusticated for some of

fence which he has not committed.

He was not present even at the scene

of the offence, but having been absent

at a billiard-table, he is obliged to sub

mit rather than go into this alibi de

fence. A year is thus lost from his

studies; and a young man, whose proper

studies are interrupted, is not likely

to pass his time in entire idleness. Spe

culations on government, and on the

possibilities of change in political in

stitutions, would not, under any cir

cumstances, have been unlikely to oc

cupy Lorenzo's mind; and now, theim

patient sense of actual wrong—wrong

without chance of redress — came to

strengthen feelingswhich could not but

have been, even without such incentive,

|. the mind of every young Ita

ian.The hopelessness of revolt, and the

necessity of devoting a man's energies

to some one study or pursuit, soon

calms the spirit, and if tyranny were
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not stricken with what may almost

seem judicial blindness, its security

from any violent assault would seem

to rest on engaging the minds of the

younger men, from whom chiefly is

opposition to be dreaded, in pursuits

which will separate them from thoughts

of politics. This year of enforced se

tion from the University, was that

in which Lorenzo's dreams of social

change were accompanied with the

effort to give them something of an

outward existence in the world of real

life. Home was now a place of tor

ture to Lorenzo. His father was for

ever, in one way or other, adverting

to his University disgraces. Objects,

the most remote from each other, or

from the hated topic, were, with great

ingenuity, brought to bear upon it.

Was it cold, hot, or rainy, “rain, heat,

or cold little mattered for those who

could sit comfortably at home.” No

holiday came without the remark–

“that for some people, every day was

a holiday.” The most vexatious hit of

all was when peaches or apples made

their appearance at table– “They

were so much like billiard-balls, were

they not 2"

The canon made his appearance

from his field of olives, of which, by

the way, he had no very favourable

account to give for the last two years—

the olives having failed—and hebelped

to add to Lorenzo's discomfort by end

less lectures. The canon was, no

doubt, an orthodox divine, and yet he

swore by all the gods in the Pantheon

that he would disinherit Lorenzo. She

ridan cutting off his son with a shilling

was nothing to what he would do.

Lorenzo's father would not be outdone

in cursing and swearing by any Italian

priest in the land, and he too exclaim

ed that he was tired of sacrificing him

self for ungrateful children, and that

he would retire to the country.

What was Lorenzo to do? Precisely

what he did. Home was no home to him,

and at all times that it was possible he

was with Fantasio or uncle John. Fan

tasio was busy reading histories of the

Greek Revolution, and plotting revolu

tions for Italy. The Greek patriots were

knit together in a secret association.

They used to meet in the churches,

and, taking each other by the hands,

formed a circular-chain—repeating the

words—“Thy life is my life; thy soul

is way soul.” “Are we not,” Fantasio

would say, “twenty-four millions of

men 2 Are we less intelligent, less

brave than the Greeks?” His conclu

sion was, that Italy, to be Italy indeed,

wanted only such an association.

Uncle John, in some degree, neutra

lised the effect of Fantasio's passionate

declamations. “You see things,” he

would say, “not as they are, but as

they are coloured by imagination.

Pretty nearly every one despises and
detests the Government, but it thrives

not the less for that. Analyse society—

all classes are bad. Look at the nobles

—the old men abuse this government.

Is it for the love of liberty?—no, but

because they want to hold the reins

themselves. The young men think

only of their horses and their mis

tresses. Look at the middle classes—

they are only thinking of their count

ing-houses or clients":—

“‘But the people! uncle—'

“‘I come to them next. The people are

ignorant and superstitious (it is not by their

own fault, to be sure, but they are so), and

therefore the slaves of the priests, those born

enemies of all progress. The people hear

mass in the morning and get drunk at night,

and think, notwithstanding, that all is right

with God and their conscience. What then

remains? A certain number of young men,

crammed with Greek and Roman history;

enthusiastic, generous—I do not deny it—

but perfectly incapable of doing anything,

but getting themselves hanged. . . . .

The evil is at the very root of society.’”

“‘Well, then,' cried I, vehemently, “let

us attack the evil at its root.’

“‘Are you in earnest?" said my uncle,

rising in alarm, and biting his nails; “do

you think that society can be turned like a

pancake? Why the boy is on the straight

road to the Ospedaletto (the Bedlam of

Genoa). . . . . Let each in his

humble sphere try to become better, and ren

der better those around him. There, and

only there, lies the corner-stone of our future

regeneration. As for me, my dear friend,

when, in the first shop into which I may

happen to go, I am only asked the fair price

or thereabouts of the article I go to buy, I

shall consider my country to have made a

more important conquest than if it had given

itself all the institutions of Sparta, and of

Athens into the bargain.'"—pp. 225–6.

His year of rustication is now at

an end, and presenting himself for

re-admission, he finds that he is obliged

to bring a certificate of having gone

through what is called “spiritual re

treat.” For this purpose he went to

}. four days in the convent of Buon

itino, where some novices were then
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going through a course of spiritual

exercises previous to taking the irre

vocable vows.

On the evening of the second day,

he was attending what is called “the

meditation.” The church was in total

darkness, and he was kneeling against

a confessional, when he was startled by

the voice of an old schoolfellow who

had been the occasion of the row for

which Alfred was expelled, and he

was himself expelled at the same time.

“Don’t stir,” said the voice; “I am

Vadoni! Leave the door of your room

ajar to-night. I want to speak with

ou.”
y Vadoni was an orphan, dependant

on a miserly, bigoted old uncle. When

expelled from college he went to live

at the uncle's, where the society was

composed entirely of priests and monks.

This brought the younger Vadoni into

intimate acquaintanceship with the

fraternity.. Ritiro, and he fan

cied his expulsion from college in

timated the fitness of his retiring from

the world and devoting himself to a

monastic life. The result was, that at

twenty years of age he entered the

convent to commence his noviciate.

A few months cured him of the de

lusion, and he told the superiors of his

change of mind. . This would not do.

The elder Vadoni purposed bequeath

ing all he ºfto the convent of

Buon Ritiro on his nephew taking the

vows.

The nephew is thrown into a segreta

—that is, a dungeon lighted only by a

lamp set in a death's-head. His food

is bread and water, and his bed

straw. His sleep is harassed by worse

than dreams—chains rattle near him,

and voices are heard whispering dam

nation. This would have been enough

to subdue a stronger spirit than Va

doni's ; and he was utterly subdued

when the accidental meeting with

Lorenzo gave him hopes of escape.

Lorenzo takes a letter from him to

the uncle, in which the unfortunate

wretch sought to awake his human

feelings. He calls on the uncle and

asks for an interview:—

“He was not at home. I returned on

the following day, and again missed him.

I then left his nephew's letter, with a few

lines from myself, in which I requested the

favour of a conversation with the old man.

Several days passed without bringing an

answer. At last, one morning when I was

just preparing to pay my third visit, I re

ceived from Mr. Wadoni an invitation to call

upon him at an hour he named. I was

exact to the time. I found an old man of

seventy years at least, with a face like a

ferret, thin, dry, and yellow as parchment,

and I felt at the first sight of it that my

poor friend's cause was lost. “You must

judge, sir,’ said the man, “of the painful sur

prise I received from that strange letter of

my nephew's which you were so kind as to

transmit to me, and with the contents of

which I know you are acquainted (he laid a

marked emphasis on the word), when you

shall have read this other letter which I

have received from him to–day, and in which

I am delighted to find the expression of

those sentiments which are habitual to

him.’ I took the letter he held out to me,

and perused it. Truly it was young Wa

doni's writing. He expressed the utmost

regret for having sent the preceding epistle,

written, he said, in a moment of aberration.

IIe protested his willingness and readiness

to show his sense of his uncle's kindness to

him, by entering into that state which he

had voluntarily chosen.”—pp. 233–4.

We trust that all our feelings are

favourable to liberty, and yet we can

not but say that abortive attempts at

insurrection inflict such misery in their

immediate, and in their remote con

sequences, as to make us think the

worst tyranny a more endurable evil

than the attempt to get rid of it by

violence. In Piedmont, at this period,

the state of society was rendered in

tolerable by the paramount authority

which military commandants and go

vernors everywhere possessed—the ci

vil tribunals found their jurisdiction

everywhere encroached on, and their

most solemn decisions disregarded. In

equal, or perhaps higher power than

the military, were the Jesuits. They

had establishments everywhere. Fri

aries, schools, colleges, universities—all

were under their power.

The state of the law itself involved

almost every possible evil. The King,

Victor Emmanuel, on his return to

the throne in 1814, from his hatred of

all that had been done since 1798, and

of the French law, by which the coun

try had been governed in the interval,

restored the system, of which, to use

our anthor's language, “the statutes

of 1770 formed the basis”:—

“This was recalling to life, by one stroke

of the pen, tithes, banalità commende, pri

mogeniture, privileges of all kinds, monks of

all colours, military courts, ecclesiastical

courts, courts of royal domain (by which

whole classes of citizens were withdrawn
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from the operation of the common law, and

individuals implicated in one identical fact,

were subjected to different law, to different

judges, to a different form of trial), to say

nothing of exceptional tribunals, incapa

cities of Protestants, segregation of Jews,

&c., &c. Torture was abolished, it is true,

by a subsequent decree, but executions by

the wheel, and with red-hot pincers, ampu

tation of the hand previous to hanging, the

quartering of the dead bodies of criminals,

and the exhibition of human limbs, were

maintained.”—p. 241.

Liberty of the press had no exist

ente :-

“The only foreign papers permitted were,

La Gazette de France, and La Quotidienne,

two ultra-absolutist journals. The law

punished any one who might have intro

duced a book or a newspaper opposed to the

principles of the monarchy, with from two

to five years of hard labour, in certain cases

even with death; and any one who might

have received one of such newspapers or

books by the post, without having delivered

it into the hands of the authorities, with two

years' imprisonment. A reward of a hundred

crowns was paid to any one giving infor

mation of the fact.”—p. 245.

A political prisoner confined in the

fortress of Mondovi, made repeated

application to the commandant for

permission to be shaved:—

“The commandant referred the question

to the governor of the province of Cuneo,

who granted the requisite authority by the

following despatch, which I give verbatim:—

“The prisoner shall have his hands, arms,

and legs tied to a chair. Two sentinels shall

be placed, one on his right, the other on his

left, and behind him a soldier with a naked

sabre. Fronting him shall stand the com

mandant, with the major of the fortress on

one side, and his aide-de-camp on the other.

In this attitude,” concluded the despatch,

“the prisoner is permitted to have himself

shaved at his ease and pleasure " (con tutto

suo coinodoſ)"—p. 246.

Lorenzo is now twenty-one—a thick

circlet of hair has grown under his

chin. Nature, too, would have given

him good moustaches, if the law had

allowed them to grow. The secretary

of the university, an accurate man,

would meet our hero with a sad joke,

and seeing down upon his cheeks,

affect to take him for a pioneer. Soon

after, the moustaches being deter

mined not to yield, the director of the

police sent word to our manling to

shave, or—be shaved by the police.

Lorenzo and his brother Caesar are

now about to leave the university, and

set up, each in his way of life—Caesar

with the keen look out for patients, that

probably distinguished the immortal

apothecary of “Romeo and Juliet"—

Lorenzo with such hopes as animate

whatJules De Brevat" calls a “negative

advocate”—an advocate without a

client.

Fantasio is now busy with his plan

of “Young Italy.” He is himself a

negative advocate, and has nothing

to do in the proper business of what,

to men's eyes, is his profession—so he

occupies himself first in literature, and

then in politics. Some contributions

of his to a Florentine journal have

created forhim connexions in Tuscany,

and this seems to have led to his com

municating to some ardent young men,

there his project of creating something

like the Greek “Hetaireia”—and hav

ing the association extend through the

whole peninsula. For this purpose he

sets up a literary journal, which dies

through ten numbers, and he himself

visits Tuscany.

His plan of an association fails in

Tuscany, for his Tuscan friends were

already Carbonari; and what could be

the use of two secret societies? A

Vendita of Carbonari was sitting at

Bologna, and to this they would com

municate Fantasio's plans.

Words which every one uses it is

sometimes of use to. The first

Carbonari were Neapolitans, who fled

from the persecution of the French

Government to the mountains of

the Abruzzo; and they took their

name from that of the charcoal bur

ners of the district. Their lodges were

called Vendite, a word which expressed

the thought of the sale of the arti

cle, and of the places where it was sold.

King Ferdinand, then in Sicily, en

couraged it in every way, and himself

became a Carbonaro. The association

soon became very extensively spread.

Pius VII. excommunicated the sect,

and the mere fact of belonging to it was

punishable with death. The danger

added excitement, and madeit a matter

of some triumph to belong to it—of

some disgrace to withdraw—and the

–

* “Mazzini judged by himself and by his Countrymen.” London: 1853.
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Genoese students looked with anxiety

for tidings from Bologna. From

Bologna, at last, came two agents:

the determination of their Wendita

was that its operation should be con

fined to Tuscany. Secrecy could

only, they said, be preserved by mak

ing each separate province a dis

tinct centre of action, having no con

nexion with any other part of the pe

ninsula. “The supreme Vendita alone,

stationed in Paris, held in its grasp all

the threads of these different centres,

and could, at any chosen moment, put

them in communication with each

other.” The mystery of all this was

fascinating to Lorenzo.

The day of his initiation comes; his

hopes and fears in anticipation of it

are well described. He has been for

some time in expectation of being ad

mitted, when after some words of half

meaning, he is led blindfolded to a

house which he does not know.

We have not room for the scene of

the initiation, which is strikingly told,

and is accompanied with some incidents

that cannot be disconnected from a love

story, which now becomes interwoven

with our hero's destinies.

We have said that this volume is not

romance, is not biography, but it has

the double charm of being, or seeming

to be both. But what is romance—

may, what is the true history of any

man's life, without love? and Lorenzo's

initiation is followed by a strange tale

of love. A letter is brought him ; on

the seal a little Cupid, with his finger

on his lip, and the motto, “Discre

tion.” It is a lady's letter—it ran

thus:–

“I know your secret. I know to what a

noble task you have devoted yourself. Souls

like yours do not want encouragement; but

you may perhaps not be sorry to learn that

a friend takes an interest in you, and follows

you with her best wishes. If this sympathy

is welcome, be to-morrow at the Acquasola

between four and six o'clock in the after

noon, and wear a white camellia in your

button-hole. Not a word of this to any

living soul. You do not know me, but you

shall in proper time and place, if you are

discreet. In the meanwhile, think some

times of her who often thinks of you."— p.

280.

The love story admits of no abridg

ment, and we can only tell our readers

that Lilla, the heroine, reminds us of

Scott's Fenella and Die Vernon, still

more of Goethe's inimitable Mignon,

while there are distinguishing traits

which vindicate our author's true ori

ginality, both in the conception and

the delineation of the character.

Lorenzo, we should have said, is

now Doctor in utroque jure, and he

each day sate within for the chance of

clients calling. One day he was sur

prised by a knocking at his door; on

its being opened a middle-aged sun

burnt sailor handed him a letter; the

letter purported to come from an in

surance company at Marseilles, who

wished to establish a corresponding

house at Genoa, and wrote to interest

Lorenzo in their plan. It then pro

ceeded to appoint a meeting at the

Loggi of Banchi, in the covered Er

change, on the next morning at twelve.

Was this a device of Lilla's 2 was it a

communication from the secret society?

or was it what it purported to be, a

mere letter of professional business?

To clear up the mystery, the only

course he could adopt was to go, and

he went—

“Next morning, accordingly, a little be

fore twelve o'clock, I was in the Loggia of

Banchi, walking up and down the side that

faces Via degli Orefici.

“During this perambulation, I was struck

with surprise at the great number of priests

assembled in this spot, some standing in

groups, some sitting on chairs and benches,

some walking up and down, as I myself was

doing. One of these last, after having eyed

me attentively, muttered, as he passed, some

words evidently addressed to me, but the

meaning of which I could not catch. Could

he be my man? Under this impression, I

managed to pass very near him on my first

turn, when he again spoke to me. This

time I did not lose a word of what he

said. “Any masses, sir? very cheap.' I

could make nothing of it; and he, no doubt,

seeing as much by the blank hesitation of

my countenance, turned and walked away.

It was not until some time afterwards, that

by inquiry and personal observation, I came

to learn the meaning of this priest's words,

and the motive which brought so many of

his brethren to that place. While Lazzarino

keeps us waiting, I may as well impart to

the reader my information on the subject.

“There is scarcely any man so destitute

as to die without leaving something to pay

for a certain number of masses for the benefit

of his soul, or hardly any poor woman who

has not, from time to time, some masses

performed, either for the soul of a deceased

relative, for the cure of some sick member

of her family, or for some such object. The

sale of masses, therefore, is very considerable
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in Italy. I purposely say the sale, for the

mass is paid for, and forms an essential part

of a priest's income. The price varies ac

cording to the demand, exactly like the

price of stocks, and, like them, masses rise

or fall with the greater or less supply in the

market.

“The spot where this singular exchange

was held, where the price of masses was re

gulated, and all transactions relative to this

odd species of merchandise took place, was

precisely the Loggia of Banchi, on the side

facing Goldsmith's Street.

“If it was your wish to have a mass said

immediately, or if you had an investment of

five hundred masses to make, you could find

what you wanted in this place. Brokers

(priests of course) came to meet you and

made the bargain. Suppose a priest, who

had some hundreds of masses to say, to be

in want of ready money, he found there

these said brokers, who took the masses at a

discount, and paid him the difference. Some

of the big-wigs— Rothschilds of this Ex

change—had in their pocket-books thousands

and thousands of masses. These men mo

nopolised the ware at a good price, and then

gºt rid of it at a profit to poor priests, their

clients (especially to those from the country),

and thus realised considerable gains.

“This sale of masses sometimes gave rise

to very ludicrous scenes. I have frequented

the place often enough to witness a great va

riety of such. I shall merely note the fol

lowing:—

“A livery-servant, sent by his master,

from Albaro, a large village at a few miles'

distance, was bargaining with a priest for a

mass to be celebrated at the said place. The

servant had been authorised to bid as much

as three francs; but it was Sunday, the

weather was bad, and there were but few

priests at leisure. The merchandise was

loºking up.

“‘I won't stir for less than five francs,'

says the priest, turning away as if to break

off the conference.

““Five francs! That is unconscionable,'

returned the servant; ‘why, one might get

a Morena for that I’

“‘Well, then, get your Novena, but you

shall not have a mass.’

“The priest crossed the street, and en

tered a liquor shop.

“‘Boy, a glass of brandy!' said he to the

lad behind the counter.

“The servant who followed close at the

priest's heels, turned pale. If the priest

*"ould break his fast, farewell to all hope of

a mass.

“‘IT give four francs, though I am sure

I shall be scolded.”

““Five francs! that's my first and last

word," raising the glass to his lips; ‘you

may take it or leave it as you please.'

“He was just on the point of swallowing

the contents, when the servant stopped his

hand, saying— -

“‘You drive a very hard bargain; how

ever, you shall have the five francs:’ and

so it was settled.”—pp. 361–4.

Fantasio had some time before been

arrested on a charge of Carbonarism;

he escaped by the accidental circum

stance that there was but one witness

against him. This would not have

saved him but that the King, Charles

Felix, had the curiosity to examine the

judicial proceedings. He had some

smattering of law, and on looking over

the documents, noticed that there was

but one witness. “Does not the rule

of the civil law require two?” said King

Charles. This sounds like something

more humane than we fear it was, for

the King directed a commission to de

termine before what court the case

should be tried. Some of the courts,

on the ground of their being domestic

tribunals, engaged in the paternal task

of correcting morals, dispensed with the

rules of ordinary law. One of the com

missioners wasa Carbonaro, and the case

terminated in a report that there was

no ground for prosecution. Fantasio,

however, had to leave Genoa; his part

ing words to Lorenzo and his brother

were, “Be of good heart; keep up the

sacred fire, and love me still ; you shall

soon hear from me !” The letter Lo

renzo now received was from him; he

was at Marseilles framing a new asso

ciation, of which the following were

the outlines:—

“A central committee at Genoa in direct

communication with the directing one at

Marseilles; provincial committees in all the

provincial towns, in communication with the

central one; and propagandist leaders in every

minor town or village, in communication

with the provincial committees. The adepts

were of two sorts, simple members and pro

pagandists, the latter only having the right

of initiation.”—p. 372.

No sooner was Fantasio's letter re

ceived than Lorenzo and his brother

adepts commenced acting as mission

aries and propagandists of the system.
The raw materials which were to be

converted into “Young Italy,” were

everywhere abundant. There were

the old Carbonari; they for the most

part joined; yet sometimes the fact of

being a Carbonaro was pleaded by a

wily sympathiser as a reason against

becoming a member of another society.

There were the Federates, who thought

of Italy not as one state, to be under
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one government, but as a federation of

the several provinces, each preserving

its own distinctness, and leagued rather

by community of feeling than by any

stronger tie. Fantasio's plan contem

plated a republican government. This

for a while created difficulties, but they

were soon removed, as, at the period,

there was not one person who could

be suggested as a decent candidate for

the crown of Italy.

Of the Italian sovereigns, not one,

says Lorenzo, was to be thought of.

The Pope was out of the question ;

The Bourbons of Naples could not be

considered as Italians at all; and be

sides, Ferdinand, who had sworn to

the constitution in 1820, and then

destroyed it, was looked on as a re

gular swindler. There was not a

monarch whose very existence was

not, to those who thought with “Young

Italy,” an argument against mo

narchy.

The work of the conspirators pro

ceeded rapidly. The following pas

sage, however, deserves to be read,

and may not be without its use:—

“Have you ever been near to one of those

stage decorations, the effect of which is so

striking at a distance, and seen how, on a

close view, the illusion vanishes, and you

have nothing before you but gaps, misshapen

blots, and strokes seemingly thrown about

by chance? So, to a certain extent, it fares

with a conspiracy. Seen from a distance, and

viewed as a whole, nothing more striking and

full of poetry than the mighty compendium

of so many wills and forces moved by one

spring, and working its way in the dark,

through difficulty and danger of every de

scription, towards the noblest and most le.

gitimate of conquests, that of liberty and in

dependence " But if, from the contempla

tion of this whole, you descend to observe

the details—farewell poetry, and hail to very

commonplace prose! IIow much egotism,

how much littleness clogs the springs of this

multifarious machinery !

“Verily, I assure you, the path of a con

spirator is not strewn with roses, least of all

conspirators situated as we were, viz., known

by and accessible to everybody. I know of no

existence which requires such continual self

abnegation and endurance. A conspirator has

to listen to all sorts of gossip, to sooth every

variety of vanity, discuss nonsense seriously,

feel sick and stifling under the pressure of

empty talk, idle boasting and vulgarity, and

yet maintain an unmoved and complacent

countenance. A conspirator ceases to belong

to himself, and becomes the toy of any one

he may meet; he must go out when he

would rather stay at home, and stay at home

when he would rather go out; he has to talk

when he would be silent, and to hold vigils

when longing to be in bed. Verily, I say,

it is a miserable life. It has, it is true,

its compensations, few but sweet; the oc

casional intercourse with lofty minds and

devoted souls; the glimpses of the silver

lining of the dark cloud, and the conviction

that all this wear and tear is smoothing the

way, incli by inch, towards a noble and

holy end."—pp. 380–1.

Within six months, there was not a

town in the kingdom which had not

its committee at work. There were

unceasing communications with Tus

cany and Rome, through Leghorn and

Civita Vecchia, and so on to Naples,

through affiliated travellers. The pro

pagandists had, in fact, rather to check

than to accelerate the impulse. There

was everywhere discontent; every

where, therefore, the impulse which

aided insurrection :-

“People of all classes joined us—nobles,

commoners, lawyers, men employed under

government, merchant-captains, sailors, arti

ficers, priests, and monks. Among these

last named my old friend Wadoni, now one

of our sect, pushed on propagandism inde

fatigably.”—p. 382.

The government slept, or seemed

to sleep. That “open-eyed Con

spiracy” was busy at its vigils, could

not but be suspected; but the state

authorities probably had no distinct

knowledge of the extent to which the

combination had spread. Differences

of opinion and of purpose among the

conspirators delayed an actual out

i. and the time, at which it might

have been successfully hazarded, was

lost. Some accidental squabble and

altercation led to language between

theº which asserted or im

plied the existence of a conspiracy.

Some stir was first made about the

matter by the police, but it was then

allowed to die away; and when all

fear was at an end, a number of ar

rests were made. Confessions were

extorted by tortures, and the govern

ment obtained a key to the whole

conspiracy, which was too extensive

to have it possible that it should be

concealed.

The result was, as in all such cases

—military trials, hurried executions,

lengthenedimprisonments. Theclosing

chapters of the work describe the

author's escape; the police arrested a
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brother of his who was unconnected

with the intended insurrection, by

mistake for him, and Lorenzo suc

ceeded in getting to France.

We have examined this remarkable

book in more detail than we should

had it been presented to us in a dif.

ferent form. The mere facts it con

tains would scarcely have required

such an extended notice; but, as an

account of Italian life by an Italian, it

is of exceeding interest. The pictures

of manners and of scenery are likely

to present a good deal of novelty, even

to those who think they know the

country well. The style of the book,

its pure, often idiomatic English, is

itself very remarkable.

Few natives of these countries write

as well as the stranger to whom we

are indebted for this most interesting

and most instructive volume.

THE HOP-GARDEN ; or, A KENTISH ACADEMUs.

A FANTASLA.

Becoxe, ye philosophers!—satirists,

avaunt! I declare, at the outset of

this sketch, or tale (or whatever else,

by the interwoven blessings of Momus

and Minerva, this article may chance

to turn out), that you and yours shall

have nothing to do with it. You shall

not even read it, if, by fair warning,

you can be kept off the premises. Let

me assure you that there is nothing

here that will conduce to your self

glorification. There is not a word of

º for either party. The fact is,

am tired to death of you both. You,

Messieurs les Philosophes, with your

absurd doubts and equally absurd con

fidence—to say nothing of the “horrid

impudence,” as Montaigne calls it,

with which you pelt one another with

arguments—have fairly worn out my

tience: unfairly, I should have said.

ou, ye satirists! ye Arabs of litera

ture! whose hand is against every

man—who are no respecters of per

sºns; ye professors of the art of of

fence! whose excellence is in the use

of missile weapons, from the finely

tempered jereed down to the merely

disgusting rotten egg; ye chevaliers

errant, but most anti-chivalresque, ye

have become a sad weariness to my

flesh! May I never hear another fine

stroke of wit—may I never enjoy a

hearty laugh again—if I do not be

lieve that you are the worst company

in the world to live, move, and have

one's being in. Dogberry's tedious

ness is as nothing compared with that

ºf a society that does nothing but

: and satirise, and labour to be

teen and brilliant. For my own part,

WOL. XLII.-NO. CCXLVIII."

gentle reader, I hate a man or woman

whose conversation is all points; like

hedgehogs or porcupines, they are

very curious to look at, but who would

ever think of taking them to one's

bosom to pet 2

As the pseudo-philosophers and pro

fessors of sarcasm have now turned

away in contempt, let me invite the

reader to accompany me to a pleasant

lace. Before we set off, though, al

ow me to explain to you that I have a

reat love in my heart for philosophers,
É. and wits. It is only those

who “imitate” them “so abominably”

that I have been addressing above;

knowing perfectly well that, they

would assume the titles to which they

have no claim, and listen, accordingly,

to what was meant for themselves.

There is a great difference between

the real men and their imitators—as

great as that between the true and the

false Florimel. The right sort of phi

losophers never invite you to a feast

consisting of bare bones and chaff.

The right sort of wits and satirists

never think of gratifying a refined

taste or a healthy stomach with a din

ner composed solely of cayenne and

Chili-vinegar, with an olive or two by

way of dessert.

Now, gentle reader, give me thine

hand, and let me lead thee into a

garden. Perhaps you know a great

deal about gardens. You have been

to Chiswick often—to the Botanical

Gardens in the Regent's Park, to Kew

and Kensington, to Chatsworth, to

Versailles, and to the Tuileries—to

the gardens of the Escurial and of the
N
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Alhambra—to those classic gardens

of the Ausonian land, and to those be

loved of the people and the princes in

Germany 2 Have you been as far as

Russia, to see the emperor's gardens

there 2 Have you been to Stamboul ?

and can you—Giaour as you are, man

as you may be—can you boast of

having seen the gardens of the Serag

lio 2 Farther east still—do you know

anything of “the Gardens of Gul in

their bloom,” beyond the poet's report

that they are “sweet”? Have you

questioned any intelligent Persian, of

the working classes, as to the amount

of human labour required to produce

an ounce of that far-famed attar 2

Have you yourself taken part in an

jºi Feast of Roses? or even only

assisted, a la Française, by looking on

at such an affair? If you answer most

of these questions in the affirmative—

if you are a fashionable Briton, or a

wandering cosmopolitan— I feel al

most ashamed of inviting you into a

place so completely rustic and homely

as the one I have in view. Here are

no rare flowers of resplendent hues,

various as the rainbow — no terraced

lawns and pleached alleys—no orna

mental fountains and neatly rolled

gravel walks; nothing . a Sir

William Temple or a Shenstone would

desire, to “decorate repose.” Yet

fain would I have your company, gen

tle reader, though you be a É. at the

Travellers' Club, or enthroned high

among the “princes, potentates, pow

ers,” of Almacks'—those male, these

feminine. Yes, though you belong to

the crème de la crème of the sky-blue

heaven of aristocratic society—which,

unlike its godfather, the firmament on

high, is not spacious, but extremely

narrow; and instead of bending over

all, with graceful amplitude, keeps its

starry glories packed together in the

smallest orbital space, and covers them

with mysterious clouds from the fami

liarſº of any lowly wight: though

you have put an equatorial belt about

the earth, and have sailed “from Indus

to the Pole,” and know all that is to

be seen between China and Peru; be

you the very quintessence of fashion,

or the most accomplished vagabond

within the four seas, I would, never

theless, have your company.—Ah! I

bethink me. There is one name by

aid of which I can draw you on with

me.—Lady Lofty! Mr. Peregrine ! do

you not know the name of Bass 2 It

has been whispered to me that, in your

ladyship's serene and elevated circles,

pale ale is deemed a beverage not un

worthy of goddesses; that it some

times even takes precedence of Cham

pagne and Lafitte up there. Of the

devotion of Mr. Peregrine and his

brothers to the creamy amber flood,

are we not certified in the books of

the travellers of Great Britain, whose

name is Legion ? At the top of the

Great Pyramid, and at the lowest

depth of Schemnitz—in the vineyards

of France, and in the Desert of

Sahara — at the sources of the Nile,

and at the mouths of the Ganges—

at the diggings in Australia, and the

other diggings at Nineveh — at the

North Cape, in the face of the mid

night sun, and at Cape Horn, in the

very teeth of the terrible icebergs—

in London and in Pekin — the bold

Briton quaſis the benignant Bass. All

mankind imitate him, when they can—

Turks, Tartars, Afghans, #.

Burmese, Chinese, Japanese, Esqui

maux, Arabs, Egyptians, Caſtres,

Moors, Algerines; beyond the Atlan

tic wave, Yankees, ii. Noses, Mex

icans, and the Lost Tribes, Peruvians,

Chilians, Brazilians, and the dwellers

in Patagonia—all declare, by precept

and example, that since the cunning

infant Bacchus discovered the use of

the grape, there has been no invention

so universally delectable as this of the

Alton brewer. Come, then, and see

the place whence the immortal Bass

procures his bitter.

For you who are not too fine to enjoy

rusticity — not too blazé for simple

pleasures—not too high to be shocked

at the sight of low company—not too

enervated by the unwholesome impri

sonment ofiº. drawing-rooms,

to be afraid of spending a day in the

open air— come you with me, on a

visit to my friend, Clement Young, of

Ivy Hatch Manor, near—, Kent.—

I will do my best to make the time pass

agreeably: the very cleverest man on

earth could do no more. So if you are

not pleased, it is not my fault. In the

words of an old French writer:—“Je

n'ay pas entrepris de contenter tout le

monde: mesmeJupiter n'agrée à tous.”

* Bouchet.
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Clement Young is a gentleman by
birth and education. He lives on a

small estate of his own, and farms it

himself. In his heart he has a great

deal of old English warmth, and in his

head a considerable amount of new

English light. He does not hate the

French, except on his musical side;

there, I confess, he will not endure

them. He loves and studies music,

more Germanico. Bach, Handel,

Haydn, Mozart, Weber, and Beeth

oven are his idols; he can see a great

deal of good in Mendelssohn and Mey

erbeer, but will not hesitate to tell you

that they are very much overrated.

Talk to him about the grace and gran

deur of Donizetti, and, but that he is

a gentleman, he would laugh in your

face. However, he would probably say
somewhat emphatically ſº it is an

abuse of language to call prettiness and

elegance, grace and grandeur. Still

you may catch him in a mood to ad

mire Donizetti. Bellini and Rossini

he will find beauties in of himself; but

for the French light opera composers,

or for composers of any class of French

music, if you praise them to him—gare

a rous—he cannot stand it. We are all

said to be mad upon one point ; Mr.

Clement Young's mad point is French

Inusic—an innocent one enough. Au

reste, he speaks the French figuº
with a Kentish accent); he drinks

*rench wines, likes French cookery,

and is highly amused at French po

lities. He admires French women in

France, and in fashionable society here;

but he could never be persuaded to let

his only daughter, Rose, have a French

bonne, or a French governess, or even

i. to Paris to complete her education.

Her mother was an English gentle

woman; and when she died, in Rose's

second year, Clement Young vowed

within himself to train Rose into just

such another woman— the crown and

rfection of the female character.

e loved his wife so well, that he

mourned for her ever after her death.

There was no second Mrs. Young—the

tall, strong, handsome man of three

and thirty lived alone with his little

girl; taught her, played with her,

walked and rode with i. devoted his

time and his thought to her. Be

tween the education of his daughter

and the management of his property,

Mr. Young led a busy, useful, and

certainly far from an unhappy life. He

was on very good terms with his neigh

bours; but the two whom he loved the

most were those who lived nearest to

him — the vicar and the organist of

the village which stood on his es

tate. The name of this village was

Greenwood. Greenwood Church was

the boast of the country for twenty

miles round. It was as handsome a

village church as you ever saw ; rustic

yet noble, with three spacious aisles

and a fine chancel, an east window

that would have been no discredit to a

cathedral—

“Diamonded with panes of quaint device,

Innumerable of stains and splendid dyes,”

and enriched with a choir organ which

has been highly praised for its tone by

a prebend of York and a Birmingham

connoisseur. This instrument was the

gift of Mr. Young; and it cost him

more money than he could well afford;

especially as it entailed upon him the

expense of paying an organist, the

parish being too poor to afford sixty

pounds a-year for the luxury of church

music. This luxury Mr. Young al

lowed himself and the rest of the con

#. The country folks walked

ve or six miles to hear the service at

Greenwood Church; and the gentry,

who had been used to London Sacred

Harmonic, and Philharmonic, and va

rious cathedral performances, would

drive as far on Sunday to hear old

Steinberg's voluntaries, and the very

creditable singing of his choir boys—

mere peasant children, in whom he

had developed a taste for music. The

vicar, too, was a great attraction. He

read the prayers, and preached so well,

that the strangers who heard him said

it was a thousand pities he was buried

in such an out-of-the-way place. But

the vicar thought not so. He felt

that he was useful where he was ; and

he went about his Master's business,

perfectly content with his lot. He had

no ambition, and was glad that the

lines had fallen to him in a pleasant

place. He was a widower, like his

friend and patron; and, like him, had

an only daughter, whom “he loved

º: well.” The affection between

Mr. Herbert and his child, Carey, was

more tender, if possible, than that be

tween Mr. Young and Rose, for Carey

was blind. Sweet Carey Herbert —

gentlest of mortals | – I can see you

now, moving along with the cautious,

steady, even pace peculiar to the blind,

with your tall, graceful figure erect,

and your beautiful face turned a little



176 [Aug.The Hop-Garden; or,

upward, as if seeking the dayspring

from on high, your arm within your

father's—not that you needed his guid

ance, for you knew well every inch of

ground in and about your native place,

but because he loved to have you close

to him, to feel your hand near his

heart. Thus have I seen you walk

among loving and respectful groups of

poor people, through the village, on a

Sunday morning, your sedate maiden

aunt keeping pace on the other side ;

I have noted your father's careful guid

ance up the churchyard steps, and

down those deeper steps into the Gothic

orch ; I have often watched Aunt

K. take a hasty step or two in ad

vance, that she might close any pew

doors that happened to be open, and

might strike against the blind girl in

her passage down the aisle. I have

also watched old Fritz Steinberg up in

the organ-loft, on the look-out for his

favourite pupil. As soon as she en

tered the church, he would shake the

cushion in the arm-chair beside his

stool, and place it so as to be most

convenient to her; then he would run

down the steep flight of stairs to meet

her and her father and aunt, and

help to conduct her to the seat of

honour he had prepared; for Carey

Herbert sang with the village children,

and her voice in the anthem moved the

hearts of old and young, and some

times brought tears to the eyes of old

Steinberg, who would mutter to him

self, “Engelschön! Himmelswirdig t”

When he had seen his daughter com

fortably seated, Mr. Herbert would

descend with his sister into the aisle,

when, after another glance ". to the

darling child, as they called her, she

would walk to the vicarage pew, and

he to the vestry. There were others,

too, who loved Carey Herbert, and

showed it, even on entering the church.

Mr. Young and Rose always looked

up to the organ-loſt before, they en

tered the grand pew belonging to the

manor-house; and though Rose could

exchange no affectionate glances with

her friend, the sight of Carey's lovely

face, full of music and holiness, shed a

glow of love and devotion over her

heart. Carey, too, loved Rose so well,

that old Fritz Steinberg never forgot

to bend forward and whisper—“Mees

Rose ees now just herein getreten.”

Upon which Carey Herbert's sightless

eyes would turn downwards, and her

lips would open with a smile.

But these remarks are merely intro

ductory. It was not to the dear old

church at Greenwood that I wished to

conduct you, kind reader, nor to the

manor-house itself, though that were

worth notice. I don't care how far you

have travelled,orhow manysingularand

beautiful habitations you have seen, you

never saw one like Ivy Hatch. In the

first place, it was, as Miss Herbert (the

aunt) declared, “no shape at all.” It

was built in all the disorders of archi

tecture. One front was long and low,

and another was short, with a lofty

gable; some windows were large and

mullioned, with small diamond panes;

some were bay windows, projecting a

great way beyond the walls, and others

were narrow lattices inserted at the

inner side of a wall, which was a yard in

thickness. There were two wings, totally

unlike each other — one was of red

brick, and the other of flint-stone; the

roof in most parts was lofty, and the

innumerable chimneys started up in

every part of it without any regard to

congruity. Yet was there a harmony

and picturesque effect about the place.

This was the work of dame Nature:

she, seeing that art had turned her

back on Ivy Hatch, set herself to work

to make architectural ornaments of

her own there. And she made a very

good job of it, as all persons of enlarged

taste declared, when they came to ex

amine it from the west, which was the

chief front. This could only be done

when you were within the garden

gates, and on the mossy lawn close to

the house; for, though it stood on very

high ground, it was so thickly sur

rounded by magnificent trees, that you

could only catch sight of an absurd

chimney-top here and there from a

distance.

There was a short avenue of the

finest elms I ever saw, which led up

from the main street of the village to

the garden of the manor-house. This

avenue ran along oneside of the church

yard, and the wide-spreading branches

of one line of trees overshadowed the

long grass of the graves, on one side,

and the smoothly-swept turf of the

avenue on the other, while the other

line of trees bordered a portion of a

large hop-garden. The garden of Ivy

Hatch was enclosed within a fence, on

the inner side of which tall trees and

bushy shrubs sprang up as thick as

they could grow. It was of no use

trying to look over the fence and get
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a peep at the house. It could not be

seen in that manner; the thicket was

as impervious to human eye as that

which surrounded the palace of the

Sleeping Beauty. It was only when

you were in the garden, and standing

on the lawn in front, that you could

see what sort of a place it really was.

As to the house itself, the walls of it

I mean, there was very little of that

to be seen. It seemed to be a mere

screen over which Nature delighted to

train her favourite climbing plants. In

fact, you could see nothing of the

house in summer-time, but portions of

the windows and the tallest chimneys

—all the rest was completely enveloped

in clasping greenery, of various kinds.

It looked as if some topiarist, of ex

tensive genius, had cut a huge thicket

of tall shrubs into the form of a house,

of every variety of architecture, and

that after his death his heirs had al

lowed the thing to begin to return to

its natural state. In Ivy Hatch you

detect the vague outline of a house,

but which is wall and which is ve

getable, it is not easy to tell. Ivy,

of the finest kind, predominates; it

runs over the walls, and along the roof,

and envelopes the chimneys. About

the great porch, over it, and on each

side, and even inside, grow clematis

and jessamine, roses, sweet peas, and

convolvulus. A huge vine is trained

over one part, a magnolia over another,

a pear-tree and a Jamaica creeper

completely cover the end of one

wing, a sumach and a gigantic honey

suckle contend with the aboriginal

ivy for possession of the end of the

other. In short, the place looks un

like anything to be seen elsewhere.

Rose, knowing that the covering of

the house was its only beauty, never

allowed a twig to be cut, except when

the windows became obscured. Mr.

Young was sometimes afraid that these

parasites would pull the house down

about their ears; but he could not be

unreasonable enough to tear away the

things that his wife had planted, and

that his daughter loved and admired.

“The old place shall take its

chance,” he said to himself; “Rose

likes it as it is; and I dare say it will

last her time, and there's no fear that

it will come down in mine.”

Mr. Young had a good deal of

British enterprise about him. Indeed,

he was decidedly of a speculative turn

—in business. Now, the most hazard

ous department of agriculture in this

country is hop-growing, therefore Mr.

Young was an extensive hop-grower.

In some years he made many thousands

by his hops; in other years he lost as

many; but, upon the whole, he had

been lucky. September and October

were the gayest months of the year at

Ivy Hatch. Mr. Young contrived to

unite business and pleasure in a won

derful way. Besides the hopping to

superintend, there was the game to

be shot. There were generally se

veral visitors staying at the house, and

the village population was doubled

and trebled by the strangers who

flocked thitherto be engaged as pickers.

To the Kentish folks the hopping sea

son is what the vintage is to the

dwellers on the Rhine. Have you

ever seen a hop-garden? Have you

ever been a hop-picker? No? Fol

low me, then, into what was called the

Manor-garden at Greenwood. It is

the one before-mentioned, adjoining
the avenue.

It is a sunny morning, late in Sep

tember. . The hoppers are all busy at

their tasks. Only a corner of the large

garden (plantation, you would call it)

has been cleared. There lie the bare

}. in bundles, on the ground, ready

or another year. That looks, indeed,

as if summer were gone, to a Kent

ish eye. But turn away from that

winterly sight, to where Autumn smiles

and pours forth her abundance. Look

down those long, narrow arcades,

formed by the luxuriantly-wreathed

poles. See how the graceful bines

wave in the air, over your head, as you

pass along, breathing forth their salu

briousperfume—a perfume that is liked

as well as that of violets by those who

have been accustomed to it from the

cradle, but which you, perhaps, may

not find so agreeable.

“It is like a mixture of apples and

onions, and tobacco,” you say. Well,

keep that notion to yourself; it would

sound like a disparagement of the thing

he loves, to a native of the county.

Step along, among the upright

poles—you can do so easily enough,

though the ground is rough. See how

beautiful they look in the sunlight !

Not one atom of the old, ugly pole can

you see ; it is entirely covered from top

to bottom with the most beautiful of

all climbing plants. How strong, how

graceful it is I Look at the dark-green,

vine-like leaf-how it contrasts with



178 [Aug.The Hop-Garden; or,

the soft, delicate, gold-green, of the

hop itself! How the bines twine and

intertwine, and send out fantastic

wreathes as they ascend ; and then,

when they have clambered to the top

of the rough old pole, how trium

phantly they wave downwards allround

it ! Whichever way you look, are ap

parently interminable, green, Gothic

arched alleys, like the one in which we

stand; and all among them are the

busy, groups, hard at work, stripping

the hops from the bine. How they

laugh and talk 1 See the babies asleep

in baskets, or on old coats. See the

bigger babies that can run alone, but

who cannot work—see how they play

—crowning each other, girdling each

other, tying each other together with

wreaths of hops' In the hop-gardens,

small, pale children from London—

from the purlieus of St. Giles's and

Shoreditch – grow fat and rosy in

the pure air which they breathe, per

haps for the first and last time. #.

they enjoy their annual treat in the hop

ardens ! It is a thing they never

orget; and their mothers and fathers

do not forget it either. Here, in the

country, they lay aside for a time the

grovelling cares and unnatural ex

citements of their town-homes. Whole

families of the lowest class of English

and Irish turn out from the towns at

this season to seek employment in the

hop-gardens. Young children, and

|men and women, are of use here;

any one with active hands can pick

hops. Each party has a bin to itself,

and works together, as it never could

work in a close little room. The fresh

air raises the spirits, and smoothes the

temper. You see how the bins are

made. A hop-sack (pocket, is the

technical term) is opened at the side,

and fastened over a rough frame-work

of broken poles, so as to form an ob

long bin ...”about two feet and a-half

or three feet in height, as many in

breadth, and of aboutdouble the length.

IRound these bins the men, women,

and children establish themselves; the

men generally standing, the women

sitting, and the children changing their

posture every two minutes. Women

are generally the best hop-pickers,

their hands are better adapted to this

light work than those of the men.

Persons employed for that purpose

by the owner of the garden, cut the

bines ‘....". a little above the root,

draw the poles up out of the earth,

and lay them down ready for the

pickers to strip. These men are called

the pole-pullers. It would not do to trust

every one to pull the poles, or the pre

cious roots of the plant would be sadly

injured. In this Manor-garden, Mr.

YoungemploysGreenwoodpeople only;

in his other hop-gardens, strangers are

employed. Many of these poor

strangers have the worst morals and

manners, and he is anxious that the

Greenwood children should not hold

much intercourse with them. Their

parents are grateful for this kind

thought. There is also another reason

why Mr. Young does not like to admit

the corrupted poor of London (whom

he, nevertheless, treats kindly, and

pities heartily) into thisJºº. gar

den. His daughter and her friend,

Carey Herbert, love the smell of the

hops; and ever since they could stand,

have gone annually into the hop-gar

dens and amused themselves with pick

ing. For the last three years they

have had a bin of their own, into

which they have picked, assiduously,

for the benefit of an old, bed-ridden

woman, who has no one to work for

her. The young ladies enlist in their

service, as pickers, any visitors who

may be staying in their respective

homes, so that they have, in some

seasons, averaged thirty bushels a-day

—i.e., when they have really worked

hard. They are, of course, paid for

their work at the same rate as the

other pickers. Now, this home-bin

must, of necessity, be in the hop

garden; and Mr. Young determined

to keep out of the sight and hearing of

his daughter and her companions—

not poverty and distress—but vice and

obscene language, to which they would

have been exposed had he allowed

strangers to work in the same planta

tion. For their sake, and for the sake

of the Greenwood people generally,

the manor hop-garden was always

picked by the villagers and their home

party. The villagers were all delighted

to have the young ladies and their

friends among them, and the youn

ladies liked to join in the same wor

as their humbler neighbours. The

high and the low were good friends all

the year round at Greenwood, but

during the hopping-season they had a

great deal in common.

Look at the home party now. That

is it, established under i. shadow of

one of the enormous elms that stretch



1853.] 179A Kentish Academus.

over from the avenue. You see it

looks somewhat different from any

c:her party in the garden. It is a

graceful group—picturesque and strik

ing enough—with its bright-coloured

shawls thrown here and there, and the

unconventional costume of both ladies

and gentlemen. Let us go a little

nearer and examine the party.

That girl with the broad-brimmed

straw hat and blue ribbons, and the

red-brown woollen polka jacket— a

costume at once warm and conve

nient—is Rose Young. She is very

pretty, very plump, and very merry,

as you may see in a few minutes.

That is her father, now half-buried

beneath a burden of richly-wreathed

hop-poles, which he has just been pull

ing for the party. He is always pole

puller to the home bin. See him lay

them across the bin. Now he stands

upright, and gives a glance across the

en. He is fifty years of age ;

full of life and energy, strong and

active. He is as handsome a man as

any gentleman in the county. Rose

looks up at him now : I dare say she

is thinking so. Her father, strange to

say, fair damsels, is very nearly her

beau ideal. She does not admire young

men—that is, men under thirty. She

calls them all boys, just as if she were

an old woman, instead of a girl of

twenty; and treats them as if they

were not much worth her attention.

Look at George Sterling, for instance—

that is he drawing one of the poles to

wards her. He is a handsome, clever

fellow, and has just taken high honours

at Cambridge; but Rose thinks nothing

of him. He is only four-and-twenty.

He is a good youth enough, thinks

Rose; but who can talk to him when

his uncle, Mr. Sterling, is near 2 Mr.

Sterling is that gentleman, with stoop

ing shoulders and grizzled hair, who is

standing near the bin, looking on, but

doing nothing. He is an old friend of

.*. and a man of note among

the thinkers of the º: He is only

five-and-forty, but he looks ten years

older. Can you see his face? What

mingled sadness and humour in that

mouth !—and in the eyes what a pene

trating, intelligent light, with an occa

sional flash from their inmost depths,

as of divine fire I Mr. Sterling is a

man of mark and likelihood, and Rose

prefers his talk to that of all the

“clever, crude youngsters,” as she

calls men of George's age, and older.

It is scarcely becoming in Miss Rose

to speak so contemptuously of youth.

It is a quality which her own round

face is likely to retain very long, in spite

of all her efforts to give it a mature and

thoughtful look. Rose has a passion

for old things; this is a subject of jest

among those privileged to jest with

her. An exception to her love for old

Pºp'. in preference to young ones, is

er friendship for Carey Herbert.

That very beautiful girl, with the

scarlet scarf tied carelessly over her

head, is the vicar's daughter. The

sightless eyes are no disfigurement to

the exquisitely-formed and delicately

coloured face. Carey is the standard

of female beauty in these parts. She

sits on Rose's right hand, and feels her

way among the bines, and picks as fast

as if she could see them. On Carey's

other side is a queer figure; a little

man with blue eyes, and grey hair,

and a long brown coat, the sleeves of

which are carefully turned back, as

well as the wristbands of the shirt;

for the hops stain terribly. This little

man spreads out his limbs, and uses

more gesticulation than an English

man; he laughs more frequently, too,

than an Englishman of his years and

sober general appearance would be apt

to do. That is Fritz Steinberg, the

musician. Behind him, on the bank,

among the shawls, I can see a roll of

music and his violin-case. He will

give himself and the company a treat,

by-and-bye. He is speaking in a

strange jargon to Miss Herbert. Like

Cerberus, he “talks a leash of lan

guages at once.” English, German,

and French are pretty equally used in

the composition of his sentences. Miss

Herbert sits properly equipped in bon

net and cloak, dreading rheumatism,

and being thought out of the way in

her appearance. She likes Herr Stein

berg, and tries to understand what he

says; but she thinks it a pity that he

has not the advantage of being an

Englishman. She is occasionally scan

dalised by his foreign ways, and violent

language, and indecorous mirth. She

is in the best possible humour with him

now, and they are stripping the same
bine, in close conversation.

Who are those two men at the other

end ofthe binº you ask; and who is that

little girl that flits about like a pretty

painted butterfly, from one to another—

too happy, too gay, to settle steadily

anywhere 2 That little girl, loveliest
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of her name, beating Petrarch's by

many a beauty, is Laura–Laura Dar

lington, the vicar's niece, Miss Her

bert's niece, Carey's cousin, Herr

Steinberg's new pupil, about whose

talent he raves in private, and whose

iddiness he deplores in public. That

is little Laura-Rose's pet, and Mr.

Young's plaything. As to the two

men, one is the vicar, as you may

easily divine from his mild, clerical

aspect, and his likeness to Carey; the

other is Mr. Wentworth. I see you

can't take your eyes off him.

“Astrange-looking fellow!” you say.

Well! poets are generally accounted

strange fellows, and Mr. Wentworth

is a poet; but not one whom the world

delights to honour just yet. The world

will take its time about that, and he is

in no hurry, being much too indifferent

about what is called the Public by pro

fessors of politeness; but which he,

professing nothing of the kind, calls

the Blatant Beast, and despises with

undue contempt, though with no per

sonal despite ;-because he had no

thought of pleasing the public when

he wrote poetry; and when he pub

lished it, it was for the “fit audience.”

“You can't make out his face "you

say. It looks heavy, and yet intellec

tual—stern, yet gentle—scornful, yet

full of sorrow, and a capacity for loving.

He looks both young and old ; both

indolent and energetic. He and the

vicar are deep in talk, you see. The

bines hang in their hands, laden with

clusters of hops, and they merely hold

them. Mr. Wentworth, indeed, has

now thrown aside even an appearance

of work, and folding his arms on the

edge of the bin, leans his chin on his

two hands, in the awkwardest attitude

imaginable, and looks down into it,

while he goes on talking, in a low voice,

to his old tutor.

“What you say is true enough ;

but how can I set about amusing my
self?—

“"Ich bin zu filt nm nur zu spielen

Zu jung um onne Wunsch zu seyn.'"

“It is a pity you were born to in

herit a competence, Frederick," said

the vicar.

Mr. Herbert is the only person

now living who calls Wentworth by

his Christian name: can you tell how

much that familiarity endears him to

the world-worn man of thirty-five?

“If you had been obliged to work

for your living, your life would not be

thus valueless. But, nonsense, man,

it is puerile and idiotic to talk of life—

any life, especially such a life as yours,

being valueless. It is the gift of gifts,

the blessing of blessings. I wished

ou to come here that you might see

}. we folks, who are not geniuses,

enjoy our lives.”

“Thank you, I appreciate your

kindness; it is a pleasant thing to see

so many good people, so much beauty

and joyous existence. You must not

think that I do not admire your Arca

dian pleasures, or that I cannot take

part in them.”

“But your heart is not in them.”

“Uncle ! uncle 1" exclaimed little

Laura, “here's little Tommy Freeman

come to fetch you to see his grand

mother Must you go?”

“Yes, my child,” replied the vicar,

rising; “she is very ill; I must go and

see her. If I should not return, Fred,”

he said, kindly laying his hand on Mr.

Wentworth's shoulder, with a smile,

“let me hear, at dinner time, that you

have taken a lesson in other things

besides hop-picking, this morning.

Remember you can teach as well as

learn in our academy. Carey would

be delighted if you will talk or read to

her presently, when she is tired of mer

riment. I do not wish her to fatigue

herself.”

The last sentence was said in so low

a voice that only Wentworth heard it.

Mr. Wentworth said that he should be

happy to take charge of Carey, while

her father was away. He began to

pick off the hops slowly from the bine

that had fallen from his hand, and lis

tened to the conversation of his neigh

bours, his large hazel eyes glancing

occasionally from Carey to Rose, and

from Rose to old Fritz Steinberg.

Mr. Young and Mr. Sterling were

pacing to and fro in animated talk—

Wentworth caught the words, “duty,”

“import;” and at first thought they

were discussing some question in mo

rality: the subject might interest, he

thought, so he listened again. This

time he caught the words– “free

trade,” and “Peel.” He was in no

humour for politics. George Sterling

was saying sharp and clever things to

Rose and Carey about the English

abroad, and the foreigners in England,

at which Rose laughed heartily. Ca

rey was more interested in a discussion

about oratorios, which was going on

between Herr Steinberg and aunt
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Mary. Wentworth seeing that she

was listening, listened too.

“I like music as well as any one,”

said Miss Herbert–(a significant grunt

from the professor)—“but I do say

that one may have too much of a good

thing. Only think of practising six

hours a-day !”

“You call him too moche 2—I might

well know what for a musician vous

appelez too moche music?”

“Six hours, my dear sir,” said the

lady, deeming the assertion incontro

vertible.

“Der teufelt Pardonnez, Madame 1

Mais ! Das ist ganz, what you call ex

traordinary 1–You love the music —

one tune, you say?—oh, it is a grand

art, a magnifique science / Then, you

say, six hours too moche for studiren

in one day. Savez vous 1–that music

is the most worthy thing for man to

learn to know on this earth. It is

Gottlich 1 — it is all what we will

do, dort en haut—just as we do

here. The engel do not write books,

nor make pictures; they are not archi

tects—all those are good arts, sehr

gut Aber, the angels of God im himmel,

sie sind—musicians I Theorie and prac

tik. Ah! they know them—ach f him

nel 1 wenn I should cease to love mu

sic in the oder world— wenn I should

cease to know music, it would be a un

aussprechlich schmerz fur mich. Möchte

lieber im andere,” he muttered, know

ing that Miss Herbert would not un

derstand him. Before the sentence was

completed, he caught Wentworth's

eye, and burst out laughing.

“Vous autres!—Euch dichter. Was

denken sie?” -

“Eternity without song?—without

the poets and the musicians!” exclaimed

Wentworth. “It seems to me, just

now, that it were scarcely worth dying

for that. Better remain here.”

Old Steinberg smiled and nodded.

Miss Herbert looked a little shocked;

but knowing that her brother esteemed

Mr. Wentworth, she suspected he was

not really so wicked as he seemed.

“I did not know that you were

fond of music, Mr. Wentworth,” she

said.

“Noram I, I fear, in this gentleman's

acceptation of the word. I love me

lody: beautiful tunes please me; but

for the wonders of harmony I have no

taste: I am powerfully moved by grand

orchestral effects.”

“But I know you care nothing about

how they are produced,” chimed in Mr.

Young. “You like vocal music; but

instrumental music bothers you ?”

“That is somewhat near the mark,”

said Wentworth. For instance, I love

to hear a sweet voice sing an Irish

melody, and a skilful hand draw the

same from an instrument.”

“That is good, so far !” said Mr.

Young.

“Gut! Das ist goot for the mop vid

die savage earl” said the German,

contemptuously.

“What does he mean?" whispered

Laura to Mr. Wentworth, whose head

she had been busily wreathing with

hops—“Mop vid die savage ear 7"."

“He means ‘the mob with the un

cultivated ear.’”

“Then you are one of the mob l’”

laughed the child; “Mr. Young said

yesterday you had an uncultivated ear.”

“Yes, my dear, I am one of his

mob.”

“And he is one of yours,” mur

mured Mr. Sterling, who was standing

behind.

“How small our knowledge is how

narrow our minds ! We float about

in a sea of error, and catch here and

there a pearl of truth; and each knows

nothing of the treasure which another

finds,” said Wentworth, musingly.

To his surprise the old musician

turned to him and quoted in guttural

tones these words from a poem which

Wentworth knew almost by heart:-

“O glucklich I wer nur hoffen kann

Aus diesem Meer des Irrthums awſzutauchen."

“You can do that,” said Mr. Ster

ling, bending down over Wentworth

and the child; “you are strong enough

to buffet the waves and to reach the

firm land; you have been floating and

idling about there long enough. Come

out of that sea of error. I don't say

it has done you no good to have

sounded its depths and tasted its wa

ters; on the contrary, it was the ne

cessary preparation for such as you.

You must now turn your thoughts to

wisdom.”

“I?” asked Wentworth, “I am not

one of her children.”

“But her children are all adopted

ones. You may become a wise man.”

"“Oh, happy he who can hope to emerge out of this sea of error!"
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Fritz Steinberg, not hearing what

was said by these two, was still think

ing on the same subject; and, as was

his wont, gave vent to his thoughts

unconsciously ; setting some favourite

words, which happened to express

them to an improvised recitative. In

a tolerable bass came forth these words,

exactly as if they had been intended

as a reply to Mr. Sterling's observa
tion—

“Zwey seelen wohnen, ach: in meiner Brust,”

Die eine will sich von der audern trennen.”

“Does that answer satisfy you?”

asked Wentworth, smiling, as he rose

and took off his chaplet of hops, much

to Laura's dissatisfaction.

“No,” replied Mr. Sterling; “I

don't think you could give me a satis

factory answer from “Faust.' You

should be beyond that now with your

experience.”

Mr. Wentworth, I must tell you,

loved and honoured Mr. Sterling, who

knew him well, and hoped much better

things from his maturer life than those

of his brilliant youth.

“If I may not take Herr Steinberg's

quotation for my answer, let me offer

you one from another poet – your

namesake—

“‘ I am but one who do the world despise,

And would my thoughts to some perfection raise,

A wisdom-lover, willing to be wise.'"t

“That will do," said Mr. Sterling;

“where are you going now 2" he in

quired; “not to the house, I hope, to

pore upon melancholy books. You are

better here. If you are tired of sitting,

go and take a stroll among the vil

lagers yonder. You will learn some

what from them that will put our book

learning to the blush.”

“I am not going into the house. I

am going to learn wisdom of good

ness.”

So saying Wentworth stepped to Ca

rey's side, as Mr. Sterling walked away.

“Miss Carey, your father desired me

to amuse you when you were fatigued

with your present task. You have

ceased picking for some time.”

She turned her great blue eyes to

wards him, and he could look into their

clear depths without fear of annoying

her.

“I have been listening to your con

versation.”

“You may judge by that how poor

my powers of amusing are. I am not in

a cue to read. Will you, who are always

so obliging, and who really care for

other people—will you come and take

me, or rather, let me lead you among

the villagers? I heard you say that

you meant to go and talk to them

when the time for measuring the hops

came : —and it has come now, I see.

There is the steward with his measuring

basket, and the people are leaving off

picking. I i. your talk with the

villagers will be a better sort of relax

ation than mine with you.”

Carey smiled.

“I shall be very glad to do so. But

you must not leave me all the talking

to do. The Greenwood folks are ac

customed to converse with strangers.”

“Where are you two going?” asked

Rose. “This will never do. I shall

neverget five-and-twenty bushels picked

to-day. I am losing my very best hand

through the artful enticements of the

very worst. Mr. Wentworth, I am

amazed at your idleness I don't

think you have picked a pint.”

“His movement is merely a sort of

reculer pour mieur sauter,” said Carey.

“I promise that Mr. Wentworth will

come back a better picker at the end

of half-an-hour.”

“I am going to take a lesson,” said

Mr. Wentworth.

Here Herr Steinberg ran round the

bin to Carey, begging her not to for

get that they were to sing over some

music ; and that he was going to play

an air with variations on the violin.

“Be sure I will not lose that 1"

said Carey, who loved the violin almost

as much as she loved its owner ; and

that is saying a great deal.

There go Wentworth and Carey,

accompanied by the ubiquitous Laura,

skipping and jumping around them.

Carey talks freely to Wentworth about

himself and his art—his duty, and his

neglect of duty. She alludes to his

deepest sorrow. She is well acquaint

ed with his life, and knows that he has

loved—loved as such men only can

love—and has been deceived. She

speaks with her father's piety, with

* “Two souls dwell, alas! in my breast;

The one desires to separate itself from the other.”

t John Sterling.
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Mr. Sterling's philosophy, and with a

woman's gentleness. In very few words

she says what is in her mind; and

then recommends that for the present

he will forget himself and his own

thoughts and the inmost folds of his

heart.

“What we should learn here,” she

said, with a touching smile, “is a phi

losophy different from that taught in

the old Athenian garden.-Know thy

self. “Know not thyself!' my father

says. “Think not of thyself, but come

and enter freely into the thoughts and

interests of these thy fellow-creatures.’

We are near them now, I can hear by

their voices,” she continued. “Oh

believe me, Mr. Wentworth, you may

learn something of philosophy in a

hop-garden. Come, now, to one of

the unconscious adepts. Good morn

ing, Mrs. Green I I am glad to see

you out again.”

Carey always said see, like other

People.

“Thank you, Miss. I'm nicel

again; and the hops and the fres
air smell sweeter to me, I do believe,

for having been shut up in the house

so long; so, you see, there's good in

everything "

When Carey and Mr. Wentworth

returned, she was laughing at an amus

ing story he had been relating to

Laura ; and he was thinking what a

beautiful face she had ; and that her

voice was sweeter than any musical in

strument. He thought also of another

woman's face and another voice that

had once been the epitome of beauty,

and joy, and hope for him — Gone l

gone

He took his seat beside Carey, and

being challenged by her to pick a peck

of hops in three minutes, he applied

himself to the task. But alas ! the

inveterate habit of the poet was too

strong. He forgot in łº, than one

minute what his hands were doing, and

was repeating to himself these verses

of George Wither:—

“The voice which I did more esteem

Than music in her sweetest key;

Those eyes which unto me did seem

More comfortable than the day;

Those now, by me, as they have been,

Shall never more be heard or seen ;

But what I once enjoyed in them

Shall seem hereafter as a dream.

“All earthly comforts vanish thus;

So little hold of them have we,

That we from them, or they from us,

May in a moment ravished be.

Yet we are neither wise nor just

If present mercies we despise :

Or mind not how there may be made

A thankful use of what we had."

“Mr. Wentworth ! Mr. Wentworth !

what are you thinking of?” said Rose.

“Carey has done long ago, and you

have not picked twenty hops.”

“I have been thinking over part of

the lesson I learnt out yonder.—Pray,

can you tell me, when d: hop has been

cut down ruthlessly in the perfection

of its beauty, as this has been”—and

he held up a whole bine—“ does the

same root ever produce another?”

Every one laughed at this piece of

ignorance; and Rose explained to him

that the root of the hop, like that of

the vine, lasts many years—a hundred

sometimes.

“It is cut down every year, and

the next spring it grows again

stronger and better than before,”

said Carey.

“It is the same with human hopes

and happiness,” said Mr. Sterling.

“There is no vegetable that has a

stronger capacity for renewing its

flowers than the human heart. Let

us not frostnip the new shoots by

useless regret, or a cynical philosophy.”

“Amen,” said Mr. Herbert, who

returned at that moment.

And let me take my place again

among the party. I dare say you have

had enough of my friend's hop-garden,

good reader; so farewell! I must join

them now and pick my share.
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THE COUNTESS HAHN-HAHN."

The book which stands at the head of

our list, entitled “Won Babylon nach

Jerusalem,” appeared in Germany soon

after the conversion of Countess Hahn

Hahn to the IRomish Church, ifconver

sion that can be called which is not the

substitution of one faith for another,

but the first comprehension of religion

under any form. That the authoress

had hitherto never felt the power and

beauty of Christianity would be made

clearly evident by this, her last work,

if the readers of her former books

could ever have doubted it. To those

acquainted with the mind and charac

ter of Countess Hahn, it was no sur

prise that Catholicism had charmed her

into its magic circle. The stern, un

bending Lutheranism of Germany had

no attractions for her imaginative spi

rit; her enthusiastic nature was re

pulsed by the prosaic form in which

religion was put before her. With this

feeling we can have much "...".
Protestantism in Germany exists in t

original form in which Luther moulded

it, in that age when the errors of the

Church of Rome drove him first to

question her infallibility, and then to

overturn her authority, while in its

place he erected his own dogmas as the

standard of belief. Herein, it seems to

us, lies the root of a deep-seated evil,

which casts its shadow over the whole

of Protestant Germany. Luther fought

the good fight. Who shall venture to

deny him the merit due to the leader

in the glorious Reformation? He was,

however, but the leader; like Moses,

he was destined to free the children of

God from the bondage of superstition

and idolatry, and bring them within

sight of the land of promise, but not to

conduct them through it. Since his time

the Germans have been content, for the

most part, to accept religion as he

taught it, without recognising the

truth, that reform, to be effective,

must be progressive—advancing with

the mind of man, and keeping pace

with the requirements of a higher state

of civilisation. To stand still is impos

sible; and while Catholic Germany has

tacitly acknowledged this, and admit

ted some modifications of ceremonies,

and permitted certain relaxations in

her severest doctrines to suit the tem

per of the times, Lutheranism inflexibly

adheres to its ancient rigid creeds and

forms. It is true, that a new Church

has sprung up, calling itself the “Re

formed ;” but while introducing sonie

differences in point of belief, it does

not strike at the fundamental evil of

the Lutheran Church, since it fails to

recognise the vital principle of the IRe

formation—viz., the right of private

judgment as opposed to the authority

of any Church. The spirit of reform

has been checked; the soul of man,

progressing in all else, has been fettered

to old doctrines and formulas, and thus

religion has become a cold, empty form

—its life-giving power has gradually

died out, and the German mind, alive

to all other heart-stirring and intellec

tual influences, has either turned from

Christianity into the byways ofindiffe

rentism, rationalism, and infidelity, or

striking into the opposite extreme, has

yielded itself a voluntary slave to the

most rigid pietism. Roman Catholi

cism, meanwhile, with her wide com

prehension of the wants of human na

ture, and her power of meeting them,

has kept the flame of devotion burning

bright and clear upon her altars, and

weak or ardent souls, repulsed by Pro

testant coldness, have been allured to

worship there, from the solace and re

}. they found within the nurturing

osom of the “Mother Church.”

It had already been predicted that

Countess Hahn-Hahn would end her

days as a Roman Catholic devotee, if

not a nun; nor are we bigoted enough

to grudge her the consolation she has

found by thus surrendering herself to

the guidance of what she deems an in

fallible Church; if her choice of a re

ligion be sincere (and we are not pre

pared to doubt it), we have nought to

say against it; this question she alone

has to settle with God and her own

* 1. “Von Babylon nach Jerusalem.”

2. “Babylon und Jerusalem.”

Hahn-Hahn.

3. “Wo ist Babel.”

Prof. der ref. Theologie zu Erlangen.

Won Ida Gräfin Hahn-Hahn.

Ein Sendschreiben mit einer nachschrift, an Ida Gräfin

Sendschreiben an Ida Gräfin Hahn-Hahn. Won Dr. Aug. Ebrard,
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conscience. We believe that pure and

noble spirits are trained for immortality

in the Roman Catholic, as in all other

Churches, although truth comes to us

in another form. With her faith, there

fore, we have nothing to do; but with

her book, much.

It is, perhaps, the natural tendency

of the human mind to disparage that

creed which it has abandoned—none

are more furiously bigoted than con

verts; but it has ever seemed to us

that, natural as such feelings may be,

they are inconsistent with the true hu

mility which Christianity inculcates;

and, certainly, of this humility not a

trace exists in the books now under

our notice. It will not be deemed a

want of charity in us to accept Coun

tess Hahn's own account of her former

irreligious state as the correct one. We

believe with herself, that religion never

influenced her character until the pre

sent time; that receiving her impres

sions of it from the Church to which

she professed to belong, her soul lay

dead to the beauty of Christianity;

that the simple, holy teachings of our

Saviour—the touching history of his

life, his death, and his resurrection—

his example, his spirit of self-sacrifice,

were all unable to touch or purify her

heart. We believe that, far from being

a Protestant, she was a believer in no

thing, and that revelation was a sealed

book to her—she was of the world,

worldly. Her earlier works rise up in

judgment against her, and condemn

}. as an egotist, a seeker after the

shadows of things, while the realities

of life and glory of heaven were alike

veiled from her.

She begins her book with the words

“I believe!” and the “I” which thus

stands foremost on the page, pervades

every line of the work. As, in her for

mer writings, we feel its presence, so

does it follow us still; nor does it shrink

from entering the very presence of the

living God. But the “I” of this book,

she tells us, is not the “I” of olden

times; and in order to exalt her pre

sent, shevilifies her formerself, in words

which, though little inclined to rank

ourselves amongst her admirers, we

should not have ventured to employ.

We have ever regarded such ostenta

tious self-depreciation with suspicion,

believing it to be one of the most dange

rous and subtle forms ofhuman vanity;

while the old “ I” is reviled like a de

mon, it is hoped that the new “I” ma

shine forth as an angel—the darker the

background the more brilliantly do the

colours of the portrait strike on the

eye. True humility thinks and speaks

but little of itself—loves the quiet sa

crifices of daily life better than notice

and praise of man—dwells but little, if

ever, on its achievements—but steadily

pursues its course, going direct to the

aim it has set before it, be it the wel

fare of its fellow-creatures, the glory

of God, the annihilation of evil pas

sions, or the conquest of self. Such is

not Countess Hahn's humility.

She speaks with horror of her for

mer aims; says that she sacrificed to

three idols—love, truth, andfame—and

in turn reviles each as base and un

worthy to influence a human being.

Perhaps, regarding them as Countess

Hahn alone knew them, we should be

little disposed to deny her proposition;

we can, perhaps, even less than herself

give our allegiance to her false deities;

and we agree with her that they were

idols of clay, nor do we wonder that

her portion in them was “dust and

ashes.” Love, as she knew it, was but

a passion—of the earth, earthy. Hear

her own words, and judge if this be

love as it exists in pure and noble

hearts:–

“For the beloved object we are ready to

endure, to suffer, to mourn, to sacrifice all

things, to resign all to make him happy;

and from this longing and striving arises so

sweet, refined, and perfume-breathing an ego

tism that, like the aroma of the lily or the

luscious blossoms of the orange-flower, it

stupifies and intoxicates; and when the illu

sion remains unbroken, enervation and ex

haustion are engendered, until the heart,

heavy and weary, finally sinks into a state

of melancholy.”

That the fruits of such unholy pas

sion should be “dust and ashes” can

not surprise us; but true love bears

another and a better harvest—a har

vest unto eternal life. In it we recog

nise a spark of divinity—an influence

that raises and purifies the human soul,

rendering it a temple worthy of God
himself.

Of truth (her second idol) her ideas

are so vague, that we seek in vain

amongst her wordy sentences for one

single clear idea; nor can we wonder

that truth fled the steps of one seeking

it in the spirit she did. Her text is, that

since truth erists alone in the (Roman)

Catholic Church, all who seek it else

where do but squander their time, abuse

their talents, and injure their character
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—becoming arrogant, self-satisfied,

proud of their own intellects, while they
remain for ever wanderers in darkness

and ignorance. This is such a flagrant

begging of the question, that we are

little disposed to discuss the matter

further. The truth, as it is in Jesus,

is accessible to all. In it the soul of

man finds liberty of thought, and soars

untrammelled to the God and Father

of us all !

Equally erroneous appear to us

Countess Hahn-Hahn's ideas of fame;

her opinions on this, as on all subjects,

betray a bitterness of mind which ever

accompanies, the real egotist. She

judges from her own experience as an

author, and declares that the desire of

fame is base and unworthy. The de

sire for an immortality of fame in high

and noble natures is a natural and

legitimate feeling of the human heart;

with such it is a lofty sentiment, stand

ing apart from self; a holy, heaven

inspired wish to benefit mankind; to

erect in the hearts of men a monument

which may endure while the world

lasts; a desire to live in the memory

of the wise and good of our own and

succeeding ages. This is no base or

selfish aim, but one to which true

enius will ever aspire. Milton knew

#. he wrote for future times; New

ton's soul must have seen and rejoiced

in the glory with which coming gene

rations would delight to surround his

name ; but to an immortality of ſame

like this the authoress of “Countess

Faustina,” “Die Beiden Frauen,”

“ Der Rechte,” &c., &c., could

scarcely hope to aspire . She is right

in saying, “I worked with perishable

means, and with earthly tools;” she

might have added, for worldly ends

and earthly fame. -

The author of the pamphlet which

stands second on our list (“Babylon

and Jerusalem”) has in it addressed

an admirable appeal to Countess Hahn

Hahn. We quote from it willingly,

since its tone is vigorous and keen,

while at the same time it never over

steps the boundaries of Christian cha

rity. It is the ablest amongst man

answers which “Von Babylon nac

Jerusalem" has called forth. It ap

peared in the form of a letter to the

Countess, and is written in a truthful,

earnest, benevolent, and gentlemanly

spirit; we give the last attribute, be

cause in “Wo ist Babel,” another

letter, addressed by aſº of the

ology, to Countess Hahn-Hahn, she is

attacked in a manner so coarse and

ungentlemanly, that however much we

may concur in his opinions, we shrink

from allying ourselves to anything so

vulgar. Wrong as Countess Hahn has

been, open as her life is to reproach,

and paltry as this last production of

her pen seems to us, she is still a wo

man, and as such, has a claim upon the

respect and consideration of all who call

themselves gentlemen. It is sad that

beneath the gown of the churchman

we do not always find the feelings and

heart of a Christian But to our

theme —

“The greater part of your book, however,

lady, is occupied with proving how great

and noble even your errors are; how all the

while that you were wandering in darkness,

you were yet so near the truth, so near the

Church; how nothing common or little,

nothing imperfect, could have power over

you, as over the herd of vulgar minds; how

you had ever been one of the elect. So

that, though now aspersing your former

life, though acknowledging your enormous

errors, yet you contemplate them with a

certain self-elation and pride. This spirit of

arrogance and self occupation [the German

word, selbst-bespiegelung, self mirroring, is

more expressive] pervades, alas! your whole

book, making itself felt in every page; and

in this lies the sad and painful impression

which it leaves upon the mind. Not your

strange and ignorant attacks on Protestant

ism and the Reformation, unworthy as these

too often are of your better self, since they

are but the repetition of the commonest

arguments; not your exalting a Church to

which I myself do not belong; but this

never-ceasing idolatry of yourself; this it is

which grieves me in your book.”

The writer further remarks:–

“The extract which you give, honoured

Countess, from your journal (August 26th,

1846), affords us a deep insight into your

inner self. You say, “my heart is an altar,

upon which an eternal flame burns in honour

of the godlike, but to the glory of God.

Can it be that I shall live to find that I have

kindled this eternal lamp before false gods?

Will the true God displace these false deities?

or must my life be spent in the worship of

idols? Your ladyship acknowledged the

worthlessness of your deities; you knew that

the altar was raised to ‘the unknown god.’

and you yet persevered in sacrificing upon it

to your idols. Even so it is, and this is truly

human We have, perhaps, done likewise:

but you do not allude to this passage in the

Spirit of humble repentance, of deep and

bitter grief; on the contrary, you quote it

with evident, satisfaction, with self-elation,

with pride, that you had even then attained
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to such a height; the first and most impor

tant thought this remembrance awakens in

your mind, is not the feeling of guilt that

you had worshipped false gods, but a self

gratulation that even then the altar of your

heart was dedicated ‘to the godlike.’”

Of the Bible she thus speaks :-

“Old and New Testament, Prophets,

Psalms, Epistles, I read again and again,

finding them all beautiful and soul-inspiring.

I was too warm-hearted and imaginative to

fall back into the desert waste of rationalism;

yet was there as yet no trace of Christian

faith in me. The holy Scriptures are a noble

fragment which Protestantism bore away

from the Church from which it seceded. Re

garding them as such, the eager soul in

quest of knowledge can never deem itself in

possession of the whole truth, with the Bible

alone, since the objective confirmation of the

truth is wanting; and this we need for the

security of our faith. It may not be clear

to the soul that it has but a fragment upon

which to feed, still less clear may it be where

to seek materials for its completion, yet it

pines for the whole, and eagerly sets to work

to seek it. . . . . My Lord! and my

Gºd! Thou knowest how I have sought it!

I have wandered from the cataracts of the

Nile to the grotto of Staffa; from Cintra's

heights to the garden of Damascus; over

the Alps, and the Pyrenees, and Lebanon ;

over sea and across the Arabian desert, from

the banks of the Shannon in green Erin to

the shores of holy Jordan; I have housed

beneath the Bedouin's tent and in the palaces

of the haute rolée of Europe! I have learned

all that was to be gained from every position

and relation of life amongst differing peoples

and nations. I have moved amidst the most

striking contrasts! In London, for example,

I went from Rag Fair to be presented to her

Royal Highness the Duchess of Kent. I

strove to study mankind in all its phases;

to explore the heights and depths of civiliza

tion; the various degrees of culture attained

by different nations; the connexion of educa

tion with religion, national character, art,

and morals. I desired to pass in review be

fore my mind the whole history of man, and

face to face study its features. I longed to

understand—what? “Mankind,' I said to

myself. Perhaps I desired to know myself,

but that was impossible, since I possessed no

positive law strong enough to serve as rule

and standard by which impartially to judge

phantasms and emotions both within and

around me. I lived at the mercy of my own

caprices, feeding on fragments, and was, in

this respect, a genuine product of Lutheran

ism"

Lutheranism would with scorn dis

claim the “product” thus falsely at

tributed to her! Had Countess Hahn,

indeed, sought with earnest heart and

steady head, that she professes to have

desired, it would have been revealed

to her without these restless wander

ings and strivings, which betoken

merely the spirit discontented with

itself, ever craving new excitement,

and indulging itself in the search after

novel emotions and strange adventures.

Had she but listened to “the still small

voice” within, and in meek humility

prostrated herself before God, beseech

ing for help and guidance, her heart

would have been spared many a pang,

and her soul would long ago have cast

its burthen of doubts and fears upon

Him who calls to all the weary and

heavy laden, “Come unto me, and I

will give you rest.” But to this voice

she stopt not to listen; pursued her

headlong course, pressed to her heart

the “idols” which crumble in her

hand, and sate down at length, a bro

ken and despairing creature, amidst

their “dust and ashes.” The worst

feature in the book, to our mind, is,

that while the author so frankly con

fesses her errors, and with such mock

humility delights in vilifying herself,

she artfully turns all the blame from

herself, and seeks, by accusing the re

ligion she deserts of all her vices and

short-comings, to exculpate herself.

Protestantism, in her eyes, is alone

chargeable with all her errors I Does

the voice of conscience never whisper

to her soul, that she, and she alone, is

responsible for her faults, and that it

is as false as it is mean to cast her bur

then upon a religion which she declares

was never influential in forming her

character?, if not in forming, then

surely not in destroying !

Gently would we desire to touch her

private history; but what she herself

reveals to us becomes public property,

and without some knowledge of the

facts of her private life, her book is

unintelligible. , Married young to one

shej not love, she recoiled from

and spurned the chains which bound

her to a being she despised; she sued

for a divorce (so easily, alas ! obtained

in Germany), and the unhappy tie was

broken. She revelled in her freedom,

was courted, admired, flattered; her

time, was divided between writing

novels and travelling. She speaks

thus of herself in that time:–

“Pride was the groundwork of my cha

racter, and through pride the angels fell with

Lucifer. This pride gave me a boundless de

sire for independence of all external in
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fluences of men and things; I would be

slave to none, to the prejudices, opinions,

views of no one; I would neither play the

hypocrite, nor flatter to gain praise or

avoid reproach; I sought to free myself

from the trammels of custom, effeminacy, and

factitious wants . . . To stand on my

own foundation was my delight. When a

storm came, I bowed, and let it pass over

me; but I rose again and often repeated to

myself ‘God is for me; I can do, and endure

all.’”

Thus she lived, until at length she

met, in a Russian nobleman, the man to

whom she surrendered her freedom.

She loved with all the fire and aban

donment of her passionate nature;

she was bound by the settlement of

divorce to forfeit her fortune if she

married again. She resigned neither

her wealthnorherlover. Andnow began

her days of happiness, if sin and hap.

piness can go hand in hand. Her strug

gling heart had found a resting-place,

and death alone disturbed her seem

ing peace. Her heart had wasted all

its treasures on this idol, and broke

when it was snatched from her.

During a long and painful illness she

nursed her lover, with a tenderness

and devotion which could not be sur

passed—he died, and the world lay in

ruins around her.

“Until this moment,” she says, “I had

conquered all sorrows, while I sheltered my

self behind the shield and helmet of my

pride and self-confidence; now these were

useless; the shaft had reached my heart,

had penetrated to the inmost depths of my

soul; for great as had been my pride, my

love had been greater What then

passed in my soul, what preparation for

future progress was then taking place, can

not be accurately described in words; a

black torrent of grief overwhelmed me with

the force of a cataract; my powers were all

stunned and paralysed."

She speaks in accents of despair of

her loss. Prostrate in the dust, but not

humbled, she sinks beneath the stroke,

and when feeling resumed her sway,

and she looked out into the world

again, she found all barren and empty;

her altars vacant, her idols crumbled

beneath her feet. Then in bitterness

of soul did she feel that God was not

for her. He whom she had never

sought in the days of her vainglory

and pride, was now a stranger to her,

and she was indeed alone in the cold

world she had loved so well. In such

a state of mind it is no wonder that

she turned more and more from the

Church to which she still professed to

belong. A deep want had made itself

felt in her soul, which nothing she had

yet found could supply; a voice was

crying from within for help in her ut

most need, and from the Protestant

Church came no response, for her

heart was steeled against its influences.

She knew religion as yet only under

its cold Lutheran form, and her book

reveals to us how gradually Roman

ism began to interest her; its power,

the grandeur of its spiritual machinery,

the mighty influence obtained by it

over the human mind; the antiquity

of the Church, the very existence of a

Church as a standard of authority in

matters of faith, the unity of belief

amongst its disciples, all had their

share in attracting Countess Hahn

Hahn to the Romish faith. Art, em

ployed as it is by the Catholic Church

in the service of religion, the heavenly

works of those artists, who, ere they

took the pencil in their hand, offered

up their souls in prayer; whose very

works were prayers, imbued with the

holiest feelings of devotion; these too

had their influence. Before the divine

creations of Fra Angelico and the

oldest masters of the Italian schools,

she stood enraptured. She says:—

“There were times when their paintings

seemed to be more beautiful than those of

Raphael himself; the deep piety, purity,

and holiness which beamed from them, the

intensity of belief and devotion which

hovered like a glory round their heads, spoke

to my soul, and I felt that they were the

offspring of a mighty religious element.”

The imposing ceremonies of the

Romish Church had little power over

her mind; on the contrary, when seen

in all their pomp at Rome, during the

Easter week, they left a painful im

pression upon her. She says—“I

found that holy things were touched

unholily.” Her interest in Catholicism

was aroused by far different causes, as

we have seen, and others still remain

to be noticed. She mentions the effect

roduced upon her mind by a sojourn

in the Roman Catholic countries of the

Rhine, where Catholicism assumed a

new form to her; there it was the reli

gion of the people, not of courts and

randees. Oppressed with sorrow, her

eart was keenly alive to the external

influences of religion, and here they

met her at every step –

“A crucifix by the way-side; a chapel

overshadowed by fine old trees; a shrine
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upon the heights, the constant resort of

pilgrim-feet; noble cathedrals in the towns,

cºnvents or their ruins amidst a lovely

country, and the frequent sounds of church

bells, all this soothed while it roused me,

because I felt for the first time that religion

was a reality, which could speak to the

heart of man."

Allowed by the ever-open doors

of churches and road-side chapels

(oh why are our Protestant places of

worship closed during six days, as if

religion belonged alone to the seventh !)

she ºften entered to pray, and found
that her heart rose to its Creator with

a fervour it had never known before.

Still she was no Catholic; the leaven

was at work, but the full time was

not yet come.

Amidst the ruins of Kom-Ombos,

in Upper Egypt she muses on the rise

and fall of empires and religions,

and asks her soul if Christianity, too,

will pass away like other religions:–

“Will it be with Christianity as it is with

Kom-Ombos and its temples, – its founda

tiºns be undermined by the majestic, irre

sistible stream of time; its pillars and its

baſis shaken by the waving sand which

covers all from which life has departed ?

No; that thought is horrible—never! never!

I fied for refuge to the holy Apostle Peter,

and exclaimed with him, ‘Lord whither

shall I go? Thou hast the words of eter

ral life.' Such a longing seized my soul to

found the perishable things of this world on

the basis of eternity, that I perceived not

how senseless it was to use the words of

Peter without accepting his belief; that

belief in Jesus Christ, the Son of God, the

Redeemer of the world, to whom we can

only come through the revelation which

that Church teaches, which is built upon St.

Peter, which has the fulness of truth, and

therefore alone possesses the power of making
blessed.”

Such logical deductions need no re

futation “ Guarda e passa."

We would gladly give her account

ºf the expulsion of the Jesuits from

Naples, A.D. 1848, as a specimen of

Countess Hahn's graphic powers of

description, but our space forbids such

digressions.

... We must notice as another actuating

influence in the change effected in her

mind and heart, the views she takes

of conventual life. In the Catholic

Church she found claims made upon

man to sacrifice worldly gains and

Present ease to religion: this fell in

with the requirements of her nature
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and peculiar circumstances. Hers

was not a spirit to seek contentment

in the secret places of the earth; her

heart, wearied with the vanity and

emptiness of the world, and crushed

by the last heavy blow which had fah.

len upon it, longed for some new

sphere of exertion and excitement.

The existence in the Catholic Church

of those asylums for such shipwrecked

human souls attracted her; her exag

gerated feelings caused her to invest

convents and monasteries with a halo

which we fear seldom belongs to them.

The Capuchins and Mendicant orders

of friars had as great an influence over

her feelings as the Jesuits possessed

over her mind; in the one case

she was attracted by the semblance

of humility and self-sacrifice, in the

other allured by the high intellectual

and concentrated power of the order

of Jesus. A few words quoted from

her books will show her feelings on

this subject:-

“Oh! ye poor priests, ye poor monks! Ye

think that, right or wrong, the Saviour meant

what he said, ‘Follow me.' Poor like him,

who had not where to lay his head, self

denying as He who turned from the pleasures

of the world; obedient like Him who obeyed

even unto death on the Cross : ye have

through your love to him comprehended his

spirit of self-sacrifice, and have made it

your own. In one single day of your lives

we find more depth, more love, more faith,

more beauty, more value, than in the united

lives of all the Reformers taken together."

A pretty arrogant assertion that

Strip off the poetical garment in which

our idealising Countess delights to in

vest these classes of men, and the

truth would be presented in a melan

choly and humiliating contrast. Let

but the walls of monasteries and con

vents reveal the tales of sin and self

indulgence they too often witness, and

the sympathies even of the Countess

Hahn would turn from these profligate

and idle cumberers of the ground 1

In the monastery on Mount Carmel,

her gradually-increasing inclinations

towards Catholicism first took a definite

form. We find her expatiating on the

beauty of the East—luxuriating in the

free, unfettered, unconventional life in

her tents; and, amidst many poetical

imaginings, such as the following, we

find a longing after the repose and

simplicity of a cloister life:–
o
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“. . . Enough! I found in the whole

character of the East, something so enno

bling that, beside it all European civilisation

seemed mean and insignificant. . . . .

There (on Mount Carmel), I first expe

rienced a grief not to belong to the Catholic

Church; there, in the pilgrim-house, where

I was received with such hospitality, I saw

what was the life of these humble-minded

men, who had come from Spain and Italy—

had studied Oriental languages, in order to

teach little children, and shelter pilgrims.

Now that I saw the Catholic Church in all

her glory—that is to say in love and po

verty—now did I begin indeed to love her.

A wonderful holiness hovers around this

spot—a peace wholly ideal, such as in no

other place I had yet found. I knew

the Church as yet neither in her foundation,

which is the Redeemer, nor in her dogmas,

which he taught; nor in her ideas, in which

time and eternity are blended; I knew but

her external surface, yet it did my heart

good, for she spoke to that ideal of heavenly

love which I have ever borne about within

my soul, like a veiled and holy picture; and so

I began to love her."

Returning from the East, A.D. 1844,

where she had spent her days amidst

the ruins of cities and empires, floating

ong the Nile in dreamy indolence, or

.#". across the calm and silent

esert, she found the activity and

luxury of European life press heavily

upon her. The heavings of the nations,

in their efforts to obtain freedom, were

beginning to be felt, and, aristocrat to

the heart's core, Countess Hahn. Hahn

recoiled from all idea of progress. She

looked upon the struggle taking place

with a burning heart, shut her eyes

upon the political and social evils they

were intended to redress, shrank terri

fied from the threatened convulsions,

seeing in them hopelessly-destructive

anarchy alone. To find the clue to such

mighty movements was beyond her

power, and her spirit sinking beneath

the pressure, she fell into despair.

Hear now what roused her from this

lethargy —

“From this torpor I was saved by a cir

cumstance which caused a wonderful sensa

tion in Northern Germany—the exhibition

of the holy coat at Treves! People compre

hend it not. “What did it mean º'-what

portend ? How astonishing and incompre

hensible, that thousands and tens of thou

sands wandered up the Rhine and down the

Rhine, as pilgrims to the shrine; and these,

not from the lower classes alone, but from

the higher and enlightened . . • I was

amazed like the rest at this religious excite

ment, to which Protestants had not the

faintest clue; but instead of ridiculing it as

they did, it refreshed my spirit. Whether it

were indeed the holy coat, I knew not ; but

as I wrote at the time, “it is the same faith

which in former days cast the sick woman

at the feet of Christ, that by touching the

hem of his garment, she might be healed.'

My instinct was ever right, and my reason

ing false."

False, indeed, poor weak-minded

woman When such things had power

to sway your opinions, we can but pity
and be silent.

Two years later, we find her still

restlessly seeking peace in outward

things, travelling to England, Scot

land, and Ireland; and while political

influences were now at work, in con

junction with others, to lead her to

er final goal, she speaks of the state

of England, where, she says, the death

worm is diligently at work; and in

proof of this her profound wisdom

cites the “corn bill,” which had just

passed the two houses of Parliament.

“The corn bill,” she says, “is a

work of the death-worm; it will change

entirely the ancient centre of gravity

by which this land has become strong

within, and mighty without.” We are

the list people who desire to exclude

women from a share in political, as in

all other discussions; we would only

require that ignorance should know

how becoming silence is.

In the English Church Countess

Hahn finds only “noble cathedrals

standing empty,” “married bishops,”

and her “ideal vanishes.” She exa

mines the outside merely, but is com

[... perhaps unwittingly, to ac

nowledge that “the English have

need of faith, and a veneration for re

ligion as God's law.” She visits Scot

land, the puritanical strictness and

simplicity of whose Church found little

favour in her eyes, and passes thence

to Ireland–

“Here did I once again behold the Church

in beauty, in poverty, oppression, and mar

tyrdom, and in her priests I found holy and

temperate men, filled with apostolic charity

and love.”

Again, she looks to the surface alone.

In all her blame of England's misgo

vernment of this unhappy country we

join her unhesitatingly, but there break

we off, and leave her to her own ex

aggerated ideas as to the merits of

the priests and people of Ireland;
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poetical fancies all, and false as poeti

cal.

After this journey the Countess re

turned to Germany, more hopelessly

unhappy than ever. “I was like one

swimming in the wide ocean, dreaming

of a harbour of refuge, and ever ex

claiming, “It is not here, it is not

here ! these waves can never bear me

thither?' " She visits Italy again, and

speaks of her journey as a melancholy

one. Weary and dispirited she returned:

the revolutionary spirit had for an hour

conquered; princes trembled on their

thrones, and nobles stood helpless and

confounded around; Austria had been

beaten on the plains of Italy, and mo

narchy tottered in the high places of

the earth. The proud nature of the

Countess, too weak to grapple with

the times, writhed in tortures beneath

them —

“I lived like the salamander, in the fire

of an inextinguishable hatred of democracy

and its leaders" (a truly Christian sentiment!)

*Spring came (1849); over that May death

spread a mourning veil so thick and black

that for a long time I neither felt nor saw

anything, neither in heaven above, nor on

the earth beneath, neither within me, nor

around me. Every Sunday I went to Dres

den to mass, and then I wept as if I were

melting away in tears; it was as though

a spring breeze were dissolving the ice

in my breast, as if a warm hand laid itself

upon my benumbed heart. Whither was

this leading me? I knew not then, now

I see it all clearly. “With eternal love do

I love thee; therefore, am I merciful unto

theº, and draw thee to myself.'"

She opened the Bible, as was often

her habit, to see on what passage her

eyes would first alight. They fell upon

these words in the sixtieth chapter

of Isaiah — “Arise ! ... shine ! for thy

light is come, and the glory of the

Lord is risen upon thee.” This acci

dent so forcibly impressed her mind,

that she sate unconscious of time, her

head buried in her hands, gazing upon

the open book –“A ray of morning

light glided into the black, iron night

of my soul; faint, and pale, and deep,

below the horizon it began to dawn."

After this she writes thus:–

“I can no longer make illusions to my

sºul, saying, Try this—prove that! perhaps

now the world may yet have something

hidden for thee! The cry of experience is

sounding within me. No — no it has no

thing! Then what remains? God?”

Her feelings had led her now within

the portals of the Catholic Church ;

the strongest fortress of her nature had

yielded, and it needed little more to

complete the victory. Her weak reason,

ever the slave of her imagination and

heart, was easily convinced of the

truth of what she already loved. She

sent for three books, which were to de

termine her future faith: — Luther's

greater and lesser “Catechism, ”

“Böckel's Confession of the Evange

lical Reformed Church,” and the “Ca

nons and Decrees of the Council of

Trent.” Thus she imagined to place

herself at the fountain-head ofthe three

different religions, and that she should

speedily find from which flowed the

water of life. She began with the Ca

tholic book, and exclaims—

“Yes! this was what I sought; here I

found at last all that my soul had pined for

so long — here was the perfection of repose,

united with eternal excitement.”

Her part was taken; nor was it to

be expected that she would listen with

calm impartiality to the arguments of

creeds, which since her youth she had

neglected. She thus writes to a Roman

Catholic friend :—

“I am like the swallow which deserts the

falling house; I quit for ever the tottering

building (of Protestantism); I need a house

for eternity; I now know where to find it.

. . . . And now I am returned–from

Babylon to Jerusalem, from a foreign land

to my home, from loneliness to communion,

from division to unity, from disquietude to

peace, from lies to the truth, from the world

to God "

And here we take leave of Countess

Hahn-Hahn. That her book has had

the smallest influence over sensible

minds it is difficult to conceive, and yet

we hear that converts have been added

to the Romish Church by its perusal.

That Roman Catholicism must and

will gain ready listeners in Germany,

is, we fear, a sad truth. To the soul

thirsting for religion, for a living, ac

tive faith, this Church offers a ready

asylum from the chilling coldness of

Lutheranism ; and unless greater re

forms are quickly introduced, and a

more vital spirit breathed into the dull

mass, we may look for many followers

in the way which has led Countess

Hahn-Hahn “from Babylon to Jeru

salem.”
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HIS LIFE AND ExPERIENCEs, witH so M.E. Account of HIs over-REACHINGS AND SHORT

CoxilNGs THEREIN, Now Flirst GIVEN To THE world BY HIMSELF.

chapter xxviii.

AN Episode or air life.

If I could have turned my thoughts

from my own desolate condition, the

aspect of Paris on the morning after

the battle might well have engaged my

attention. The very streets presented

a scene such as never can be forgotten

The government had adventured on

the bold experiment of employing the

masses to control the few, and the

fruits of this dangerous alliance might

be seen in the various groups that

F. along. Officials wearing their

adges of duty, officers in full uniform,

walked arm in arm with leaders of the

popular party; men high in the state

talked familiarly in the midst of little

#. of working men ; parties of the

popular force, rudely armed, ill dressed,

and disorderly, presented arms as some

officer ofº: rode by. All attested

the existence of that strange compact

by which the nation was again to be

subjugated, and terror made the active

principle of a government. The terrific

songs of the bloody days of the Revo

lution were once more heard, and the

cruel denunciations of the mob again

rang aloud in the open streets I

heard and saw all these like one in a

dream, as, with my portfolio of office

papers under my arm, I held my way

to the Tuileries; nor was it till I had

reached the wooden stockade in front

of that palace that I became collected

enough to ask myself, whither I was

going, and for what?

The machinery of government to

which I belonged was annihilated and

destroyed; they who had guided and

controlled it were gone; and there I

stood alone, friendless, and without a

home in that vast city, not knowin

which way to turn me. I wandere

into the garden of the Tuileries, and

sat down upon a bench in one of the

less frequented alleys. The cries and

shouts of the populace rung faintly in

my ear, and the noises of the city came

dulled and indistinct by distance. From

the quiet habits of my simple life, I had

scarcely learned anything whatever of

Paris. My acquaintances were limited

to the few I had seen at the bureau,

and these I only met when there. My

means were too scanty to admit of

even the cheapest pleasures; and up

to this my existence had been one uni

form but contented poverty. Even

this humble provision was now with

drawn from me. What was I to do?

Was there a career by which I could

earn my bread 2 I knew of none save

daily labour with my hands, and where

to seek for even this I did not know! In

my little lodging behind the bureau I

possessed a few articles of clothes and

some books: these, if sold, would sup

port me for a week or two, and then

—ay, then But who can tell ? thought

I, a day has marred—who knows but

another day may make my fortune?

It was night when I turned home

ward. To my surprise the stair was

not lit up as ºl. and it was only

after repeated knockings that the door

was opened to me, and old Lizette, my

landlady's servant, with a voice broken

by sobs, bade me pass in, quietly, and

to make no noise. I asked eagerly if

any misfortune had occurred, and

heard that Monsieur Bernois, my land

lord, had been mortally wounded in

the affray of the night before, and was

then lying at the point of death.

“Is it the surgeon, Lizette?" cried

Marguerite, a little girl of about four

teen, and whose gentle “good day."

had been the only thing like welcome

I had ever heard during my stay there;

“is it the surgeon 2"

“Helas, no! mademoiselle, it is the

lodger "

I had not even a name for them ' I

was simply the occupant of a solitary

chamber for whom none cared or

thought; and yet at that instant I felt

my isolation the greatest blessing ofhea

ven, and would not have exchanged my

desolate condition for all the ties of

family
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“Oh, sir,” cried Marguerite, “have

pity on us, and come to papa. He is

bleeding on the bed here, and none of

us know how to aid him 1"

“But I am no less ignorant, made

moiselle,” said I; “would that I could

be of any use to you!”

“Oh come,” cried she ; “ come,

and heaven may direct you how to

succour us, for we are utterly de

serted I"

Scarcely knowing what I did I

followed the little girl into a dark

ened room, where the long-drawn

breathings of the wounded man were

the only sounds. By the dim half light,

I could see a figure seated at the foot

of the bed. It was my hostess, pale,

stern-looking, and collected; there she

sat, gazing at the gasping object before

her, with a terrible composure.

“Manma, it is monsieur ; mon

sieur who lives here, is come to see

papa,” whispered Marguerite timidly.

The mother nodded her head, as if

to imply that she had heard her, but

never spoke. I drew nigh the bed,

the rather to show my sympathy with

the sorrow, than that I could be of

any service; and the dying man's eyes

met mine. Glazed and filmy as they

seemed at first, I fancied they grew

bright and lustrous as he continued to

stare. Such at all events was their

fascination, that I could not look

away from them, and so I stood under

that steadfast gaze, forgetful even of

the state of him who bestowed it.

At last the orbs slowly turned, at first

towards where his wife sat, then to

Marguerite as she knelt by the bed

side, and then back again to me, with

an expression that needed no words to

convey. I took the clammy hand in

my own, and felt the fingers give a

faint pressure. Isqueezed them gently,

and saw that his lips parted : they

moved, too, as though with an effort to

speak, but without avail. The at

tempt had evidently cost him a severe

pang, for his features were convulsed

for a few seconds, at the end of which

he gently drew me a little towards

him, and with a sigh so faint as to be

scarcely heard, uttered the words,

“paurre femme 1”

It was not until some minutes had

elapsed that I saw he had ceased to

breathe, for his eyes seemed to stare

with meaning on me, and his counte

nance remained unchanged. At length,

however, I became conscious that the

struggle was over, and his spirit had

passed away for ever. The stillness

of the room was terrible, for not a stir

broke it; and I knelt down beside

Marguerite to pray.

“Here is the surgeon, mademoi

selle,” said Lizette, hurriedly, and an

old man drew nigh the bed, and

touched the wrist of the dead man.

“Ma foiſ" said he, “this is the

fourth time I have been sent for to-day

on a like errand;” and so saying, he

tapped me on the shoulder, and

motioned me to follow him.

I obeyed at once.

“Are you his son 2" asked he

briefly.

“No,” I replied.

“His nephew 2–his clerk, then 2"

“Neither; I am a lodger here,

and do not even claim acquaintance

with the family.”

“No matter,” resumed he drily,

“you will do as well as another;

give me pen and paper.”

I took some from an open port

folio on the table, and laid it before

him, and he wrote rapidly a few lines

in a straggling hand—

“The citizen Louis Bernois, age

; domiciled, Rue Neuve de

Wiardot, No. 318, Avocat,”– “we

may call him avocat, though he

was only a writer,” said he, looking

up, “wounded fatally in the lungs

and heart, and attended till his death,

on this morning, by the doctor Joseph

Caillot, surgeon and licentiate. The

above verified by me.” “Sign here,”

added he, handing me the pen,

“and put your quality. Say, ‘Friend of

the family.’”

“But I never knew them; I have

only lodged in the house for some

months back.”

“What signifies that ? It is a mere

form for the authorities, to whom

his death must be reported, or his

family exposed to trouble and an

noyance. I will take it to the bureau

myself.”

I signed my name, therefore, as he

directed me, and sealed the “act” with

a seal I found on the table. The

doctor pocketed the paper, and with

drew, not even bestowing on me a

good-bye as he left the room.

Lizette came to me for instructions

as to what was to be done. Madame

had never recovered consciousness

from the very first moment of the mis

fortune; mademoiselle was too young
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and too incxperienced to be consulted

on the occasion. The family, too, had

only been a few months in Paris, and

had no acquaintance save with the

tradespeople they dealt with.

I asked the name of the avocat,

for whom he usually transcribed the

deeds and papers, and learned that it

was a certain Monsieur le Monnier,

a lawyer of high standing at the bar of

Paris, and who lived in the Rue Quin

campoix. With what a strange sen

sation I heard the name of that street,

which was the same that Herr Robert

spoke of as inhabited by his father in

the days of his greatest prosperity |

The thought merely shot through my

head rapidly, for other and far more

pressing considerations demanded all

my attention. I resolved at once to

call on Monsieur Le Monnier and ask

his advice and guidance in the difficult

osition I then found myself. Dress

ing myself with all the care my scanty

wardrobe permitted, I set out for the

Rue Quincampoix, and soon found the

house, which was a large and spaci

ous, though somewhat sombre-looking

“hotel,” with a half-effaced shield

ver the doorway. The porter in

quired if I came on business ; and on

my saying “Yes,” informed me that I

must call on the following morning,

from eleven to two o'clock—that the

“Batonnier,” for such was his rank,

did not transact affairs in the even

1ng.

farmed and pressed my suit with

all zeal, but it was only when I pro

duced a piece of two francs, that he

consented to present my card, on

which I had written a few lines to ex

plain the urgent cause of my visit.

After a long and most impatient

waiting, a servant came to say that

monsieur would receive me, and I fol.

lowed him up a spacious but dimly

lighted stair, and across a long, dreary

gallery, where a single lamp shone, into

a small chamber, fitted up like a study.

Here, although it was autumn, the

“Batonnier” was seated beside a brisk

fire, enjoying his coffee. He was a small

man, with a massive, well-shaped head,

covered with a profusion of snow-white

hair, which he wore in such careless

fashion as to make his head appear

even much larger than it was ; his fea

tures were pleasing, and his eyes were

singularly sºft and gentle-looking.

With a voice of peculiar sweetness,

and in a low tone, he welcomed me,

and desired me to be seated. This

done, he begged me to state the object

of my visit.

In the very fewest words I could re

late it, I mentioned the sad circum

stances about which I came ; told my

own difficulty in the matter, and

asked for advice.

“At any other moment,” said he,

when I concluded, “your task would

be an easy one. You could report the

event to the “ commissaire' of the

* Quarter,’ state what you know, and

withdraw from the affair altogether.

Now, however, the troubles in which

we live excite suspicions in every mind.

Your name will be associated with the

opinions for which this poor man has

given his life. The authorities will be

on your track at every moment, and

every act of your life watched and re

ported. With whom were you ac

quainted in Paris?”

“With none.”

He stared with some surprise; and

I told him briefly the circumstances of

my own situation.

“A strange story, indeed!" said he,

taking up my card from the chimney

piece; “and your name, for I cannot

decipher it here, is—”

“Carew—Jasper Carew.”

“That name is Irish, if I mistake

not,” said he ; “at least I remember,

some twenty years ago, we had here a

distinguished stranger who came from

Ireland, and was called Carew. He

was the fashionable celebrity of a very

famous period.”

“He was my father, sir.”

The old lawyer bowed and smiled;

but though the gesture was eminently

|...} the shrewd twinkle of his eyes

espoke incredulity. I saw this, and

said at once—

“I have many letters of his, dated

from the “Place Vendome,” No. 13,

where he lived.”

“Indeed!" cried he in astonishment.

“You possess these at present?”

“Some few I have with me; others,

a large number, are in the keeping of

my friends, as well as notes and pa

|. in the hand of the late Duc d'Or

eans, with whom my father appeared

to live on considerable intimacy.”

“That I can vouch for myself,” said

the arocat, hastily; then, suddenly

correcting himself, added—“Perhaps

you would give me a sight of some of

these documents. I do not ask from any

impertinent curiosity, but with the con
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vietion that I can be of some service to

wou."

I readily promised to do so, and the

following day was named for the pur

Se.

“Now, for the present case,” said

he, “I know nothing of Monsieur Ber

nois, beyond what a client of mine from

the Auvergnat told me. He was the

son of a poor farmer near Linange, who

studied the law in Paris, went back to

his native village, and married, and

after some years of failure at home,

came here to make his fortune. I em

ployed him partly from motives of cha

rity, for he was irregular in his habits

of work, and seemed overcome by a

depression that rendered him often in

eapable of all exertion. Make what ar

rangements you think suitable for his

burial, and then induce his poor widow

and daughter to return home. Call

upon me for any expenses that may be

needed, and say that I will send one

of my clerks to make an inventory of

his effects, and draw up the ‘procés'

the law requires.”

There was a mingled kindness and

commonplace in the way he spoke this

that left me in doubt which of the two

frames of mind predominated in his na

ture. At all events, I had good rea

son to be satisfied with my reception;

and, resisting his invitation to stay to

supper, I hastened back to the Rue de

Wiardot.

The poor widow still remained in the

state of stupor in which I first saw her,

but Marguerite's grief had taken a

more violent form, and the terrible

shock had brought on brain fever—at

least so Lizette pronounced it. My sad

duties were thus multiplied by the cares

of the sick-room, forÉ. threw all

upon me, and would do nothing with

out my guidance and advice.

By great exertions, and by working

all night through, I reduced the affairs

of the family to a condition of order;

and, when Monsieur le Monnier's clerk

appeared in the morning, I had already

compiled the inventory, and drawn up

the “acte de décès,” as it is called, for

the authorities.

By searching amongst papers I also

found the address of the widow's fa

ther, who lived in the village of “Li

nange,” and to him I wrote a few lines,

acquainting him with what had oc

eurred, and asking his counsel with re

to the family. Though Lizette

accompanied them from their na

tive village to Paris, she was greatly

indisposed to afford any information as

to their circumstances or condition in

life, and seemed only eager to complete

all the formalities of the law, and quit

the capital. I certainly did not impose

any unfair burden upon her incommu

nicative disposition. I asked few ques

tions—none that were not in a measure

indispensable.

I suppose my reserve in this wise

impressed her favourably, for she grew

gradually more and more open, drop

ping hints of sad circumstances and

calamities, in a way that seemed half

to invite inquiry on my part. I was

resolved, however, not to make any

advances, and left her entirely to her

own choice as to what revelations she

might make me. I have no doubt that

had my object been to gratify my curi

osity, I could not have hit upon any

surer means of success.

We laid the remains of poor Bernois

in a little graveyard outside the Port

St. Denis; Lizette and myself the

only mourners that followed the bier 1

As I slowly ascended the stairs towards

my room, I said—

“Come to me this evening, Lizette,

and say if I can be of any further ser:

vice to you, since I mean to leave Paris

to-morrow.”

“To leave Paris!” cried she, “Grand

Dieu 1–why, and for where 2"

“For Switzerland," replied I. “My

friends there have not answered my

letters for some time back, and I have

determined to set off and see them.”

“But why not write again?—think

of what a journey it is 1”

“I have written till I have lost all

hope. I must satisfy myself by going

in person.”

“But you will not leave us helpless—

friendless, as we are l’’ cried she.

Never till that moment had it oc

curred to me that my assistance could

avail to any one, or that there existed

one in the world humble enough to be

benefited by my guidance. The ap

peal, however, gave me a self-confi

dence and an energy which I had not

felt before, and I listened to the ex

planations of the old servant with every

desire to aid her.

She judged rightly enough, that as

soon as removal were possible, the

safest course would be for the widow

and her daughter to return to their

village.

“I know,” added she, “that this

* →

*
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is not to be effected without difficulty.

“Madame' will oppose it to the last;

and it may be that nothing short of

force will accomplish it."

I asked the reason of this repug

nance, and she only gave me a vague,

unmeaning answer. It was clear to

me there was a mystery in the affair;

and though piqued that I was not en

trusted with the secret, I felt that to

withdraw my aid from them on such

grounds would be both selfish and un

worthy.

“I will consult M. le Monnier,”

said I, at last; “he shall decide what

is best to be done,” and at once set

out for the Rue Quincampoix.

The old lawyer received me blandly

as before, and gave me a few lines for

his family physician, who would see

the widow and Marguerite, and pro

nounce his opinion on their fitness for

removal. Le Monnier seemed pleased

with the interest I manifested for these

poor friendless people, and readily pro

mised to aid me in their behalf.

The doctor, too, was no less bene

volently disposed, and came at once

with me to the house. His visit was

a long one; so long that more than

once I asked Lizette if she were quite

certain that he had not taken his de

parture. At length, however, he came

forth, and leading me into a room,

closed the door behind us with all the

air of great secrecy.

“There is some sad story,” said he,

“here, of which we have not the clue.

This is a serious affair.”

“How do you mean?" asked I.

“I mean that the state in which I

find this woman is not attributable to

the recent shock. It is not her hus

band's death has caused these symp

toms.”

“And what are they

threaten her life 2"

“No ; certainly not; she may live

for years.”

“What then? They will cause great

suffering, perhaps?”

“Not even that, but worse than that.

It is her intelligence is lost; she has

been stunned by some terrible shock

of calamity, and her mind is gone, in

all likelihood for ever !”

To my eager questioning he replied

by explaining that these cases were far

less hopeful than others in which more

palpable symptoms manifested them

selves; that they were of all others

the least susceptible of treatment.

Do they

“When we say,” continued he,

“that ‘time' is the best physician for

them, we declare, in one word, our

own ignorance of the malady; and

yet, such is the simple truth A

course of years may restore her to rea

son—there is no other remedy.”

“And her daughter?"

“That is not a case for apprehension

—it is a common fever, the result of a

nervous impression; a few days will

bring her completely about.”

I mentioned to the doctor my belief

that Lizette could probably impart some

explanation of the mystery; but the

old woman was proof against all cross

examination, and professed to know

nothing that could account for her

mistress's condition. The question

was now, how to act in this emergency?

and the doctor pronounced that there

was no other course than to obtain

her admission into some “maison de

sante:" if her fortune permitted, to

one of the better class; if not, there

were various humbler houses, where

the patients were treated well and

skilfully. As a preliminary step, how

ever, he requested me to write again

to her family, to state the opinion he

had come to, and ask for their advice.

“It is little other than a form to do

so,” added he, “for we live in times

when the State is everything—Family

nothing. If I report this case to

morrow to the Bureau of Health of

the ‘Quarter,’ a commission will as

semble, examine, and decide upon it

at once. The measures adopted will be

as imperatively executed as though the

law were in pursuit of a criminal, and

though this be so, and we cannot help

it, it will have the semblance of con

sideration for the feelings of her rela

tives, if we consult them.”

He left me, therefore, to make this

sad communication, and promised to re

peat his visit on the following day. By

way of extorting some confession from

old Lizette, I told her the course the

doctor had resolved upon; but far from

exhibiting any repugnance to it, she

briefly said, “It was all for the best.”

It was not till after repeated efforts

I could satisfy myself with the terms

of my letter. The occasion itself was

a difficult one; but my sense of a

mystery of which I knew nothing,

added immensely to the embarrass

ment. I was, moreover, addressing

persons I had never seen, and of whose

very condition in life I was ignorant.
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This in itself was a circumstance that

required consideration. I thought I

would read my letter to Lizette, and

sent for her to bear it. She listened

attentively as I read it, but made no

other remark than—“Yes, that will

be sufficient.”

On the fourth day after I dispatched

this, came a letter in reply, the hand

writing, style, and appearance of

which were all superior to what I had

expected. It was from an unmar

ried sister of Madam Bernois, who

signed herself “Ursule,” that being

the name by which she had “pro

fessed” formerly in a convent, des

troyed in the early days of the Revo

lution. The writer, after expressing

deep gratitude for the part I had

taken, went on to speak of the subject

of my communication. Her father's

infirmities had rendered him bed

ridden, and so utterly incapable of

affording any help or even counsel,

that she hesitated about informin

him of the terrible calamity that ha

berallen them. She perfectly concurred

in the advice given by the doctor, if

“only, that it saved her poor sister

from a return to a home now associated

with nothing but sorrow, and where,

of course, her chances of recovery

would be diminished.” These strange

expressions puzzled me much, and led

me at first to suppose that Ursule

believed I knew more of her sister's

story than I really was acquainted

with ; but as I read them again, I saw

that they might possibly only have

reference to her father's sad condition.

Margot, for so she called her niece,

“would, of course, come back to

them;” and she charged me to dis

patch her under Lizette's care, by the

diligence, as soon as she was judged

sufficiently well to encounter the fa

tigue of the journey. With regard to

any property or effects belonging to

them, she left all implicitly at my own

discretion, believing, as she said, that

the same kindness that had hitherto

guided me would also here suggest

what was best for the interests of the

widow and her child.

Some days of unremitting exertion

succeeded the receipt of this letter, for

there was no end to the formalities

requisite before I could obtain admis

sion for the widow into a small maison

de sante, at Mont Martre. It was, in

deed, a moment at which the authori

ties were overwhelmed with business,

and many of the public functionaries

were new to office, and totally ignorant

of its details. The public, too, were

under the influence of a terror that

seemed to paralyse all powers of rea

son. In my frequent visits to the com

missaire of the “Quarter,” when wait

ing for hours long in his antechamber,

I had abundant opportunity to measure

the extent of the fear that then domi

nated the mind of the capital, since

every trifling incident evidenced and

betrayed it.

Ladies of rank and condition would

come, earnestly entreating that the

might obtain leave to attend the sic

in the hospitals, and nurse the “dear

brothers ” who had fallen in the cause

of liberty. Others, of equal station,

requested that materials might be dis

tributed to them, to knit stockings for

the soldiers of the republic, regretting

their poverty at not being able to sup

ply them from their own resources.

Shopkeepers besought the authorities

that their taxes might be doubled or

even trebled ; and some professed to

hope that the maladies which incapa

citated them from military service,

might be compensated by works of cha

rity and benevolence. There was an

abject meanness in the character of

these petitions too revolting to endure

the thought of. The nation seemed

prostrated by its terror, and degraded

to the very deepest abyss of shame and

self-contempt. The horrible scenes of

blood through which they had passed,

might, indeed, excuse much, but there

were proofs of national cowardice at

this juncture, such as scarcely any suf

fering could justify or palliate.
For these considerations I had but a

passing thought. My whole attention

was devoted to the little circle of cares

and sorrows around me; and in addi

tion to other calamities, poor old

Lizette, my aid and help throughout
all difficulties, was seized with a violent

fever, and obliged to be conveyed to

hospital. I do not believe that any

thing can sustain mere bodily strength

more powerfully than the sense of

doing a benevolent action. Fatigue,

weariness, exhaustion, sickness itself,

can be combated by this one stimulant.

For myself, I can aver that I scarcely

eat or slept during the ten days that

these events were happening. Never

had any incident of my own life so much

engrossed me as the care of these un

happy people; and when once or twice
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Le Monnier adverted to my own story,

I always replied that, for the moment,

Ihad no thoughts, nor hopes, nor fears,

save for the widow and her orphan

daughter.

The old lawyer's benevolence en

abled me to meet all the expenses

which from day to day were incurred.

He supplied me with means to pay the

charges of the maison de sante, and

the fees to the physicians, and enabled

me to procure some articles of mourning

for poor “Margot,” who had now suffi

ciently recovered from her illness to

comprehend her bereavement, and the

..". condition in which she was

placed. It was, indeed, a sad lesson

to teach the poor child; nor did I, in

.own forlorn and isolated state, know

what consolations to offer, nor what

hopes to set before her 1 I could but

tell her that I too was an orphan,

friendless—nay, far more so than her

self; that for me the world had nei

ther home nor country; and yet that

each day glimpses of bright hopes

gleamed upon me, kind words and

acts met me, and that as 1 lived I

learned to feel that there was a bro

therhood in humanity, and that amidst

all the adverse incidents of fortune,

warm hearts and generous natures

were scattered about to sustain the

drooping courage of those deserted as

We were.

“And be assured, Margot," said I,

“the time will come yet when you

and I will recall these dark hours with

a sense of not unpleasant sorrow, to

think how patiently we bore our ills,

how submissively and how trustfully.

Then shall we teach others, young as

we are now, that even the humblest

has a duty to do in this life, and that

he who would do it well must bring to

his task a stout heart and a steady will,

and with these there are no failures.”

I do not think that Margot derived

much hope from all my efforts at con

solation, but she certainly felt a strong

interest in the similarity of our for

tunes. Again and again did she ques

tion me, if I had seen, and could re

member my mother, and asked me a

thousand questions about the dear

friend whom I had ever called by that

name. We talked of no other theme

than this, and our isolation served to

link us together, as that of two beings

deserted by all, and only cared for by

each other. There was a character of

depression about her that seemed to

come of a life of habitual gloom; the

ordinary state of her mind was sad,

and yet her dark, lustrous eyes could

flash with sudden brilliancy; her dee

colour knew how to heighten; and

have seen her lip tremble with proud

emotion at moments of excitement.

When sufficiently recovered to bear

the journey, Le Monnier counselled me

to convey her to her friends; and I

yielded—shall I own it?—reluctantly:

for of all the world, Margot was now

the only one to whom I could speak,

as youth loves to speak, of all my hopes

and my dreads, my ambitions and my as

pirings. So long as my duty each day

revolved round her, I had no time to

think of my own fate, save as a thing

to weave fancies about, to speculate

on a brilliant future, and imagine inci

dents and events at random. With

what enthusiasm was I often carried

away by these self-wrought fancies 1–

with what a sense of triumph have I

seen Margot, forgetting for the instant

the sad realities of her lot, listen breath

lessly to me as I told of my ambitious

plans ! To her I was already a hero;

and oh! the glorious fascination with

which one first feels the thought that

another's heart has learned to beat highl

for our successes, and to throb wit

eagerness for our triumph 1 I was but

a boy, Margot was a child; and of

love, as poets describe it, there was

none between us. Still, in my devo

tion, there was nothing I would not

have dared to please her – nothing I

would not have braved to make her

think more highly of me. It was self

love—but self-love ennobled by gene

rous wishes and high ambitions. I

strove to be worthy of her affection,

that so I might be capable of doing

more still to deserve it !

Is it to be wondered at if I dreaded

to break this spell, and to awaken from a

trance of such fascination ? But there

was no alternative; Margot must go,

and I must address myself to the stern

business of life, for I had my bread to

earn . How ardently I wished it was

to my dear mother's arms that I should

consign her, that her home could be

that same humble home I had just

quitted, and that poor Joseph could

have been her teacher and her guide.

Alas! I no longer knew in what part

of the world to look for them, and I

could only speak of these things as I

tº: of the dream-wrought fancies

at my hopes ealled up !
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It was on a bright November morn

ing, clear, sharp, and frosty, that we
if Paris in the diligence for Lyons.

Mons: le Monnier had accompanied us

himself to the bureau, and given the

conducteur directions to show us every

attention in his power. Three days'

and nights travelling brought us to

Valence, where poor Margot, completely

worn out, was obliged to repose for

some hours, during which time I

strolled through the town, to see its

churches and other remarkable mo

numents. It was the hour of the

table-d'-hote as I regained the inn,

and the hostess advised that we should

dine at the public table, as less expen

sive than in private. I remember well

with what mingled bashfulness and

F. I entered the room, with Margot

olding my hand. The company was

a numerous one, comprising, besides

many of the townspeople, several of

ficers of the garrison, all of whom

stared with undisguised astonishment

at the aspect of two travellers of our

youth and palpable inexperience, while

the contrast between the deep mourn

ing of her dress and the gay colours of

mine, at once showed that we were not

brother and sister. To my respectful

salute on entering, few deigned to

reply ; my companion's beauty had

arrested every attention, and all eyes

were turned towards her, as she took

her place at table.

For the incident which succeeded, I

must devote a short chapter.

CHAP, XXIX.

the inn at valex ce.

Preceded by the waiter, who was

about to point out the places destined

for us at the table, I walked up the

rºom, holding Margot by the hand.

The strangers made way for us as

we went, not with any of the deferen

tial politeness so usual in France, but

in a spirit of insolent astonishment at

our presence there. Such, at least, was

the impression their behaviour pro

duced on me ; and I was only anxious

that it should not be so felt by my

companion.

As I drew back my chair, to seat

myself at her side, I. a hand placed

on my arm. I turned, and saw an

officer, a man of about six or seven

and-twenty, with a bushy red beard

and moustache, who said–

“This place is mine, citizen; you

must go seek for one elsewhere.”

I appealed to the waiter, who merely

shrugged his shoulders, and muttered

something unintelligible; to which I

replied, by asking him to show me an

other place, while I assisted Margot to

rise.

“La petite shall stay where she is,”

broke in the officer, bluntly, as he

brushed in front of me; and an ap

proving laugh from his comrades, at

once revealed to me the full meaning

of the impertinence.

“This young lady is under my care,

sir,” said I, calmly, “and needs no pro

tection from you."

“The young lady!" cried he, with a

burst of coarse laughter at the words,

“knows better how to choose! Is it

not so, citizen 2 I look a more respon

sible guardian than that thin stripling

with the pale cheek.”

“I appeal to this company, to the

superiors of this officer—if there be

such present—to know are these the

habits of this place, or have I been

singled out specially for this insolence?”

“Insolence 1 insolence 1” repeated

every voice around me, in accents of

astonishment and reprobation; while

suddenly above the clamour, a deep

voice said—

“Lieutenant Carrier, take a place

at the foot of the table !”

“Oui, mon Colonel,” was the re

ply; and he who accosted me so rudely

now moved away, and I seated myself

at Margot's side.

I believe that, during this brief

scene, the poor girl knew little or

nothing of what was going forward.

The fatigue, from which she had not

yet recovered — the novelty of the

place in which she found herself—

the confusion natural to mixing with

a strange company—all contributed to

engage her attention, and occupy her

thoughts. It was only by the deadly

paleness of my features that she at last

guessed that something hadgone wrong.

I tried by every means in my power

to reassure her. I affected, as well as

I might, to seem easy and unconcerned.

I even essayed, by way of showing my
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self-possession, to engage the person

next me in conversation; but a cold

stare of surprise arrested the attempt,

and I sat abashed and ashamed at the

rebuke.

I do not know if, in my whole life,

I everº an hour of greater mi

sery, than the time of that dinner.

Had I been there alone, I could have

confronted manfully whatever threat

ened me; but the thought of involv

ing Margot in any scene of shame—

of exposing her to the rude insolence

of which I saw myself the mark—was

..º.º. painful. I felt, besides,

that I had a character to support in

her eyes; nor could I yet divine what

adverse turn affairs might take. If

I looked down the table, it was to

meet, on every side, glances of haughty

or insolent meaning. It was easy to

perceive, too, that the whole company

was under the impression of the disa

greeable incident which had occurred

before sitting down to table, and which

none believed was yet concluded. In

stead of the noisy chit-chat, so usual

in such places, there was either a per

fect silence, or the low murmuring

sounds of a conversation maintained in

whispers. At last the colonel and

those around him stood up, and ga

thered in a group at one of the win

dows. The civilians of the party broke
into knots, conversed for a few seconds,

and separated ; and, taking Margot's

hand, I arose, and prepared to with

draw. As I was leaving the room, the

officer who first accosted me whispered

in my ear—

“You will come back again, I sup

pose?”

“Certainly, if you want me,” said I.

He nodded, and I passed out.

“I am glad it is over,” said Margot,

pressing my hand; “that dinner was

a tiresome affairl”

“So it was,” said I; “and I am

well pleased that it is finished. I'll

É. down now and look after this ca

eche they promised me they should

have ready for us by this time;" and with

this excuse I quitted her, and hastened

down stairs again.

I was just making for the door of

the “salle-à-manger,” when the hostess

overtook me.

“A word with you, monsieur—one

word 1" cried she.

I “At another moment, madam,” said

, trying to pass on. “I am greatlpressed for time just now." " " y

“It is exactly for that reason I must

speak with you,” said she, firmly; and

at the same instant she seized my

arm, and drew me into a room, of

which she closed the door at once.

“I suspect the object you have in

view, young man,” said she, boldly, to

me. “You are eager for a quarrel.

The waiters have told me all §. has

occurred at table; and I can guess

what is likely to follow. But surely it

is not for one in her position that you

will risk your life, or rather sell it—

for Carrier would surely kill you !”

“In her position!" said I. “What do

you mean? You cannot dare to throw

an imputation on one who is little more

than a child!”

“True; but a child of shame and

infamy,” said she, sternly.

“It is a falsehood—a damnable

falsehood!" cried I. “I knew both her

parents: her father died almost in my

arms.”

“It is as likely that you never saw

her father in your life,” rejoined she,

calmly. “I see that you know little of

her history; but she comes from the

village of Linange, and we ‘Auver

nyatts' are well acquainted with her.”

“Yes, Linange is hernative village–

that is true,” cried I, in a vague ter

ror of some dreadful tidings. “Tell

me, I beseech you, whatever you know

of her story.”

“It is soon told, though the tale be

sad enough,” said she, after a pause.

“Her mother was a Mademoiselle Ju

pernois. She called herself De Juper

nois, and not without reason; for the

family had been of rank, and were

* Grand Seigneurs, once on a time.

Her fatheri. however, fallen into

poverty, and for a livelihood was

obliged to become a “pharmacien' in

the little village of Linange, every

house of which had once belonged to

his family. They said he was a great

chemist, which he had become for his

own amusement in his prosperous days;

and fortunately he could now practise

the art for his support. At all events,

the ‘Blues’ wrecked his chateau,

burned his books, melted down his

late, and left him penniless: so that

e was fain to seek shelter amidst

what once he would have styled his

own ‘vilains;' but who were now,

thanks to the glorious fruits of the

Revolution, his equals. That was not

to be his only humiliation, however.

A youngj, that was betrothed to
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his eldest daughter, Hortense, and was

to have married her just before ‘the

troubles, joined the mildest party of

the anarchists, and actually assisted

at the sack of the chateau. Some

said that he had had a dreadful alter

cation and quarrel with the father—

some ave that he had met a con

temptuous refusal from the daughter:

either, or both, may have been the

truth. What is certain is, that he

exacted a vengeance far heavier than

any injury he could have received. On

the pretence of seeking for some con

cealed royalist, a party of the Blues,

headed by the count, in disguise,

broke into the old man's house in the

village, and carried off his eldest

daughter; indeed the only child that

remained to him, for his second girl

was an admitted nun of the “Chaise

Dieu, which had hitherto escaped pil

lage and destruction. From that

hour no trace of her could ever be ob

tained; but on the same day twelve

months, as morning broke, she was

found on the steps of her father's door,

with a baby in her arms. I have heard,

for I have often spoken with those who

discovered her, that her reason was

shattered, and her memory so com

pletely lost, that she did not know her

own name. An unbroken apathy

settled down on her from that time.

She cared for nothing, not even her

child; and though Margot was very

beautiful, and so engaging that all

the neighbours loved and caressed

her, her mother saw her without the

slightest touch of interest or affection 1

After the lapse of thirteen, or almost

fourteen years, a young man of the vil

lage, named Bernois, who had just re

turned from studying at Paris, pro

posed to marry her. Some are of

opinion that he had never heard her

real history, nor knew of the relation

ship between her and Margot—others

think differently, and say that he

was aware of all, and acquitted her

of everything, save the misfortune that

had befallen her. By what persuasion

she was induced to accept him I never

knew, but she did so, and accompa

nied him to Paris; for strangely

enough, they who had hitherto treated

her with all the respect due to unde

served calamity, no sooner beheld her

as a married woman, and lifted into a

position of equality with them, than

they vented a hundred calumnies upon

her, and affected to think her beneath

their condition. This persecution it.

was which drove Bernois to seek his º

fortune in Paris, where he has now met.

hisdeath ! Theconducteur whoarrived 4

here last night told who had accompa---

nied him from Paris, and the officers, ºr

who are all familiar with her mother's

story, were curious to see the girl.

They induced me to advise you to dine

at the public table, and unhappily I

yielded to their solicitations, not sus

pecting what might ensue. The only

reparation in my power now is to tell

}. this whole story; for of course,

aving heard it, you will perceive how

fruitless and vain it would be for you

to oppose yourself to the entire force

of public opinion.”

“And is it the custom of the world

to insult those situated as she is 2"

asked I, in a voice that plainly showed

I put the question in all sincerity and

Ignorance.

“It is assuredly the habit of young

men, and more especially soldiers, to

treat them with less deference than the

daughters of honest women; and you

must have seen but little of life, or you

had not asked the question.”

I sat silent for some seconds, revolv

ing in my mind the sad history I had

just listened too, and comparing the

events with what I had myself wit

nessed of her who had been their vic

tim. The hostess cut short my musings

by saying—

“There, I see the caleche has just

driven into the cour: lose no time in

getting away at once. The officers are

now at coffee in the garden, and you can

escape unobserved.”

So engrossed was I by thoughts of

Margot, and the necessity of shield

ing her from insult, that I forgot totally

all about myself, and what bore refer

ence to my own feelings exclusively.

I therefore hastened from the room to

make the preparations for our depar

ture. While I was thus engaged and

occupied with seeing our luggage tied

on, a young officer, touching his cap

in salute, asked if I was not the

stranger who dined that day at the table

d'hote, in company with a young lady;

and, on my replying “yes,” added–

“Are you not aware, sir, that we

have been expecting the pleasure of

your society in the garden for some

time back 2"

I answered that I was totally igno

ſº

,”
-
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rant of their polite intentions respecting

me; that I was anxious to reach my

destination, still twelve leagues away,

and unable toaccept of their hospitality.

He gave a faint smile as I said this,

and then rejoined—

“But you can surely spare a few

moments to make your apologies to

our colonel ?”

“They must be, then, of the very

briefest,” said I. “Will you kindly

guide me to where he is 2"

With a slight bow, he walked on, and,

crossing the court-yard, entered a gar.

den; on traversing a considerable por

tion of which, we came out upon a kind

of terrace, where a large party of offi

cers were seated around a table, smok

ing and drinking coffee. Some, too,

were engaged playing at chess or domi

noes, some reading, and some appa

rently asleep; but, however occupied,

no sooner had I made my appearance

than all, forgetting everything but my

presence, turned their eyes upon me.

“The citizen,” cried out my guide,

as we came up, “the citizen tells me

that he was quite unconscious of our

polite intentions in his behalf; and I

can fully believe him, for he was on

the eve of departure when I caught

him 1"

“What does he think a French sol

dier is made of 2" shouted out the co

lonel, with a blow of his closed fist on

the table. “He dares to make use of

an expression insulting to every officer

of my regiment, and then says he is

unaware of any claim we have upon

him 1"

A new light broke upon me at these

words, and, for a moment, the sense of

shame at my mistake nearly overca:e

me. I rallied, however, enough to say—

“It is quite as you say, Mons. le Co

lonel ; I was really unaware that you

or your officers had any claim upon

me ! I had been the subject of a rude

ness to-day, at the table-d'hote, which,

in my little knowledge of the world, I

attributed to the underbred habits of a

coarse school of manners. I now per

ceive that I was too lenient in my judg

ment."

“Are we to listen to any more of

this, messieurs?” said the colonel, ris

ing; “ or is it from me that chastise

ment is to come?”

“No ; I have the right, I claim the

place, I am the youngest subaltern, I

am the ‘cadet of the corps I’” cried

half-a-dozen in a breath; but Carrier's

voice overbore the others, saying—

“Comrades, you seem to forget that

this is my quarrel: I will not yield my

right to any one l’”

“Yes, yes,” exclaimed several voices

together; “Carrier says truly. The

affair is his. We fight with the sabre,

citizen, in the Chasseurs-à-Cheval. Is

the weapon to your liking?”

“One arm is the same to me as an

other,” replied I; and unfortunately this

was too literally the case, since I was

equally inexpert in all !

“You can claim the pistol, if you

wish it,” whispered an old captain, with

a snow-white moustache. “The chal

lenged chooses his weapons.”

“The sabre be it, then,” exclaimed

Carrier, catching me up at once.

“Notif the citizen prefer thepistol,”

interposed the captain.

“He has already made his choice:

; said all weapons were alike to

im.”

“Quite true,” said I; “I did say

SO 1"

“The greater fool you, then l’ mur

mured the captain between his teeth.

“You might just as well have given

yourself your chance. Carrier won't be

so generous to you !"

“Will you be my second 2" asked I

of him.

“Ma foil if you wish it,” said he,

with a shrug of the shoulders, and a

glance of such tender pity, that could

not be mistaken. “Let us follow them!”

And so saying, we strolled leisurely

on after the others, who, now passing

through a small wicket, entered a little

wood that adjoined the garden. A few

minutes more brought us to an open

space, which I rightly guessed had

been often before the scene of similar

affairs.

I had never witnessed a duel in my

life. I knew nothing of the formali

ties which were observed in its arrange

ment; and the questions which I asked

the captain so palpably betrayed my

ignorance, that he stared at me with

mute astonishment.

“Have you any friends, boy," asked

he, after a pause, “to whom I can

write for you ?”

“Not one,” said I.

“All the better 1" rejoined he,

tersely.

I nodded an assent; and from that

moment we understood each other per
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fectly. No lengthy explanation could

more plainly have declared that he

thought I was doomed, and that I

concurred in the foreboding.

“My sabre will be too heavy for

you, boy,” said he ; “I’ll see and bor

row a lighter one from one of my com

rades. Chasteler, will you lend me

yours?”

“Par blew t that will I not. I’d

never wear it again if used in such a

quarrel.”

“Right, Chasteler,” cried another;

“I hope there is only one amongst us

could forget an insult offered to the

whole regiment.”

“I wore my epaulette when you

were in the cradle, Lieutenant Haut

main,” said the old captain ; “so

don't pretend to teach me the feelings

that become a soldier. There, boy,”

he added, drawing his sabre as he

spoke, “take mine.”

By this time my antagonist had di

vested himself of coat and neckcloth;

and stood, with open shirt-breast, and

the sleeve of his sword-arm rolled up

to the shoulder, before me. He was

as much an overmatch for me in

strength and vigour as in skill ; and I

feit an acute sense of shame in pitting

myself against him. As he swung his

sabre jauntily to and fro, with the

dexterous facility of a practised swords

man, I could read the confidence with

which he entered upon the encounter.

“It is the first time you ever

handled a sword, I think?" said the

captain, as he assisted me off with my

coat.

“The very first,” said I, endeavour

ing. I know not how successfully, to

smile.

“Par bleu (" cried he aloud. “This

is no better than a murder 1 The boy

knows nothing of fencing ; he never

had a sabre in his hands till now."

“He should have thought of that

before he uttered an insult,” said

Carrier, placing himself “en garde.”

“Come on, boy "

The offensive look and manner in

which he spoke, so carried me away,

that I rushed in, and aimed a cut at

his head. He parried it, and came

down with a sharp stroke on my shoul

der, exclaiming, “ca /' as he did it.

The same word followed every time

that he touched me: nor did it re

quire the easy impertinence of the

glances he gave towards his comrades

to show that he was merely amusing

himself; as, at one moment, he covered

my face with blood, and at another

disarmed me by a severe wound on

the wrist.

“Enough of this—too much of it !”

cried the captain, as the blood streamed

down my cheeks from a cut on the

forehead, and almost blinded me.

“When he says so, it will be time

to stop—not till then,” said Carrier,

as he gave me a sharp cut on the neck.

My rage so overpowered me at this,

that I lost all control over myself;

and, resolving to finish the struggle at

once, I sprang at him—and, with both

hands on my sword, made a cut at his

head. The force was such that the

blow broke down his guard, and felled

him to the earth, with a tremendous

wound of the scalp; and there he lay,

stunned and senseless, while, scarcely

more conscious, I stood over him.

Passion had up to that sustained me ;

but loss of blood and exhaustion now

succeeded together, and I reeled back

and fainted.

Though terribly hacked and sorely

treated, none of my wounds were dan

gerous ; and after being bandaged,

and stitched, and plastered in various

ways, I was able—or, at least, insisted

that I was able—to pursue my jour

ney that evening ; and away we drove,

with no very grateful recollection of

Valence, except, indeed, towards the

old captain, who saw us off, and

took a most affectionate leave of us at

parting.

Margot had heard from the hostess

enough to show her that I had been

her champion and defender, though in

what cause she could not possibly di

vine. Whatever her anxiety to learn

the facts, she never put a single ques

tion to me as we went along, her sole

care being to do whatever might as

suage my pain and alleviate my suffer

ing. Thanks to this kindness, and the

cool air of an autumn night, I tra

velled with comparatively little uneasi

ness ; and as day was breaking we

entered the quiet street of the it.

village.

“There—yonder is our house—the

|. with the jasmine over it. Oh

ow the rose-trees have grown "

Such was Margot's exclamation, as

we drew up at the door.
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c H. A P T E R x x x.

“. LINANGE."

I Do not know how far other men's

experiences will corroborate the opi

nion; but for myself I will say, that

more than once has it occurred to me,

to remark that some of the most mo

notonous periods of my life have been

those to which I often look back with

the greatest pleasure, and love to think

over as amongst the happiest. The

time I passed at Linange was one of

these. Nothing could be more simple

—nothing more uniform than our life

there. The unhappy circumstance to

which I have already alluded had com

pletely estranged from the family any

of those with whom they might have

associated. From some, the former

rank and condition of the house sepa

rated them; from others they were

removed by political bias; and to the

rest the event of which I have al

ready spoken was the barrier. Thus,

then, was our life passed, within the

limits of an humble household of four

persons. The old marquis—for such

was he still styled by us—was a fine

specimen of the class to which he be

longed ; proud and stately in manner,

but courteous almost to humility in his

bearing to one beneath his roof. Un

broken by misfortune, he trusted that

—although not in his time—the world

would yet return to its ancient course,

and the good king “have his own

again.” is personal calamities sat

lightly on him, or rather, he bore them

bravely. If he spoke of his former

state and position, it was in regret for

those faithful followers he could no

longer support; not for himself, whose

wants were few, and whose habits de

manded no luxuries. In the calling

that he practised for his maintenance,

he saw rather an occasion for pride

than humiliation. There was but one

topic from which he shrunk back, nor

could all his courage enable him to ap

proach that. When I first saw him, it

was after a severe attack brought on

by the dreadful tidings from Paris; and

î. his composure seemed to me almost

ordering on indifference, and I half

revolted against the calm elegance of a

good breeding that seemed above the

reach of all feeling. Ursule was a

“nun," and whether the walls around

her were those of a cloister or a cot

tage, her heart was enclosed within the

observances of the convent. She rose

hours before day-break, to pass her

time in prayer and solitude. She fast

ed, and toiled, and observed penances,

exactly as if beneath the rule of the

superior. She had been singularly

handsome, and there was still a cha

racter of beauty in her features, to which

her devotional life imparted an expres

sion of sublimity such as I have never

seen even in “a Raphael.” Suffering

and sorrow seemed so blended with

hopefulness—present agony so tinc

tured with a glorious future—that, to

me at least, she appeared almost an

elic.

As for “Margot,” child as she was,

the whole care of the household de

volved upon her. The humblest “me

nage" is not without its duties, and to

these she addressed herself at once. It

was on the day after my arrival, and

while just meditating a return to Paris,

that symptoms of fever first showed

themselves, and a severe shivering, fol

lowed by intense headache, showed me

that I was not to escape the conse

quences of my unhappy encounter.

Ursule, whose experience in hospital
life had been considerable, was the first

to see the mischief that threatened,

and at once persuaded me to submit to

treatment. The old marquis was soon

at my bedside, but as quickly did he

perceive that the case was beyond his

skill. The surgeon of the village was

now sent for ; he bled me largely,

dressed my wounds, administered some

cooling drink, and then left me to that

terrible interval which precedes mania,

and when the...] intellect strug

gles for mastery against the force of

wandering faculties.

In my wild fancies, all the incidents

ofmy early days, the little adventures of

boyhood, my mountain ramble, and my

life in Paris, came back, and I talked

with intense eagerness to those around

me of them all. Short intervals of

consciousness, like gleams of sunlight

in a lowering sky, would break through

these, and then I saw beside the bed

the kind faces, and heard the gentle

accents of my friends. “Ursule” and



1853.] 205Chapter XXX-" Linange.”

“Margot" scarcely ever left me. In

the dark hour of the long night, if a

weary sigh escaped me, one of them

was sure to be near to ask if I was in

pain, or if I needed anything. How

often have I turned away from these

gentle questionings to hide my face

within my hands and cry, not in sor

row, but in a thankful outpouring of

emotion, that I, the poor, unfriended,

uncared-for orphan, should be thus

watched, and tended, and loved 1

It was not till after a lapse of weeks

that I was pronounced out of danger,

nor even till long after that, that I

could arise from my bed. Shall I ever

forget the strange confusion of ideas

that beset me, as I first found myself

alone one morning in the little garden,

scarcely knowing if I was still dream

ing, or if all was reality around me !

Where was I? how came I there?

were questions that I could not follow

to a solution. Some resemblance in

the scenery with the country around

Reichenau, assisted the mystification,

and from the entanglement of my

thoughts no effort could rescue me.

As, one by one, memories of the past

came up, there came with them the sad

reflection of my own lonely, isolated

condition in life. The humblest had a

home—had those around them to whose

love ind affection they could lay claim

as from blood and kindred—who bore

the same name, were supported by the

same hopes, cheered by the same joys,

and sorrowed for the same sufferings

It was true that no affection a sister

could bestow could exceed that I had

met with where I was. There was not

a kindness of which I had not been the

object. Was I, could I be ungrateful

for these? Far fromit!—my melancholy

lay in the thought, that these were the

very evidences of my own forlorn lot,

and that compassion and pity were the

sentiments that prompted-them in my

behalf.

I knew besides, that in my long ill

ness I must have proved a grievous

burthen to those whose own circum

stances were straitened to the utmost

limit of narrow fortune. I saw about

me comforts, even luxuries, that must

have cost many a privation to acquire.

I felt that in succouring me, they had

imposed upon themselves the weight

of many a future want. These were

afflicting considerations, nor could all

my ingenuity discover, one resource

against them. I was still too weak to
vol. xl.II.-No. CCXLVIII.

walk—my limbs tottered under me as I

went. Perhaps it were better it had

been so, since I really believe if I

had strength sufficient for the effort,

notwithstanding all the shame that

might attach to my ingratitude, I

should have fled from the house that

moment, never to return It was in

the abandonment of grief arising from

these thoughts that “Ursule” dis

covered me. With what tenderness

did she rally my drooping spirits! how

gently did she chide my faint-hearted

ness!

“You must rise above these things,

Jasper,” said she to me. “You must

learn to see that the small ills of life are

difficult to be borne, just because they

suggest no high purpose.”

And from this she went on to tell me

of the noble devotion of the missionary

—the splendid enthusiasm that elevated

men above every thought of peril, and

taught them to court danger and con

front suffering. How mean and sordid

did she represent every other ambition

in comparison with this. How ignoble

was the soldier's heroism when placed

beside the martyrdom of the priest.

With consummate art she displayed

before my boyish fancy all that was at

tractive, all that was picturesque in the

missionary's life. To glowing descrip

tions of scenery and savage life suc

ceeded touching episodes of deep

interest and passages of tenderest emo

tions. The power of the Church—

whether as consoler or comforter, as

healing the sick or supporting the

weak-hearted— being never forgot

ten. If she saw that my mind dwelt

with pleasure on pictures of splen

dour, she lingered on scenes of great

ness and royal power, when priests

associated with monarchs as their guides

and counsellors. If, at another mo

ment, the romance seemed to engage

my attention, she narrated incidents of

the most affecting kind. At these mo

ments, it was strange to mark how the

cold and almost stern reserve of the

cloister seemed lost in the glowing en

thusiasm of the devotee. It was not

the nun, broken down by fasting,

wasted by penance, and subdued by

prayer; but the almost inspired daughter

of the Church, glorying and exulting

in its triumph. She gave me books to

read — lives of saints and martyrs, of

devoted missionaries and pious Fathers.

If, in some instances, the sufferings

they endured seemed more than mere

P
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humanity could support, the trium

phant joy of their victories appeared to

|. of a celestial brilliancy. Day

y day—hour by hour, did she pursue

the theme, till the subject, like a river

fed by a thousand rills, overflowed all

else in my mind, and left no room for

aught but itself.

It was not diſficult for her to show

that the frightful condition of France

at the period—its lawless confiscations,

its pillage, and its bloodshed—all dated

from the extinction of the Church.

The task was an easy one to contrast

past peace and happiness with present

anarchy and suffering. I reflected long

and deeply on the subject. If doubts

assailed me, I came to her to solve

them ; if difficulties embarrassed me,

I asked her to explain them. I applied

the question to the circumstances of

my own position in life, and began to

believe that it was exactly the career to

suit me. I eagerly inquired, next, how

the fitting education might be obtained;

and learned that, since the destruction

of the religious societies of France and

the Low Countries, many had emi

#. to Spain and Italy, and some to

2ngland. Sister “Ursule” was in cor

respondence with more than one of

these, and promised to obtain all the

information I sought for—meanwhile,

she besought me to devote my whole

mind and thoughts to these sacred sub

jects, withdrawing, so far as I might,

all my desires and ambition from the

world.

Margot, I am obliged to own, con

tributed but little to aid my pious pur

pose—her gay and joyous nature had

no sympathy with asceticism and re

straint. The poets and dramatists,

whose works she read in secret, in

spired very different thoughts from the

subject of my studies ; her childish

buoyancy could not endure the weight

of that gloom which a life of denial im

poses; and, whenever we were alone

together, she rallied me on my newly

assumed seriousness, as on a costume

which I would soon discover to be in

sufferable.

I dwell on these things, trifling as

they are, because they convey the cu

rious conflict which my mind sus

tained at this time, and the struggle

that went on within me between the

tendencies natural to my age, and the

impulses that grew out of a sudden en

thusiasm. Perhaps I might not care

to recall them, if it was not that

they remind me of Margot, such

as I then remember her. I see her

before me: her dark eyes flashing with

daring brilliancy, dropped in a half

rebellious submission, her changing

colour, her fair and open brow, her

beautiful mouth, with all its varying

expression, her very gait, haughty

even in its girlish gaiety—all rise to my

mind's eye; and I feel even yet within

me the remembrance of that strange

distrust and bashfulness with which

I endeavoured to reply to her witty

sallies, and recall her to a seriousness

like my own I was no hypocrite, and

yet she half hinted that I was ; neither

was it a dash of thoughtless enthusiasm

that carried me away, though she often

said so. It was the very reverse of

vanity or self-exaltation—it was humi

lity that prompted me to devote my

self to a career from which others might

have been withheld by the ties of home

and affection.

“You forget, Margot,” cried I

one day, when she bantered me be

yond endurance, “that I am already

an idle and homeless being, without

one on earth to love me!”

“But I love you, Jasper!" said she,

seizing my hand and pressing it to her

lips; and then, as suddenly dropping it,

she became pale as death, and stag

gered as if falling. I caught her in

my arms, but she disengaged herself

at once, and with her hands pressed

closely over her face, fled from the

spot.

From that day she never jested with

me, nor even alluded to my choice of

a career. She, I fancied, even avoided

being alone with me as she used to be ;

the playful tricks she had indulged in

of hiding my serious books, or substi

º: for them others of a very diffe

rent kind, were all abandoned. Her

whole manner and bearing were

changed, nor could I fail to see that

there was no longer between us the

cordial frankness that hitherto united

us. If this were, in one respect, a

source of sorrow to me, in another

there was a strange secret charm in

that reserve, so full of meaning—in that

shyness, so suggestive

Up to that time I had been in the

habit of reading with her some part of

every day. My school-learning, such

as it was, was yet fresh in my memory,

and I was delighted to have a pupil so

gifted and intelligent; but from this

time forth she never resumed her stu
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dies, but pretended a variety of occu

pations as excuses. I know not, I

cannot even speculate on how this

might have ended, when a sudden

change of events gave a decisive turn

to my destinies.

The “battonnier" who had so kindly

undertaken to look after the little rem

nant of Monsieur Bernard's fortune,

was no less prompt than he had pro

mised. He made all the arrangements

required by law, and corresponded with

me on each step of the proceedings.

In one of these letters was a postscript

containing these words – “Is it true

that you have had a serious ‘rencon

tre' with a captain of the ‘Chasseurs

a-Cheval, who is still in danger from

the wound he received 2" Before my

reply to this question could have

reached him, came the following brief

Ilote :-

“My DEAR Monsieur CAREw,—

I learned late last night the whole

circumstances of the adventure, of

which I had asked an explanation from

you by my letter of Tuesday. The

affair is a most unhappy one on every

account, but on none more than the

fact, that your antagonist was Captain

Carrier, the brother of the celebrated

member of the “Constituent” of that

name. I need scarcely remind you,

that his friends, numerous and influen

tial as they are, are now your bitterest

enemies. They are at this moment

busily employed in making searches

into your previous life and habits; and

j all other sources of accusation

fail, will inevitably make your na

tionality the ground of attack, and

Perhaps denounce you as a spy of the

English Government. . . The source

from which I obtained this information

leaves no doubt of its correctness, as

you will acknowledge, when I add,

that it enables me to forward to you,

by this enclosure, a passport for Eng

land, under the name of Bernard. I

also transmit a bank order for one

thousand francs, which I beg you will

use freely, as if your own, and part of

a fund, the remainder of which I will

take an early opportunity of placing in

your hands. The hurried nature of

my present communication prevents

me adding more, than that I am very

faithfully yºur friend.”
His initials alone were inscribed at the

foot of this most extraordinary epistle.

I hastened to show it to the mar

uis, who, on learning the name of

the writer, pronounced him one of the

first men at the French bar.

“The warning of such a man,”said he,

“must not be neglected; and although

Carrier's faction have fallen, who can

answer what to-morrow may bring

forth 2 At all events, your position as

an alien is highly perilous, and you

must see to your safety at once."

As for the concluding portion of the

letter, he could not assist me to any

explanation of it. The nearest ap

proach to elucidation was, that many

of the leading lawyers of Paris were

frequently selected by their clients as

depositaries of property, and that it

was just possible such had been the

case inere.

With this meager suggestion, he

left me, and I proceeded, with a heavy

heart, to make my preparations for

departure.

to s. (IN THE HIMALAYAs.)

I heard thy voice in silvery clearness ringing,

Where checquered shadows of old oak-trees fell—

Its tones again, twelve weary months, were bringing

Back to that hour when last we said farewell |

Ah! lovely sound that on mine ear doth dwell,

Conjuring sweet mournful fancies of the past:

Thou mak'st me start —my labºring breast doth swell

With those few words upon the cold air cast;

For here they live like feathered seeds, that find

A fertile spot in some secluded dell.

And lo! I see thyself—thy green robe flying

Where sadly moans above the mountain wind.

Another moment 1 in mine arms thou'rt lying,

Blest recompense for one long year of sighing!

Landour.

J. H. A.
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tile su in-part i.

“The gentle Suire, that making way

By sweet Clonmel, adorns rich Waterford."-Fairie Queen.

Thus sung Edmund Spencer of the

flowing river, along the banks of which

we mean to conduct the reader. What

deep and saddening recollections come

o'er our spirit as we peruse these lines 1

Gentle river, gushing forth from thy

cradled home among the secluded

mountains, thou windest between

high and beautiful banks—now skirt

ing waving forests, now glancing along

sunny giades; hurrying past towns of

busy, bustling commerce, gliding by

noble mansions, begirt by lawn and

woodland; in thy glassy depths re

flecting many a gorgeous ruin of kingly

palace, baronial castle, or monastic

pile! But how oft was thy tide purpled

with human gore In days long va

nished, around and about thy purling

stream was fought many a fierce con

flict. Here encountered Danish, Nor

man, and Saxon invaders, and the

ancient people of the land— the Irish

against the stranger. Thy echoing bo

som rang with the war-shouts of Pem

broke's stalworth earl, hight Strong

bow, the martial cry of Raymond Le

Gros and his band of steel-clad knights.

The wild Farrah! of the wood-kern

startled the glens of Sliabh-namhan

fionn. Again, in later years, the strife

was renewed, and thy stout guardian

castles were summoned by a strong

voice to yield to the conquering ge

neral, England's Lord Protector | The

awe-inspiring Cromwell traversed thy

course, and cries of battle, and war's

dread sounds proclaimed his advent.

Terrible events marked his career of

flame, but these were not so revolting

as some yet to come—the war of ex

termination 1 — not carried on boldly

in the battle-field, when man meets

man in the face of day, and strives, in

bodily conflict, front to front, but

the murderous and barbarous system

of assassinations which for years oc

curred from day to day, and week

to week–when the victim is struck

down in his moment of fancied secu

rity, and taken ruthlessly from the

bosom of his family, with “all his

imperfections on his head " The

name of this river has been sub

jected to various modes of spelling.

Suir, Suire, Shower, Shuir, and Sewer.

Vallancy, in his “Collectanea de Rebus

Hibernicis,” No. XII. p. clxi. of the

preface, treats the word with his Ori

ental style. He remarks that “Suris

or Syris, was the Egyptian name of the

river Nile, a name adopted by the

Irish in the river Suir, that runs by

the city of Waterford;” and then

shows how the word, under different

variations of orthography, in several

languages, means water.

The river has its source in the parish

of Killea, barony of Ikerrin, and county

Tipperary. Ikerrin was formerly called

Hy-Cerin. It was the territory of

the O'Meaghers, subordinate chiefs

under O'Carroll, Toparch of Ely. The
art of Killea in which the Suir rises

ics on the east side of Benduff moun

tain (bji), a hill with an abrupt peak,

and club, black), forming a continua

tion of the Devil’s-Bit range, extending

in the direction of Roscrea. It is not

a little singular that the “Stubborn

Nore” and “Goodly Barrow,” as

Spencer calls them, have their source

in the same neighbourhood; and after

performing each its appointed course,

the three great streams—

“All which, long sundered, do at last accord,

To join in one, ere to the sea they come—

So flowing all from one, all one at last become."

Quitting its elevated source, the

Suir pursues, its course eastward, by

Skehana, and crosses the road leading

from Roscrea to Templemore. This

portion of its course is straight, and in

the dry season, presents more the ap

pearance of a road than the bed of a
river.

Arriving at the parish of Killavi

noge, the Suir abandons its course,

which hitherto had been eastward, and

now flows south-west towards the vil

lage of Golden. In the flat country

north-east of Templemore, its waters

flow past Eastwood House, and glide
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beneath the arches of Knocknageeragh

bridge (cnoë-na-5e inajö–literally,

the Hill of the Champion). Thestream

flowing from Dromard commingles its

waters with the Suir opposite East

wood. We must not pass by Dromard

without a passing allusion to the former

possessor, who was a stirring partisan

for the rights of the great mass of his

countrymen, George Lidwell. On

some occasion of popular exertion he

came in collision with the then Secre

tary of State, Sir Charles Saxton,

which resulted in Lidwell's sending a

hostile message. The parties being

bound over to keep the peace in Ire.

land, agreed to repair to a foreign land

to adjust their difference. On that

occasion Mr. Lidwell published a letter,

bequeathing a dear child, in the event

of his falling, as a sacred legacy to the

care of his countrymen. The dispute

having been arranged without blood

shed, the circumstance occasioned the

following lines:—

“The hero of Erin escaped from the slaughter,

By keeping the Hebrew command,

The one loved his parents, the other his daughter,

To keep him alive in the land.”

Following the course of the river for

about half a mile, we reach the old

narrow bridge of Aghall, and a short

distance further, the nearest approxi

mation of the stream to the town of

Templemore. This name is derived

from the locality being occupied, in

former times, by Knights Templars,

and one of the entrances to the de

mense of Sir J. Carden, Baronet, is

supposed to be a remnant of the pre

ceptory of these reverend warriors.

The Priory, now occupied by the Carden

family, is of recent erection. The

timber in the park is very fine, and

charming landscapes are formed by the

extensive lawns, the magnificent clumps

of trees, and the presence of a fine

sheet of water; the whole backed by

the lofty range of the Devil’s-Bit moun

tain, so called from a singular in

dentation, as if a portion had been

taken out. The town of Templemore

is a good sized one, and the approaches

derive much picturesque beauty and

effect from rows of fine ash-trees,

which form handsome vistas. There

are large barracks which add to the

importance of the place, and several

gentlemen's seats are in the neighbour

hood. In a cave in the Devil’s-Bit

mountain was found, in 1790, a curious

manuscript, in old Irish characters,

enclosed in a case, formed partly of

silver, adorned with glass ornaments.

It proved to be a copy of the Gospels

in the Latin language, and is now in

the possession of Sir William Betham,

Ulster King at Arms.

We now behold the Suir in a new

phase. Increased by the addition of

a few tributary streams, it ceases to

creep along the murmuring mountain

rivulet, but henceforward must be re

garded as a bold and noble river. The

addition of the Templemore river, and

a stream issuing from the parish of

Drom, have added considerably to its

size, and it flows along in its course

majestic and powerful. Not far from

the source of this last-mentioned stream

are the extensive and venerable ruins

of Knocka Castle, one of the proud

dwellings of De Marisco or Morres

family. Another of their mansions in

this county was the Castle of Lattera,

or according to Colgan, Lettir-Odran,

charged in A.D. 1247, by Maurice and

Juliana De Marisco, with an annuity

for providing lights in one of the

chapels of St.Thomas's Abbey, Dublin.

Sir James Morres lived at Lattera, and

occasionally at Knocka, in the days of

the Henrys W. and VI., and was

buried in the church of the former

place, where it is said St. Odran (pro

nounced Oran) had a school for 3,000

pupils in the sixth century. A scion

of this house, Sir Oliver Morres,

Knight, and who lived in the stormy

days of bluff King Harry VIII., was,

or tradition speaks false, a man of ex

traordinary strength. The village

now called Farney Bridge, in this

county, is said to have acquired its

Irish name Droechad-na-fearna, from

the circumstance of Sir Oliver having

there thrown a horse and his rider

over the battlements of the bridge,
into the river.

Less than a mile from Knocka,

northwards, the attention of the

tourist is attracted by a spacious cir

cular castellated school-house; with all

the freshness of recent erection about

it. Below the bridge of Loughmore,

and within some two hundred yards, on

the right bank of the Suir, stands in

proud, but decayed grandeur, an ex

tensive and stately ruin, once the ba

ronial mansion of the Purcells. Lough

more Castle is, exteriorly, one of the

largest and least ruined castles, perhaps,

in Ireland. The south wing is com

posed of a square solidly-built tower,
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the compact masonry of which seems

to bid defiance to the teeth of time.

This portion is evidently of greater

antiquity than the remainder of the

structure. It served as the main keep

or garrison, where the martial retainers

of the baron kept “watch and ward."

Dayliaht gleams timidly through the

narrow loopholes which served for

windows, but were rather better adapt

ed as a secure means for the occupants,

if besieged, discharging their missiles

against the foeman, while they remain

ed unseen, and protected by stone mul

lions and iron-barred bulwarks. In the

|. rooms are huge fireplaces, yet

blackened and smoke-stained, though

the beating rain and drenching sleet

might long, ere this, have washed out

all traces left by the watch-fires. The

other portions of the castle, consisting

of the centre and northern wing, appear

of later date; and were built in a style

better suited to the exigencies of a more

refined existence. The square deep

set windows have mullions of hewn

stone, and the size of the rooms, their

lofty height, and decorated chimney

tops, denote the work of an architect

of no mean pretension. Extensive

gardens, once perhaps the fond object

of some graceful lady's care, now over

grown with weeds and rank grass,

spread out around the northern side.

A high wall, partly in ruinous gaps,

formerly protected the fruit and

flowers that no longer cast their sweet

ness on the desert air. Here once

might be seen broad terraces precise

and trim, yet stately in their forma

lity, and to which the paintings of

Watteau and Wilson have given im

mortality. It is easy to trace the par

terres and terrace-walks rising parallel

beside the ponds, between the castle

and the river. The gardens were laid

out in that stiff style of landscape gar

dening belonging to the French and

Dutch, and which differs so much

from our notions of the free and grace

ful picturesque. Lying at a distance

of about a-quarter of a mile towards

the north-west, are the ruins of Lough

more church. It cannot have been re

markable at any time, and its date is

unknown. Archdall does not mention

it in his “Monasticon.” Probably it

was a private chapel belonging to the

castle. The principal portion now re

maining is a stone-roofed chamber or

vault, which, in all likelihood, served

as a strong room for the preservation

of the plate and other valuables of the

house. It is long since the voice of

the pastor uttered prayers for the

living within those walls. Like most

of the ruined temples of worship in

Ireland, it has been a favourite resting

place for the descendants of those

whose piety served to erect it.

Among the numerous tombs with

which the area is strewn, is one wherein

is deposited all that earth receives of

the Purcells — the lords of the neigh

bouring castle. They were a high and

haughty race in days of yore; titular

barons of Loughmore. This title was

acquired, either in right of their large

º around Loughmore, or per

aps was conferred by the Lords Pa

latine, who had authority to create

pers in their respective palatinates.
The founder of the race, Hugh Pur

cell, was an officer of rank in the reign

of Henry II., and his descendant, the

last recognised baron of Loughmore,

equipped and commanded a regiment

of dragoons at the battle of Aughrim,

and fought for the cause of that worth

less Stuart, the dastardly James II.

Not choosing to strike another blow for

so hopeless a cause, after the defeat at

Aughrim, the baron gathered together

the handful of men who survived that

eventful day, and rode from the field.

He started for Loughmore, which he

is said to have reached the same night,

and speedily left this country for ever.

The castle suffered from fire; traces

et denote the presence of the devour

ing element, and abandoned by its

owner, the walls sunk rapidly to de

cay. Sir Nicholas Purcell was the in

heritor in A. D. 1720. He died with

out male issue. Resuming our journey

by the river-side, we reach a townland

called Clonamuckoge, now remarkable

only for a well, held in high repute for

miraculous cures. Another object,

however, is not without its attractions

for the inquisitive traveller—a clumsy,

high, sharp gable and chimney. What

an advantage to have a kind friend

well acquainted with the locale, to in

vest every spot with interest—to tell us

the history of every ruined pile, whe

ther a deserted abbey or chiefless

castle ; now giving us the legend of

the grey cairn, or blessed well; paint

ing the bright landscape which once

bloomed before the eye, where now

tangled brakes of fern, and

“Blossomed furze unprofitably gay,”

are alone visible — whose zeal and re
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search into Celtic literature and anti

quities is well known, and appreciated

by the members of the Royal Irish

Academy.

Being so fortunate we are enabled

to lay before the reader the history of

a castellated mansion ; and the upright

gable and chimney only remaining, may

serve as the attesting witness of how

the sheriff got possession of Clona

muckoge. -

Towards the latter end of the

eighteenth century, Denis O'Brien

was an attorney well known for

the skill and craft with which he con

trived to fasten some claims, in his

own behalf, on the estates of the un

wary, and unsuspecting. His profes

sional talents and experience enabled

him to follow up with a tenacious gras
the hold he had once succeeded in ef

feeting. Fitzgibbon, afterwards Lord

Chancellor and Earl of Clare, was,

when at the bar, the advising counsel

of Denis O'Brien; and while presiding

on the bench, it is said, that on one

occasion, when O'Brien was figur

ing rather disreputably in a Chan

cery suit, his lordship, adverting to

tº. conduct, in the presence of

his quondam client, incautiously said—

“I know you, Mr. O'Brien;” to which

the ready-witted attorney instantly re

plied – “No one has a better right,

my lord 1 for my course was, for many

years, directed by your lordship !”

According to his usual habit, O'Brien

took some advantage of the owner of

Clonamuckoge, and contrived some

process to get him out of possession.

At that time the statute rendering the

resistance to legal process a transport

able felony was not passed. The events

I am about to narrate caused its enact

ment. No sooner did the owner learn

that O'Brien was about to disposses

him, than he congregated a number of

persons in the house, and fortified it

for defence against the sheriff, or

O'Brien, or whosoever was about to

assail it. Amongst the other retainers

was a person named Connell, a most

expert shot with the rifle, and whose

practised aim was sure to hit whatever

came within its range. The attack was

made, and the conflict resembled the

storming of a fortress. Various the suc

cesses on both sides, and the advan

tage gained one day was sure to be re

trieved the next. The forces of O'Brien

effected an entrance into an out-house,

from the loft of which a detachment

of the garrisºn kept up a flanking fire,

which effectually covered the principal

entrance and two sides of the be

leagured citadel. The party on the

loft were fully prepared for the storm,

and had taken the precaution of sup

lying themselves with large iron pots,

§ proof, in each of which a man

took his station. The assailants be

neath sent up repeated discharges of

musketry through the boarded floor,

and their fire was returned with deadly

effect, while the party above were un

harmed, the iron pots forming imper

vious shields; and after suffering a

severe loss, the attacking party had

eventually to abandon the siege.

Defeated, but not dismayed, in the

year 1784, O’Brien, with the civil

authorities, strengthened by a party of

military, made another onslaught; but

the number of the garrison, and the

muster of allies assembled for the de

fence of the place, rendered the effort

abortive. The deadly rifle of Connell

was too well known to be lightly

thought of in that part of the country,

and no one cared to approach within

range of so formidable a marksman.

A letter, of which the following is a

copy, written in relation to the pos

session of Clonamuckoge, to a deceased

relative of our antiquarian friend, is

incontrovertible evidence of the habits

and dispositions of the higher classes

at the period to which we refer. Short

and unimportant though it is, how

forcible its bearing upon the general

history of Ireland in the eighteenth

century:—

“DEAR —,-I shall be much

obliged to you to send me as many

men as you possibly can to-morrow, to

defend the possession of Clonamuck

oge. I shall meet them as early as I

can on the lands of Brownstown, which

is joining Clonamuckoge. I write

also to . I hope you will excuse

this trouble. I assure you I expect it

may be in my power to return the

compliment. I am, with love to my

aunt and Mary, dear >

“Your affectionate kinsman,

gº

“Sunday, March 23, 1784.”

The writer of the foregoing letter

kept his coach-and-four; and at the

time of his death, was a deputy-lieu

tenant and justice of the quorum for

the county Tipperary. His daugh
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ter was the wife of a British privy

councillor, a celebrated M.P., and the

holder of an important office in the

diplomatic department. By the very

active means to which we have alluded,

the possession of the disputed mansion

was retained for a long space of time,

but the efforts of O'Brien for his prey

never relaxed, and at length the sheriff

was ordered to take it at all hazards.

He accordingly brought a large party

of military and two pieces of ord

nance from Clonmel, and with these

and the aid of bailifís innumerable,

commenced making his approaches

cautiously, as if in the heart of an

enemy's country. Notwithstanding

the power of the country, by which he

was sustained, it was thought more

prudent to beat down the superb man

sion at a long distance, than venture

within range of Connell's dreaded

rifle. So paramount was the desire to

keep at a safe distance, that the

twenty-four pounders opened their fire

from so remote a battery, that their

shot fell short. They were drawn

nearer, and now not a volley blazed

from the windows of Clonamuckoge.

The balls from the heavy guns seemed

at first to make faint impression upon

the massive well-built walls; but em

boldened by the unlooked-for silence

that reigned within, the cannons were

placed so close, that the balls pierced

point-blank, and soon the front wall

displayed its tottering state; the re

peated discharges of artillery reduced

the costly dwelling to a heap of ruins.

It was soon discovered, the wary gar

rison had evacuated the place on the

previous evening. Despite the perse

vering obstinacy of O'Brien in seeking

possession of the place, he was unable

to retain it when gained. He was re

moved by ejectment, the rightful owner

restored to his lands, but alas ! the

ruins of his beautiful house encum

bered the ground, which remains to this

day occupied by the tenants of his de

cendants.”

Adjoining Clonamuckoge, is Browns–

town, a handsome, highly-improved

residence, the property of S. Cooke,

Lsq. There is a quaint old castle here,

where some antique spoons, and other

mementos of former days, were dis

covered. A handsome temple, sup

ported on Ionic pillars, Hends grace to

the landscape in front of Brownstown

House.

Resuming our ramble by the river,

we find it increased, as we proceed

south towards Thurles, by the tribu

tary stream flowing from Lisheen. It

descends, gliding by the ruined fane

and burial-ground of Templeshane

(John's Church), and unites with the

Suir nearly opposite the demesne of

Brittas Castle, a handsome place worthy

of the tourist's inspection.

The numerous houses now in sight

announce a considerable town, and we

approach Thurles — in Irish, cil plur

(water-grass). Thurles looks tamely

now ; and its ruined castles and pros—

trate walls have nothing of their pris

time power and strength. But once it

was not thus. In days gone by. Thur:

les was the residence of high and

haughty chiefs. There is still remain

ing a large square castle close to the

bridge, and outside the market-place

On the right-hand side of the street,

leading towards Holy Cross, stood the

castle, par ercellence, with its massive

wall and entrance between a square

and round tower, called the gate.

Within the bawn, or area, inside this

gateway, was the court—in more recent

times, one of the princely residences of

the Mathew family. No trace of this

building now remains. On the break

ing out of the rebellion of 1798, it was

occupied as a barrack for yeomanry.

being a place of considerable strength;

while thus tenanted, it was consumed

The common report then was, that it

contained a valuable quantity of gun

powder (part of the building being used

as a magazine); and the storekeeper

having made sale of the gunpowder for
his private advantage, set fire to the

building to avoid detection. If the

fact was true, the scheme defeated it

self, for no explosion took place during

the fire, and certainly no powder was

found afterwards. The Roman Catho

lic Archbishop of Cashel resides here;

one of his predecessors in the see, of

the Butler}. appropriated an ex

cellent mansion as the archbishop's

abode. There are remains of stricken

fields and holy ſanes now deserted, in

every direction. It is to preserve these

from oblivion, that our labours are,

* The resistance offered to the sheriff, as detailed, was the proximate cause for the passing

of the Act against Forcible Possession, 26th Geo. III, c. xxiv., A.D. 1786.
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in a great measure, directed. The

more importantº of interest in

Irish annals are known but to a few,

when compared with the entire popu

lation of the kingdom, while the local

traditions or historic events are secrets

locked in the breast of the studious an

tiquarian or profound archaeologist.

It is to discover, to mark, and publish

those of a land, the very rocks and

caves of which are monuments of a

former and almost extinct nationality,

that we have laboured. We have se

lected the mode of following the course

of the rivers, because it combines the

description of scenic beauty and topo

graphical learning, with the traditions

we wish to preserve. The populous

towns are on their banks; the stately

castle frowns over its tide; the hills

have their round towers, calling back

memories of early religious rites; the

Druid's cromlech, the circular fort;

the rath; the hive-shaped cell— all

speak of olden days, in mute, yet im

pressive signification.

Religious buildings are sure to prove

interesting objects of investigation.

Archdall mentions a Carmelite friary,

founded here by the family of Butlers,

in 1300, and that in former ages a castle

was erected, which belonged to the

Knights of St. John of Jerusalem.

Here was the scene of conflict between

the Irish and the English invaders.

In 1174, Roderick O'Connor defeated

the English, with a loss to the latter of

1,700 slain on the field.” The histo

rian attributes to Strongbow's alarm on

the loss of this battle that leader's re

conciliation with Raymond Fitzwilliam

Carew, surnamed Le Gros, and

the proffered alliance between Ray

mond and the fair Basilia de Clare,

daughter of Pembroke's Earl. With her

he acquired a large portion of the con

quered country, with the title of Con

stable andStandard-bearer of Leinster.t

Some twenty years later, A. D. 1192,

Thurles was again destined to be a

fatal spot for the invaders. Ware

mentions about this time, Donald

O'Brien, King of Limerick, defeated

the English in a battle at Durlus

O'Fogarte, i.e., Thurles, in Hy-Fo

garty, now the barony of Eli O'Gar

ty. It is a curious coincidence, that

a descendant of the Limerick king,

the misguided but enthusiastic Smith

O'Brien, should have been captured

at the railway station here, in 1848.

Wearied by the disappointment of the

proud hopes too fatally cherished, and

unwilling to allow the peasantry to

become liable to the penalties of con

cealing one stigmatised as a traitor, Mr.

O'Brien almost volunteered his own

arrest. The fortunate captor received

4.500 reward, but his death shortly

after prevented him enjoying the fruits

of his capture.

In the year 1851, there was a gene

ral synod of the archbishops and bi

shops of the Roman Catholic Church

held here, presided over by the Roman

Catholic Primate, Dr. Cullen, at which

matters connected with the discipline

and practice of the Roman Catholic

religion were discussed, and the resolu

tions arrived at forwarded to Rome,

for the approval of the Papal authori

ties there.

Leaving behind us the portion of

the river which, from its cradled home

among the mountains, as far as Thur

les, may be denominated the legendary

portion, we now commence our pro

gress with what may truly be desig

nated the historical part of the stream.

Proceeding from Thurles we soon

behold Turtulla, the residence of N. V.

Maher, M.P. This was the place where

Major-General M*Donald established

his camp to check the insurgents in the

foolish attempt at insurrection that dis

turbed the peace of the land in 1848;

and some three miles below Thurles, a

monastic ruin, time-stained, roofless,

and window-shattered, rose before us

upon the river's bank. The “dews of the

summer night did fall,” and the “moon,

sweet regent of the sky,” silvered the

walls of the Abbey of Holy Cross, as

we gazed reverently upon that glorious

monument of a people's piety. It is

built on a slight eminence over the

river, but the murmuring waters oft

lulled the inmates as they passed their

hours in contemplation, or mirrored

the buildings as the shadows fell. The

abbey traces a far back antiquity. Ac

cording to Archdall, f it was founded

* Taaffe Hist. Ireland. Vol. i. pp. 25–6.

* Full particulars of Raymond, his contemporaries, and descendants, will be found in a

work privately printed by Sheffield Grace, Esq., F.S.A., entitled, “Memoirs of the Grace

Family.”

# Monastic. Hib.
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by Donough Carbragh O'Brien, King

of Limerick, in honour of the Holy

Cross, St. Mary, and St. Benedict,

for monks of the Cistercian order. The

date of the appointment of first abbot

was A. D. 1182, and in the account to

which we refer, it seems to have ob

tained many charters and privileges

conferred at the time of its endowment

and confirmed by Kings John, Henry

III., Edward III., and Richard II.

The abbot was a peer of parliament,

styled Earl of Holy Cross, the lands

belonging to the abbey being an earl

dom. He was usually Vicar-General

of the Cistercian order in Ireland.

The name is said to have been given

in consequence of the abbey having

possession of a piece of the true cross,

sent by Pope Pascal II., covered with

gold and precious stones, to Donogh

O'Brien, monarch of Ireland, and

grandson of Brian Boru. That this

abbey was the great resort of pilgrims

is undoubted, and to the period of its

dissolution, in Elizabeth's reign, was

one of the most beautiful abbeys in

Ireland, the ruins now before us are

abundant proof. It is now the ºperty

of the Rev. Doctor Wall, F.T.C.D.,

who has taken care to preserve it

against intruders.

The shadows of evening were deep

ening the gloom of the ruined pile as

we wandered alone through the interior.

It was built in a cruciform, and con

sisted of nave, church, and transept,

with a lofty square belfry towering

from the intersection of the cross. The

embellishments, consisting of pointed

arches supported by twisted pillars,

the supporters connected in the centre

by ogives passing diagonally from the

angles, and the roofs of the twin

chapels in each transept, beautifull

joined; all denote the zeal with whic

art was made subservient to the cause

of religion. Yes, even in ruin, these

exquisitely chiselled mullions and carved
window-frames, speak of the devotion

of those who raised this house of prayer.

There is much conducive to religious

feeling in the lofty aisle, the choral

service thrilling to the heart, the peal

ing organ swelling above the low voice

of prayer, and we turn with chastened

thoughts as–

“The storied window, richly dight,

Custs forth a dim religious light."

We see nothing irreverent in making

the temple of God as unlike the habi

tation of mankind as it is possible to

make it; and thereby lifting our minds

above the grovelling pursuits of daily

life, until they become elevated and

expanded with emotions such as angels

might experience. Sculpture, paint

ing, music, the inspiration of the Divine

Spirit within the soul of man, may be

fittingly and most properly employed

in the service of the Creator; and to

this extent, at least, we can appreciate

the beauty and solemn excellence with

which the early Christians erected these

houses of prayer. We were much

struck with the singular beauty of
several of the tombs contained within

this abbey, especially one remarkably

rich, with a stone canopy and three

Gothic arches, divided by mullions, the

interstices filled with heraldic bearings.

It has, unhappily, suffered much from

time, but more from the ruder hands

of man; canopy, arches, and pillars

being sorely battered. Like many

other monuments that have “survived

the name of those who reared them,”

the person for whom this was designed

is unknown. Tradition assigns it to

Donald More O'Brien, King of Lime

rick, the founder of the abbey, while

two most eminent Irish antiquarians,

Doctor Petrie and Sir William Betham,

claim a more modern origin; the for

mer regarding it as having been raised

in honour of Eleanor, daughter of

James, the second Earl of Ormonde,and

who married, in 1359, Gerald, fourth

Earl of Desmond; Sir William is of

opinion that the tomb is not that of

the Countess of Desmond, but of Eliza

beth, daughter of Gerald, Earl of Kil

dare, wife of James, fourth Earl of

Ormonde. He observes:—All the es

cutcheons of arms are in perfect order

and position; the royal arms of Eng
land show the descent of the Butlers

from the Plantagenets; the Butler

coat is on the husband's side, the Fitz

eralds on the wife's ; the cross on the

first escutcheon may be, and possibly

was, intended to represent that of St.

George. This lady died about the

year 1400.

It is with something of reluctance

we turn away from the contemplation

of the shrines dedicated to religion and

peace, to resume our intercourse with

the harsh realities of this world. The

lonely and desolate air of the half

rostrate ruins softens the heart to a

cind of compassionate interest, and we

contemplate with respect the remains
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ºf departed greatness. The atmosphere

seeins imbued with quiet; and the si

lence, which whispers caution lest our

unhallowed steps should disturb some

holy worshipper, recalls the seclusion

of the cloistered inmates long since

mouldered into dust.

About a mile from Holy Cross, east

ward, is Killough Hill, also called the

Garden of Ireland, because it is said,

here may be found every rare herb

that grows in Irish soil. Below Suir

Cottage, within the hospitable walls of

which we passed many of these joyous

and happy days when life was in its

spring, the river divides into two

branches. Here, in our younger days,

have we sauntered many a time, finding

more pleasure in the companionship of

some cherished author, than we have

met with in the busy and distracting

cares of aſter years.

We have now reached the Two

Fords, as this division of the Suir is

called, and not far off is a remarkable

fountain, whence the water wells from

the ground in such a quantity that it

streams forth a considerable river; this

spring is called Tubberadauran, and

gives the county its name. Here met

the ancient districts of Egonatch

Cashell and Hy-Fogartie. The Irish

pronunciation of Tipperary is Tubber

adauran Contae—the county of the

well of the two lands.

Lower down at Rathconner the

Suir is increased by the waters of the

Cloliagh, after winding its course from

the parish of Templederry, the locality

of the celebrated Father Kenyon.

This is the place where the young en

thusiast Meagher and his companions

found the dreams of the patriot

changed into the cold and stern reali

ties of the captive and the condemned.

What a termination to—

* Hopes that rose as proudly

As each sculptured marble shrine ;

And their prºphets spake as loudly

as their oracles divine.

Grand resolves of giant during

stic h as Titans breathed of old :

Brilliant aims their front uprearing,

Like a temple roofed with gold 7"

The Suir again mingles its stream,

and about seven miles due west of

the meeting of the waters of Rath

connor is the lonely grave of Edmund

O'Dwyer, more generally known

as Eman-ac-Knue (Ned of the Hill).

There is a sweet air composed to

his name, and his predatory exploits

form the theme of many a fireside

tale. He sleeps tranquilly in a se

uestered spot in the parish of Doon,

shut in by the Kilnamanagh mountains.

On the left bank of the river is the

castle of Nodstown, formerly occupied

by the late Thomas Phelan, Esq., and

on the right bank is Longfield House,

the splendid residence of one dis

tinguished by every good quality of

head and heart—C. Bianconi. The ad

vantages which this country has reaped

from the residence of this excellent

man are so universally felt that we have

no necessity for dilating upon them,

but we indulge the hope that, having

become linked to the soil, he may enjo

all the happiness and prosperity whic

the remembrance of a well-spent life is

sure to bring to the evening of man's

days.

The next object of interest to the

wanderer by the Suir is the Bridge of

Ardmoyle. There is a spacious house

which was formerly occupied by an

excellent friend, long since gone to his

rest, Thomas Price. When a boy, we

were wont to pass many a pleasant

day with this portly and good-natured

old gentleman. He was passionately
fondſ of angling in the broad Suir

flowing before his dwelling, and the

singular and uncommon fashion in

which he plied the rod deserves to be

narrated for the advantage of our

sporting readers. He always fished

on horseback, and the favourite cob,

the companion of his sport, seemed to

know the haunts of the full-grown

trout as well as his master. When a

passing cloud o'ercast the clearness of

the day, the cob was sure to ford the

river until he came to the spot where

the shallow yet rapid current met the

smooth deep water. He then paused,

and his old and cºf rider

would cast the well-suited fly, and ere

long the bending of the rod denoted

the denizen of the water hooked. Then

followed the dexterous use of the tackle

which practice alone can teach. The

cob, as much delighted as his master,

would watch the sport until the plung

ing fish came floating on his side

within reach of the extended landing

net.

Some half a century back the Bridge

of Ardmoyle was a favourite place for

public executions, and at a still more

remote period this place was the

theatre of a bloody drama, enacted

during the time when Sir Wm. St.

Leger presided over Munster. A Cap
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tain Paisley caused several people to

be shot, whom he found standing inof.

fensively at their doors in Ardmoyle

where he crossed the Suir. He then

marched to Clonoulty, a distance of

about two miles, where he put to death

Philip Ryan, the chief person of the

place. Several of the Irish nobility and

#. remonstrated with the Presi

ent, and expected that Captain Pais

ley's conduct would receive at least

censure, if it did not expose him to

punishment; but a grant of lands in

the King's County to Paisley, showed

that his services were not unpleasing

to the Government. Happily we have

survived these relentless days, when

the people of the land were outlaws in

every sense of the word, and their lives

and properties were alike at the mercy

of whosoever cared to take either.

Musing on the various incidents

which have rendered famous the loca

lity to which we next bent our steps,

we beheld the Suir glide beneath the

arches of Comus Bridge; and, about a

mile further, the river makes its near

est approach to the ancient city of

Cashel. Permitting the stream to flow

on its course, which here takes a turn

to the westward, between the ruins

of Ballynahinch Castle and Castle Lake

Cottage, we soon traverse the mile and

a half between the banks and Cashel–

174cloS (Chapel of the Bells).

T H E c R o W in A n D T he D. A. G. G. E. R.

A TALE OF THE THIRD crusade.

ONE bright autumnal morning, towards

the close of the twelfth century, a mar

tial cavalcade, consisting of about a

hundred armed and mounted knights,

descended one of the valleys of the

Coele-Libanus, and, emerging into the

plain, spurred their horses towards the

sea-coast of Phoenicia, in the direction

of Tyre.

The leader of the warriors rode

proudly foremost. He was completely

armed, but his visor was up, and dis

layed the features of an eminently

ſº man, in the early prime of

life. The finely-chiselled outline of

the face; the powerful, yet elastic

frame of the Frankish warrior—for the

arms and accoutrements of the knight,

as well as the cross which was con

spicuously embroidered on his sur

coat, bespoke him a Crusader— were

blended with an imperious brow and

haughty expression, which impressed

the beholder less pleasingly.

The band had scarcely emerged from

the mountain defile, when their com

mander—who had rapidly explored the

horizon with an eagle glance—called to

his nearest companion—

“What think ye, Count Henry, of

that cloud of dust toward the south 2

I should pronounce it the dust of many

horsemen, and spurring towards us.

Be they friends or foes, they shall not

find us unprepared.”

“We are still within easy reach of

shelter,” said his companion, after gaz

ing a moment from under the screen

of his gauntletted hand; “and, by my

faith, I question if we had not better

fall back upon the mountains. We

are but a handful of men, and dare not

venture to break lances with such a

force of Moslems, as I take the party

advancing towards us to be.”

“Let the fox crawl to cover, Count

de Champagne,” replied the leader

haughtily; “Conrad of Montferrat

does not conceal himself from his foes,

were they twice the power they seem.

For my part, I turn not back from the

faces of these enemies of Christ.”

“I counselled prudence, not cow

ardice," retorted dº Count of Cham

pagne with some asperity. “I but

speak the lessons taught by our past

bitter experience. Can we so soon

forget the effects of our former rash im

rudence 2 Jerusalem is lost. Her

ing, the noble Lusignan, a captive!—

and wherefore ? — but that a pseudo

courage, and false principle of honour,

impelled us to give battle at Tiberias,

when we should have made a timely

retreat before the overwhelming hosts

of our assailants I"
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“The defeat at Tiberias, the surren

der of the Holy City, and the captivity

of Guy de Lusignan, prove only his

utter incapacity for command,” rejoin

ed the Marquis of Montferrat. “Why

the Knights of Palestine should have

bent the knee in homage to so weak a

ruler, when they were free to select

the noblest and bravest for their king,

I own passes my poor comprehen
sion."

“Guy de Lusignan is the husband

of our rightful queen, the gracious

Lady Sybilla. He has been unfortu

nate as a commander, but he is a brave

soldier," said the Count of Champagne

with warmth. He added, in a tone of

irony, yet with a courteous inclination

towards his companion, “I grant that

it is very possible that the Marquis of

Montferrat might have proved a more

successful leader.”

“Come, come, your hand, Henry—

I did not mean to raise your ire,” said

Conrad, frankly. “We must not

weal en our cause by dissensions in the

presence of the common foe "

“Then beware of the dictates of

your own ambitious heart, Lord Mar

uis. But think not I address you

m jealousy or anger. I know you

to be a brave and daring soldier; and

though my personal rank is inferior to

none, cheerfully serve under your

leadership—a sufficient acknowledg

ment how highly I appreciate your

talent for command. But see 1 the

horsemen advance. By the Cross I

they are friends, and fellow pilgrims.

Thanks to the clear atmosphere of

Syria, I can see their banners, though

I cannot yet discern the devices which

they bear.”

“Let us advance leisurely to meet

them,” said Conrad. “Count Henry,

you will lead the van, while I fall back

for a few moments to our centre. I

shall rejoin you in front, when my pre

sence is needed.”

So saying, he turned his horse's

head, and retreated, till he found him

self by the side of a litter, which was

carefully borne along in the very cen

tre of his little band. He bent low

over his charger's neck, and drew aside

the curtain which concealed the fair

form of one of Syria's loveliest daugh
ters.

“Zaide, my beloved!” he murmured,

while his countenance, before so stern

and inflexible, beamed with inexpres

ſible tenderness, “how bearest thou

the fatigues of this rapid journey, so

trying to thy sex and condition?”

“I feel wearied only when away from

thee,” the lady replied, in the melo

dious speech of her country; and rais

ing her large, lustrous eyes, she re

turned her companion's ardent gaze

with an expression of confiding love.

“And couldst thou, dear one, bear

the rough journey uninjured if pro

longed until nightfall, or perchance

until midnight?” asked Conrad of his

Syrian wife. “I see the approaching

pennons of the soldiers of the Cross,

probably fugitives from Tiberias or

Jerusalem. If they will unite under

my leadership, I propose to push for

ward for Tyre this very night. Should

the darkness favour us, we may avoid

a collision with the besieging forces;

if not, doubt not our gallant band,

thus augmented, will prove strong

enough to cut their way into the be

leagured city, even through the body

guard of Saladin himself. Dost fear,

Zaide 2 . A prince's daughter—a war

rior's wife, should not pale at antici

pated dangers.”

“When the Emir's daughter became

wife of the Frankish chieftain, she

could not overcome at once the timid

apprehensions incident to her sex.

But fear not, Conrad,” the lady con

tinued, with greater animation, “your

Zaide has a courageous heart—it trem

bles not for aught that concerns her

own safety, and shudders only at the

thought of your exposure to danger.”

“Think not of me, Zaide, for i bear

a charmed life,” replied Conrad,

cheerfully. “In my youth, a sibyl

predicted that my brow should wear a

princely diadem; and added to her

flattering prophecy, that I should prove

invincible to all my foes. ‘The desire

of thy heart shall be granted thee," she

W. ; “dread no hostile hand;

atred cannot harm thee; for thy fate

lies in the hands of the one who loves

thee best.’ And who should love me

best ?" he continued, archly, as he bent

towards the lady, and pressed her

small fingers in i. iron grasp ; then,

waving an adieu, he closed the silken

draperies of her litter, and putting

spurs to his horse, re-appeared at the

head of his gallant cavalcade.

“How interminable are these Syrian

plains !" wearily exclaimed the Count

of Champagne, as Conrad resumed his

post by his side. “Our friends have

perceived us, and are hastening to join
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us; yet the distance which separates

us hardly seems to diminish. We

must wait some time longer before we

can discern the cognizance of their

leader.”

“They come from Palestine, and

will doubtless bring us important in

telligence,” said the Marquis of Mont

ferrat. “I would fain learn whether

queen Sybilla lives; and De Lusignan,

is he still a captive.”

“I fear the gracious queen will sink

under her accumulated misfortunes.

The loss of the Holy City, which she

so gallantly defended—her privations

during the siege—and her grief for

the captivity of the husband she

adored, must press heavily on her sen

sitive heart. The royal daughter of

the royal Amaury has a j which

cannot brook disgrace or dishonour.”

“And as De Lusignan derives his

kingly claim through her alone, to whom

will you transfer your allegiance when

she is gone, most scrupulous and loyal

knight 2" asked Conrad of his com

panion.

“To the husband of her sister, Isa

belle, younger daughter to the feu-roi,

Amaury,” unhesitatingly answered the

Count of Champagne. “And see,

Lord Marquis, if my eyes deceive me

not, he is the leader of yonder men

at-arms Is not that the Spread Eagle,

the cognizance of Sir Homfroi de

Thoron, the husband of our princess

Isabelle?”

“The pale-faced boy, who has not yet

won the spurs of belted knight ! Truly

he will make but a sorry king over the

territory won by the lances of Europe's

chivalry,” contemptuously exclaimed

the haughty marquis. “Well, be it so

Homfroi de Thoron is husband to the

Lady Isabelle, and may yet be king in

her right. But he is now my inferior;

and should he purpose to force his en

trance into Tyre with us, as seems

robable, he shall do so under my

i. let his forces outnumber

ours fourfold, as they appear to do.”

In a short time—sufficiently long,

however, to restore Conrad's equani

mity–Sir Homfroi's party had joined

the forces of the Marquis; and the

leaders, having courteously exchanged

greetings, rode side by side, convers

ing on the prospects of their friends

in Palestine.

“We play a desperate game in at

tempting to throw ourselves into Tyre,”

resumed Conrad of Montferrat, after

an interval of silent thoughtfulness.

“ Unless fortune betide us, and we

pass to-night the forces of the be

siegers, favoured by darkness and the

unsuspected nature of our descent, we

shall probably be cut off to a man.
Even if we obtain safe entrance into

the city, it is doubtful if we shall be

able to hold out without provisions, or

hope of aid from Europe. Jerusalem

lost—Guy de Lusignan a captive—

and Sybilla at the point of death:

these are not encouraging antecedents.

For myself, I am a military adven

turer, unshackled by the ties which

bind men to life—craving the excite

ment of war, and ambitious of dis

tinction in any honourable field; and,

therefore, this desperate defence of

Tyre has attraction for my restless

spirit. With you, Sir Homfroi de

Thoron, it is otherwise ; and I confess

myself at a loss to understand your

motive in thus attempting to enter the

city. Why should you not avail your

self of the facilities accorded by Saladin

to our dispersed warriors, and take

shipping for Europe at Ptolemais, or

some other accessible port of Syria 2"

“My conduct will seem more in

telligible,” rejoined Sir Homfroi de

Thoron, “when I tell you that my

fair wife, the Princess Isabelle, is

blockaded in Tyre. I cannot forget,

also, that if Sibylla dies—and of her

recovery there is little hope– my

Isabelle, as next daughter of King

Amaury, is heiress to the throne of

Jerusalem. It would be, it is true,

but an empty title; but, perchance,

the piety of Christendom may re-con

quer, at no distant date, all that has

been lost in our late disastrous cam

paign ; and then my position will be

sufficiently brilliant—my destiny, and

that of my family, a glorious one.”

“The future King of Jerusalem–

be he who he may — will need a bold

heart, a clear head, and a strong arm,”

said Conrad, moodily. Then, as if

aware that he had touched on a deli

cate topic, he suddenly changed his

tone, exclaiming to his companion—

“See, yonder the ramparts of Tyre,

ilded by the setting sun, standing out

in plain relief on the distant horizon.

How grand, how imposing they ap

pear !”

It was even so. The gloriousluminary

just touched the bosom of the ocean,

as if sinking into its furthest depths,

and its trailing line of splendour
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played over the blue waters of the Me

diterranean, as it lay, like a mirror,

before the eyes of the travellers. They

I. in delighted admiration, and in

aled the fresh pure breeze, so aromatic

and balmy—laden, as it was, with fra

grance, and cooling as waters to a

thirsty soul. The temporary refresh

ment re-invigorated the weary wan

derers, exhausted by their ride over

the sultry plain. It was deemed ne

cessary, too, to linger until the in

creasing darkness should render their

prºjected attempt to enter Tyre some

what less perilous.

Night at length closed in : but the

pale light of innumerable stars enabled

the silent band, now headed by the

Marquis of Montſerrat, to pursue their

way without difficulty. 'N. word was

uttered; not a sound was heard, save

the footfall of the horses, who seemed

hardly less conscious than their riders

that some high emprise was before

them. The evening was calm and cloud

less; and the scene, when the moon

rose, adding her radiance to the night,

realised, in its peaceful serenity, the

magnificent description of IIomer:—

* As when the mºon, refulgent lamp of night,

o'er braven's clear azure spreads her sacred light,

When nºt a treath disturbs the deep serene,

Ari ºrt a clºid o'ereasts the solemn scene;

Arºund her throne the vivid planets roll,

And stars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole,

ºrer the dark trees a yellower verdure shed,

An: tip with silver every mountain's head :

Then shine the vales, the rocks in prospect rise,

A floºd of glory bursts from all the skies.”

It was, indeed, a glorious spectacle.

The wandering moon, the splendid

constellations, with their many-colour

ed starry orbs, delighting the eye of

the Oriental traveller with those varied

hues unknown to the inhabitants of

our northern latitudes; and yet, these

planetary influences soothed not the

perturbed spirit of Conrad of Mont

ferrat. As he cautiously moved on at

the head of his troop, his mind reverted

to the conversations so lately held with

the Count of Champagne, and after

wards with Homfroi de Thoron; and,

by degrees, the dictates of cold and

cruel ambition shaped themselves into

form, and he resolved on a career of

personal aggrandizement, to which he

was prepared to sacrifice all the better

instincts, even of his aspiring nature.

He foresaw that the piety or fanaticism

of Western Europe would again hurl

on the East her myriads of pilgrim

soldiers; and that the city of the Holy

Sepulchre might yet, and at no remote

period, be recaptured from the Mussul

man. If Tyre could only hold out

against Saladin's forces until succour

should arrive from Venice, or some

other friendly, maritime power, this

great city, with its capacious harbour,

would be the key to Palestine, and

afford a sure port of entrance and

egress, as well as a rallying-point for

the Latin adventurers. Conrad, if its

successful defender, would eventually

become its ruler; and, if his ulterior

designs on the sovereignty of the Holy

Land should fail, the marquisate of

Tyre itself was no mean object of am

bition. The Marquis, however, in his

heartless selfishness, had more exalted

views. He pondered whether he might

not succeed in breaking the marriage

of the Princess Isabelle and Sir Homfroi

de Thoron, and uniting himself with

the inheritrix of the kingdom, bear

down all opposition, and securely seat

himself on the re-established throne of

Jerusalem. He mentally contrasted

himself with his rival; and, strong in

the conviction of his personal advan

tages—commanding intellect, physical

beauty, and strength of will, compared

these with the insignificant character,

and mean exterior of the husband of

Isabelle. He doubted not, on the re

trospection of his former experiences,

that he should prove a successful wooer,

if he applied himself to the task of

F. the lady's fancy and winning

er heart.

In this dream of ambition, the Mar

quis of Montferrat gave not a thought

to his own beautiful Syrian bride.

Zaide was but the daughter of an ob

scure Emir. Their marriage had not

transpired; from motives we are about

to mention, it had been performed in

secret. The Syrian lady was an or

phan, and without protectors; her

father having perished on the battle

field, and her only brother em

braced a religious life, and become lost

to her, as a votary of the Ansarii.

Rumour was rife with the name of

Conrad at the time he crossed over

into Asia from Constantinople. It

was said that he had married a Greek

lady while in the service of the Em

ror. Whether, then, he feared inquiry

into his antecedents, or from any other

motive, it is certain only that he had

conducted his courtship of the dark

eyed Zaide with so little publicity,

that no report of his marriage had

reached the ears of his comrades in
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arms. He considered not what would

be the feelings of his young wife, soon

to be a mother, when he should break

to her the intelligence of his falsehood;

and yet, so far as one so ambitious was

capable of the sentiment, he loved the

entle girl who had left her home to

§. him in weal or woe through his

hitherto uncertain fortunes. “I will

not leave Zaide,” he uttered to him

self. “Should I speed in my wooing

with the princess, it will then be time

enough to tell her that she must con

sider herself only as my mistress, and

that our marriage was a feigned com

liance with her scruples at the time.

{..., as she is, and submissively

devoted to me, she will resign herself.

after a brief struggle to her inevitable

destiny, and I may succeed in my am

bition without foregoing my love.”

Thus ruminating, Conrad found

himself, after a few hours' hard riding,

close to the outposts of Saladin's army.

Here unexpected good fortune awaited

him. Guided by a renegade from the

Moslem camp, his band directed their

chargers towards a spot which the be

siegers had left unoccupied, and passing

unchallenged through the sleeping host,

gained one of the city gates, where they

were joyfully welcomed by the few

surviving defenders which yet remained

of the enfeebled and diminished garri

son of Tyre.

On the following day all was bustle

and excitement within the beleaguered

city. Conrad of Montferrat had as

sumed the conduct of the garrison,

inspected its condition, allocated with

judicious foresight its remaining scanty

resources, repaired, as if by magic, the

most formidable breaches in its fortifi

cations, and manned the walls and ram

arts with the brave soldiery, ranged

i. his banner. These proved a

seasonable reinforcement toº garri

son of Tyre, decimated, as they had

been, by famine and the lances of their

foes.

Conrad's masterly arrangements had

so completely restored order and dis

cipline within the city, and had so reani

mated the hopes of its defenders, that,

ere long, he deemed himself sufficiently

strong to act on the offensive. Saladin

had raised formidable entrenchments,

behind which he hoped to shelter his

army from the missiles of the Tyrians;

and these the Marquis of Montferrat

resolved, if possible, to demolish.

As soon as his project was ripe for

execution, Conrad, splendidly armed

and mounted on a noble steed, sallied

forth from the city gates at the head

of a small but chosen band. As he

rode towards the nearest point of the

enemy's outworks, resolved to try what

might be achieved by discipline and en

thusiastic bravery against overwhelm

ing numbers, a strange and unwonted

spectacle met his eye. He paused for

a moment in extreme perplexity, and,

as if uncertain how to act, awaited,

with evident emotion, the approach of

a herald from Saladin, who was spur

ring towards him, bearing a flag of

truce in his hand.

But before the envoy could reach

him, Conrad turned to the knight who

rode by his side. “Count of Cham

agne,” he said, earnestly addressing

im, “should I now resign my com

mand into your hands, will you swear

by the holy Cross, never to turn back

until our mission is accomplished 2

Come what will, we must destroy the

lines of the foe. If the city is now to

be saved—and our manoeuvre can

hardly fail of success — it must be

saved at the price of our life-blood.

True, our victory may be dearly pur

chased; byme so dearly, that I shudder

to think of it.

“What meanest thou, Conrad 2"

exclaimed the Count, amazed at the

agitated tones of his voice, and the

sudden change which had passed over

his leader's spirit.

“Look yonder,” said the Marquis,

shuddering, “and see how the mis

creants have unnerved me!”

He pointed to the rampart, on the

summit of which was exposed an aged

man, so placed that the first volley

from the weapons of the assailants

must inevitably transfix him. A single

discharge from the archers' bows would
stain his snow-white locks with the

purple current yet flowing through his
veins.

“By this hand, your father, the ve

nerable marquis I” exclaimed Count

Henry, horror-struck at the sight.

“I shall not swerve from my duty

for any personal consideration,” re

sumed Conrad, firmly.

Then advancing a few paces, he

paused until the Saracen envoy had

come within speaking range, and at

once haughtily addressed him—

“Halt l” he exclaimed in a voice

of thunder. “Approach me not with
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thy accursed message, if thou wouldst

not have me drench with thy blood the

white banner in which thou trustest for

immunity. Return to thy master, and

tell him Conrad of Montferrat holds

no parley with the dastardly dog un

believer, who heralds his message by

such spectacles as yonder; who screens

himself from the weapons of his foes by

such a shield; who dooms his prisoners,

taken in honourable warfare, to such

a death, and who thinks to appal his

antagonist by rendering him a reluc

tant parricide. But it is not so. Should

my hapless hand shed kindred blood,

even the blood of a father, I shall live

to boast myself the son of a Christian

martyr"

“Pardon,” exclaimed the ambassa

dor, who had in vain endeavoured to

check Conrad's indignant torrent of

words. “You mistake, noble Marquis,

the intentions of the Sultan. Saladin

the Magnanimous seeks not the blood of

the aged and feeble. It is to avoid an

unnecessary sacrifice of life that he

would now confer with you. Your

father is in his power; he would remind

you of this, to prove to you that he

holds in his hands the means of vindic

tive retaliation ; but he desires not its

exercise. Although victor, he craves

not the blood of his foes, and has of.

fered most favourable conditions to his

vanquished antagonists. These he re

peats to the garrison of Tyre. He is

willing to liberate his captives; and re

quires only of the soldiers of the

Cross, that they should evacuate Pales

tine. Nay, more, he will himself fur

nish the means of their return to Eu

rope, provided they undertake, in fu

ture, to leave him unmolested in his

territories. Jerusalem shall be acces

sible to pilgrims from all nations, who

shall be free to bow before the Holy

Sepulchre, and offer there the devotions

dictated by their respective creeds.

What more can you desire? What fur

ther concessions can you justly require,

that you should hesitate to accede to

the favourable conditions I am de

puted to offer 2"

“Your mission is vain,” resumed

Conrad, sternly. “I sympathise not

in the sceptical toleration your master

professes and advocates; nor will I

consent, nor will the unanimous voice

of Christendom consent, to the profane

foot of Turk or Saracen desecrating the

ground hallowed by the footsteps of

the Incarnate God. Jerusalem must
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be ours, and ours only. The polluting

presence of the unbeliever may not be

Fº to stain the heritage of the

ord. Until our object is attained we

can make no peace, listen to no com

romise. Should we individually, and

in chastisement for our sins, perish

before our eyes behold the blessed

sepulchre, or the holy wood of the

inestimably-precious cross be rescued

from the grasp of Saladin, we shall at

least have the consolation of imme

diate entrance into heaven, the full

and complete pardon of every trans

gression, promised to him who fights

or falls in this sacred war.”

Conrad paused: and the envoy of

the Sultan deeming his mission vain,

returned to his master; but before his

departure he again addressed the chief

tain—

“The Sultan bids me tell thee, Mar

uis of Montferrat, that since thou per

sistest in thy warfare against him, he

will not avenge himself by the sacri

fice of thy father. He can take a less

ignoble, and far keener revenge, which

will render nugatory thy schemes of

personal ambition. The great Emir

will restore to liberty thy crowned

king, thy hated rival, Count Guy de

Lusignan.”

Having thus spoken the ambassador

departed; and for a brief interval, as

was customary in honourable warfare,

both armies remained stationary, afford

ing time for the delivery of his answer.

Saladin at once relieved Conrad's fa

ther, the aged marquis, from his dam

gerous position, and the captive re

turned to the comparative security of

his prison.

Then the trumpets sounded on both

sides, and a conflict ensued as despe

rate, and as bravely contested, as the

the world has ever witnessed. The

unflinching determination and heroic

valour of the Crusaders prevailed.

Complete success crowned the efforts

of Conrad, and ere he cut his way back

to the city gates, the formidable en

trenchment, which it had cost the Mos

lems so much labour to construct, was

utterly demolished, and hopelessly

crumbled into ruin.

Weeks rolled on, day succeeded day,

and still Tyre was not relieved. Hope

of ultimate succour sustained the suf

fering population, now greatly thinned

by death; for famine and pestilence

had been rife among them. A large

Q
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deserted palace on the sea-side of the

city, remote from the turmoil of war,

had been appropriated for the reception

and security of the ladies. Night and

day the garrison were under arms on

the ramparts, fearing a sudden attack

from the overwhelming forces of Sala

din. But the great Emir had other

designs. He seemed resolved to try

the surer fortunes of a closely-sustained

blockade; and the tents of his nume

rous army covered the plain, and ren.

dered any succour to the besieged from

land impossible. Here the Moslems

luxuriated in the rich abundance of

the Syrian soil, while the defenders of

Tyre suffered the extremity of want

and hunger.

The Marquis of Montferrat sat in

council daily; and assembled around

him the most noteworthy and influen

tial among the garrison. The Princess

Isabelle, in right of her position, was

a constant guest, and joined in all the

projects discussed by the warriors of

Tyre. She was a beautiful and com

manding woman, in the prime of life,

many years older than her boy-hus

band, for whom she entertained an

evident contempt which she was at no

pains to conceal. She received gra

ciously the marked homage rendered

her by Conrad of Montferrat; nor did

she hesitate at last to lend a favouring

ear to his hold avowals of love. The

crafty marquis courted her assiduously,

flattered her vanity, and pandered to

her ambition. He insinuated the pos

sibility of her rights being jeopardied

by the imbecility of Homfroi de Tho

ron; and, cre long, gained her per

mission to attempt the severance of her

tie, and her promise to become his

wife, if free to make a new selection.

Conrad secretly counted on the ser

vices, in this matter, of the Bishop of

Beauvais, his sure friend, who was

then, in conjunction with the Archbi

shop of Tyre, urging the deliverance

of the city on the maritime Italian

republics, and preaching a new Cru

sade in the several European states.

The Bishop might be expected to lead

the vanguard of these Christian forces,

and throw himself into Tyre as soon

as an expedition for its relief could be

fitted out. Until then, Conrad and

Isabelle resolved to dissemble, to hide

from all eyes their mutual love, and

their mutual guilty ambition.

Since her entrance into the city on

the eventful night on which our story

commences, the wronged and deserted

Zaïde had been the occupant of a suite

of apartments in the palace appro

priated to the ladies of Tyre. For

some time past Conrad had rarely

visited her, fearing to awaken suspi

cion should his movements be watched.

He readily excused himself to the un

suspecting girl, on the plea of his con

stant military duties, which claimed,

he said, the sacrifice of his entire time.

The noglected wife murmured not, for,

strong in her own faith and love, she

doubted not of Conrad's attachment.

Hore, in utter seclusion, she wrestled

with the pains and perils of approach

ing maternity; nor did she summon

her husband to her side until she held

his son in her arms, and had clasped

her new-born infant to her heart.

Then she had written, “Come to

me,” to her faithless lord, designing

in her joy to surprise him with the

sight of his first-born – the earnestly

coveted heir of his name and fortunes.

Hor brief letter reached Conrad on

the very day of his guilty compact

with the Princess Isabelle. In the

excitement of the moment he had

thrown it aside, unheeded. It was

again forgotten, when his eager anti

cipations were freshly awakened by

the discovery of a fleet on the remote

horizon–possibly the long wished-for

succour from Venice or Genoa. They

hovered in the distance for days, tan

talising the hungering inhabitants, who

eagerly longed for promised abundance

after the privations they had endured,

uncomplainingly, for so many months.

Adverse winds prevented the fleet from

nearing the shore, but at length their

flags were discernible; and the lion of

St. Mark, floating proudly on the

ireeze, proclaimed to the Tyrians that

they were indeed succoured by the

mistress of the seas—the great Repub

lic of Venice.

During the continuance of these

hours of suspense, the minds of the

citizens were agitated anew by the in

telligence which reached them through

the camp of the besiegers, that Queen

Sybilla was no more. Conrad no soon

er heard the welcome intelligence than

he bethought himself of Zaide's mes

sage, and prepared for the inevitable

interview with his injured wife.

It was evening, and the short twi

light of the East was already deepen

ing into night, when the Marquis of

Montferrat bent over the couch of his
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Syrian wife. The attendant had mo

tioned him to silence as he entered the

apartment. Zaide was sleeping sweet

ly ; a faint but happy smile overspread

her features, and her babe slumbered

in her arms. -

Conrad started : he had not beard

of his child's birth, nor had he counted

on the mute pleading of helpless in

fancy in behalf of the injured wife and

mother. Zaide, too, looked more lovely

than ever. The pallor of her cheek,

the effect of recent illness, gave an

ideal beauty to her features, which,

even in sleep, indicated the depth,

the passionate intensity of her cha

rat-ter.

Conrad gently kissed her parted lips.

She started, and, recognising his loved

form, welcomed him with eager and

joyous words. Then pointing to her

sleeping child, she proudly presented

his son to her husband.

“Poor little one " he uttered, as he

carelessly glanced at the infant, “the

coll world has small welcome for a

new conver, branded with the bend

sinister of bastardy. Listen calmly,

Zaide,” he continued, as the mother

sprang from her reclining posture,

“fear not that I shall forget thee, or

cast thee from me, though thou art not

my wife. I love thee as truly, fair one,

though, perhaps, somewhat less ar

dently than formerly, and shall ever

prove thy kind protector no less than

thy devoted slave.”

“What wouldst thou, Conrad 2"

the lady murmured, passing her white

hand across her brow, as if to test the

reality ºf her sensations. “Unsay

these cruel words, and jest not on a

subject so fraught with pain. Thou

knowest I am thy wedded wife, and

faithful loving friend.”

“Alas! no, Zaide. Thou art, in

deed, my friend and companion, but

not my wife.”

“If thou hast heretofore deceived

me, Conrad,” replied the lady, ear

nestly, “thou canst now, late though

it be, make needful atonement to me

and to our child. For his dear sake,

I almost think I could forgive thee,

and not remember against thee the

base treachery thou say est thou hast

practised on my inexperienced youth."

“It may not be, beloved one. I

must not listen to the dictates of my

weak heart when it pleads for thee;

for, Zaide, I am soon to be wedded to

a lady of exalted rank. Her offspring,

not thine, must transmit my name to

posterity, and build up the failing for

tunes of the ancient house of Mont

ferrat.”

“Conrad, Conrad, darest thou per

sist in thy wickedness, in the presence.

too, of thy innocent child º' shrieked

the agitated mother, seizing her babe,

and holding him aloft towards the

marquis. “See, see he turns his

little face from thee, as if in anger at

the wrong thou wouldst do him. No,

boy, no; look on thy father; stretch

forth thy tiny hands towards him, and

plead—plead for thy rights, and those

of thy injured mother.”

Conrad relented not. Iſis resolve

was taken. In vain he endeavoured

to soothe the excited Zaide. She re

pelled his attempted caresses.

“Base villain!” she continued, while

her eyes flashed fire, “pollute me not

with your insulting touch. I could

forgive your cruelty to me, but never

will I pardon the injury you have done

my child. For his sake, beware my

vengeance. Begone — we meet no

more. But in the awful future retri.

bution that awaits you, even if in this

life you escape punishment, my curse

shall lie heavy on your soul. Per

chance even here the hand that loves

!you best shall work your woe.”

The Marquis of Montſerrat was awed

by the angry words and lofty attitude

of the woman he had wronged, and on

whose gentle forbearance he had so

vainly counted. Hoping much from

her utter helplessness, he thought that

a few hours' reflection would show her

the futility of resistance: and that,

finding herself and her child absolutely

in his power, she would at last submit

quietly to his will, and cease to oppose

herself to his unbending nature. Under

these impressions he left her, but on

re-entering her apartment on the fol.

lowing morning he found, to his as

tonishinent, that it was vacant ; nor

could he obtain any trace of the fugi

tives. The mother and child had for

the present, at least, eluded his grasp

and fled. But whither ? It was a

question he could not solve. Nor had

Conrad time for any extended investi

gations, for the fleet, so long hovering

on the coast, at length had anchored

triumphantly in the harbour, wafted

by favouring breezºs, and laden with

provisions, men, and munitions of war,

to the inestimable joy of the long-sur

fering garrison of Tyre.
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The Bishop of Beauvais, as Conrad

had anticipated, headed these season

able reinforcements. He announced

himself the forerunner of a yet more

formidable armament, commanded in

person by the great Barbarossa, Em

}. of Germany, and the Kings of

France and England.

Saladin raised the siege of Tyre, dis

heartened by the non-success of his

protracted blockade, now rendered

quite nugatory, and retreated with his

still unbroken army to Damascus, and

from thence to Ptolemais. He was

aware that against this important sea

ort, already invested by Guy de

Lusignan, the first efforts of the Chris

tian invaders would probably be di

rected.

At the earliest opportunity Conrad

of Montſerrat sought an interview with

the Bishop, into whose friendly car he

unbosomed his hopes and his projects.

“I need your services, father,” he

said; “and in return for the aid of the

spiritual arm will accord to the eccle

siastical power the protection of a

sword on which the Church may rely

with confidence. It is but to do again,

in my behalf, what she has done be

fore on an emergency less urgent.

When Sybilla inherited the crown, He

raclius dissolved the bonds that united

her to Guy de Lusignan. The crown

is now about to devolve on the lady

Isabelle; you comprehend my wishes,

holy father; with a faithful and com

petent son of the Church on the throne

of Jerusalem, bound to you by the

strongest ties of grateful obligation,

ever ready to promote your views of

policy, and be guided by the dictates

of your experience, you may safely

count on the interests of the Western

Churches suffering no diminution; but

if the imbecile Homfroi de Thoron

be suffered to assume the scentre of

Baldwin, the Christians in ºl.

if not overwhelmed in detail by the

mighty military genius of Saladin, will

fall a prey to the intrigues of the

Greeks and Eastern schismatics.”

The prelate lent a ready ear to the

ambitious appeals of Conrad. The

eloquent Marquis was gifted with those

persuasive powers which are always

successful when exercised by great

minds over less energetic ones. A

lengthened conference ensued, into the

terms and stipulations of which it is

unnecessary here to enter, further than

to observe, that it resulted in the

Bishop's completely identifying him

self with Conrad's schemes, and un

dertaking on the morrow to annul the

previous marriage of Isabelle.

On the following day Conrad sum

moned to the council-board all those

whom he believed to be friendly to

him, and likely to acquiesce, if they

did not cordially co-operate, in his de

signs. His gallant deeds in defence

of the city had secured for him the ad

miring gratitude of the leading inha

bitants of Tyre. His soldiers wor

shipped him; and the few who were

inimical, were those who dreaded his

political ascendancy, or deemed them

selves personally aggrieved by his

haughty assumption of superiority.

The hall was filled to overflowing.

Isabelle, already Queen in all but the

royal title, sat at the head of the coun

cil-board. Homfroi de Thoron stood

on her right hand, the Marquis of

Montferrat on her left. When the roll

of the council had been called over,

and all was expectation, the Bishop of

Beauvois, arrayed in his episcopal

robes, entered the apartment from a

side door, and advanced to the coun

cil-table, on which he laid the parch

ment with its leaden seal, that vouched

his authority as legate of the See of

Rome. He announced the good tidings

he had brought of the hoped-for speedy

arrival of the mightiest army yet des

stined for the Holy Land, and held

out cheering prospects of the success

ful recapture of Jerusalem. He alluded

next to the heroic defence of Tyre,

mainly owing to the personal courage

and self-devotion of the Marquis of

Montferrat. He suggested that for

the territory thus preserved a ruler

should be appointed. But before he

could indicate the fittest object for

their selection, the meeting with one

voice announced that their choice had

already fallen on their brave com

mander. The election of Conrad was

carried by acclamation, without one

dissentient voice. It was confirmed by

the Bishop of Beauvais, who duly pro

nounced Conrad of Monferrat the

unanimously-chosen Prince of Tyre.

The prelate then addressed himself

to Isabelle.

“Fair lady,” he said, “from the

joyful tidings of succour, I now revert
to a subject of mingled |g and woe.

Our late gracious Queen, Sybilla, has

laid aside her earthly crown to receive,

as we hope and believe, a heavenly
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one. The sceptre she so worthily

wielded devolves on you. We greet

you as our rightful Queen, and trust
that the time is not far distant when

the title will cease to be an empty one.”

At this authentic announcement of

the demise of the crown, loud cries of

“Long live Queen Isabelle !” burst

from the assembly. The prelate pro
ceeded—

“While as yet free from the cares

of government, you have had your full

measure of domestic happiness, wedded

as you are to a youthful and worthy

chevalier ->

Sir Homfroi de Thoron would have

taken Isabelle's hand, but she cast

down her eyes, and seemed insensible

of his presence.

“But,” said the Bishop, “it behoves

a Queen who would well wield a royal

sceptre, as she would not trust to her

own hand—which God has made strong

for works of charity and love, but

feeble for the rude necessities of a

throne encompassed with war — so

neither should she rely on any com

panionship but that of a prudent and

valiant helpmate. And albeit we in no

wise seek to restrain your sovereign

pleasure in the selection of a fitting

companion in your new dignity, we

would humbly remind you that, should

you follow º example of the Lady

Sybilla in a like case, the government

might, perchance, suffer from the youth

and inexperience of him to whom,

doubtless, your first affections would

turn.”

Sir Homfroi de Thoron started,

and turned red and pale alternately;

while the eyes of the Marquis of Mont

ferrat sparkled, and the blood glowed

with a steady fervour in his noble

Countenance–

“With these warnings and hopes

that your choice may redound to the

*::::: of Christendom,” continued the

ishop, “we, by virtue of our plenary

apostolical power and authority, pro

nounce you also loosed from your nup

tial vow. You are at liberty to follow

the example of your royal sister when

she again repeated her promises of con

jugal love to her lord and husband.

But you are no less free to choose else

where, and invest with your derived

authority him whom you may now

deem worthiest of your hand.”

Isabelle hesitated a moment; and

then, in unfaltering tones, addressed

the prelate—

“When my sister Sybilla declared

her preference for the Count de Lusig

nan, by re-electing him as the husband

of her mature choice, she found in him

those congenial sentiments inspired by

parity of age and similarity of taste.

My case is different. In the full ripe

ness of womanhood, I have been wed

ded, from political expediency, to one

so many years my junior, that he is

disqualified from being to me the pro

tector for whom I crave. As a sove

reign, also, I am bound to consult the

interests of my future subjects. I do

so by now selecting for my spouse, one

of tried ability and capacity for com

mand. In your presence, reverend

father, and before this assembly, I

freely offer my hand, and my contin

gent rights, to the Marquis of Mont

ferrat.”

Conrad knelt at the lady's feet, and

pressed her extended hand ſervently

to his lips. But there were no shouts of

acclamation. It seemed even to the

rude warriors who constituted the

assembly, that man and wife should not

be so put assunder. All turned their

eyes on the spot where Homfroi de

Thoron had stood, but the discarded

husband had disappeared, none knew

whither.

Many months had elapsed since the

events occurred recorded in our last

chapter. The marriage of Conrad and

Isabelle had been solemnised by the

Dishop of Beauvais, with becoming

splendour; and the wedded pair, with

their armed retainers, lay in the camp

at Ptolemais, then closely invested by

the combined armies of France and

England. Despite the personal bravery

of Iłichard Plantagenet, and the diplo

matic ability of Philip Augustus, the

siege had proved protracted beyond

all precedent. Saladin had concen

trated the flower of his army in the

neighbourhood of Ptolemais, aware of

the importance of the invested city.

Until it should fall, it would be in vain

for the Christians to attempt to march

on Jerusalem. They dared not advance

a step, leaving so formidable a strong
hold in their rere in the hands of ene

mies. Discord was rife among the

crusading leaders. The Kings of France

and England could ill conceal their

mutual aversion. Philip condemned

the rashness of Richard, and Coeur-de

Lion despised the prudential maxims

of the French monarch. But the in
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surmountable obstacle to all unanimity

was the active rivalry between the can

didates for the yet unconquered king

dom of Jerusalem. Philip Augustus

strongly favoured the pretensions of the

Marquisof Montferrat; while Iłichard,

repelled by the crooked policy and in

triguing disposition of Conrad, sup

ported the cause of Guy de Lusignan,

aiready crowned king during her life

time, in right of his wife, the deceased

Queen Sybilla.

The Bishop of Beauvais in vain en

deavoured to heal these dissensions, so

fatal to the pilgrim cause. The King

of England, without apparent motive,

obstimately refused to sanction the elec

tion of Conrad, although in his op

position he well nigh stood alone ;

and liberal compensation had been

offered to Guy de Lusignan, which the

Count, it was understood, was willing

to accept. It was whispered that in

timations affecting Conrad's loyalty to

the Christian cause had reached the

ears of Coeur-de-Lion; and that

Richard expected ere iong to be in

possession of certain in telligence, which

would convict the l’rince of Tyre of

blackest treason. These reports pointed

at a supposed intrigue carried on by

Conrad with the Moslem, to the effect

that he should be secured in the pos

session of Jerusalem, in return for aid

in discomfiting the designs of the Cru

saders, and breaking up the mighty

army which still invested Ptolemais,

and threatened, if successful, the entire

dismemberment of Saladin’s empire.

Whether this were so, or, if true, how

these dim intimations had been con

veyed to Richard, were as yet un

fathonable mysteries. It was likewise

asserted, that that King waited only

their conſirmation to achieve the ruin of

Conrad ; or, failing the transmission of

certain intelligence of his baseness

within a specified period, had resolved

to yield to the wishes of his colleagues,

and assuming the innocence of the

Prince of Tyre, from the absence of

legitimate proof of his guilt, to con

firm to him the much-coveted title of

King of Jerusalem.

While these political topics were

yet fiercely debated in the camp at

Ptolemais, the Bishop of Beauvais,

anxious for any public ceremonial

which might bring the hostile parties

into amicable relations, proposed to hold

there a baptism of converts, reclaimed

by his zeal from the errors of Moham

medanism. Two youths in particular

had been zealous catechumens, and

had resided in the Bishop's palace at

Tyre for instruction in the mysteries

of the Christian faith, ever since the

prelate had been domesticated in that

city. The intelligence, the child. iike

docility which these youths had evinced,

had completely won the heart of the

Bishop, who prided himself not a little

on his skill in controversy. Despite

his utmost endeavours, the ceremonial

for the admission of his converts into

the bosom of the Church, excited little

interest among the leaders in the camp.

The sºldiery, it is true, crowded round

the font; but those for whose benefit

the Bishop had principally desired this

public display, held aloof. The dis

heartened prelate, accompanied by his

newly-baptised disciples, returned to

Tyre, resolved to interest himself for

the future more exclusively in his

spiritual affairs. Nor was he the only

seceder from the pilgrim camp. The

disruption in the army had become

general, and many of the leaders with

drew in anger or in djection. There

had been a vast expenditure of blood

and treasure, with little result.

Ptolemais, it is true, was eventually

taken, but not till it had become a

heap of ruins, and the plain around

had been strewn with the best and

bravest of Europe's chivalry, cut down

during the protracted siege. Frederick

13arbarossa died in Asia Minor, before

reaching the Holy Land; Philip Au

gustus, wearied with his long Syrian

sojourn, returned to France; Richard

Plantagenet alone remained—the cen

tre of authority, the one head of this

yet mighty confederacy, which now pre

pared to march on Ascalon.

The reader also must return to Tyre.

We shall there introduce to him the

converts whose public baptism has al

ready been narrated, whom we find,

seated in close converse, in a room in

the episcopal palace.

The Syrian youths, thus strangely

domesticated in the Bishop's house,

appeared to be brothers; so close was

their resemblance in feature, though

the expression of their countenances

was widely different. They had hardly

attained the age of manhood—for the

cheek of the elder was but slightly

fringed with down, while as yet the

younger was completely beardless.

They wore the white flowing robes

usually adopted by catechuimens at
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that period, as symbolic of their bap

tismal purity. Their conversation, car

ried on in subdued tones, was yet free

and animated; and the various pas

sions which agitated their minds, were

clearly expressed by the speaking coun

tenances of the youthful Orientals.

“Has your resolution never swerved,

your courage never faltered 2" asked

the elder of his companion.

“My resolve once taken, my deter

mination is unchangeable,” was the

firm reply. “But tell me, Akbar,

whence have you, who have no personal

wrongs to redress, this unſlinching

endurance, this disdain of life, even

when it is but opening before you, and

holding its proſtered cup of pleasure

brimful to your lips ? I should ask

you, do you hesitate 2 Remember,

whether our enterprise succeed or not,

our fate is certain. If then, you would

live—if you shrink from a cruel death

—leave me, brother, while it is yet

time. I am, even alone, equal to the

perilous attempt; and for me, as you

well know, existence is but one con

tinued misery.”

“Do not speak to me, as if it were

possible that I could waver, even for

a moment,” replied Akbar, quickly—

“I, an adept of the Ansarii, and who

have been deemed by our great chief

tain, Hassan, one of his most faithful

disciples I should have feebly pro

fited by the lessons taught at Alamut

—to say nothing of the mysteries, which

even to thee I must not reveal—did I

not know that my life is in the hands

of Allah, who gave it; that it must

cease when my Maker recalls the living

soul he has breathed into my perishable

body; and that, until such be his will,

not all the malice nor art of man

can deprive me of this vital spark. The

moment of my death, believe me, is al

ready recorded in the book of fate; nor

is it in my power to hasten or retard the

appointed time. How useless, then,

these arruments you have so long urged

—and urged in vain. When I think

of your wrongs, I languish for the in

evitable hour which must feed my just

vengeance.”

“Hearken brother," rejoined the

younger speaker; “that crowning ven

geance must be my work. When I

summoned thee to my aid, I added this

express stipulation. And thinkest thou,

that it was not for this purpose that I

retarded — with what difficulty thou

knowest—the mission of my fellow-vic

tim, Iſounfroi de Thoron 2 The reve

lations he would have made—the proofs

he would have adduced—might have

transferred to another hand the revenge

which mine only must execute. Be

sides, have I not told thee of the sibyl's

prophecy 2–Thy fate lies in the hand

of the one who locºs thee best. No

agency but mine can touch HIs charmed

life.”

“How strange it seems to me,” said

Akbar, thoughtfully, “that one, here

tofore so gentle as thou wert, should

now thyself so fiercely resolve to shed

his blood that betrayed thee, and

plunge, if possible, with thine own hand,

the avenging dagger into the traitor's

breast !”

“Believe me, Akbar, I seek not his

blood in resentment for my own inju

ries; nor was it, till he became the

murderer of my child—indirectly, it is

true, and through me—that I vowed I

would have life for life. Oh! my bro

ther, thou couldst never know my suf.

ferings on that dreadful night ! I

raved in delirium ; nor did con

sciousness return, till the screams of

my terrified child recalled me to my

self. In my first thought to soothe it,

I rashly held it to my bosom ; it im

bibed the poison which flowed through

my veins. Fearful convulsions racked

its tender frame ; it perished before

my eyes. I looked on the agonised

countenance of my darling, but shed

no tear. Its death was to me only a

relief. I solaced myself with thoughts

of vengeance. ‘He shall not escape

me!' I madly uttered. The sole link

which yet bound me to him is broken—

and broken by his cruel act. He is as

truly the murderer of my boy, as if he

had stabbed him to the heart. But the

innocent shall not perish unavenged.

I devote myself to his destruction 1"

“Calm, for the present, this excite

ment,” said Akbar, gently. “The

time may not be far distant, when we

shall have to act. Till then, silence

nd secrecy must be our shield. Fare

well, for the present. I go to the re

ception-room of the unsuspecting Bi

shop—there I may glean intelligence

of moment to us. We are on the eve

of great events. Richard the lion

hearted, they say, must return at once

to England. In his absence the crafty

Philip has stirred up John Plantage

net to usurp his crown. Before his

departure, the King of England will be

urgently solicited to decide between
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the rival claims of De Lusignan and

Conrad of Montferrat. We have, for

the present, suppressed the proofs of

the Prince of Tyre's treacherous nego

ciations and base overtures to Saladin.

Failing these, perhaps Richard may re

lent, and, for the sake of unanimity,

confer on the unworthy Montferrat the

crown he has so long aspired to wear,

and for which he has condescended to

such unparalleled ignominy.”

Our narrative reverts to the plain of

Ascalon, where the triumphant Chris

tian host celebrated the festival of

Easter, in the year of our Lord 1192.

The “Bride of Syria”—as Ascalon was

called—was a desolate ruin, Saladin

having dismantled its ramparts and

citadel, hopeless of defending it against

the crusading army.

“By the holy name of Allah!" he

exclaimed, “I would rather part with

my right hand, than destroy one stone

of the beautiful city The security of

the faithful must, however, be my first

object. Level Ascalon, stone by stone.

Allah's will be done l’’

In the pilgrim camp all was joy and

harmony. Every occasion for discord

and dissonance had ceased; for Richard

Plantagenet, about to return to his own

dominions, had at length yielded to the

request of the army, and consented

that the kingdom of Jerusalem should

be confirmed to Conrad of Montferrat.

Conrad was not in the camp when

Tichard announced his nomination.

The affairs of his principality required

his presence in Tyre, and thither the

grateful intelligence was conveyed by

a deputation headed by Count Henry

of Champagne.

Conrad's surprise was intense on

hearing of his elevation to the highest

object of his ambition.

“My fortunate planet is in the

ascendant,” he said, addressing in ex

ulting tones the Count of Champagne,

and the other chieftains who had

waited on him with the joyful intelli

gence; “my star has reached its zenith

in three progressions — the prince

dom of Tyre, the hand of Isabelle, the

throne of Jerusalem. But here, in the

sight of all, at the summit of glory, I

invoke the King of kings, and beseech

Ilim to remove the regal diadem from

my brow if I am not worthy to wear it.

The all-wise Searcher of hearts knoweth

that I lie not, when I vow before him

that I will hold life itself as dust in the

balance when weighed against the

glory and security of the kingdom of

Jerusalem. If there be one other more

worthy to do battle in his sacred cause,

let the sparkling circlet be transferred

to him; but, while I live to guard it,

it shall suffer no stain, no dishonour,

no disgrace—so help me God "

The newly-chosen King of Jerusalem

raised his eyes to heaven, as if invoking

the Divine guidance, and expressing his

emotions of gratitude towards his

Maker for thus crowning his utmost

wishes. He then hastened, accompa

nied by his friends, to the episcopal

palace, to apprise the Bishop of Beau

vais of his elevation, and request of

the friendly prelate to perform at once

the ceremony of his coronation.

The streets of Tyre were thronged with

admiring crowds as Conrad, closely ſol

lowed by the bishop, nobles, clergy,

and a brilliant guard of honour, passed,

in his splendid coronation robes, in

stately procession from the episcopal

palace towards the cathedral church,

there to receive the holy oil of conse
Cl’atlon.

Turning to the Count of Champagne

who was near him, Conrad reminded

him of their conversation, when they

descended together the mountain passes

of the Libanus, before entering Tyre.

“Since then,” he observed, “my

promotion has been rapid — marquis,

prince, and king !”

At the moment of utterance a

poignard entered his side.

“Tu ne seras plus ni marquis miroi,”

was whispered in his ear; and, ere he

could shriek aloud, a second dagger

directed by a second hand pierced him
near the heart.

The assassins disappeared, and

were lost in the crowd before the fact

of the murder was known. All was

confusion. The bleeding Conrad was

borne towards the church, while his

guard pursued the fugitives, who sped

with the velocity of lightning towards

the city gates. Before the soldiery

came up with them, one of the mur

derers had entirely disappeared; the

other, gained on by his pursuers, sur

rendered himself a captive without an

effort,

It was hoped that Conrad's wounds

would not prove mortal. He was faint

from loss of blood; but his ample robes

had, in both cases, broken the destined

blow. The poignards of the assassins

had merely grazed his breast and side.
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He was carried into the cathedral, and

lid near the steps of the high altar;

while his friends who had clustered

around him, bared his bosom to the re

viving air, and having examined his

wounds, assured him that they were of

slight consequence. A grateful smile

overspread his pallid face.

“My foes have no power to harm

me," he murmured audibly.

The hope of life had inspired him

with renewed strength, for . endea

voured to raise himself from the ground.

At that moment the draperies of the

altar moved ; and, starting from con

cealment, the gleaming steel was again

plunged into his heart by the younger of

the assassins who before had wounded

him. This time the deadly work was

more surely accomplished. Again and

again the poignard entered his bosom,

at each thrust stainedanew with his life

blood; and, before the murderer could

be torn from the bleeding body of the

victim, these words were whispered in

ear

“Thou fallest by the hand of the one

that loves thee best.”

Conrad of Montferrat expired at the

foot of the altar. The ruthless assas

sin swooned away. Even in the death

like trance, it was apparent that the

murderer was young and beautiful.

But there was short time for spe

culation as to the motive which had

instigated the commission of the cruel

crime. The assassin, who had been cap

tured by the guard, was dragged into

the church, and here confronted with

his revived accomplice. In reply to

the interrogatories put by the ſºn.
of Beauvais and the Count of Cham

pagne, they answered not a word.

They were mute and motionless; their

eyes were fixed on one another, but

they made no sign, nor did they seem

conscious of aught that surrounded

them.

When placed on the rack, to extort

by torture a confession of the instiga

tor of the murder, they were equally

unmoved. Their tender limbs were

torn one by one on the wheel, yet the

tortured wretches expired without hav

ing uttered a single word, or given

even one last parting cry of agony.
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MUSEUM or IRIsh in Dustiny.

AMosc the many evidences that now

present themselves, even to ordinary

view, of the rapid growth and diffu

sion amongst us of those practical and

industrial tendencies, the real or sup

osed absence of which has hitherto

|. so often assigned as the cause of

the poverty of our country and the

divisions of our people, there are none

so indicative of the sound and perma

nent character of this most salutary

movement, or more calculated to se

cure proper direction to its progress,

than the establishment of public insti

tutions, where the materials and re

sults of industrial enterprise can be

shown, and where the practical sci

ences, upon which the industrial arts

are based, can be soundly and syste

matically taught. For it is very neces

sary to be kept in view, that the teach

ing for industrial objects is quite apart

from even the loftiest uses of abstract

studies, as from the most refined ele

gancies of so-called polite education ;

that its aim is stern, concrete, practi

cal reality—the creation of positive

elements of power, by which labour is

to be directed, wages to be paid, capi

tal to be accumulated, and that inde

pendence of opinion and of action,

which must be based on material com

fort and intelligence, is to be deve

loped and applied to the most effi

cient promotion of the general good.

For it may evidently very little in

fluence the condition of the people at

large, that pageants— brilliant and

glorious even as that which, by the

large-hearted energy and liberality of

William Dargan, now adorns our

city—shall occupy public attention for

a time, and dazzle and delight all with

the contemplation of the magnificent

triumphs of industrial art, and with

the combinations, never before so well

seen, of the highest orders of utility

and beauty—if, in the production of

those great results, the country at

large, itself and its people, have en

tered really but in a secondary and

subordinate degree. At the World

Exhibition of 1851 was held a tourna

ment of industry, in which Great

Britain held the field against all com

ers; and although, in some special

points of skill or decoration, she found

much to learn from her gallant oppo

ments, still the Britomarte of this new

chivalry remained to the end pre-emi

ment, as to all essential power, and her

most noble competitors deemed it high

honour to have been her rivals. But

from the present position of this coun

try, in regard to most of the great

branches of industry, it was inevitable

that onlyin some few — and, except

flax fabrics, those not the most im

portant—manufactures could the local

or national element be specially promi

ment, or could the operations of Irish

industrial skill be generally traced very

far beyond the extraction of raw ma

terials of mineral industry, or the

simpler adaptations of them in form

or working for final use. Hence, al

though the Great Industrial Exhibi

tion now being held amongst us can

not but prove of the highest value, in

an educational as well as in an indus

trial point of view, by familiarising

the public mind at once with the vast

ness of industrial operations, and the

beauty and elegance, as well as utility,

of industrial results, those lessons be

long, unfortunately, for the most part,

to a realm of ideas too far removed

from the present position of industry

generally in this country, to allow of

our hoping for their immediate or di

rect application, as a practical result

of the present excitement. To fully

appreciate and utilise the important

lessons derivable from the study of the

glorious pictures displayed in the Ex

hibition (unequalled, as we believe, by

any ever brought together before in

Great Britain), the artist must have

previously made no small progress in

his studies; and so, even much more,

in the industrial arts, where no in

stinctive or merely asthetic element

of judgment can have entrance—ex

cept as merely secondary and subse

quent to dry scientific fact and calcu

lation—there gapes between the splen

did illustrations of results, that wrap

us in delighted wonder, and the rough

raw material, as well moral as phy

sical, from which so much may be
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elaborated, but from which, as yet, al

most all has to be elaborated—an in

terval which must be filed up, and by

great labour, too, before any sate or

slideomimunication can be established.

This chasin is to be effaced—this de

ficiency to be supplied—by well or

gºnised and practical industrial edu

catl ºn.

From these sentinents it can easily

be unierstood with how much satis

faction we observe the efforts which

are now being made, here and else

where, to promote the education of the

industrious elasses, of all ranks, and to

provide for them the material from

which they are to work out their live

lihood, by their own independent skill

and energy. But among those efforts,

none have yielded us so much plea

sure, as well from the nobleness and

directness of its aim, as from the just

ness of its application to the circum

sances and the wants cf Ireland, as

the recent foundation and rapid or

ganisation of an institution, which we

owe to almost the last act of the offi

cial life of Sir Robert Peel, and which

we regard as by no means the least

inportant and durable memorial which

he has left of his practical and provi

dent statesmanship ; an institution

which, like most good and powerful

creations, has formed and developed

itself, not in noise and bluster, but in

solid, unostentatious work; and with

a brief account of the plan and ar

rangements of which we propose to

occupy our readers for a few moments—

the Museum of Irish Industry, in

Stephen's-green, which has been placed

by her Majesty's Government under

the direction of Sir Robert Kane.

It will be recollected that the Ord

nance Topographic Survey of Ireland,

under General Colby, whose loss the

public service has had recently to re

gret, was accompanied by investiga

tions into the archaeology, the natural

history, and the geology of the coun

try, and that the results of these inves

tigations, most ably conducted as they

were by Colonel Portlock, by Major

Larcom, Dr. Petrie, and Professor

O'Donovan, were collected in the Ord

nance Survey department in the Phe

nix Park. A desire to expedite the

completion of the topographic maps,

and, as we believe also, that morbid

thirst for small economy which attacks

political men, when directing non-po

litical matters, induced the authorities

to decide on the abandonment of all

those most important inquiries, and to

complete only the townland maps.

This abandonment of the most useful

and practical objects was of course re

sisted by all the real friends of Ireland;

and we owe to the energy and influence

of Dr. Romney Robinson, of Lord

Dunraven, and of Sir John Young,

that the prosecution of the Geological

Survey was resumed as a part of

the General Survey of the British Is

lands, under Sir Henry de la Beche;

and that the materials illustrative of

the natural and industrial structure

and resources of the country already

collected, and those to be afterwards

obtained during the prosecution of the

Geological Survey, should be placed in

the charge of Sir Robert Kane, for the

foundation and organisation of a na

tional institution for the promotion of

those sciences, and their practical ap

plication.

This plan was, as will be remarked,

something similar to that simulta

neously adopted by the foundation of

the Museum of Economic Geology,

Mines and Manufactures, in London,

in somewhat similar connexion with

the Geological Survey of Great Bri

tain ; but the well-grounded apprecia

tion of the peculiar wants and circum

stances of Ireland which distinguished

Sir Robert Peel and the Duke of New

castle (then Chief Commissioner of

Works), and which was fully shared

by the talented nobleman who has

since so actively and for so long guided
the administration of this country,

showed the imperative necessity of

more fully and generally devoloping in

the new institution its special, national,

and industrial character, and giving to

the educational plan, and to the prin

ciple of organisation, its main and pre

dominant object, that illustration and

development of the industrial resources

of Ireland with which Sir Robert

Kane's name has become indissolubly

connected. Such was accordingly done,

and the buildings in Stephen's green,

formerly the mansion and grounds of

Lord Chancellor Manners, having been

obtained, the Ordnance Survey col

lections were transferred to Sir Robert

Kane, and he commenced his task, the

present con ition of which we will now

briefly describe.

The position of the new institution

is certainly one of the ſinest in Europe

for a public building. Looking over the
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magnificent square, and opposite the

handsome edifice of the Royal College

of Surgeons, the situation affords space

in the garden grounds, extending nearl

to Ely-place, for the fullest develop

ment which the wants of the Museum

could require. The plan and archi

tecturalarrangements having been com

mitted to Mr. George Papworth, that

eminent architect went to work cer

tainly in what our neighbours would

call a very un-Irish, but in a very

ractical manner. The front build

ings were left plain, undecorated, un

altered almost; and hence, few who

passed through Stephen's-green, and

were not personally connected with

scientific industry and education, sus

pected the hive of activity which the

interior of that unpretending edifice

contained: all was concentrated on the

erection of the noble series of museum

galleries; the construction of laborato

ries, the execution of scientific work of

various kinds, the solidly-ſixed root

and healthful stem and branches of our

industrial growth were carefully elabo

rated before any exterior ornament

was allowed. So many instances have

occurred in Ireland (and in London

too) of magnificent porticoes and fa

çades being built, leaving the working

and useful parts unfinished and imper

fect, that probably Sir Robert Kane

and Mr. Papworth thought that it

would be also a good industrial lesson

to exhibit a great building, in which

everything useful and becoming for

work was fully done, before any step

was taken towards display or decora

tion.

As to the general plan of the build

ings, we may say, that the front to

Stephen's green is occupied mainly

with offices and laboratories. The

museum exhibition galleries are si

tuated behind, and form three sides of

a rectangle, extending towards Ely

place, and closed at that end by the

great hall or lecture-theatre, and the

preparation-rooms of the lecturers. The

front building thus contains the offices

of the director of the Museum and of

the director of the Geological Survey,

the map office, the library, the analy

tical laboratory, balance and apparatus

rooms of the chemical officers of the

Museum, and the working rooms of

the officers of the Survey. There are

two stories of galleries, corresponding

to the principal stories of the front

building, and off each story the galle

ries communicate at the eastern end

by fine double staircases, lighted by .

large windows of stained and orna

mented glass. On each story are three

galleries, termed the cross, the north

and south ; the cross gallery in each

case being parallel with the front to

Stephen's-green, and the north and

south passing laterally from its extre

mities to the eastern end, where they

meet the staircases, and are connected

respectively with the lecture theatre.

Now as to the destination of these ex

tensive buildings.

The primary and practical object in

founding the Museum, and that conse

quently which Sir IRobert Kane has

evidently kept most firmly in view

in arranging the distribution of its

#. has been the collocation and ex

ibition of all the materials for indus

try which are to be found in Ireland;

to exhibit the conditions and mark the

localities in which such are found; to

illustrate their treatment; to indicate

the uses to which they may be applied;

to point out the manner in which those

materials are economised in other

countries or localities where manufac

turing industry is more advanced; and

in those departments of industry which

are efficiently pursued in Ireland, to ex

hibit what we have done, and are

doing, so as to register and establish

the merit of our success, as well as to

oint out our ignorance or our indif.

erence to the abundant means of far

more extended and varied industry

which nature has endowed us with.

In each of the important branches of

industry, therefore, it was necessary to

trace the stages of manufacture, from

the mineral, or other raw material, as

extracted from the earth, to the finish

ed production as brought to market;

and it is really surprising the systema

tic arrangement with which this has

been devised, and the success with

which it has been carried out. The

greater portion of the galleries is, there

fore, devoted to the specially industrial

collections, which, organised on the

plan just described, naturally occupy

much space; and in the classification of

those, the arrangement of the galleries

in two stories lends itself very naturally

to the principal division, according as

the material of manufacture is of or

ganic or of inorganic origin. Thus

the galleries of the lower story are al

located to objects of purely mineral

nature, and to the products derived
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from them; whilst the galleries of the

upper story are appropriated to objects

of organic origin, animal or vegetable,

and to the industries derived from

their use; and thus a person entering

on the examination of the Museum

commences with the illustrations of

the structure and resources of the coun

try which belong to the older rocks,

and are destitute of traces of life in any

shape: he finds mining materials, ores,

smelting products; chemical manu

factures of various kinds, building ma

terials, &c.; and he is gradually con

ducted by a very natural transition

through the illustrations of mineral

fuels upon the one side, and the illus

trations of the more recent rocky for

mations on the other, to the develop

ment of life, as shown in the fossil

geºlogical specimens, and to the in

distrial uses of organic materials, as

illustrated in the flax manufacture, and

the other varied practical applications

of animal and vegetable bodies.

The first step in this systematic ex

position of the resources of Ireland, and

the uses to which they may be applied,

is naturally the complete illustration of

the mineral structure of the island it

self, its geology. Fortunately, the

survey which is at the present moment

being so efficiently carried on by Sir

H. de la Beche and Mr. Jukes, en

ables the geological nature of the coun

try to be illustrated in the very fullest

manner, not merely by collections of

rocks and fossils made in Ireland by

the officers of the Survey, but also by

typical collections of British rocks and

fossils for comparative study ; the

collections of fossils, as well of Ireland

as of Great Britain, being arranged by

Professor Edward Forbes.

Having in this general manner indi

cated the principal divisions of the

Museum, it remains to notice, in a few

words, some points of its arrangement

more in detail. We shall suppose a

visitor entering in Stephen's-green,

and passing into the lower galleries.

The hall of entrance, and the cross

gallery on which it opens, constitute

the department allocated to building

materials; and in the hall itself com

mences the exposition of the marbles,

which constitute so beautiful and so

rich a source of mineral industry. This

entrance hall is fitted up as a cabinet

of marbles. The ceiling is supported

by a series of Doric pilasters, alternate

ly of red and of green marbles, the

harmonious contrasts of which produce

the most beautiful effect; and the in

terspaces of the pilasters are occupied

by groups of panels of marbles of

the most varied tints and localities,

set in an ornamental framework with

shamrock wreaths, setting off, but

not interfering with, the colours of

the marble panels, the arrangement

and balancing of which has appeared

to us one of the most successful ar

tistic results that we have seen. In

deed, the fitting up of this entrance

hall, which, being the part of the Mu

seum first done, has been most seen for

the last two or three years, has even al

ready led to the revival of the marble

trade in Ireland, which had been all

but extinct. Stimulated by the ex

ample of the hall of the Museum of

Industry, the 13oard of Works have

directed the substitution of Irish for

foreign marbles in buildings erected

under their charge. The architects of

the new buildings to be erected in

Trinity College propose to decorate

the hall and staircase with Irish mar

bles; and the Royal Dublin Society

have exerted themselves to provide for

the Great Industrial Exhibition speci

mens of some of the same marbles

which are in the Museum in Stephen's.

green, with probably the intention,

when the Exhibition has closed, to em

ploy them in the decoration of some

art of the Society House. Such have

‘en the remarkable results of almost

the first existence of the Museum of

Industry; and it affords most happy

augury of what may be expected

from the full development of the great

design of which Sir Robert Kane has

undertaken the realisation.

The series of marbles is continued

from this entrance hall into the gallery,

where, by pilasters, panels, isolated or

in groups, columns, vases, &c., and by

rough blocks, to show natural grain

and structure, the series of its illustra

tions is rendered complete. Associated

with the marbles are then found the

alabaster from Irish sources, the gyp

sum, the artificial marbles, pietra dura,

scagliola, &c.; the cements, and the

materials they are formed from ; and,

in short, all belonging to that class of

decorative building materials which

connects marble with stucco or plaster

modelling.

Ranging along this gallery are col

lections of building stones. The spe

cimens, which exhibit the nature of
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the more important quarries from

almost every part of Ireland, are care

fully formed in cubes, showing the

structure and grain, the result of

chiselling, and the diversity in each

case. Besides the topographical col

lection of those stones, there is the

highly interesting collection formed

by Mr. Wilkinson, Architect to the

Poor-law Board, and presented to the

Museum of Industry. The series of

specimens exhibits the nature and

power of resistance of those materials

in each locality; and further, for com

parison, there is provided a collection

of the most approved building stones

of England, being the duplicate spe

cimens obtained and experimented on

by the Commissioners for Building the

New Houses of Parliament, and de

posited by the Government in the Lon

don and 10ublin Museums. Besides

these varied collections, the history of

building materials is still further fol.

lowed out by illustrations of the slates

of Killaloe, of Waterford, of Valentia,

&c.; of flagging, of bricks, and tiles

from all important sources, with stand

ard British examples for comparison.

And finally, the series- of decorative

building materials is completed by

the illustrations of paper-staining and

gilding, of decorative painting and of

stained-glass decorations. By a very

beautiful arrangement, the windows of

this gallery are themselves rendered

specimens of this decoration, and the

centre window is enri hed with one of

the happiest designs of our country

man, O'Connºr, who, in this depart

ment of artistic manufacture, has won

so much distinction for himself, and

reflected so much credit upon his native

city. This window consists of three

compartments: the upper being a very

tasteful arrangement of the royal arms,

and the lower the legend and inscrip

tion of the “Museum of Irish Indus

try.” The centre of the window is

occupied by the main subject, a repre

sentation of Peace introducing the arts

and sciences to Ireland; and whether

as a specimen of colouring and practi

cal manufacture, or of correctness of

idea and arrangement, we consider this

work well worthy of the place it occu

pies in the gallery as an example of

decoration. The recess in which this

window is placed is cased with pilasters

of marble and floored with encaustic

tiles, and illustrations of the uses of

encaustic tiles for flooring and panel

ling are afforded in various suitable

places.

At the southern cnd of the gallery

of building materials stretches the

gallery devoted to rocks, minerals, and

certain departments of mining and

metallurgy. This, termed the lower

south gallery, has for its principal

features the collections of rocks of

Ireland, illustrating their nature, their

mineral character, their metamor

whoses and alterations, and their geo

|. positions, which include the

specimens obtained by Col. Portlock

in the north of Ireland. These collec

tions are surrounded by the collections

of mineral species and varieties. Of

these there are two : the one specially

Irish, which is still in process of or

ganisation, and will form a complete

representation of the mineralogy of this

country; and the othera, general col

lection of specific types for conparative

illustration and study, containing, and

indeed based on, the excellent collec

tion to the formation of which Dr.

Aquilla Smith had devoted so much

time, and which has been obtained for

the Museum of Industry at the sug

gestion of Sir R. Kane.

Next in order to the rock speci

mens, and their mineral contents.

considered in a purely scientific point

of view, comes the obtaining and em

ployment of the mineral masses in the

arts : the mining, the metallurgic

treatment, and the chemical manufac

tures, based on mineral substances.

The series commences with iron, and

we find the illustrations of the various

classes of iron ores found in Ireland,

and the products of their treatment;

the rocks, clays, and minerals occur

ring with them, and available for their

smelting ; and in proximity, for com

parison, the series of ores of Stafford

shire, of Wales, and Scotland, and the

materials and results of the iron manu

facture in those places. The proper

ties and uses of iron in the metallic

state is shown by series of examples,

and the beautiful series of specimens

of Austrian steels, so much admired in

the Great Exhibition, may be here

examined, the duplicates of the collec

tion deposited in the London having

been sent to the Dublin Museum, by

the Government, through Sir Henry

de la Heche.

In this gallery also the metallurgy of

various metals of great industrial in

terest is exhibited. Thus the various



1853.] 235Museum of Irish Industry.

cres of manganese, from different

I. of Ireland; the ores and metal

urgy of hikei, and the manufacture of

the different varieties of German sil

ver, &c.; the metallurgy of cobali ;

the ores of zinc, and the extraction and

uses of the metal ; the ores of tin, of

bizmuth, of antimony, and the applica

tions of those metals and their alloys

with each other in the practical arts.

This enumeration — and to do more

than enumerate would occupy too

much space— will show the greatness

of plan which presides over the ar

rangement of this national museum,

and the variety and importance of ob

jects which each gallery contains.

For, parallel with this, at the other

end of the entrance gallery, passes the

lºwer north gallery, devoted to part of

the mining and metallurgy collections,

to the chemical manufactures, the ma

nufacture of glass, of earthenware, and

porcelain, and to the illustration of the

fuels of Ireland. The metallic ores

of lead and copper, the materials and

prºducts of their smelting and prepa

ration, the uses of them and their al

loys; the various pigments derived

from them are fully and even minutely

shown; and the history of the metallic

industry of Ireland is completed by

the exhibition of the metallurgic ex

traction, and the mining of gold and

silver. The largest mass of native

Irish gold now existing is here depo

sited, and certainly in its most proper

place, having been obtained from

the late Secretary to the Mining

Company of Ireland, Mr. Richard

Purdy, by Sir Robert Kane; it weighs

4 oz. 8 dwt., or 2, 112 grains — a

weight inconsiderable compared with

that of the nuggets we now hear of

every day in the Australian diggings,

but very large for an European

sºurce. With it are specimens of

the small grain gold, as usually found

in Wicklow ; and also of the Wicklow

Fº which has been found by Dr.

grey, professor of metallurgic che

mistry to the London Museum, to be

decidedly auriferous. Also, most suit

ably for illustration, specimens of the

forms of torques, fibulae, fillets, &c.,

into which the gold was worked by the

early native Irish, for ornamental and

domestic purposes. The silver industry

is fully illustrated, as well by the spe

einens of the native silver from Bally

corus, near Dublin, as by the history

of the extraction of the metal from the

orcs of argentiferous lead. This pro

cess is shown both as practised near

Dublin and in the north of England.

The various chemical manufactures,

which have for their object the pro

duction of substances not in the me

tallic state, is fully shown by collec

tions of the different stages and mate

rials of the manufacture of copperas, of

alum, of oil of vitriol, of soda and its

salts, of magnesia, of white lead, and

analogous bodies, of chloride of lime,

chromate of potash, and the various

other chemical manufactures of mineral

acids and salts. Next following after

these, and serving as complement to the

merely chemical manufactures,are those

of porcelain and glass — the latter be

ing represented in the several branches

of bottle, crown, plate and flint glass;

the materials used in each case, the

nature of the products, the phases of

reparation and forming of the more

interesting classes of articles, is ex

hibited ; and, finally, the different

kinds of silvering, including the curious

new modes of depositing real silver on

glass, so as to give mirror surface, are

shown. Similarly, the materials and

products of the manufacture of the va

rious earthenwares, from coarse pot

tery to porcelain, is exhibited ; and

the abundant means possessed by Ire

land for carrying out this branch of

industry are shown. 'I he clays and

felspars, with which the energy of Mr.

Kerr, guided by the information given

through this museum and Sir Robert

Kane, has formed of Irish material the

exquisite statuette bust of Mr. Dargan,

and the beautiful “Midsummer Night's

Dream ” dessert-service, will there be

seen in their proper places, and will

prove, it is to be hoped, of happy

augury of the great practical assistance

which even the ordinary inspection of

the treasures of the Industrial Museum

will afford to those engaged in manu

facturing enterprise.

A most interesting portion of this

department of the Museum is the col

lection which is being formed to illus

trate the condition and results of the ce

ramic art at different epochs, and in

its most important phases. Thus there

are represented the cinerary urns and

pottery of our primeval ancestors, and

those of the ancient Etruscans, Ro

mans, and Greeks, of which specimens

robably the most interesting are the

|. Italo-Grecian and Etruscan

vases, liberally deposited in the Mu
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seum by Lord Talbot de Malahide,

who has co-operated in this, as in so

many other objects of national good,

and has set an example which we hope

will be extensively followed. The class

of specimens of which this historical

ceramic collection requires to be made

up, is of such rare occurrence, even

for purchase, that noblemen and gen

tlemen possessing specimens suitable to

illustrate special forms, or qualities, or

kinds of earthenware or porcelain (such

being, of course, never in actual use),

would do great service to the cause of

industry in Ireland, by depositing them

for a time in the National Museum of

Industry in Stephen's-green, and there

by following the example set by her

Majesty and so many of the English

nobility, in assisting the collections

in Marlborough-house, and in Jermyn

street, London, and by Lord Talbot in

regard to our own Museum, as already

noticed.

The series of collections in the lower

galleries is closed by the series of fuels,

which serve to connect the purely mi

neral bodies with the departments of

vegetable products, the actual link

being afforded by the Irish woods and

their applications, and passing from

woody fibre to flax.

The fuels are arranged in the order

of their geological and chemical cha

racters. Thus, first, the anthracites,

or stone coals, of Kilkenny, Tipperary,

and Cork, with their associated clays

and minerals. The magnitude of the

strata of coal in these localities is finely

shown by masses contributed by the

Mining Company of Ireland and by

Mr. Wandesford, which present a com

plete section of the coal vein with the

coal seat or clay at bottom, and the

shale or flags at top. The sections of

the three-foot and four-foot seams of

the Kilkenny coal field are peculiarly

interesting. Next follows the bitu

minous coals of Ireland, including those

of the Leitrim coal field (the Arigna

district), the Coal Island, and the

Ballycastle coal strata, with the pyrites

and other minerals accompanying them,

and also a series of examples of the

fossil plants, by the aggregation and

decomposition of which the masses of

coal have been formed. Next in order

are the lignites, or fossil wood (brown

coal) of the Lough Neagh district, in

Antrim, with species of the silicified

wood, from which the supposed petri

fying power of the water of that re

markable lake was derived. And,

finally, a very extensive series of the

eats from various localities, represent

ing the various qualities of that im

portant fuel, and the uses to which it

may be applied. This collection of

peats is of the more interest, as repre

senting those analysed and experiment

ed on in the trials of the manufacture

of paraſline candles from peat, in

vented by Mr. Reece some years ago,

and now at work near Athy. To every

specimen of peat is also annexed the

ash; and as the analysis of it, also, is

recorded, the agriculturist is provided

with a means of reference for informa

tion as to the nature and use for ma

muring purposes of peat ashes of the

several districts, which cannot but be

of the highest value for farming pur

poses.

We now ascend to the upper series

of galleries, by means of a double stair

case, the walls of which afford

for maps and plans of industrial inte

est; and in the upper north gallery

we find the various departments of tex

tile manufactures. These commence,

as already mentioned, with flax. This

collection contains species of flax

from almost all the counties of Ireland,

showing as well how it ought not, as

how it ought, to be grown—specimens

of the various stages through which flax

passes in its manufacture, and the va

rious plansº for modifying or

replacing the processes in ordinary

use. Here we have the examples of

Schenk and of Watts, new patents, of

Dickson's and of the dry processes, and

the whole history of the flax-cotton

project, on which, as it appears, Cork

and Belfast pronounced equally un

favourably. The series of specimens

of fibre are completed by rovings of

assorted fineness, and these by yarns,

and these again by illustrations of the

woven fabrics of flax, from sacking to

cambric. The varied industry of

Belfast and Drogheda is fully shown,

and the ornamenting of the fabrics,

whether for use or for the market, has

also a place.

The cotton industry, although not

carried out in Ireland on that scale

which could render it like flax-a cha

racteristic manufacture of the coun

try—is, however, far too extensive and

important in Dublin, in Waterford,

and in Belfast, not to require a satis

factory representation in the Museum

of Industry, which, accordingly, it has
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received. The qualities and varieties

of cotton—its processes of preparation

—the more important classes of goods

manufactured, especially those of Irish

manufacture, are exhibited ; and the

series of vegetable fibrous materials is

completed by the series of products

derived from hemp ; the sacking, cord

age, &c., are properly shown.

As complementary to this class of

textile fabrics, there are arranged the

series of materials employed in the de

coration of linen and cotton fabrics by

processes of dyeing and printing. The

dyed and printed linens, cambrics, and

muslins | Belfast, and printed cot

tons, are shown; and the colouring

matters and mordants used in each

case are exhibited. These are con

nected with the series of products of

the distillation of woody fibre, which

again connects itself with those from

coal, and renders the natural succes

sion of the minerals, the fuels, and

the vegetable materials more tho

roughly evident.

Following the textile manufactures

of vegetable origin, come those in

which the material used is of animal

origin. These are principally silk,

wool, and hair, and mixtures of those.

Among the first illustrations are those

of our—unfortunately limited, though

beautiful manufacture of velvet and of

ribbons, which is followed by a depart

ment of which we may be well proud,

viz., that of poplins, or tabinets. Here

all the materials employed in each of

the variously-diversified qualities and

styles of fabric is illustrated, the cha

racter of pattern shown, the special

methods of fabrication explained, and

the special processes of the silk-dyer

are illustrated.

The several classes of manufacture,

of which wool forms the basis—as the

longstapled, or worsted; the short

stapled, or proper woollen and felted;

the t textures, &c., are shown in

their characteristic materials, stages,

and results, and the special applica

tions and processes of wool-dying il

lustrated; the varieties of staple in

wool, especially as regards the growth

of wool in Ireland, and the distinctive

qualities of the Irish and the foreign

fleeces are carefully exhibited. Pass

ing from wool, the other manufactures

derived from animal bodies are shown.

The employment of hair for hat manu

facture, and felting generally. The

hair-cloth; the employment of feathers,
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uills, and horn and bone, for the mul

titudinous uses to which those bodies

serve in arts; and finally, the depart

ments of chemical industry derived

from animal bodies; the manufacture

of phosphorus, of ivoryblack, of black

ing, of bone earth, of ammoniacal

salts, of artificial manures, now so im

portant, and derived from bones; the

manufacture of ferroprussiate of pot

ash, of Prussian blue, and the highly

important series of cyanides of practi

cal use. The lessons taught by the

assemblage of bodies which these cases

will afford is such as even of itself to

constitute a very important fact in edu

cation: the remnants of the common

est and apparently the most useless

bodies, being shown to become the

sources of highly valuable and impor

tant products, by the proper applica

tion of industrial knowledge and enter

prise.

Those varied collections of animal

and vegetable manufacture having oc

cupied the upper north gallery, the

visitor passes to the cross gallery,

which is appropriated to one of the

most interesting and useful collections

of the entire Museum. It is the illus

tration of all that is calculated to assist

us in developing the fisheries of Ireland

—those mines of untold wealth which

surround our coasts—true domestic dig

gings, from which hundreds of thou

sands of our maritime population might

derive a competency, where at present

they vegetate in a precarious and too

often inactive existence. There is, 1st,

a collection of all the fish usually found

in the Irish seas and rivers in their

different stages of growth and develop

ment, so that their history can be sa

tisfactorily studied; 2nd, a collection

of models of the kinds of fishing-boats,

nets, lines, and apparatus used by the

Irish fishermen, as well as also of the

kinds used in other countries; 3rd, the

various molluscous and other animals

employed as baits, or otherwise con

nected with the habits or history of

fishes and fishery; and finally, along

with those, and most naturally serving

with them to form a most interesting

representation of the existing fauna

of Ireland, an excellent collection of

the birds and principal mammals of

Ireland, especially marine birds, as

furnishing, in their feathers, down, oil,

and skins, the materials of important

branches of industry. The models of

boats, and some other portions of thecol

R
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lections of this fishery department, have

been temporarily removed to the Great

Industrial Exhibition, at the request of

the Board of Works, who, as commis

sioners of fisheries, being anxious to re

resent that branch of industry in the

Darganeum, very naturally applied

to be assisted with the abundant re

sources of the Museum of Industry

in Stephen's-green ; and, of course,

received from Sir Robert Kane the co

operation which one department of the

public service should always be happy

to afford to another.

But we here derive from the Mu

seum the very unexpected lesson that

fisheries are by no means the only in

dustry to which we may render our

coasts and the waters of our seas avail

able. We here have shown the sea

weeds, and their industrial uses; the

kelp or barilla, the salts of soda and of

potash derivable from it; and we learn

the curious fact, that by the decrease

of forests, and the increase of the value

of land in Russia and in America, the

sources of the supply of potash from

land plants have become so very insuf

ficient, that not merely has the value

of potash considerably increased, but

that even in the interior of German

the potash for industrial purposes is

now derived from the kelp, manufac

tured from sea-weed, on the coasts of

Ireland and Scotland. But not merely

soda and potash, but the important

bodies, iodine and bromine, and their

numerous remarkable compounds, here

find their natural place; and the col

lection of industrial products to which

the vile sea-weed gives rise, must lead

him who properly studies their history

to appreciate very feelingly the won

derful richness of even the most ordi

nary objects in nature, and the power

of industrial science which can thus

render that richness, even where most

concealed, patent and available for the

manifold uses of man.

The series of chemical manufactures

derived from animal and vegetable

bodies, however, does not even here

terminate; for we have said nothing

of the illustrations of the great indus

try of beet-root sugar, which may be

said to have almost arisen from the

Museum of Industry, and the admira

ble researches of its eminent chemist,

Dr. Sullivan, and of Sir Robert Kane.

There are also the soap manufacture

—that of candles; the manufacture of

paper in its several varieties : all

branches of industry of great impor

tance, and largely developed even al

ready in this country. The history,

materials, and products of each is

shown by suitable examples.

Finally, the series of illustrations of

organic bodies, and their uses, is

closed, indeed, in most natural order,

by their entombment. The upper

south gallery is occupied with a most

valuable series of specimens of fossils,

representing the paleontology, not only

of Ireland, but of Great Britain; for,

by the co-operation of the director and

officers of thegeological survey of thesis

ter kingdom, duplicate specimens of the

fossils there collected are deposited in

the Dublin Museum, and afford a com

". view of the fossil geology of the

Inited Kingdom, extending from

the most recent to the oldest forma

tions connected with the existing

fauna—of which the illustrated series

form the fishery collections, and other

industrial uses—by the skeletons of our

great fossil deer, of which a very fine

and complete skeleton was presented

to the Museum by the Right Hon. the

Earl of Mayo–down to the rudest

traces of organic existence, which re

veal themselves in our oldest sedimen

tary rocks; and thus the series of col

lections and the ranges of galleries

close in the most natural and happiest

manner—the inspection of the fossils

of the oldest rocks leading the visitor

to the great staircase, by which he

descends from the upper to the lower

south gallery, and to the collections

of igneous and metamorphic rocks,

destitute of organic contents, and serv

ing as base and recipient to the mine

rals and metallic ores, and affording

the various building materials, wit

the description of which our notice of

the galleries and collections of the

Museum had been commenced.

Such are the circumstances of this

great national institution, which has

grown up almost silently amongst us

in the last few years; and which pro

mises, and indeed has already com

menced, to exercise the most powerful

influence in assisting industrial pro

gress in Ireland. Such are its circuin

stances, as regards its function and

realisation of the exhibition of indus

trial and geological collections of ob

jects. But such is, in reality, but one

part of its scope, and an equally im

portant portion of the labour of its

officers is devoted to other fields. The
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Museum contains a chemical depart

ment, arranged in a manner somewhat

similar to that which, under Dr. Play

fair, had afforded such excellent fruit

in the London Museum. This depart

ment consists of a range of laborato

ries for metallurgic and technical pro

cesses, for preparing re-agents, and

such other rough work—situated in

the basement story of the building;

and of an analytical laboratory, which,

with its balance and finer apparatus

rooms, is placed on the first floor.

This department is entrusted to the

charge of Dr. Sullivan, assisted by

Mr. Gages, and it will be necessary

only to notice a few of the many im

portant works that have issued from

the Museum, on points of interest in

chemical industry, to enable our read

ers to judge how usefully the chemical

officers have been engaged.

The projected manufacture of paraf.

fine, and a variety of other chemical

products, by distilling peat in a cur

rent of air, having attracted great at

tention, and it being very desirable, in

a national point of view, to determine

the real amount of value in the pro

posed manufacture, a most elaborate

ractical and analytical inquiry was

instituted into the subject, in the labo

ratory of the Museum, and the re

sººt embodied in official reports by Sir

Rºbert Kane and the chemical officers,

which were laid before Parliament.

The nature, composition, and uses of

our Irish peats were, in those Reports,

for the first time fully and practically

established. The composition of the

ashes of the peats of a great number

(37) of localities were accurately de

termined, and their agricultural value,

as manure, thus fixed. All the im

portant statements, as to the proposed

manufactures from the distillation of

peat, were practically tested, and their

true value ascertained, and the proba

ble prospects of pecuniary success, in

such an undertaking, exhibited in their

cºrrect light. From such a complete

and impartial inquiry, the result could

not but be useful; and we have under

stood that the original inventors of the

process derived no small advantage

from the light thrown upon their own

operations by the scientific inquiry.

Anotherinterestinginquiry, although

instituted by Sir Robert Kane and his

colleagues, was not entirely carried

out in the buildings of the Museum

in Stephen's-green. It was, the trial

of the practical value of the processes

proposed by the Chevalier Claussen

for conferring upon flax the properties

of cotton. It was a project | great

importance to Ireland certainly, but

still more so to the sister kingdom; as

it becomes every day of more intensely

vital interest to have something which

could be substituted for cotton in the

English factory system, in case of any

casualty, as war or otherwise, inter

rupting the supply of that raw mate

rial of British industry. It is interest

ing to find, that, for the solution of

a practical scientific question of such

specially British importance, recourse

was had to Ireland and to Irishmen.

As the experiments demanded factory

arrangements and mechanical arrange

ments, which could not be erected in

Stephen's-green, Mr. Dargan——whose

energy and liberality was then such as

now, in greater matters, we all have

recognised it--placed at Sir Robert

Kane's disposal, for the inquiry, his

establishment at Kildinan, in the county

Cork, with all its mechanical and other

appurtenances, for flax treatment on

the great scale. There all Mr. Claus

sen's processes were tried by his own

agents, but under careful scientific su

pervision: the result was not satisfac

tory as to the establishment of Mr.

Claussen's projects. In the official

Report which was laid before Parlia

ment, it is proposed by Sir Robert

Kane to institute a new series of ex

periments, at Mr. Claussen's own works,

should that gentleman wish the in

quiry to be pushed further; but we

have not heard that Mr. Claussen has

availed himself of that suggestion, nor,

indeed, has flax-cotton been very much

noticed since.

Again, the beet-root sugar industry

presented various points on which the

assistance of accurate scientific inquiry

could be very useful, and accordingly

the subject was taken up in the Mu

seum. The result was the publication

of a most complete report on all the

circumstances of the cultivation and

composition of the sugar beet, and the

extraction of the sugar. A complete

model sugar house was fitted up tem

porarily in Stephen's green, and a large

quantity of sugar actually made. By

officially communicating with the most

eminent agriculturists in various parts

of the country, an extensive series of

experiments was instituted on all the

circumstances affecting the soil and
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growth of the plant, and the bulbs

were taken for analyses, of various

ages and various varieties. Slow as

the agricultural mind is to familiarise

itself with new ideas, the growth of

beet for sugar-making is now pretty

nearly naturalised in Ireland, and the

Irish-made sugar has for the last year

taken the top prices in the Dublin

markets. For this we may principally

thank the Museum of Irish Industry;

and the benefits to agriculture from

their inquiries did not even stop there.

The analyses of the beet roots grown

for sugar-making made it extremely

questionable whether agriculturists were

right in endeavouring to grow very

large roots, whether beets or turnips;

and as the question was of such ex

treme interest in practical farming, a

special inquiry was undertaken on that

º'. Of this inquiry as yet there

as been published only the general

abstract of results, the detailed report

requiring to go through the official

channels previous to publication; but

enough has been communicated to the

Agricultural and Dublin Societies to

make evident that more food is raised,

and a more profitable crop obtained,

by growing a larger number of mode

rately-sized roots, than a smaller num

ber of very large, as, weight for weight,

there is decidedly more nutritive force

and material in roots of moderate size

than in a monstrous growth, swollen to

repletion, with imperfectly elaborated

juice, and like most unduly swollen or

puffed-up individuals, intrinsically of

very inferior value.

Such are only a few of the results of

the work of the chemical branch of the

Museum. Were we to notice the long

series of important analyses of rocks,

of minerals, and waters, and other

subjects of chemical inquiry of impor

tance to geological science and to in

dustry, which have occupied the labo

ratory of the Museum, we should ex

ceed our space, and shall consequently

merely select for illustration one exam

ple of inquiries of this class, as its na

ture and advantages are capable of ge

neral appreciation. This subject is the

inquiry which is carried on into the

chemical nature and agricultural capa

bilities of the soils of Ireland, and the

means taken to represent the results

by agrological maps of the Irish coun

ties, and simultaneously to represent

the distribution of the soils, according

to their financial values, by a series of

valuation maps. This undertaking, so

novel in its character, and so interest

ing and important in its results, has

been carried on by Sir Robert Kane

and his able collaborateurs with so

much energy that, as we understand,

the valuation maps of nearly the entire

of Ireland, and the agrological maps of

several counties, are in a condition

nearly ready for publication; we, there

fore, do not hesitate to avail ourselves

of the means afforded for giving an

idea of this great undertaking.

By the co-operation of the officers

of the Geological Survey, which has

been most freely accorded in this, as

indeed on every occasion where the

public interests were concerned, speci

mens of soils are selected from all parts

of the several districts in which the

survey is going on. The soil and sub

soil being both taken, and observations

made as to the character of vegetation,

the crops, the underlying rock, etc.;

all these specimens are forwarded to

the Museum to Sir Robert Kane. The

precise spots that the specimens are

taken from are indicated on the town

land map, and transferred to the coun

ty index, which thus gradually becomes

covered with a net work of marks of

soil specimen stations. The next step

is their mechanical and chemical

analysis. In this the gravels are

first separated, and a prelimin

classification made according to their

quantity and nature; and it is found

that by mapping the results thus ob

tained, as to the nature of the gravel

of the agricultural soils and subsoils, a

body of the most interesting geological

information is obtained, regarding the

distribution and origin of the drift of

the most superficial and most recent

formations. Thus the assistance af

forded by the geologists in collecting

the soils is reflected back with interest

in the amount of special information on

their own subject which the inquiry af.

fords.

After the separation of gravel, the

true material of the soil remains, the

nature of which is to be determined;

and this is done, in the first instance,

by the classification analysis, as it is

termed—that is to say, the process

to ascertain the class the soil belongs

to. For this purpose, by processes

which need not be here explained, but

which are familiar to every chemist,

the quantity of clay, of sand, of lime,

and of organic matter, is determined.
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The relation between these determines

the general character of the soil. Two

§. divisions of soils are recognised by

ir Robert Kane—the calcareous and

non-calcareous. Ofeach of these classes

the varieties of soil are—first, clay;

second, clay loam ; third, loam ; fourth,

sandy; fifth, peaty : the extremes

being, plastic clay, pure marl, and pure

peat. The arrangement of the soils

under these classes at once shows the

mode of distribution of the varieties of

the agricultural soil over the district

under examination, in a general way.

But then comes an important matter:

notwithstanding the care of the officers

of the Geological Survey, there occur

always blanks in their collection of

specimens; and indications are given

by the analyses of soils of such simila

rity or dissimilarity, or of such peculiar

character, as to render further special

and detailed inquiry desirable. Then

a supplemental collection is made by a

special officer, under the instruction of

Sir Robert Kane, who, intersecting the

stations of the survey officers, and ex

amining the places they left unexplored,

and specially investigating all points

on which the previous inquiry had di

rected attention, prepares another set

of soils for analysis; and further, a

well-educated agriculturist being se

lected for this purpose, he draws up a

report of his observations on the loca

lities in a farming and practical point

of view, to serve as a means of com

parison and testing of the purely scien

tific results. This new series of speci

mens is then analysed as the first, and

the results all tabulated. But then,

the precise nature of the soils of that
district, of each class, has to be still

further ascertained in the following

manner:—As the number of specimens

examined in a single county amounts

to hundreds, and that even the classi

fication analysis already described, and

the examination of the gravel, is in

itself an enormous task, the absolutely

detailed analysis of such a multitude

of specimens, of which whole scores are

almost perfectly alike, would be totally

unnecessary, and, indeed, practically

impossible. A selection is, therefore,

carefully made of well-characterised

examples of each class of soils from

each part of the county where that

class of soils prevails; and all very

peculiar or exceptional instances are

also taken up. These specimens are

then subjected to the most complete

and refined analysis which chemical

science admits. The alkalies (potash

and soda), the magnesia; the phosphoric

acid, the nitrogen, the soluble silica,

and all other matters of any possible

agricultural or scientific interest are

determined. When this is done, there

has been collected a body of precise,

scientific, and practical information as

to the soils of the locality, such as we

feel justified in asserting had never

been obtained on any previous occa

sion, or in. other country. Then

comes the task of representing these

results. For this purpose Sir Robert

Kane has adopted the principle of

indicating the nature of the soil by

colours on a map. This had been

often done, but on no specific principle,

and not on any classification based on

numerical scientific grounds. The

colours, also, had been merely arbi

trary. The colours in Sir Robert

Kane's agrological maps represent a

natural principle, and a mass of nume

rical facts. Multitudinous as are the

constituents of a soil, Sir Robert Kane

represents its agricultural and chemical

nature to the eye by two colours—blue

and red. Each of these colours repre

sents a chemical constituent—clay and

lime. The cold colour, blue, typifies

the plastic, adhesive, heavy, and cold

nature of the soil; different degrees of

these qualities are given by graduated

shades of blue. Red, the warm colour,

typifies lime as an element, and indi

cates warmth, lightness, friability, as

the agricultural character, graduated

in quality as in depth of shade. These

colours overlapping, give the interme

diate soils—the calcareous clays and

calcareous clay loams, indicated by

shades of purple. Thus, with that

simplicity to which full investigation

generally leads, the chemical nature

and agricultural character of the soils

of a large district are given with a

completeness and distinctness which

must afford most valuable aid to all

who wish to know the actual resources

of our agricultural soils, and the most

proper means for their effective devel

opment.

But, then, agrological maps even

are not all that is done in this direction.

One of the most interesting and prac

tically valuable series of documents we

have for a long time seen, has been

prepared by Sir Robert Kane, origi

nally merely to afford him a means of

testing the relation which might, and
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indeed ought to, exist between the

scientific nature of the soil and its

financial value. But the results have

been found of such practical interest

and convenience, that its completion be

came almost necessary for its own sake.

It consists in representing on a map

(the Ordnance County Index) the fi

nancial value, as officially established

by valuations (Griffith's, in the first

instance, checked by comparison with

Poor-law Union returns), by means of

a scale of colours suitably arranged.

The result is exceedingly striking. A

single glance at one of these Valuation

Maps affords a better idea of the real

nature of a district of country than

could be derived from any amount of

study of long columns of figures, which

cannot have any similar distinctness

and coherence; whilst a detailed ex

amination shows that on every point

the special information as to value can

be at once, and most accurately ob

tained, by reference to the scale. The

result here, as in the case of the agro

nomical maps, is so simple that we are

tempted to forget the enormous labour

by which it has been obtained; but we

must recollect, that besides all the che

mical toil already referred to, two

tasks, left undone by the Ordnance

Survey Office, have had to be effected

— the one, the transference to the

county index maps of all the town

land boundaries of the six-inch scale;

and the second, that all the determi

nations of heights of the townland maps

have had to be transferred to the

county indexes, to enable Sir Robert

Kane to prepare Contour Maps of the

Counties (a work only now very slow

ly carried on in the north of Ire

land, by the remnant of the Ord

nance Survey Staff still left in Ireland),

for the purpose of that special study of

the physical surface of the country,

which was considered necessary, as a

preliminary to the construction of ag

ronomical maps. Having said so much,

we shall not do more than name the

mass of calculations and reductions to

scales which such works required —

a labour requiring an amount of time,

and of accuracy, and of system, which

can scarcely be appreciated by any

but those who have been engaged in

similar undertakings.

By means of such investigations and

such maps, the real nature and values

of our soil and country are being re

presented for us with a scientific com

pleteness and a practical usefulness

beyond anything that has been at

tempted in any other country, even the

most advanced. The geological maps,

useful as they are for mining and

engineering purposes, and for general

scientific objects, have little or no re

ference to the practical agricultural

character of the soil, except in some

very few and limited localities, where

the extreme softness of the underlying

rock and the peculiarity of its decom

position allows the surface soil to be

formed directly from its wear. Thus

it is in the chaik, and some other dis

tricts of the sister kingdom; and from

such cases agriculturists have derived

those vague ideas as to the connexion

of geology with agriculture, which may,

fron unsuitable and inappropriate ap

plication, lead, and have often led, to

serious practical evil. For the fact

is, as has been well remarked by Pro

fessor Johnstone, in his valuable “Re

port on the Geology and Agriculture

of New Brunswick,” that the underly

ing rock has very seldom any necessary

connexion with the surface agricul

tural soil. The study of the latter,

and the representation of its nature,

must, therefore, be taken up on other

and independent grounds; and hence

the special interest and importance of

the great undertaking in which Sir

Robert Kane and his colleagues are

engaged, and in which we trust they

will receive full and satisfactory sup

port.

Like as in so many other cases, how

ever, whilst we find it necessary thus

to explain to our own people the mag

nitude and interest of an institution,

and of investigations organised for their

own benefit, those labours have met

their fullest recognition and practical

appreciation in other countries. By a

decree of the new Emperor, there is to

be undertaken in each department of

France an agronomical survey,and agro

nomical maps, to represent the soil of

France, as that of Ireland is being

represented by the maps of the Museum

of Industry; and the scientific officer

charged with the execution of the sur

vey and maps of the Departments of

the Seine and of the Oise—those first

in progress— has been in Dublin to

study, at the Museum of Irish Industry,

the principles upon which the Irish in

vestigations are carried on, and the

manner in which the results are indi

cated.
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In Canada, similarly, the necessity

for scientific inquiry, and representa

tion of the nature of the agricultural

soil is felt, and a survey determined on ;

and the Canadian commissioner, like

the French professor, has been to learn,

in Stephen's-green, themanner in which

the work under Sir Robert Kane is

conducted. We may well take some

credit to ourselves and to our country

for this, that in so many points of

practical industrial interest, the signal

and direction of progress is given by

Irishmen, and in Ireland; and it should

teach us the salutary lesson that we

should not, on all occasions, leave to

foreign powers and foreign institutions

the task of manifesting proper appre

ciation of Irish work.

We have, in the foregoing observa

tions, so frequently referred inciden

tally to the Geological Survey of

Ireland, and to its relation with the

Museum of Irish Industry, that we

deen it proper, before concluding, to

state, as far as we have learned, the

manner in which those two important

services are arranged for suitable co

operation. The Geological Survey of

Ireland forms a part of the Geological

Survey of the British Islands, of which

Sir Henry De la Beche is the director

general. The actual field work of the

Geological Survey of Ireland, and the

construction of the geological maps, is

carried on by the local director of the

Irish Survey, of course under the

official control of the director-general,

and with a staff of field geologists and

other officers. The locally acting head

of the Irish Geological Survey is at

present Mr. Jukes, a gentleman whose

scientific eminence secures the most

efficient performance of his very im

portant duties; whilst his amiability

and frankness of character must earn

for him the hearty co-operation and

attachment of his colleagues. The

important task of investigating and

arranging the paleontology of the sur

vey of aſ the British islands is com

mitted to Professor Edward Forbes,

whom it is enough to name, and the

Irish paleontology is discussed as a

portion of the general body of that

science. The Geological Survey forms

thus a service perfectly apart and com

plete in itself, and that of Ireland is

really but a subdivision of the general

survey of these islands. It has, there

fore, no connexion whatsoever with,

and no intermixture of any kind with

the administration or constitution of

the Museum of Irish Industry. But

the resources and appliances of the

Museum are, of course, made available

to assist the progress and facilitate the

working of the Geological Survey to

the utmost possible extent, and with

the greatest zeal. During the pro

gress of their work, the local director

and officers of the Geological Survey

are provided with rooms in the build

ings of the Museum for office business,

for preparing maps and assorting spe

cimens. Space is provided for the

reception of their specimens, which, as

long as they are required for reference

for purposes of the survey, remain in

their own charge and at their disposal;

but when no longer wanted for the

prosecution of the survey, those classes

of specimens are transferred to the

director of the Museum, and fall into

the general mass of its collections.

Further, the laboratories of the Mu

seum are made available for the inves

tigation of all such chemical problems

of geological interest as the directors

of ă. Survey and of the Museum may

decide upon taking in hands. There

is thus secured for each department

the most efficient mutual support and

co-operation—the Geological Survey,

during the space of time it may occupy,

being provided with the most ample

facilities for work, without compli

cating or interfering with the definite

ness and unity of idea and of control,

by which alone the organisation of a

great and permanent institution for the

advancement of national industry can

be conducted to a successful issue.

We have now in some degree ful

filled the task we had placed before

us, of indicating to our readers and the

Irish public the nature and plan of this

new institution, the growth of which

has been so unostentatious and so

simple, that the true greatness of its

plan and objects is now only beginning

to be generally felt. Of course, in so

wide and multifarious an organisation,

many inequalities, obstacles, and de

lays will be met with, and will have to

be overcome. The completion in full

detail of the several collections of ob

jects, of which the types and examples

in each case are already, as we have

described, so well prepared, must be

a work of time—of much time and of

much labour. The supplying of the

manifold desiderata to the various de

partments of the Museum is a work of
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public interest, and should be also one

of individual pride; and whether, as

by Lord Talbot and others, objects of

high industrial interest, but of great

value, are deposited in the collections

as illustrative types, or, as in the case

of articles of minor intrinsic value, are

presented, as such have been, by very

many most liberal contributors, there

should be among Irishmen but the one

spirit and the one aim—to co-operate

with the men who have been so long

and so zealously labouring for Ireland's

practical good, and with the public

authorities which, in this happy in

stance, have steadily acted for the ad

vancement of Irish industry, without

reference to party or political change.

Thus should we finally be able to give

to action and opinion in Ireland that

practical and useful direction towards

which circumstances now so favourably

tend ; and in the Museum, complete in

its organisation, and widely active in

its work, we should have found the

suitable shrine and safeguard of that

precious jewel which we had too long

neglected for gaudier but worthless

baubles, the true and best palladium

of a country—INTELLIGENT INDUSTRY.

on 1 How I LoNG AGAIN To view.

Oh! how I long again to view

My childhood's dwelling-place—

To clasp my mother to my heart—

To see my father's face

To hear each well-remembered tone—

To gaze on every eye

That met my ear or thrill'd my heart

In days long since gone by.

Oh! let me seek my home once more,

For but a little while—

But once above my couch to see

My mother's gentle smile ;

It haunts me in my weary hours—

It comes to me in dreams,

With all the pleasant paths of home,

And woods and shaded streams.

There is a spring—I know it well—

Flowering beneath a rock;

Oh! how its coolness and its light

My fevered fancies mockl

I long to lay me by its side,

And bathe my lips and brow;

Twould give new fervour to the heart,

That beats so languid now.

I may not—I must linger here—

Perchance it is but just

Yet, well I know this yearning soon

Will scorch my heart to dust.

One breathing of my native air

Had call'd me back to life;

But I must die—must waste away,

Beneath this inward strife.

W. S. SHIPLEy,

Trinity-College.
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NATIONAL EDUCATION IN IRELAND.

Many of our readers are probably

aware that something has recently oc

curred to disturb the calm which has

gradually been growing around the

subject of Irish National Education.

Certain transactions have, indeed,

transpired, and many uncertain ru

mours have been whispered about; yet,

we doubt if one in ten of those hitherto

most interested in this all-important

social question is acquainted, even

superficially, with the facts to which

we allude, or has bestowed even a

slight consideration upon the probabi

ities of the future, of which they are

the indications. That this apathy

should prevail in reference to matters

which a few years since occasioned so

much irritation and excitement seems

strange; but in candour we must ad

hit the phenomenon to be the sign of

a considerable change in the public

mind. The education, by the State,

of half a million of children, has gra

dually loomed out in men's sight as a

great fact, and as the grandeur of that

reality became more generally percep

title, with the perception came a grow

ing disinclination to disturb a system

which no one can deny to have been

to a very considerable extent success

ful. The most conscientious and con

sistent opponents of the National plan

of education admitted, with the Bishop

of Ossory, that “however far it may

be from giving true light or true liber

ty to those who receive their training

in those schools, it may, by God's

mercy, be to many of thein a prepara

tion for these greater blessings; and at

all events, it would be very ill ex

changed for the darkness and the bond

age which would be their portion if

their education were given over alto

gether to the priests, without any su

pervision or control.” Mr. George

Hamilton's yet more explicit speak

ing, in the House of Commons, during

the present session, was, we have no

sitation in saying, equally satisfac

tory to the country. Men saw, with

him, that the system “may now be

considered as one of the institutions of

the country,” to which it has “ren

dered very important advantages;” that

“the books of secular education pre

pared by the Board are admirable;"

that “they have, in fact, introduced

a new state of things with regard to

the secular education of the great mass

of the people, the advantages of which

are not confined to Ireland, but ex

tended to England and the Colonies."

The separation of religious from secu

lar instruction, no doubt, still remained

a stumblingblock in the way of many

upright and pious men; but the ten

dency of their inclinations was rather

to seek for a convenient and honour

able way to avoid the obstacle, than to

expend strength in what they acknow

ledged to be vain efforts to remove it

forcibly from their path. “I suppose,”

said the respected prelate from whose

able speech we have already quoted,

“that no one is chimerical enough to

imagine that it is our condition to ob

tain a settlement of this vexed question

which shall be entirely free from objec

tions. Of course, if what is proposed

as a substitute for the existing system

be itself open to any conscientious ob

jections, it cannot be regarded as a

settlement of the question at all. But

supposing that we are speaking of plans

which offer no occasion for any objec

tions of that nature, it seems that, in

reason, what we ought to look for is,

not a plan which is open to no ob

jections of another kind, but to con

sider which of all these that are at

tainable is exposed to the fewest, or

rather the lightest, objections.” The

}. judgment went altogether with

ishop O’Brien in this view, and, in

fact, it needed but a word or two of

explanation to reconcile the plan he

§." in accordance with it, to the

ational system, as it has latterly been

worked under the supervision of Pro

testant patrons. All he asked was the

prescription and enforcement by the

State of a system of secular education,

with liberty to each school to act under

"“A Speech delivered by the Lord Bishop of Ossory and Ferns, on Thursday, April 15th,

1852." Dublin: Llodges and Smith.
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its own rules as regards religious edu

cation.

It does not fall within the scope of

our present design to follow the in

genious and exhaustive train of rea

soning with which the bishop sustained

his proposition for separate secular

education. We simply acknowledge

ourselves convinced. Nor have we any

intention of discussing the other branch

of his plan, respecting which, indeed,

we feel, as we have said, that a word

of explanation is needed. “We should

not,” he says, “put the Bible out of

our schools"—and so far his plan is

that acted upon by the Protestant

synod of Ulster—“ or admit any to

instruction in our schools, except those

who consented daily to read the Bible,

and to receive instruction daily in the

Bible.” Here Dr. O'Brien departs

from the latter term of the truly Pro

test unt maxim — No RestRiction ; No

compulsion ; and the explanation we

feel the want of is, as to what course

he would consider right and expedient

in the case—unhappily not unusual—

of a school in which a small minority

of Protestant children should be com

pelled, by the circumstances of the

district, to seek secular instruction

among a large majority of Roman Ca

tholics, or to eschew altogether its hu

manising, and, as he himself has ably

shown them to be, its indirectly Chris

tianising influences. Would he pre

scribe the forensic practice—like case,

like rule, and give the MacHale or Cul

len of the place the power of saying we

shall not put the }. catechism

out of our schools, or admit any to in

struction in them except those who

consent daily to read that catechism,

and to receive instruction daily in it?

But this, by the way; our object in

touching even so slightly upon this

vexed question, was to show the notable

serenity of the calm that has succeeded

the fierce storm that so long troubled

men's minds in connexion with the

subject of National education. Faulty

as the system is believed to be, those

who see its faults most plainly hesitate

to accept facts, they refuse to listen

to rumours that threaten so sad a dis

aster as would be its exchange for one

which should hand over the secular

education of the great body of our

Roman Catholic fellow-countrymen

into the hands of their priests, without

any effective supervision or control,

save that of the ultramontane hierar

chy. We regret to be obliged to state,

that such ominous facts do exist, and

it is with a view of dispelling the

perilous lethargy that closes the public

mind to their reception, that we devote

the small amount of space now at our

disposal to the following concise nar

rative of past and passing events.

It is now close upon twenty-three

years since the clamour of the priests

convinced the Government of the day

that the system of the Kildare-place

Society for the education of the poor,

which had been endowed with a na

tional grant some ten years earlier,

“could not become one of national

education.” It is true, its schools had

multiplied from 8 in 1816, to 1634 in

1830; and the number of its pupils at

the former date, 557, at the latter,

when the priestly opposition reached its

climax, had exceeded 130,000. But the

necessities of party demanded its abo

lition; and abolished it accordingly

was, so far as the withdrawal of the

Parliamentary grant could effect that

object. On the ruin of the Kildare

łº, Society, the National Board of

ducation was founded, and the fun

damental law of its constitution was

published, in a letter addressed by Mr.

Secretary Stanley (now Lord Derby)

to the Duke of Leinster, in October,

1831. Fron that document we extract

the following passages:—

“In 1828, a Committee of the House of

Commons, to which were referred the various

reports of the Commissioners of Education,

recommended a system to be adopted, which

should afford, if possible, a combined literary

and a separate religious education, and

should be capable of being so far adapted to

the views of the religious persuasions which

prevail in Ireland, as to render it, in truth,

a system of National Education for the poorer

classes of the community.

“For the success of the undertaking, much

must depend upon the character of the indi

viduals who compose the Board; and upon

the security thereby afforded to the country,

that while the interests of religion are not

overlooked, the most scrupulous care should

be taken not to interfere with the peculiar

tenets of any description of Christian pupils.

“To attain the first object, it appears

essential that the Board should be composed

of men of high personal character, including

individuals of exalted station in the Church;

to attain the latter, that it should consist of

persons of different religious opinions.

“It is the intention of the Government,

that the Board should exercise a complete

control over the various schools which may
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be erected under its auspices, or which hav

ing b-et, already established, may hereafter

fºce themselves under its management, aud

su-mit to its regulatiºns. - - -

“Where aid is sought from the Commis

s: nºrs for bu Iding a schoºl-house, it is re

quired tº at at least one-third of the estimated

-ºf-en-e be subscribed, a site for building, to

be apirov d of by the Commissioners, be

granted fºr the purpose, and that the school

hase, when finished, le vested in trustees,

to the ilso approved of by them.

“They will require, that the schools be

kept open for a certain number of hours, on

for or five days of the week, at the discre

t; n of the Commissioners, for moral and

h', rary education only ; and that the remain

irº one or two days in the week be set apart

for giving, separately, such religious educa

tion to the children, as may be approved of

by the e'ergy of their respective persuasions.

“They will also permit and encourage the

cºercy to give religious instruction to the

Cºldren of their respective persuasions, either

teſ re or after the ordinary school hours, on

the ºther days of the week.

- They will exercise the most entire con

trºl ºver all books to be used in the schools,

w! ether in the combined moral and literary,

or sparate religious instruction; none to be

enºyed in the first, except under the sanc

tºn of the Board; nor in the latter, but

with the approbation of those members of

the B ari who are of the same religious per

sus-ºn with those for whose use they are

is tº ded Although it is not designed to ex

ºlº 'º frºm the list of books for the combined

in-truction. such portions of sacred history,

ºr of religious or moral teaching, as may be

stºroved of by the Board, it is to be under

s:oºl, that this is by no means intended to

cºnvey a perfect and sufficient religious edu

cation, or so supersede the necessity of sepa

rate religious instruction on the day set apart

for that purpose.”

Whatever may have been thought

objectionable in these foundation sta

tutes, it is evident that they were not

adopted without long and grave consi

deration. They were based upon the

recommendation of a Committee of the

House of Commons, and were matured

in the minds of their authors by an in

terval for reflection of some two or

three years. They were contrived,

as is stated in a previous part of the

letter, for the purpose of obviating the

objections, and neutralising the oppo

sition (described as energetic and suc

cessful) of the Roman Catholic clergy

to the Kildare-place Society, and espe

cially to that part of its plan, which,

by r quiring “the indiscriminate read

ing of the Holy Scriptures, without

note or comment, must be peculiarly

obnoxious to a Church which denies

even to adults the right of unaided

private interpretation of the Sacred

Volume, with respect to articles of re

ligious belief.” They were accepted

as the guide of their administration, by

a Board upon which the Church of Eng

land was represented by Archbishop

Whately, the Duke of Leinster, and

the late Provost Sadleir ; the Church of

Rome, by the late Archbishop Murray,

and Mr. Anthony Blake; and the

Presbyterian Confessions, by the Rev.

James Carlisle and Mr. Robert Holmes.

Here was the great charter of Tyrone

House, with its contracting barons,

spiritual and temporal; out of it sprung

at once a code of laws and customs,

under which the number of pupils grew

from 107,042, in the year 1833, to

520,401, borne upon the rolls at the close

of 1851; and side by side with this

personal increase, the grant of £25,000,

became bigger and bigger, until it ar

rived at the large figure of £183,000

in the present session.

Among the earliest of the works of

the Board, was the compilation and

printing of a series of lessons from the

IHoly Scriptures, forming “a copious

abstract of the narrative parts of the

Sacred Volume, interspersed with suit

able passages from the poetical and di

dactic parts of it.” These lessons were

revised and approved of by the entire

Board “with perfect unanimity," as

was also a volume of sacred poetry,

shortly afterwards published. It was,

in fact, as we learn from the evidence

of Mr. Anthony Blake, one of the Ro

man Catholic Commissioners, given

before a committee of the House of

Commons, in 1835, an invariable rule

that all books disseminated by the Board

should be “approved of, not merely by

the suflerance, but by the actual ap

probation of the entire Board. The

word “entire’ was introduced care

fully, in order to prevent the supposi

tion that persons of one creed might,

by forming a majority of the Board,

send forth extracts not approved by

those of another." In the National

Schools, we are informed, by the seven

gentlemen whose names we have men

tioned above, “the importance of re

ligion is constantly impressed upon the

minds of the children through works

calculated to promote good principles,

and fill the heart with a love of reli

gion, but which are so compiled as not

to clash with the doctrines of any par
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ticular class of Christians. The chil

dren are thus prepared for those more

strict religious exercises which it is the

peculiar province of the ministers of

religion to superintend or direct.” Nor

did the Board confine its exertions to

the mere editing and publishing of

books designed to subserve this truly

Christian work. Drs. Whately and

Murray and their colleagues did not

rest satisfied with offering their manuals

of practical catholic christianity to

the patrons of schools—they earnestly

and unanimously recommended them to

their use. In the preface to the first

number of the “Scripture Extracts,”

the Commissioners so express their

feelings; and in their “Instructions

to Inspectors,” they specially charge

those officers “to inquire whether the

Scripture Extracts and Sacred Poetry

be read by the children, and to re

commend the use of these books on

the part of the Board, but not pe

remptorily to insist upon it.” In the

Central Model s." of Dublin, say

the Commissioners, in their IReport in

1836:—“In that school in which our

teachers are finally perfected, a portion

of the Word of§ is daily read

from our Scripture Extracts.” And

again, in the Report for 1842, they

characterise their lessons in the follow

ing terms:–“They give an epitome

of sacred history; they dwell on the

original sin of our first parents, and on

the promise then made, that in time

One would come by whom sin should

be overcome; they show how that pro

mise was renewed, particularly in the

covenant with Abraham; and they

point out the fulfilment of it in the

coming and suffering of our Lord ;—

they dwell also on the giving of the

law to Moses; they state that it is

commonly divided into three parts, the

moral, the civil, and the ceremonial;

and that the moral is of perpetual ob

ligation, “because the duties which the

creatures of God owe to him and to

one another can never have an end.”

All this is taught as revealed truth.”

It is remarkable that at the time when

this document was issued, the Board

had been enlarged, and that the name

of Mr. Alexander Macdonnell, the pre

sent paid Commissioner, as well as

that of the Marquis of Kildare, was

signed to it, and that they both, together

with Archbishop Murray, and Mr.

Corballis, a Roman Catholic gentle

man of well-known liberality and high

honour, vouch for the fact that these

books, “though not forced, are adopt

ed universally” in the National Schools.

In fact, the object of the system was,

throughout all the public communica

tions of the Board, professed to be, to

communicate to the pupils as much of

religious knowledge as could be given

without exciting a suspicion of prose

lytism, and to do this as a part of the

secular business of the schools. They

explain, in a letter to Sir Henry Har

dinge, published in 1835, why they did

not supply cºpies of the two versions
of the New Testament to the different

schools, and how, as a substitute, “it

was agreed that extracts from the

Scriptures, if approved by the entire

Board, might be read in the general

course of education by Protestant and

Roman Catholic together.” Their first

regulation, “as to tuition, attendance,

&c.," is framed in the following

words :—

“The ordinary school business, during

which all the children, of whatever denomi

nation they be, are required to attend, and

which is expected to embrace a competent

number of hours each day, is to consist ex

clusively of instruction in those branches

which belong to a literary and moral educa

tion. Such extracts from Scripture as are

prepared under the sanction of the Board,

may be used, and are earnestly recommended

by the Board to be used, during those hours

allotted to this ordinary school business.”

Under the sanction of these principles

of conduct, the system attained to that

degree of success, and we must say,

acquired that amount of public confi

dence indicated by the facts already

stated, that the pupils now number

more than half a million, and the

public grant for the present year is

+ 183,000. It could not be said in

this case, as was said of the Kildare

place Society, that “the systein could

not become one of National education.”

The allegation, that the principles and

practice of the Board were obnoxious

to the Romish Church, could scarcely

here be made an excuse for change,

when the most recent statistics show,

that in a total of 491,927 children

attending the schools, the Protestants

of all denominations were 67,210, and

the Roman Catholics 424,717. There

was here, at least, no sign of unwilling

ness to receive instruction upon the

terms offered. Was there any evidence

of the existence of scruples against
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being concerned in the business of

communicating it? The sufficient an

swer is, that the duty of teaching the

young so much of their obligations to

their Creator and to one another, as is

set forth in the “Scripture Extracts,”

did not deter 4,653 Roman Catholics,

out of a total of 5,822 teachers, from

accepting service under the Board.

At the risk of being charged with some

variation from our ancient opinions,

we must frankly admit that these facts

fully justify the conviction expressed

by the Commissioners in their last

Report, that the system of National

Education “has taken a deep root in

the affections of the people.” “Every

passing year,” they go on to say,

“strengthens our conviction, that the

intellectual and moral elevation of the

humbler classes in Ireland will be ef.

fectually promoted by a firm adherence

to the fundamental principles of the sys

tem." Why, then, changethem? Surely

the maxim, quieta non movere, if it be

everapplicable to human affairs, is sound

in morals no less than in policy, in its

application here. It seemed other

wise, however, to the “Apostolic

Delegate,” and to a majority of the

Commissioners, his subjects or allies;

and accordingly, within the last month,

the fundamental principles of the sys

tem have been formally and widely

departed from.

In order that they may be able to

understand the events we have now

rapidly to narrate, our readers must

bear in mind the general movement

that has been made of late years by

the agents of the Roman See, to gain,

or regain, possession of the public

schools and control over the secular

education of the people in many coun

tries, more particularly in France,

Switzerland, and the United States:—

“They have triumphed (says an enlighten

ed and liberal writer") in France; they have

been checked in Switzerland; they have

been foiled in America. The plan of action

in the state of New York was more specious

than that which has recently been frustrated

in Ohio, where there was an open attempt

to get possession of the schools; in New

York the plan was to discontinue the use of

the Bible. Now, there are many in that

state who would not uphold the indiscrimi

nate use of the sacred volume as a class

book—some on the score of consideration

for sectarian differences, others on other

grounds; but the abstract merits of that

consideration were not the real question, and

the Americans are not the men to be led off

a tangible question by a theoretical one.

The Roman Catholics had made the Bible

the battle-word of the contest; and the

movement for continuing its use, or not, was

a form of the question whether the schools

should continue practically unsectarian, as

they had been, or be placed under Roman

Catholic dictation; and Archbishop Hughes,

the Paul Cullen of that struggle, was hope

lessly defeated. But all the moral of that

case applies with double force to the unsec

tarian Lessons' of the Irish schools, and to

the infinitely more domineering prelate who

has been translated from a higher see to

Dublin, on purpose to conduct actions of

this kind.”

It is the boast of America that her

school system includes no point that

can pinch the tenderest conscience, or

interfere between the religious feelings

of any of her citizens and the advan

tages of her common schools. The

education offered by the State is purely

secular; yet the Bible itself is freely
read in her schools:—

“In the schools of Massachussets (we

quote from the number of the Edinburgh

Review just published) no instruction is

given in the tenets of any religious denomi

nation. The schools usually are opened

with reading a chapter of the Bible and a

brief prayer, or address from the master.

“In the schools of the city and state of

New-York, the exercises are usually begun

by reading a passage from the Bible; but

no favour is shown to any religious deno

mination.”

In Ireland, as we have seen, it was

conceded that the reading of the Bible

as a whole should not be required’;

but it was agreed that “extracts from

the Scriptures might be read in the

general course of education;” and

though no compulsion was used on

individuals, those extracts were in fact

required to be read as a part of the

secular instruction in all the model and

other schools under the immediate

supervision and control of the National

Board. They were so read from the

commencement, and the requirement

to use them continued to be a funda

mentalº of the system until

a month since, when circumstances

seemed favourable to the success,

* Spectator, June 25, 1853.
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within the limits of the British mo

narchy, of that attempt to introduce

foreign domination which had been

so signally discomfited in republican

America. But the final assault, though

unexpected by the public at large, was

made neither hastily nor rashly. The

plan of the operations had been long

laid down, and no precaution likely to

diminish danger had been neglected.

So long since as 1839, the following

rule was quietly introduced into the

code of the 130ard :—

“We shou'd also state that we by no

means insist on having the Scripture ex

tracts, published by our authority, read in

any of the National schools; nor would we

allow them to be read during the time of

secular or literary instruction in any school

attended by any children whose parents or

guardians objected to them. In such case

we should prohibit the use of them, except

at the times of religious instruction, when

the persons giving it might use them or not,

as they should think proper."

We have said this rule, conflicting,

as it undoubtedly is, with the original

constitution of the system, was intro

duced quietly. We have, in truth,

reason to believe that it was smuggled

in without discussion or formal adoption

by the Board. The rule lay absolute

ly inoperative, and apparently forgot

ten, until the close of the year 1852,

when it became known to the Arch

bishop of Dublin that the “Scripture

Lessons" were not read in the usual

way at certain of the model schools;

and that the circumstance, though not

brought under the cognizance of the

Board, was known and connived at by

one or two of the Commissioners. The

rule was then brought from its ob

scurity, and was interpreted as empow

ering the parent or guardian of a single

child to make his objection to the book

a ground for demanding its exclusion

from a school during the hours of se

cular instruction. If one rejected a

knowledge of the narrative, poetry,

and morals of Christianity – without

some tincture of which a dweller in a

Christian land cannot be considered,

even in the most worldly sense, other

wise than as altogether ignorant—then

ninety-nine others were to be deprived

of the opportunity of acquiring it. It

would insult the common sense of our

Roman Catholic, as well as Protestant

readers, to comment upon this propo

sition. It was fitly characterised by

Lord Monteagle, in the course of a

recent discussion in the House of

Lords, as “too monstrous to be

capable of being defended. To give

a veto in mixed schools to the re

ligionists of each side, must end in

each party blackballing the books of

their opponents, until the whole system

would be reduced to a caput mortuum.”

The proposition,... was de

fended, for some time, upon the Fa

bian principles of strategy, and a coun

ter proposition was dexterously baffled

for several months. An...

resolution proposed by Mr. Black

burne was deferred from week to week,

and the objection of a child to read the

“Scripture Lessons” in the Central

Dublin Model School was overlooked,

and the usual practice in regard to

them continued. In the beginning of

the month of April the urgency of

Archbishop Whately so far prevailed

that a day was fixed for the final de

cision of the question; but Mr. Ha

milton's motion in the House of Com

mons for inquiring into the working of

the system was then impending, and, at

the recommendation of “the Castle "

(as we have heard), the consideration

of the subject was again postponed.

It is impossible not to perceive that at

this stage of the affair the bearing of

the liberal minority of the Board was

wanting in firmness. A disposition to

conciliate, nay, to concede, was shown

even by the Archbishop and Mr.

Blackburne, but still more by their

weaker colleague, Mr. Baron Greene.

The result teaches a notable lesson

upon the imprudence of such policy,

for which, however, we do not deny

there was on this occasion much ground

of excuse. Mr. 11amilton's motion was

no sooner disposed of, and the peril

involved in it converted into a triumph

by the general sanction of the systein

it elicited from the leading men of all

parties, than the ultramontane tactics

were changed; obstructive manoeuvres

were abandoned; and a bold advance

was made upon the quarters of the

most formidable enemy. We have

little doubt that this change in the

plan of the campaign was invited by

the signs of weakness to which we have

* “Sixth Report of the Commissioners of National Education." 1839.
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already alluded. Mr. Blackburne's

resolution, itself insufficient to the oc

casion, had been withdrawn in favour

of the following puny amendment pro

posed by Mr. Baron Greene:—

“The Commisioners do not insist on the

Scripture Extracts, Lessons on the Truth of

Christianity, or the book of Sacred Poetry,

being read in any of the National schools:

nºr do they allow them to be read as part of

the ordinary school business, during which

all children, of whatever denomination they

may be, are required to attend, in any school

attended by children whose parents or guar

dians object to their being so read by their

chil'ren. In such cases, the Commissioners

prohibit the use of these books, except at

times set apart for the purpose, either before

or after the ordinary school business, and

under the following conditions: Firstly, that

no child whose parent or guardian objects

shall be required, directly or indirectly, to

he present at such realing. Secondly, that

in order that the child whose parent or guar

dian objects may be absent at the reading of

the books above specified, public notification

of the time set apart for such reading shall

be inserted in large letters in the time-table

ºf the school ; that there shall be a sufti

cent interval between the conclusion of the

ordinary school business and the commence

ment ºf such reading ; and that the teacher

shall immediately, and before its commence

ment, announce distinctly to the pupils that

any child, whose parents or guardians so de

sire, may leave. Thirdly, that in every such

case there shall be an exclusive time set

apart for such reading, sufficient time being

devoted each day to the ordinary school

business, in order that those children who

do not jºin in the reading of the books may

have ample time for literary instruction in

the schools.”

Here was, in fact, a re-affirmation of

tºe obnoxious rule, and as such, Mr.

Lucas, the ultramontane editor of the

Tablet, exultingly described it in a let

ter to the Times, which, by the way, was

otherwise remarkable as demonstrating

the intimate acquaintance of the writer

with the arcana of the Board. By

excluding the books from the ordinary

school business, Baron Greene's amend

ment excluded them from the school

at the bidding of a single child. It

was, by virtue of the circumstances,

another and a larger steo towards the

literary caput mortuum described by

Lord Monteagle; yet such were now

the high spirits of the ultramontanists,

that so easy a victory palled upon their

appetite. It was determined to strike

a more signal blow. The Lessons on

the Truth of Christianity is a modified

edition of a little work, published many

years since by Archbishop Whately.

About sixteen years ago, it was care

fully freed from all matter of a secta

rian character, and being approved by

Archbishop Murray, it was printed by

the Commissioners, and recommended

by them for use in the National Schools.

It was not forced upon any one;

nor do we find that it was, like the

“Scripture Extracts,” pressed upon

the attention of patrons of schools, as

a necessary medium of elementary in

struction. It is, in fact, only fitted

for the use of advanced pupils, and

seems naturally to belong to the same

category with the manuals of geo

metry, chemistry, zoology; works re

commended, indeed, but which, by

their nature, require in their readers

something beyond the mere willing

ness of a child to learn. It was not

thought sufficient to relegate this

book to the time set apart for re

ligious instruction: it was struck out

of the lists, and consigned to the

Inder Erpurgatorius of Tyrone House.

The manner and the time of this act

are both remarkable. There are at

resent fifteen Commissioners on the

Board. The Archbishop of Dublin

was absent upon his visitation circuit:

Mr. Baron Greene and Lord Bellew

did not attend. Mr. Blackburne, Dr.

Henry, and Messrs. Gibson and An

drews (the three last Presbyterians),

voted against the condemnation of the

“Lessons on the Truth of Christianity.”

Five Roman Catholics and three Pro

testants, composed the majority that

placed it on the forbidden list: they

were Mr. Macdonnell, the paid Com

missioner; Mr. Brady, the Lord Chan

cellor ; Mr. Murphy, a Master in

Chancery ; Sir Thomas Redington,

Secretary of the Board of Control

(summoned from London for the occa

sion) ; the Roman Catholic Bishop

Denvir; the Roman Catholic Dean

Meyler; Mr. O'Ferrall, and the Mar

º of Kildare. A few days before

the vote was taken, the Itoman Ca

tholic Synod of Leinster had concluded

its session, in the course of which

Archbishop Whately's book and the

“Scripture Lessons" were both formally

condemned; the one as having been

“composed º a Protestant dignitary,

who has lately distinguished himself

by an unprovoked attack on our con

ventual institutions, under the hypo
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critical pretence of protecting personal

liberty;” the “Scripture Lessons,"

upon its own merits:—

“It contains most difficult passages from

the New and Old Testament, and there are

questions proposed at the end of each chap

ter, which would open the way to the teach

ing of false doctrines, and which the un

learned and unwary might wrest to their

own destruction. This little work appears

to have been compiled for the purpose of

giving a united religious instruction to Ca

tholic and non-Catholic children in the same

class. We reprobate such a project.”

This judicial sentence was “given

at Dublin, on the feast of St. Norbet,”

by Paul, Archbishop of Dublin, Pri

mate of Ireland, Apostolic Delegate.

Its publication in the Roman Catholic

chapels succeeded the sentence of the

congregation of Tyrone House on the

“Lessons on the Truth of Chris

tianity,” in a few hours. It preceded,

by a week or two, the completion of

the process, by the adoption of Baron

Greene's resolution, cleared, of course,

of all reference to Archbishop Whately's

book. And execution followed hard

upon judgment. The condemnation

of the “Scripture Lessons," by the

combined court, took place during the

vacation of the Central Model Schools.

The day they were re-opened, every

Roman Catholic child refused to read

the “Lessons,” and the following week

they were relegated to a time set apart

for the purpose, when Protestant chil

dren may read them, if they please;

under the penalty of an additional

half-hour's confinement in the school

room. They, of course, will not con

tinue to subject themselves to so much

restraint, in order to study extracts

from the Sacred Volume, to the whole

of which they enjoy unlimited access

in their own homes.

Here closes the first act of this

strange drama. There is a pause in

the action, and men expect the entry

of a well-graced actor on the stage.

A London journalist, in announcing

the “threatened interruption of the

Irish National school system,” three

months since, wound up his comments

thus:–

“The friends of the National system fear

that Dr. Whately may be compelled to

withdraw ; and if so, he would be fol

lowed by Baron Greene and ex-Chancellor

Blackburne. There will then be an end of

the National system for any purpose but the

promotion of ultramontanism, and the ex

clusion of all useful knowledge from the

people. The Board, in short, would be the

Irishman's old hat made the substitute for

a pane of glass—not admitting the light of

day, but excluding the refreshing breeze.

Do the friends of education or Protestantisºu

intend to permit that anti-climax *

We repeat this question, and we

add, that upon Dr.W., truth to

himself and to his high character, as an

honest, independent, and brave man,

its satisfactory solution in a great mea

sure depends. If the ultramontane

plot should succeed, the absolute con

trol and guidance of three-fourths of

the National schools will be given up

to the apostolic delegate, and the dis.

bursement of at least £140,000 a-year

of the public money will be placed at

his disposal for the propagation of the

faith. If Dr. Wiſ. be true and

firm, the friends of education, of Pro

testantism, and of liberty, will not de

sert him, and the plot will end in a
notable demonstration to the world,

that it is not in the power of the Ro

mish agency in this country, unless it

be supported by the influence of the

British Government, to stand between

the people and the inestimable advan

tages of education.

* Spectator, April 16, 1853.
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“Like the waves of the summer, as one dies away,

Another, as sweet and as shiuiug, comes on."—Moore.

This beautiful couplet of our great

poet too truly describes the unceasing

activity, but unabiding brilliancy, with

which poetry now-a-days flings its tri

butary volumes upon the inhospitable

shores of this busy, bustling, and

budget-making century. It paints,

even still more accurately, the some

what insipid uniformity of excellence

to which the sweetest and most shining

among them ever reach; and which,

as they recede, are fully equalled, but

not surpassed, by those that immedi

ately follow:—

44

as one dies away,

Ancther, as sweet and as shining, comes on"-

yes, truly, but not more so.

The waves of the summer, no doubt,

are beautiful objects, and have their

uses. They bear the light bark of

pleasure on its brief but happy voyage,

and cool or reinvigorate the throbbing

temple, or the enfeebled frame; but

they very imperfectly represent the

mighty element of which they are a

part. Its terrible up heavings, its

yawning gulfs, its resistless force, its

strength, its depth, its vastness, could

no more be predicated of it at this

$eason–

“When it breaks into dimples, and laughs in the

sun,”

than the unconscious smile or frown on

an infant's face would foreshadow the

vehemence of love or hatred that may

stir the passionate nature of the full

grown man. The beginning of this

century beheld the magnificent specta

cle of the great poetical ocean stirred

to its very depths, as, perhaps, it never

was stirred before, at any age, or in

any country. Then the admiring

world beheld poets worthy of the name,

and of the element which they con

vulsed or calmed at their will—now

moving like angry gods o'er the secth

ing Charybdis—and now soothing, as

with the songs of sirens, the tempest

they had raised. No wonder that a

long calm should have followed this

memorable poetical storm. The great

element is, however, still the same. If

it appears now exhausted, or breaks but

only in languid ripples on the shores

of the world, be sure that, after this

needful and usual repose, it will again

re-assert its dignity and its power, and

be once more a wonder, we trust not

a terror, to the world.

The volume to which we shall give

the palm of precedence in our present

collection, is one published at Oxford,

and written by a gentleman who is so

fortunate as to possess the poetic name

of Edwin Arnold.” We give it the

post of honour, not so much for the

general superiority of its contents,

taken all together, as for the exceeding

grace and beauty of one of them—the

little tale of “Violetta"—to which

also the author has judiciously assigned

the first place in his own collection.

We think it would be difficult to find,

in the whole range of cotemporary

poetry, anything more tenderly, more

"“Poems, Narrative and Lyrical.” By Edwin Arnold, of University College, Oxford.

Oxford: Francis MacPherson. 1853.

Vol. XLII.-NO. CCXLIX.



254
[Sept.Irecent Poems and Translations.

delicately written, than this charming

little novella. As we do not mean to

extract an additional line from Mr.

Arnold's volume, we shall give this

poem in a complete form, as we think

any abridgment would necessarily di

minish the grace and deform the sym

metry of the composition :-

“viol:TTA.

“Oh was there ever tale of human love,

Which was not also tale of human tears ?

Died not sweet Desdemona? Sorrowednot

Fair, patient Imogen 2 and she whose

nature

Lives among lovers, Sappho, silver-voiced,

Was not the wailing of her passionate lyre

Ended for ever in the dull, deaf sea 2

Must it be thus 2 Oh must the cup that

holds

The sweetest vintage of the vine of life

Taste bitter at the dregs? Is there no

story,

No legend, no love-passage, which shall

bend,

Even as the bow that God had bent in

heaven,

O'er the sad waste of mortal histories,

Promising respite to the rain of tears 2

Meseems I do remember one ! It told

Of lovers led by angel hands together,

Who met most strangely, and who loved

most strongly,

To the last kiss of life. I heard it often,

Down at Caserta, by the seven waters;

Fioretta sang the story to her lute

At the Ave-Mary. Oh! I would I had

The merry music of her easy tongue,

And the quick flash of her Italian eye,

So should ye listen to the very last.

She said–I think it was at set of sum—

Down the green hill, where the Welino

rushes,

And through the valley where he rests;

and then

On to the village came a wayfarer

Of noble bearing ; young and fair he was,

With smoothest face and forehead, where

upon

Time had not written wrinkles. At his

heels

The scabbard of his sword kept even time,

Merrily clinking on the mountain stone

With every stride–Oh! but he had an eye

To make a lady look once and again,

Wlere, if she looked, she could not choose

but love.

The village girls dancing about the well,

Stayed the quick music of the mandoline

Even at the quickest, as he passed them

by ;

wherit with smile, and ready compli

ment,

And jewelled bonnet doffed, and brown

curls bowed,

He questioned of the leagues that lay

between him

And the ‘Tre Mauri.’ ‘Not a league, fair

sir

Dut yºu shall find the castle and the

court

Full to the roof, and it were very pity

To dull such doublet with the mountain

mist,

And rust your new sword ere the sun hath

seen it.'

‘Nay, I must on!' ‘Well, there's the

haunted chamber :

If you can look a ghost into the face

As you can look a girl, I nothing question

There's sleeping-room; so farewell, signor

mine.”

Montorio left them laughing, and at night

Iłeat with his dagger-hilt upon a dºor,

Which opened up into the spacious court

Of what was now a hostel, but had once

Been Albertino's palace. Little recked he

Though there were dances on the garden

grass,

And rustling satins, and brocades of gold,

In every alley ; and the glint of gems,

And quiet float of feathers in the hall;

Only he eased him of his belt and sword,

And after ortolans and Alban wine,

Followed the torches of the semeschal

Along the rushes to an ancient room,

Where, after many drowsy beads, he slept

Dreamless and still.

Above him in the turret

There sat two sisters, beautiful—but one

Most beautiful : even as the evening star

Sits in her place among the silver worlds

Most silvery. The Lady Violetta,

On wrist and arm of rounded ivory

Resting her brow, read from the painted

page

The legend of the Milanese Manzoni,

Until the night was old: close at her

side

Sat Beatricé, at the broider frame,

Drawing the stained silks slow and slower

still,

For that her eyes were heavy; so at last,

Bidding her sister seek her in the

chamber,

Her quiet feet left Violetta reading,

With bright eyes wearied, but with heart

untilled.

How long the story held her, that I know

not;

But long enough it was to let the sand

Slide from the thrice-turned glass, and the

light flicker,

As though it strove to live and look upon

her;

So that she started, and with opened lips,

As when a bud opens to be a rose,

Dreathed from the dying lamp its little

life,

And stripping off the flowers from her

forehead,

Let the great waves of gold go to the

ground,

And walked in the white moonlight to her

bed.
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And now she sleepeth, beautiful and calm,

With those long glossy tresses for a night

robe,

And her blue eyelids down upon her eyes.

Ha! — methought Beatrice's hair was

black

Whose are yon sleeper's clustering curls of
brown 2

Brown! – She has missed the chamber,

and is laid

By young Montorio, most unwittingly

Wandering hither siumbrous and un

lighted.

Lºok, they are sleeping side by side; their

hearts

Beating one measure, and their warm

breath meeting,

And his bright locks and her long tresses

tan-led,

Wlose eyes have never met by daylight.

Stay :

Sir not!—and speak not!—oh, how shall

it end ?

They sleep! the spangled night is melting

off,

And still they sleep; the holy moon looks

in,

In at the painted window-panes, and

flings

Ruby, blue, purple, emerald, amethyst,

Crystal, and orange colours on their limbs;

And round her face a glory of white light,

As one who sins not; on the tapestries

Gold lights are fiashing like the wings of

angels,

Bringing these two hearts to be single

hearted.

They sleep! and it is morning ! – Her

white hand

Falls light as snow on his, and sends a

dream—

A quick, strange dream, into his heart,

whose joy

Goes through the spirit to the sense, and

lifts

The curtain of his eye. What doth he

gaze on 1

Is the dream vanished, but the dream's

dear glory

him for comfort? Ah! that hasty

cry

Hath snapped the spell!

she is gone—

Rose-colour from the forehead to the foot.

He thinks it is a spirit, and will kneel;

But, kneeling, spies a bracelet: pearl and

gold

Warin from the wearer, where her foot

was last;

So hath he kissed it lovingly, and laid it

Clºse at his heart, and when the house

was up,

Asked of the busy hostess earnestly—

“Who holds the upper chamber of the

turret º'

The lady Violetta and her sister,

last night, fair sir; but when the sun was

up

She starts—and

They rose, and parted from us, Venice

ward.”

He wrote the name upon his heart, and

wandered

Away into the world to search for her.

Twice a year ended: at Perugia

There was a solemn mass at Whitsuntide,

The chant of priests and song of cho

risters

Rose with the ringing of the loaded

censers

And the low breathing of a people's

prayers,

So that the sound went through the fluted

pillars,

Down the long nave, out by the portal

arch,

Into the square, and smote upon the ear

Of one who walked disconsolate. He

turned,

Following as it were an angel's word,

And bent his proud knee ou the marble,

praying;

And as he prayed, the weight went from

his heart,

And the dull longing, and the baffled search

Of twice twelve moons faded before the

son

Of her who knelt beside him, for she sang

: The psalm of ended trials.’ Presently

The veil was raised, and it was—Violetta!

Once more Montorio was by her side

Oh! shall I tell you how he woocd and

won her,

Or when he won ker, how he stamped the

kiss,

The long-delayed and life-expected kiss,

Upon her rose-leaf lips, and took her wrist

And clasped the braceleton, and whispered

low,

With a light laugh that none might un

derstand,

‘Sweet Violetta! hadst thou not lost this,

And thy dear self beside, I had not won

A noble, beautiful, and gentle wife.’”

Among the remaining narrative

poems there is a striking one entitled

“Alley;” in which, however, the au

thor, as he himself says, has done little

more than paraphrase Mrs. S. C.

Hall's exquisite narration. To such

of our readers as are acquainted with

this tale of noble but guilty generosity,

as told by our distinguished country

woman, Mr. Arnold's poetical para

hrase will be a curious and interest

ing subject of comparison. The.
of “Quentin Matsys,” the Flemis

painter, is also very pleasingly told by

our poet.

Among the lyrical poems there are

several distinguished for a vigorous

harmony, or a tender plaintive sweet

ness, which is the very soul of song.
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“The Rhine and the Moselle," may

be instanced as an example of the for

mer; the lines “To a Lady, with the

Poems of John Keats,” of the latter.

The former poem might be pronounced

all but perfect, but for the break in

the metre, caused by substituting dou

ble for single rhymes, in the fourth and

fifth stanzas. We regret that we must

qualify our praise, by stating that there

are several other lyrics in the collec

tion of the merest namby-pamby. In

one of these, called “The Fairest of

the Fair, the four concluding lines are

so temptingly ridiculous that our re

spect for the author of “Violetta.”

alone prevents our giving them. We

have another more unpardonable de

fect with which to charge our author.

What shall we say of a gentleman, who

signs himself of “University College,

Oxford,” rhyming “arm" with “calm,”

as at p. 41 ; “mourn” with “gone,”

at p. 62; “calm” with “arm," again

at p. 75 ; and still, once more, at p.

86; “borrow" with “horror,” at p.

88; “gone" with “scorn,” at p. 92;

“ north" and “wrath,” p. 110; and

the eternal “calm” and “charm,” it

is to be hoped for the last time, at p.

153 ; and other such cockney abomi

nations, as if the author never had

been out of the sound of Bow-bells 2

However famous the Oxford Univer

sity may be as a school for the dead

languages, we think if the above of.

fences of Mr. Arnold are attributable

to his alma mater, that she cannot

pride herself greatly on the correctness

with which her alumni pronounce their

mother tongue.

The little poem of “Alley," by Mr.

Arnold, above referred to, commences

thus—

“I do remember well at Kilcrea

The Castle, and the friary, and bridge."—

The metre of the first line seems de

fective, as if the author had not a cor

rect idea of the pronunciation of the

name of the locality referred to. The

quotation, however, will serve to intro

duce the next volume in our list, the

scene of which is laid in the very

“friary,” the ruins of which are al

luded to in the above couplet.” “The

Monks of Kilcrea!"—Who is there that

ever read the striking fragment under

the title of “The Three Monks,” pub

“The Monks of Kilcrea.”

50, Upper Sackville-street.

A Ballad Poem.

1853.

lished some ten or twelve years ago, in

the “Irish Penny Journal,” that was

not impressed with the extraordinary

power and reality of the picture that

was presented to his imagination, and

who did not feel the strongest curiosi

ty to learn the histories of

“The Saxon : the Gleeman : the Rapparee!"

so singularly and so skilfully brought

together by the fancy of the poet?

Well, here we have them at last—here

we have, in a neat and substantial

form, the legends that

“We have been long, long, longing to see"—

as Mangan says in his translation of

the fairy ballad of Kopisch. The easy

vigour of the opening “Fytte” has

been sustained—

“Three monks sat by a bogwood fire :

Bare were their crowns, and their garments grey;

Close they sat to that begwood fire,

Watching the wicket till break of day;"—

while the adoption of the octo-syllabic

measure for the narrative portions of

the poems, gives a wider scope for the

introduction of those episodes at once

graceful and powerful which succeed

each other so rapidly through the seve

ral stories. We do not know whether

the author will receive it as a compli

ment, but we consider that“The Monks

of Kilcrea” is a poem which Scott

might have been proud of in his best

days. We have read it over carefully,

as in duty bound; and the reader may

imagine how little there is to be found

fault with, when the only transgressions

which we, as Apollo's “devil's advo

cate,” have to bring against our poet's

canonization, are certain venial defects

of rhythm, or rather rhyme, which only

require his attention to be drawn to

them to be removed. These are a too

frequent confounding of the sounds of

the letters, m and n—that is, the rhym

ing of such words as “crime” and

“mine,” “own" and “home,” “came”

and “rain,” “chime” and “shrine”

(as at pp. 104, 105, 107, and else

where). These are trifling defects in

trinsically, but assume an importance

from the peculiar tastes of the present

day. Poetry is not now the “reading

for the million,” that it was in the time

of Scott. It is not for the excitement

of the story, or the interest of the plot,

that a poem is now taken up for peru

Dublin: James McGlashan,By * " ."
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sal by the reader. Those who deside

rate, or who cannot dispense with such

highly-seasoned ingredients in their li

terary food, can have their wants more

easily, and, indeed, more satisfactorily

supplied in the ordinary way, and at

the price of all ordinaries, namely, one

shilling. It is only that limited but

more cultivated class who seek in

poetry, along with the higher enjoy

ments of the fancy and the feelings, a

more elevated species of composition, a

felicity of expression, a harmony of

language, a sort of word-music, in

which a false rhyme is as easily and

painfully detected as a false note, who

will probably perceive the defect we

have taken the liberty of pointing out;

but as they unfortunately constitute

not only the judges but the readers of

Pºetry now-a-days, so trifling an obsta

cle to their hearty approval had better
been omitted.

We by no means intend to forestall

the reader's curiosity by unravelling

the mystery of the various “Tales.”

That we trust they will do for them

selves. We shall merely select a few

passages to show with what freshness

and warmth—

* Like some old Irish song,

Brunful of love, and life, and truth—"

this modern Irish ballad poem glides

along. We have all read in one shape

or other of the phantom island of

Hy-Brazil, but we do not recollect to

have seen anywhere so elaborate or

so beautiful a description of it as the

following. It is taken from the

“Saxon's Tale":—

“Before them close an island lay,

With verdant slopes and tall cliffs high,

And stretching wide, with creek and bay,

Ani mountains souring to the sky,

And headlands bold; an i, drawing near,

Its cºasts all marvellous appear,

With dark ravines, retired and lone,

And grºss-clad lawns, with flowers o'ergrown,

And jutting capes, that, crowned with wood,

Loſty and steep above them stood;

And the clear sky around it threw

A gorgeous colouring and hue ;

Auda soft perfume floated by,

In the light breeze that from it blew.

Here a primaeval forest wide

Covers the shore and mountain's side,

With breaks between, where glen and glade

Within its foliage dark are made;

And mountain torrents gushing play

Through splintered crags, that block their

way.

The wild deer slakes his panting thirst

Where free and fresh those waters burst,

And turns to gaze, with scarce a fear,

To watch the strangers sailing near.

And next their wondrous voyage take

Where opens to the sea some lake,

Shadowed with mountains; on its breast

The floating lilies, snow-white, rest;

And tufts of lotus, bearing up

From its dark depths their crimson cup;

And water-melons gay unfold

Their blossoms rich, like urns of gold;

And sunny islands, with green palms

Upon its surface dotted o'er,

While graceful swans, and birds that own

The clime of the far east as home,

The dark blue waters countless bore

Or in wild flocks of thousands speed

From jungles of sweet grass and reed

That rustling skirt its winding shore;

Then pass beneath some high arcade

Within the rock, all tide-worn, made,

Whose marble sides from out the wave

Rise upwards, like to Gothic nave,

Or chancel fair or shrine,

Trollised with creeping plants, that cling

To arch and roof, and downwards fling

Their perfumed buds and bine,

And flowers of hue and scent divine

In showers sweet, or take their way

Across the waters of some bay

Of horseshoe form and shape,

Girt with blue hills and vine-clad crags;

At either end a cape,

Lofty and bold. Its smooth, low beach

The dimpling ripples scarcely reach,

To melt in sparkling foam;

With a soft murmur, like to speech,

The waves are on it thrown;

While rock, and cleft, and cliff are full

Of trees of divers kind and hue

With flowers and fruit, that seem to woo

The lip to taste, the hand to pull;

Breathing around such languor soft—

Such floating fragrance in the air,

That the rapt soul its dearest bliss

Would fondly hold in scene like this,

To live and dream for ever there!

And then they went

By a broad belt of silver sand,

Spangled with shells of rainbow hue,

And purple sºa-weed, and wild flowers

That close to ocean's margin grew ;

And tall cliffs, rising from the sea,

With spar-deckt caves, where, green and

deep,

The sheltered waters calmly sleep;

And yet so clear and pure they be

That the light shallop, as in air,

Seems floating on the surface fair."

—pp. 74–77.

An eye so quick to perceive all that
was beautiful in natural scenery could

not be blind to the still greater beauty

that resides in the character and form

of woman. We have the following

beautiful picture in the “Rapparee's
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Tale.” In its concluding lines it recalls,

without imitating, Wordsworth's ex

quisite
“She was a phantom of delight,”

beside which it may be placed —

“He had beside a daughter, who

Was beautiful and fair to view ;

And you might search Fermanagh through,

Ere fairer form or cyes more bright

Than dark-hair'd Aithne's met your sight:

Straight as the pine on lone Lisbuie,

And light as fawns of Aghalee!

The canavaun upon the moor

Was not more spotless or more pure,

The rayenoch beside the spring

Bends to each breeze, a graceful thing!

Free soars the heath-bird on the wing;

But dull its flight, and laggard still

To Aithne, bounding o'er the hill;

And ne'er such graceful beauty blent

Round the best fern that ever bent,

O'er forest fount, with drops of dew,

As Nature over Aithne threw,

When, turning from the streamlet side,

She bore her cruise, in maiden pride,

With head erect, and braided hair,

And swan-like neck, and bosom fair,

Gentle and happy, gay and bright.

Dear to our hearts as chapel bell

Watch'd over like a holy well,

She seemed a creature of delight,

Sent from some fairy world to bless

An earthly home with happiness!"—p. 91.

But this poem possesses merits of a

sterner and a stronger kind. As a

poetical picture of the Irish historic

period which it embraces, it is most

valuable, and while perfect in itself,

shows what important and interesting

use may be made of our local annals,

if treated with the breadth, spirit, and

fairness of our author. “The Streets

of Dublin " are in course of admirable

illustration in a cotemporary periodical

of great merit, but little or nothing

has hitherto been done for the sur

rounding country. And yet, as our

poet sings:—

“From Glen MacArt to Harold's-cross,

From Delganje to Cromlin Moss,

But each its tale of blood could tell

Of fight and foray, cattle ta'en,

And dangans sack'd and burn’d as well,

When Talbot's spears or Plunket's men

Dash'd in a foray up the glen.”—p. 115.

He has himself made admirable use

of those materials; and in his ac

count of the sack and burning of the

Castle of Rathgar, has invested that

favourite locality with an interest that

few persons out of the many who are

whirled there every hour of the day in

Messrs. Wilson's omnibuses are aware

of. The feast, too, in this castle is

well described ; but we prefer to give,

as a specimen, the mode in which Felim

Hugh, the chieftain of the Clan-Ran

nelagh, received his friends. Our an

cestors seemed to have enjoyed them

selves pretty well, on articles of home

growth, or native manufacture:–

“The salmon red, from Leixlip brought,

The gillaroo, in Lough Dan caught ;

The speckled trout, from Avonmore,

And wild sea birds, from Arcloe shore;

And snow-white sheep that pasture free

The mountain-thyme on Tonalgee:

Bushels of eggs, and herds of swine

On acorns fed in Rahaline;

With lowing kine, whose empty stalls

The Saxons mourn by Dublin walls;

Nor lack they dainties—nuts, fresh pulled

From Cullen's hazel wood,

And sunny apples, from the side

Of Tolka's silver flood ;

Bunches of frehawn, with the dew

Of morning on them yet;

And honey pure, like liquid gold,

In bowls of alder set,

With curdled cream, like drifted snow,

Aud dainty cakes from Aghavoe."—p. 109.

We take our leave of this poem—one

of the most important contributions

which the longer ballad poetry of Ire

land has yet received, and which we

E. not only as a valuable result,

ut a hopeful augury—with the follow

ing description of a well-known and

most interestingscene—Lough Bray:—

“'Twas cloudless noon o'er lone Lough

Bray,

Its granite cliffs and waters brown,

And on its steep and rugged sides

The summer's sun looks hotly down.

So wild the scene, so bleak and bare,

'Twas almost pain to wander there,

And mark alone the aspect rude

Of those dark waters' solitude;

No insect in the heather stirred,

There rose no fish, there soar'd no bird;

The eagle's cliff frown'd dark and still,

Nor herd nor kine lay on the hill,

But all seem'd lifeless, with the glare

And silentness of noontide there !

But soon the mountain echoes woke,

And brown Kippure in music spoke,

As rose full clear, though far below

The hunters' shouts from Anamoe,

While blending softly, upward borne,

Come stag-hounds' yell and bugle horn,

"Till, dashing wildly up the glen.

Burst in full view Dark Felim's men."

—p. 117.
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Another very pleasing and very gra

tifying addition to our native narrative

poetry is contained in the handsome

volume to which we have now the plea

sure of drawing the attention of our

readers." It is the work of a lady al

ready favourably known by her grace

ful contributions to the poetical litera

ture of her country, of which, if we are

to judge by many passages in the pre

sent poem, and by the evidences of ma

turing intellect and progressive power

which it evinces, as compared with

former efforts, she is yet destined to be

a conspicuous ornament. “Ione's

Dream,” as might be expected, is a

tale of love, diversified with all the

doubts, fears, disappointments, mys

tery, and final happiness of the princi

pal parties, which usually attend that

troublesome passion. The two fe

male characters, fair Ione herself,

and her humble young companion,

Alena Hays, are conceived and de

lineated with much grace; as is also

that of young Willy Tool, the sup

fisher-boy, but in reality the

ong-lost son of Sir Raymond, and bro

ther to Ione. The gentlemen, too—

Connor MacDermott, the last chieftain

of Moylurg, and his Spanish rival, Rol

lo Lord de Vallarie — though some

what akin to the “Werter-faced men,”

who have had their day in song and

story, still are interesting, and play

their parts well in the poem. From

the introduction of the foreign name

of De Vallarie, it will be perceived

that “Ione's Dream,” though “racy

of the soil" from which it springs, is

not confined within the limits of the

Green Isle, but wends its way to the

sunnier land, of which that personage

was a native, thus enabling Miss Her

bert to weave into her poetic garland,

which she has done with good effect—

“The shamrock of Erin and olive of Spain.”

The poem which we have just been

reviewing, “The Monks of Kilcrea,"

is, as we have indicated, particularly

rich in descriptions of local scenery, a

valuable peculiarity which Miss Her

bert's poem also possesses, though to a

Inore limited extent. Here is a cluster

of attractions in the counties of Ros

common and Sligo, well worthy of the

tourists' inspection, and which have not

wholly escaped the pen of the poet and

the pencil ofthe artist:—

“Beside a broad expanded lake,

Upon whose glowing breast

Green isles among its ripples break

The quiet of its rest;

Beneath the Curlew's fertile crest,

The Ke and Meelagh ever hold

The waters from the brimming Gara;

And tall Benbulben, black and bold,

Lics far beyond Derreenasallagh;

And Lough-na-sheid and Loughnagalleah,

All tending to the sea of sheen,

The mighty Shannon—on its breast

A hundred isles of living green

Lying at rest,

Where groves of oak, in belted streaks,

Lie dark against the skies,

With turrets tall and carved peaks

His lordly halls arise.”—p. 8.

It is not easy to extract from a

closely-knit narrative a passage that

will be sufficiently complete in itself,

and which, at the same time, may give

a satisfactory idea of the entire. The

following, perhaps, will do Miss Her

bert as little injustice as the nature of

such a forcible severance of the parts

can allow :-

“It was an early morn in June,

When fairies take them to their dreams,

And birds give out their heavenly tune,

And zephyrs play on thrilling streams,

Amongst that lovely carolling,

Where aspens twitter in the wind,

And willows shade the mountain spring—

Where stands the panting hind.

The copse-hung glen lies hush'd and still—-

The castle darkens o'er the hill—

And black and dim the mountain lies,

With woody waste and shaggy path;

Its shapeless forms like clouds arise

Above the haunted rath.

All nature hail'd the rising dawn,

In that old summer time,

When purple heather deck'd the lawn,

And the trumpet's shrilly chime

Awoke the echoes in the glen,

And the wild birds in the brake,

The groaning wolf in his distant den,

And the children of the lake.

How sweet the youthful voices chiming

Down on the bent-clad shore,

Where ocean's waves come climbing,climbing;

Its murmurs evermore

Mixing with theirs eternally

As sweet a music of its own—

For ever still in the whispering sea

Do we hear the same sweet tone ;

* “Ione's Dream, and other Poems.”

Imael,” &c.

By Jane Emily Herbert, Author of “The Bride of

London: William Pickering, Piccadilly. 1853.
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The same at first, the same at last,

The ocean owns no past;

Its briny waters are still the same

As the day when first it own'd its name!

The voices chime, and the fingers meet,

And the spreading net is laid ;

The sunny-haird, with their glancing feet,

Amongst the sands have play d:

The rosy cheek, and the flashing eye,

With the voice so fresh and blithe,

And the flowing robes of their native dye

Round figures so supple and lithe.

They look'd like fairy nymphs at dawn,

By the edge of the murmuring foam;

But the light on the lip of Alena Bawn

Was like the smile of a gnome.

This was the soft-eyed fisher maid

Who oft had tripp'd through the summer

glade,

And gathered gems from the silvery tide

By our lovely Ione's side.”

—pp. 13, 14.

The miscellaneous poems contain se

veral very pleasing lyrics, and the vo

lume concludes with a long and elabo

rate “Dirge for Wellington,” a hero

who, if not very poetical himself, has

been the cause of a good deal of poetry

in others.

Mr. Patrick Scott, whose “Lolio,”

and “Love in the Moon,” received a

just tribute of praise in former num

bers of this Magazine, has not been

idle since we first had the pleasure of

meeting him in print, his present

publication” being the third which has
appeared within aº short

period. The principal poem in the

volume before us, that of “Thomas-à-

Becket,” though perhaps more ambi

tious in its subject and form than any

thing that the author hasº
attempted, is not by any means his

most successful effort, and scarcely

sustains the reputation otherwise ac

quired. The great and imposing his

torical figure of A-Becket would, no

doubt, form a noble centre round which

a Shakspeare or a Schiller would group

all that was interesting or characteris

tic of the age in which he played so

conspicuous a part. The present writer,

at any rate, seems totally incapable of

treating it with the dignity and eleva

tion, the depth and breadth, of which it

is capable. He does not appear to

have that enthusiasm for his subject,

without which success was scarcely

possible. It was suggested to him, he

says, by a friend, and treated, as it

appears to us, with a more evident de

sign of damaging Cardinal Wiseman,

than of delineating the character of St.

Thomas of Canterbury. Such an in

tention is an insult to the principles of

true art, and in this case is very justly

punished. Hence the story that in

Thierry reads with all the splendour

and interest of a romance, becomes, in

the book before us, a long, dull, di

luted dialogue, with little but flippant,

and sometimes not very decent jests

(as at page 56), and coarse insinua

tions to relieve it. We gladly turn

from this portion of the volume, in

which the author appears rather to

have been discharging an enforced and

unwilling task, than yielding to a ge

nuine impulse, to the graceful lyrics

with which it concludes. In these,

speaking from the fulness of his own

heart, and using a simple and more

melodious form of expression, he is

always pleasing. We shall select two

specimens of this class— the first from

the original poems, and the second

from some graceful translations of Per

sian love-songs, which the author has

grouped together under the title of

“Corolla Persica":–

** The PURsUIT of HAPPINESS.

“The many forms of life he tried,

That minister to man's delight,

In soft desire, or sterner pride,

By day or night.

“He taught the festal hours to swim

Upon the tide of song and cup ;

As pleasure, to the goblet's brim,

Came floating up.

“Each manlier sport he knew, when need

Of nerve was there, or skilful grace;

And fearless upon flying steed

Provoked the chase.

“With Science-lore his mind was filled:

He learned the tongues of other climes

Or in poetic fit distill'd

His brain in rhymes.

“Fair woman fix’d his fond desire,

Until his foolish heart became,

As brought too close unto the fire,

Burnt by the flame.

* “Thomas-à-Becket, and other Pocms.” By Patrick Scott. London: Longman, Brown,

Greene, and Longmans. 1853.
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“But still be found that human bliss,

Though bright when caught, had ready

wing ;

And felt in fortune's sweetest kiss

Some bitter thing.

“The goblet lost its ruby joy,

And weary science veil'd her face;

And oft-repeated scenes could cloy

Een in the chase.

“And raven locks grew thin and grey,

And bloom and blossom faded by,

And slowly died the light away

From beauty's eye.

“He sought, 'mid shifting grief and bliss

A bosom strung with answ'ring towe;

Though many friends were round, in this

He was alone.

“He met with one who, more than men

Reflected both his love and thought;

He link'd his life to hers, and then

Gain'd what he sought.

“For there he found, as still he rang'd

O'er realms of nature and of art,

An earthly good that never changed,

In woman's heart.

“The heart of woman worn and bare,

The words have pass'd from tongue to

tongue,

Till the tired listener turns him where

New themes are sung.

.."Though stale the phrase, no phrase can tell

How fresh remains the blessing given;

From day to day the manna fell,

But fell from Heav'n.

“So he, more firmly than before,

The earth in holy musings trod,

When signed the mystic bond which bore

The seal of God "'

In “Hafiz,” one of the Persian

poems, there are some pretty lines;

but the entire is not sustained at a

uniform elevation. The following two

stanzas are the best :—

** HAFIz.

“Joseph will come to Canaan's land again,

Each house of woe outlives its time of pain,

And hearts re-bloom, like roses after rain,

Then grieve no more.

“E'en shall this feeblebreast resume its pow'r,

As nightingales, when past the blinding

show'r,

Re-seek the presence of their red lipp'd flow'r,

Then grieve no more "

We shall conclude our extracts from

Mr. Scott's volume, with the following

graceful little lyric, which, without

directly imitating, pleasantly recalls to

mind some of the more celebrated ef

forts of Sir William Jones, in the same

delightful region :-

** KHAKANEE.

“Maid of the jasmine breast ! whose cheek

Is purpled by the tulips' streak,

Whose tresses stain in jºtty flow

The silvery-rising neck below—

Tell me, stone-hearted girl, for whom

Thy charins reveal their fatal bloom.

“Thou walkest forth—a warrior thou;

For Love sits arm'd upon thy brow;

Thou spread'st a never-failing snare,

Thy net of black descending hair—

Ah whose the heart that all in vain

Will strive to rend that slender chain 7

“As when in youthful radiance bright

The moon first bows her arch of light;

So, brighter orbs than hers above,

Young beauty bends the bow of love.

Alas! for him whose breast shall be

A mark for woman's archeryl

“From the full cup of chaste desire

My veins have drunk delicious fire;

My heart was link'd to thee of old,

What time can make its fervour cold 2

I am the slave that digs the mine,

The wealth of untouch'd Beauty thine!"

The elegant little volume that next

claims our attention" is an interesting

one in many respects, and has attrac

tions of a very novel and peculiar

kind. It is the work of a lady, and

contains a number of Latin lyrics,

written according to the rules of Eng

lish versification, which, in harmony and

thought, fairly rival, if they do not

surpass, the more easily written Eng

lish poems that precede them. The

skill with which these modernised La

tin lyrics are written, gives an air of

reality and genuineness to those pas

sages in the second part of “The Soli

tary" (the long poem, which gives its

name to the volume), in which the re

* “The Solitary; or, a Lay from the West, with other Poems, in English and Latin.”

By Mary Benn. London: Joseph Masters. Dublin : James McGlashan. 1853.
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cluse is described as filling up the long

winter nights in the study of Virgil,

Ovid, and other of

“The dead kings who rule o'er melody.”

This poem, the scene of which is

laid in the south of Ireland, gives an

animated, and as we have said, a ge

nuine description of the various re

sources, whether in the contemplation

of nature or from the study of the

great writers of all time, that are open

to an intelligent and cultivated mind

in such a situation. Some of the mi

nute painting of natural objects is ex

quisitely done, while the sketches of

the Greek and Roman poets form a

very interesting collection of classical

portraits. As a specimen of this inte

resting poem, we select the following

stanzas, not, perhaps, as the most

striking, but as descriptive of objects

in which we ourselves take the greatest

interest:—

“But lo, the morn is up, the summer morn,

The truest heaven the pilgrim here can know ;

Fair as at first, when o'er a world new born

The Lord pronounced that all was good below !

E'en on that day a smile like this was worn

Which now lights up the mountain with a glow,

That, blazing from its summit, down its side

Spreads over stream, and tree, and valley, far and wide.

“Quick as the sun burst forth, the landscape grey

Puts on its robe of rich variety:

Each substance, catching its peculiar ray,

Reflects it back in colour to the eye;

Above, a sheet of glory we survey,

Below, a thousand hues in harmony

Blended together by creative mind,

Form'd by a word, and endless in their kind.

“The clouds blaze up with gold and crimson dyes;

The starting spring, glanced over by the beam,

To silver turns; carnation blushes rise

Upon the rose's cheek; near yonder stream

The iris' and the gentianella's eyes

Flash heavenly purple: whilst the valleys teem

With leaf, blade, blossom, which in wild excess

Laugh to the Lord of life, and glow 'neath his caress.

“Is there no tongue a morn like this to greet 2

Hark to the hymns a thousand voices raise!

Are they from man—these sounds the ear that meet,

This overflow of gratitude and praise?

IIe slumbers still ! voices than his more sweet,

More innocent and thankful, pour these lays

Unbidden, yet inspired, the tones of love—

Richer than poet's verse, proud science thrills above.

“From yonder thorn the robin shakes the spray,

And pours his clear and pensive melody;

Filling the pauses of the blackbird's lay,

The thrush's notes of rich variety

Ring through the wood; the tribe of finches gay,

The restless cuckoo, the sweet linnet try

Their different cadences; while more remote

From the tall grass the quail puts forth her liquid note.”

-—pp. 26, 27, 28.

The Latin poems which form so pe

culiar a feature in the present volume

must not be judged according to the

rules of Latin versification. They do

not pretend, as the fair authoress her

self says, to be constructed according

to any of the classical metres, but

merely follow the simple plan of Eng.

lish lyrics, with rhymes double and

single alternately.

The graceful and interesting volume

that we have been just noticing has
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made us somewhat fastidious in select

ing the next. As we look along our

table, a delicate-looking tome," glit

tering in emerald and gold, attracts us

by its brilliant exterior. We trust

something tolerably substantial or spicy

lies under these shining covers. Ah,

me! we might as well have expected

a sirloin or an ortolan at Duke Hum

phrey's table. If the last volume

proved how learned as well as “divine

a thing”

“A woman can be made,"

corroborating the profound remark of

“Captain O'Flaherty"—

“who gallantly says,

The ladies are the lords of the creation :"

the one at present before us makes

it too painfully apparent to what a

depth of feminine feebleness the more

masculine cultivators of the muse can

descend. The author informs us that

the “poems and essays” which he has

collected, “have already appeared in

º partly on each side of the

weed;" the difference in their poetic

and prosaic merit being, we suppose,
the old one— -

*"Twixt tureeddledum and tureeddledee."

Had they been buried in the waves

of that neutral and intermediate Lethe,

the world would not have sustained a

very calamitous loss. We have made

every conscientious effort to discharge

gur criical duty towards this volume,

but in vain. Even the earnest appeal

cºntained in the very first line with

which it opens, and which we have

frequently addressed to ourselves has

n quite thrown away—

“Time sweepeth on—then, oh! my soul, review.”

The same incapacity for serious

analysis hasº us as we look

through the next two volumest in our

list. Of the “Poems,” the following

samples will, we think, be quite suffi.

cient for our readers. We take them

frºm a long ballad, which the author

obligingly tells us is founded “ on a

‘tºry which appeared in the public

Jºurnals, headed, “An Affecting Inci

dent.'" It is the story of

"A convict wan and weary,

ly his tears, like gendarmes press'd;"

- “P

and Oakey, Paternoster-row.

* “Poems, Essays, and Opinions,” &c.

who, having escaped from prison, in

the city of Toulouse, seeks for shelter

in a wretched cottage, the inmates of

which are an old man and woman, and

their grandchildren. The old man

addresses the convict thus:–

“For my son, for glory fighting,

Dies perchance as thou has spoke,

Three small children and a wife he

Left with us two aged folk."—p. 14.

He is invited to enter, and then the

affecting part of the incident begins.

The convict, seeing the extremewretch

edness of this poor family—one of the

children dying from hunger in his pre

sence—insists on the old man conduct

ing him back to Toulouse, as his pri

soner, in order that he may receive the

fifty francs which had been offered as

a reward for his recapture. This is

done, and the convict is ordered for

execution. The old man frantically

relates the whole story to the com

mandant, who, moved to pity, secretly

countermands the order he had given

for the execution of the convict, and

in six days obtains his pardon from the

authorities at Paris. He dissembled

his intention, however, very success

fully ; or, to use the language of the

poet—

“Hoarsely cough'd the stern commandant,

And the wind blew in his eyes;

Then, with fierceness quite tremendous,

Sought he pity to disguise.”—p. 21.

The “incident” is an “affecting ”

one, no doubt, but we fear the manner

in which it is told will “ affect” the

reader in a variety of ways not intend

ed by the enthusiastic bard who has

attempted to wed it to immortal verse.

The “Essays” are worthy of the

“Poems.” Among the many evils of

modern society against which our thun

derer launches his bolts, the misconduct

of the London police seems to be the

one which provokes the greatestamount

of indignation and invective. On those

occasions “his remarks” (as he him.

self says, p. 147, v. i.), “are severe,

and are meant to be so.”

The offences of the entire force, from

“the pelting petty officer,” to the

oems and Essays; or, a Book for the Times.” By Dalmocand. London: Partridge

By Alfred Bate Richards, Esq., Barrister-at

**, *. In two volumes. London: Aylott and Jones, Paternoster-row.
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occasionally well-pelted constable, are

all noted down by our editorial inspec

tor. The anecdote with which he

commences one of his essays on this

subject, though mentioned with con

demnation, will, perhaps, illuminate

his own disposition of mind on this

subject, and will be a short but suffi

cient sample of his style.

“In the journals of September the 1st,

there is found an account of a fellow who

stole behind a tranquil policeman, and felled

him with a bludgeon, from sheer hatred to

policemen in general.”—vol. i. p. 151.

In the same “Essay " a paragraph

commences with the following elevated

and remarkable passages:—

“A policeman, the other day, committed

a cruel outrage upon two persons harmlessly

walking in Russeil-square. Had he not been

intoxicated to such a degree that it became

too manifest at the station-house for the

nspet or to let the case proceed, who can

tell the injury that might have been inflict

ed"—p. 153.

We believe there is a book called

“The Romance of the Peerage;” we

would recommend Mr. Richards to

undertake “The Romance of the Po

lice.” What can be more pathetic

than the following little story, told in

the author's best manner 2–

“The nephew of a respectable porter, in

Lincoln’s-Inn Fields, announced to his uncle

an intention to enter the police force. The

uncle, knowing the young man to possess a

severe sense of truth and a delicate probity,

remonstrated with him. “Your conscience,'

he said, ‘will not suit the calling.' The

young man was determined; but, in the

course of a month he called on his uncle and

informed him that he could not endure it.

It revolted him too much : he determined to

give it up. Before, however, he actually

left the force, a severe cold carried him off.

We know not, had he lived, whether he

would have carried his intention of leaving

into effect, or have become indurated in his

profession. But Heaven and man will

probably assign to him the benefit of the

doubt."—p. 171.

It is only when our author fairly

gets rid of the police, that “IRichard's

himself again.” We can, however,

give but one example. With what

charming ease he enters on his subject :

Addison or Macaulay could never have

written anything like this:—

“We were delighted the other evening in

witnessing a little dance introduced into a

burlesque extravaganza, entitled the ‘Prin

cesses in the Tower,’ at the Olympic Theatre.”

—p. 150.

But we must tear ourselves away

from our learned and luminous essay

ist. We have this consolation, how

ever, to give the reader—the author,

pitying the wants of his age and coun

try, is patriotically engaged in writing

a third volume of his valuable “Essays

and Opinions "–

“And ſuith he'll print it.”

The next wave of our poetical tide

flings at our feet a number of smooth

and rosy shells—the graceful form and

vivid colour which characterise many

of them, indicating that they were

moulded under a brighter sky than is

usually given to these cold northern

climes.” If the poems under consider

ation cannot be described, with abso

lute truth, as “Orient pearls,” they

have much that agreeably reminds one

of the East, whether that knowledge

has been derived from actual expe

rience, like that of our author, or

through the medium of books, as is our

own. Though the present work of

Mr. Campbell is not devoted exclu

sively to reminiscences of “that de

lightful province of the sun,” in which

so much of his early life was spent, as

are some of his former ones, it is still

evident even from this, how strong and

how abiding has been the influence of

the East upon his memory and imagina

tion. Indeed, in many places there

are evidences of a patriotic struggle

going on in the mind of the author, as

to which he shall preſer—the native

English scenes to which he has return

ed, or those more glowing Indian ones

which he has left behind him, and

amid which the more passionate and

active portions of his existence were

passed. As an example of this, we

give the following very pleasing poem.

It will also serve as a fair specimen of

the general merits of the entire vo

lume —

* “The Three Trials of Loide, and other Short Poems.” By Calder Campbell, Author of

“Lays from the East.” &c. London: William Shoberl, Great Marlborough-street.
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“THE NECRomancy of THE 1'Ast.

“Fruits seem sweeter when the season

Of their flourishing is o'er:

Scenes are fairer, for the reason

That we ne'er may see them more .

Oft, amid an orchard swelling

With red, fragrant apples, I

Languish for that Indian dwelling,

Where my eager youth went by:

Languish for the mangoes golden–

Sweet guavas, pink at core;

Or pomegranates, inward holding

Crimson kernels in rich store;

Papaws, in the sunshine yellow,

Clustering thick 'neath foliage broad;

Pluntains, prinirose hard and mellow:

Tamarinds, that shroud the road;

Custard-apples, white and milky,

With a food most like their name;

Sweet rose apples, odorous, silky,

On a tree of stalwart frame;

Firs, the coolest fruit that quenches

Fevered lips 'neath tropic skies:

And such flowers as no dew drenches

'Neath our northern Flora's eyes!

Wherefore prize the things we have not

Thus above what we possess?

These were mine, yet then they gave not

To the mind contentedness!

In thºse days, I do remember

How I longed for British land;

The very snows of home's December

Warmed 'neath fancy's genial band'

Cowslips from the mead, primroses

Gºthered from the hill-side dew,

More I prized than brightest posies

Gleanod 'neath skies of cloudless blue!

When the babool's" perfumed blossoms

Swung their gold-like tassels near,

I bethought me of kind bosoms

Decked with pinks and violets dear;

And the moºgra,f white and fragrant,

Twined 'mid hair as black as night,

Seemed to fancy's dreamings vagrant,

Neither half so sweet nor bright

As the snowy lilies treasured

In our early summer day. . . . . .

Ah! how seldom things are measured

Justly, till they pass away'

For the absent ever longing—

On the past still heaping praise—

Bitterly the present wronging

With complaint's insensate lays–

We but throw athwart the future

Shadows, sure to brood where all

Echo's sweetest songs are muter

Than lorn silence in her hall !

Why is this? why place such value

On life's vainly-squandered gold 7

Why, when gentle voices call you,

Look for those now dumb and cold 2

Why, when evening's shadows round us

Paint the fields of youth no more,

Scorn the wreaths that may have crowned us

For the thorns within their core?

Subtleties of the affections

We may question aye in vain,

Making still our heart-elections

'Gainst decisions of the brain.

God hath given us tastes and feelings;

And, to regulate their choice,

We must look for such revealings

As His will alone employs!"

pp. 185, 188.

The principal idea of this poem is

expressed in a variety of forms in other

portions of the volume, as might be

guessed from the names prefixed to

the poems in question. Such as,

“Abroad and at Home,” “The Ne

cromancy of Change,” “The Change

Seeker,” “Eye-Memory," and many

others, which leave no doubt as to the

train of thought to be pursued. There

are some home pictures, however,

which are totally free from these perpe

tually recurring recollections elsewhere.

One of these, on “Sidmouth,” is par

ticularly pleasing. We can only give

the first stanza:—

** SIDMOUTH.

“The air of Devon is a gentle air,

The cliffs of Devon soar o'er swelling seas,

The lanes of Devon are more green and fair

Than other lanes—with overarching trees,

And shrubs that rustle in the summer

breeze 1

The eglantine, with fairy rosebuds bright—

Woodbine, that in the sunshine ſlaunts at

ease—

And privet, starred with clustering flowers

of white,

And bindweeds, lacing up the rest with rib

bons light.”—p. 167.

On the whole, however, the “Son

nets" (of which difficult form of versi

fication the volume contains a consi

derable number), may be considered

the author's most successful efforts.

We think their effect would be in

creased if printed altogether, instead

of being scattered through the other

poems at random, or according to the

exigencies of the type and page. There

is a stately uniforin melody about the

sonnet, more perhaps than belongs to

any other form of metrical arrange

ment, which requires that it should

not be broken in upon or interrupted

by lighter lyrical measures, however

pleasing in themselves. We perceive

by the critical notices appended to the

"The blossoms of the gum-Arabic tree. t The Indian jasmine.
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resent volume, that some sonnets in

Mr. Campbell's earlier works (with the

names of which only we are familiar)

are mentioned with praise. We have

no doubt, from the specimens before

us, that it is well deserved. We think

that by selecting the best of these, and

by using a still more rigid scrutiny with

respect to his other poems, in which

the salutary limits of the sonnet did

not restrain that tendency to diffuse

ness which not only is a defect of our

author's poems, but of most cotempo

rary poetry, that he would be able to

present a not unworthy contribution to

the poetical literature of his age, and

to erect a creditable and perhaps en

during monument to his own sensibility

and taste. Among the minor defects

which we hope to see removed from

this possible collection, are such lisp

ings of the Cockney muse as the fol.

lowing, which we take from a poem

called “Listening under the Lilachs”:

“And half in wonder, half in far,

She gazed, with blushes warm :

My sister then, to whom she clung,

Took, smiling, her white arm

From her own waist, and gently placed

Her palm within my palm.”—p. 17.

We fear this false worship at the

shrine of Cockaigne will be a serious

obstacle to Major Campbell's taking

his place among the “Dii Majores” of

poetry.

“The Village Pearl ºf is the name

of a simple and pathetic tale, after the

manner of Crabbe, gracefully written,

but resembling the productions of that

** Sternest ''. ature's painters, rather

in the nature of the subject and the

form in which it is expressed, than in

any marked or peculiar power with

which it is worked out. It is the old

story of love, betrayal, mania, and

death—sad turning-points in a story, for

which life, alas ! supplies ever new in

cidents and combinations, but which

render every new narrative more diſli

cult, as a work of art, than the one

that preceded it. The story of Elsie—

“The Village Pearl"—is in many re

spects identically the same as that of

Wordsworth’s “Ruth,” but without

the novel beauty and rhythmical me

lody that are so striking in the latter

poem. The description of the village

maiden also recalls to mind the open

ing passages in Longfellow’s “Evange

line;” but how commonplace beside

the exquisite grace and originality of

that tenderest and most touching of

stories. We give the following as a

fair sample of the poem. The passage

is not without a certain share of grace

and beauty; but surely we have this

description a thousand times already,

and equally well expressed ? Some old

men are introduced into the preceding

paragraph, to whom the allusion in the

first line refers :—

“Thus runs the tale:– Ere yet their raven

hair,

Was silvered o'er by sorrow, time, or care;

Ere human ills with persecuting sway

Had from their cheeks chased rosy health

away,

A lovely cottage rose in rustic pride

Upon that babbling streamlet's verdant side.

The towering elms, that now in sadness wave

Their spreading branches o'er its tombless

grave,

Were then but saplings, bent by every breeze,

And not as now, umbrageous stately trees,

Whose giant trunks their leafy garlands rear

High o'er the spire that decks yon house of

prayer.

A stagnant pool with slimy leaves o'erspread,

Usurps the spot where once a garden shed

The fragrant perfumes of well-tended flow'rs,

The box bound path, the honeysuckle bowers,

The old slate dial, and the vine-clad wall,

The busy hive, the bending fruit-trees—all

Have like the cottage crumbled to decay,

And passed from earth like sounds of yes

terday.

One only relic has been spared by Fate,

And that lies broken—'tis the wicket gate,

That in green livery was placed as guard

Betwixt the garden and the old churchyard.

Yes | there it rests, unheeded in the dust,

Its once bright latch corroded o'er with rust,

Its hinges broken, and the paint which graced

Its smoothened bars, in other days, defaced.

Mid loosened stones and thistles half entombed,

Though moulding fast, it yet lies uncon

sumed.”

The “Miscellaneous Poems" are, on

the whole, inferior to “The Village

Pearl.” We shall give one specimen.

The slow deliberation with which the

lover, in this song, “finds out” the

state of his affections, is so opposed to

our Hibernian propensity to fall in

love at first sight, that we have serious

doubts of the genuine nature of this

f “The Village Pearl;" a Domestic Poem, with Miscellaneous Pieces. By John Crawford

Wilson. London : John Chapman, 142, Strand.
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effusion. It is certainly not “racy of

the soil":–

** SoxG.

“‘Erin, acushla machree."

“Sºccess, charming Erin, my country, to

thee!

May love and thy daughters aye smile on

the free!

Thy sons, may they always in friendship

agree,

For homes of true hearts are the home

steads for me !

Thy hills and thy valleys, where oft I have

roved

With Mary, rhen first I found out that I

lored,

Still cling to remembrance, where'er I may

be,

And bless thee, sweet Erin, “acushla ma

chree ''”—p. 137.

The last among the “ original"

poems, to which we shall at present

draw the attention of the reader, is

one upon the most sacred and the most

difficult subject" that could ever en

gage the human intellect—indeed, too

sacred and too difficult to be adequate

ly treated. even if the purest heart

and the brightest genius ever given to

man were, for this great purpose, com

bined and united in the one person.

To say that the writer of the volume

before us has failed, where even Mil

ton and Klopstock have not succeeded,

would convey but little censure. The

wonder is how he could for a moment

have imagined himself capable of rising

to the height of that great argument.

The enthusiasm and the piety of the

author seem to be genuine; but in

proportion to their sincerity should

they have prevented the risk (very

imminent in his hands) of having some

thing almost of the ludicrous connected

with the holiest and the most tremen

dous of subjects. We would be sorry

to apply literally to our author the

well-known line—

“That fools rush in where angels fear to tread,”

though his performance— or, at least,

such portions of it as we have suc

ceeded in reading — strongly tempt us

to do so. These portions, we must

confess, are very small indeed—not

one entire book out of twelve ; and

these twelve containing, perhaps, in

the entire, about thirteen thousand

lines. How it happened that, like

Francesca, “we read no more,” must

be explained, both in justice to our

author and ourselves. In the con

scientious discharge of our critical

duty, we sat down to the dreadful pre

liminary labour of reading his poem.

By a good deal of exertion, we reached

the fifteenth page, in which we found

the following passage:–

“Soon as the traitor has his counsel given,

They hail him as commissioner from hea

ven;

Although he comes a messenger of hell,

They love him much, and bid him speed

full well;

And give him of their mammon just

enough

To ercitate a relish for that stuff,

For which some worldly men, if not the

whole,

Would barter heaven, and cast away their

soul.”

Finding it totally impossible, after

reading this passage,

“To excitate a relish for that stuff,”

in our own mind at least, we fairly, or

unfairly, gave up the attempt. There

may be, in the remainder of the poem,

something very different from the sam

ple that has satisfied us ; but on this

point, as we have said, we are incom

petent to speak. Perhaps some of our

readers may give our author the bene

fit of the doubt, and move for a new

trial. As far as we are concerned,

all we ask is that the venue may be

changed.

We are by no means sorry that we

have reached that division of our pre

sent paper devoted to a brief descrip

tion of a few of those translations

which are becoming a marked feature

in our current literature. No doubt

original harmonies (if we could hear

them) would be more valuable and

more attractive ; but in their absence,

or rather, in the presence of the dis

cords that usurp their place, it is well

to have echoes, howsoever faint, of

those famous melodies, which, in one

shape or another, the world is never

weary of listening to. In addition to

the few volumes that have been placed

before us on the present occasion,

many others have appeared, or are an

nounced; so that it is probable ere

long that poets, of whom the English

readers now know little or nothing,

* “The Crucifixion.”

Vol. XLII.-NO, CCXLIX.

By John Ritchie. Simpkin, Marshall, and Co., London.

T
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may be localised among them; and

that others, with whom they are more

fumiliar, such as Camoens and Tasso,

may be rescued from the cold regu

larity of Mickle, or the dull monotony

of Hoole.

From the volumes now before us we

shall select Professor Newman's trans

lation of the Odes of IIorace,” with

which to begin. It is a vigorous,

though, in our opinion, not a success

ful effort in a ill direction—namely,

by discarding the usual unsuitable dis

uise of modern English versification,

endeavour to convey to the un

learned reader something of the exter

nal form, as well as the inner meaning,

of the original.

I'rom the following passages in the

valuable and beautiful preface prefixed

to the translation, it will be seen that

ProfessorNewman has had the courage

to declare what has long lain, we have

very little doubt, as a conviction in the

breasts of many other persons compe

tent to form an opinion upon the same

subject— namely, that modern Euro

pean literature has eclipsed the an

cient, not as a mere fact that it is more

universally cultivated — of which, of

course, there could be no second opi

nion—but that it is intrinsically more

attractive and more valuable:—

that every educated man who feels it inex

pedient to encounter the effort of learning

two difficult dead languages, and exploring

their literature, must desire to know what

ever may be known in English concerning

those master-minds of the ancients, who have

so affected the European intellect; and this

gives a great value to select translations.

Undoubtedly, a great poet can never be fully

translated from a more powerful into a less

powerful language; it is as impossible as to

execute on soft wood the copy of a marble

statue. Yet some approximation may be

attained, which gives to the reader not only

a knowledge of the substance, but a feeling

of the form of thought, and a right concep

tion of the ancient tone of mind. Hitherto

our portical translations have failed in ge

neral, not so much from want of talent or

learning, but from aiming to produce poems

in modern style, through an excessive fear

that a modern reader will endure nothing

else. I have been assured, that it is impos

sible to induce Englishmen to read poems in

new metres. It may be so— but if so, I

think it is equally impossible to induce them

to read ancient poetry at all, in any metres,

or in prose translations. Dickens and Thack

eray are, I suppose, more amusing than Ten

nyson or Wordsworth, and leave to many men

of business no time to read Milton or Thom

son, or Virgil or Æschylus. I avow myself

to despair of finding readers among those

who seek solely for amusement. I bespeak

for myself a thoughtful and serious reader,

anxious for instruction. I assume in him no

knowledge whatever of ancient languages or

literature, except to have read Holner in a

translation; and I endeavour to afford what

ever is subsidiary to full intelligence—what

ever will aid him to that close insight into

men and times, which nothing but contem

porary literature can ever give.”

The reader will not object to this

extract, long though it be, for the

beauty of its style and the general

truth of the opinions expressed. We

do not, however, agree in that parti
cular one communicated to the pro

fessor—namely, that it is impossible to

induce readers of English poetry to

peruse poems in new metres. No

doubt the efforts of Southey—“that

high-handed supporter of irregular

metres and settled opinions”— were

generally unsuccessful, and always un

popular; but we think the ridicule or

neglect which his herameters, at least,

received, arose as much from the ab

surd beatifications and damnations so

“More than three centuries ago, the Greek

and Latin classics began to be studied with

great zeal, for the sake of their literature,

which was then the most valuable in the

world, and the only medium for attaining

the highest cultivation of the day. That stage

of progress is past, never to return. Modern

European literature has now eclipsed the

ancient; and among those who still study

Greek and Latin, as languages for gramma

tical objects, fewer and fewer can afford the

time and effort of studying the literature.

When commercial England attains a higher

mental culture, it will not be that of Oxford

and Cambridge, but that of Germany and

America combined. Already Greek is as

impossible an attainment as Sanscrit to num

bers of educated men: Latin is acquired, per

haps, at school, but imperfectly mastered;

so that even Latin literature is unstudied in

later life. I do not say this as blaming or

deploring the result: on the contrary, when

it rises out of the preoccupation of the mind

with deeper truths, and purer beauty, than

was given to the ancients to attain, I cannot

but rejoice. At the same time I conceive

* “The Odes of Horace, translated into Unrhymed Metres, with Introduction and Notes.”

By F. W. Newman, Professor of Latin, University College, London. London: John

Chapman, 142, Strand. 1853.
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lavishly scattered about in the princi

pal poem written in this measure, as

from the measure itself. Longfellow's

“Fvangeline” might, perhaps, be even

still more popular than it is, if

written in a different metre from its

unhappy predecessor, “The Vision of

Judgment.” But its hexameters have

not prevented it being read and re

membered, as one of the most charm

ing contributions to the poetical litera

ture of the age. The unrhymed lyrics

in the “Princess” of Tennyson, may

also be instanced as examples of the

more than toleration with which read

ers of poetry receive new metres,

when executed by the cunning hand of

a ral master in his art. We must

also dissent from Mr. Newman's own

opinion as to the class of persons to

whom his book will be welcome and

valuable. We do not think it will at

all satisfy the requirements of an in

telligent and inquiring reader, who is

totally unacquainted with the Latin

original. Such a person, on reading

the “Odes of IHorace,” as translated

by Professor Newman, would be more

inclined to join Byron in his feelings

towards that poet—“whom he hated

so"—than to agree with the rest of the

world in their admiration and their

love. But we think the very nume

rous class of persons alluded to in an

earlier passage of the preface, namely,

those who know something of Horace

in the original—those who are imper

fectly mastering, or who have “imper

fectly mastered” him at school, and who

may be desirousof renewing orenlarging

their acquaintance with him, will find

in the work of Professor Newman one

of the most useful and valuable assist

ants that has ever come under our ob

servation. No doubt there is a super

fluity of information on classical sub

jects generally in the notes, intended

for the “unlearned" reader, to whose

service the entire work is dedicated ;

but the care exemplified by this profuse

system of notation is the best guaran

tee, that in places where less accessible

information is required, it is abun

dantly and satisfactorily given.

With the entire collection before us

we find ourselves gradually becomin

accustomed to the novel metres.#

our learned translator has invented, or

rather the revulsion which we at first

feel at the seemingly unnecessary in

terruptions of the natural flow and

rhythm of the verse begins to wear

off; but we find some difficulty in se

lecting one or two specimens, which

along with giving a general idea of the

system of versification adopted, may

not leave an altogether unfavourable

impression as to the merits of the en

tire. The following will, we trust,

answer both purposes. It is the fourth

ode of the first Book in the ordinary

arrangement, though numbered so late

as sixty-seven in the new distribution

by Professor Newman:—

“TO LUCIUS SESTIUS.

on the Return of SPRING.

“Now the winter's keenness loosens;

Spring and Zephyr's pleasing change

Is come, and engines hawl the dry-keel'd galleys.

Now no longer flocks to stables -

Run, nor ploughman hugs the fire:

Nor more with hoary frost the meadows glister.

Lo! Kythéra's Queen the dances

Leads beneath the gazing moon;

And with the Nymphs the comely Graces blended

Spurn the earth with foot alternate,

Whilst the glowing Vulcan puffs

To kindle the Cyclopian smithy's nuisance.

Now with green entangling myrtle,

Fitting 'tis the head to deck;

Or with the flow'rs which earth unshackled scatters.

Now in shady groves to Faunus,

Duly pay we sacrifice,

Ask he a lamb, or choose a kidling rather.

Pallid Death, with foot impartial

Comes to knock at poor man's shed

And towering kingly gate. O happy Sestius!
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Life with brief-dissolving compass

Lengthen’d hopes forbids to frame.

Soon shall Night press thee, and the fabled Manès,

And the meagre hall of Pluto;

Whither fleeting, ah! my friend!

Neither with dice shalt thou appoint the Wine-king,

Nor, admiring, eye the stripling

Lycidas; who all the youth

Already moves, and soon shall melt the maidens."—p,137.

The metre of this ode in the original

being peculiar, and never afterwards

recurring, the measure of its represen

tative in English is given but once.

The following is a favourable specimen

of the more frequent metre which Mr.

Newman has invented as a substitute

or representative of the Alcaic used by

Horace. It is the well known address

“AD AMPHoRAM" (Ode xxi. b. 3).

In Mr. Newman's arrangement, No.

23:-

“To MY COEvAL. JAR of wix.E.

In coxi pillairent ro Mirsal LA corkw1N Us.

“Kindly jar, in Manlius' year

Born with me; whate'er thy bent,

Whether for 'plainings, jest, or riot,

Frantic love, or easy slumber;

“Storing—in whatever name—

Massic choice, for joyful day

Kept rightly; since Corvinus orders

- Milder wines, descend and bless us!

“Thee he will not scorn uncouth,

Though in lore Socratic dipt:

For oft, they say, with potent liquor

Ancient Cato's virtue kindled.

“Thou to natures tight and close

Gentle torment dost apply ;

Thou to the kind Releaser op'nest

Sages' cares and secret counsel.

“Hope and strength to anxious minds,

Horns to poor men, addest thou :

Kings' angry crests, and armed soldiers

Cease beneath thy might to frighten.

“Lively lamps, and Venus blithe

(Should she deign ') and Graces loth

The knot to loose, shall shine—till morning

Scares the stars—with Thee and Liber."

—p. 60.

Our specimens would be incomplete

without giving one example at least of

the manner in which Mr. Newman

renders the beautiful Sapphic metre of

Horace. Who does not recollect the

exquisite ode beginning—

“Integer vitae scelerisque purus

Non eget Mauris jaculis, neque arcu,

Nec venematis gravida sagittis,

Fusce, pharetra :"

which in our schoolboy days became

a favourite from its very melody, even

before its meaning was accurately un

derstood 2 To the eye, Mr. Newman's

version presents some resemblance, but

how inferior in the ſlow, the cadence,

the music of the lines Why he pre

ferred the measure he has adopted in

stead of a direct imitation, which seems

by no means difficult, we are at a loss

to conceive, particularly as previous

attempts, though not eminently suc

cessful, had familiarised the reader with

the measure, and prepared them for a

more skilful effort and a more triumph

ant result. This, however is but one

of the vagaries of the learned, to which

the world is by this time pretty well

accustomed. Indeed the whole book,

most valuable though it be, as an as

sistant in the study of the great lyrist

of the Augustan age, must, as a trans

lation, be ranked with those eccentric

performances which herald, if they do

not create, an entire revolution in a

particular department of letters, and

may be to some future Horatian tran

slator as the Al...neid of Stanihurst was

to that of Dryden. The following is

the version we allude to:—

“To AristiUs FUSCUs.

ox is No crxcre.

“The pure of life, of guilt unconscious,

Needs not the Moorish bow and jav'lin,

Nor, fraught with many a poison'd arrow,

The quiver, Fuscus!

Whether he cross the broiling Syrtes,

Or Caucasus, to strangers cruel;

Or where the lands Hydaspes kisses,

Renown'd in fable.

For while unarmed in Sabine forest,

Beyond the bound I wander'd careless,

And sang my Lálagè—out started

A wolf, and fled me.

Not such a portent martial Daunia

Rears in her spreading mast-oak thickets,

Nor Juba's thirsty land engenders—

Stern nurse of lions.

O place me where in torpid valleys

No summer breeze the tree refreshes,

Or where, with mist and love ungenial,

The seasons languish.

Place me in land denied to houses,
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Too close beneath the Sun's careering;—

I'll love my Lálage, sweetly laughing,

And sweetly prattling.”—p. 81.

The transition from the mild, yet

brilliant planet that shed its tranquil

lustre over the expiring glories of an

cient song, to the splendid star that,

rising grandly yet gloomily over the

darkness of the middle ages, ushered

in the new era of intellectual activity

that was about dawning on the world,

seems to be the most appropriate that

we could make. The volume before

us,” containing, as it does, the second

division of the great poem of Dante,

is a still more significant proof even

than the one that preceded it, that the

resent race of readers, who require

information as to the immortal works

of genius contributed by foreign coun

tries to the universal library of the

world, and who have not leisure to

cultivate the languages in which the

were originally written, must have it

given them in a more artistic and more

exact shape than what seems to have

satisfied our ancesters. With regard

to Horace, both gods, men, and co

lumns seemed to have called out for a

new translator, as the unlearned or

un-Latined reader had scarcely any

thing to choose between the modern

finery of Francis and the literal naked

ness of Smart. With Dante, however,

the case is very difficult. Almost

every gentleman familiar with Italian

literature, and who was tolerably dex

terous in the mechanical construction

of verse, at moments when, like the

stars, he “had nothing else to do,”

has tried his hand at the dangerous

experiment of interpreting the sublime

old Tuscan. Indeed, so many trans

lations have been published in the va

rious languages of Europe, and such

obscuration has (we almost said in con

sequence thereof) been thrown upon

the ideas of the great old poet, that we

fancy, if he now had the power of add

ing a new canto to the “Inferno,” he

would place most of his translators in

the place their works have long been

in—namely, among the damned. Some

of them, however, are very good, the

best probably being the German trans

lation by the poet Kopisch, in which

every line of the original is rendered

into corresponding German in a way

that would be impossible in any other

modern language. The most popular

in English is that of Cary ; |. the

blank verse which he adopted—though

probably in a great degree the cause

of its popularity, as being a measure

with which all his readers were fami

liar– renders it quite inadequate to

convey a complete idea of the original,

unless, indeed, when read side by side

with it, where its utility in bringing

out the frequently obscure meaning of

the Italian becomes apparent. Some

thing, however, more characteristic

was still wanting ; something that

would give the clearness and general

correctness of Cary with the linked

sweetness of the complicated metre in

which the original is written, was still

a desideratum ; and this want, with

raiseworthy enthusiasm, Mr. Cayley

as undertaken to supply. No one

will probably be able to appreciate the

difficulty of the task who has not had

some experience in verse-making, and

who, among the various rhythmical

measures introduced into English

poetry, has not attempted that most

difficult one which our present author

calls the “ternary rhyme.” Byron

himself failed in ſº the terza

rima in English literature; and Shel

ley, with his wonderful command of

language, though using it in several of

his poems, such as “Prince Athanase,”

and “The Triumph of Life,” succeed

ed, perhaps, only in one—namely, his

“Ode to the West Wind.” Consi

dering first the nice and practised skill

required in the management of this

metre, and, secondly, the inherent

difficulties of the poem itself, the at

tempt of Mr. Cayley must be consi

dered, on the whole, as a meritorious

undertaking ; but we suspend our

final verdict until the entire work is

completed — the translation of the

“Paradiso” not being yet published,

while that of the iſnämö, though

published some time, we have not had

an opportunity of seeing. The volume

before us, however, will require revi

sion, not so much in the general ma

nagement of the verse as a whole, but

in the recasting of particular lines, and

in the removal of awkward and inele

gant transpositions and inversions from

* Dante's Divine Comedy, The Purgatory ; translated in the original ternary rhyme.

By C. B. Cayley, B.A. London: Longman, Brown, and Co.
1853.
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the text, without which this work,

meritorious as it is, will never take its

place among the standard translations

of our language. As examples of those

minor defects, that might easily have

been avoided or removed, we take ra

ther a favourable specimen of the

translation from the opening of the six

teenth canto. We could adduce much

more disjointed lines than the one we

have italicised, but this line, the reader

will perceive, is totally inadmissible

into any composition having the slight

est pretensions to elegance or correct

ness. Also, in the last line of our

quotation, by the transposition of one

word, the break in the cadence of the

verse, so obvious in the reading, would

be avoided:–

“Darkness of hell, or night deprived of all

Planets, beneath a poor, disjewell'd sky,

By clouds enveloped in their dunnest pall,

Ne'er made so gross a cover to mine eye

As was the cloud which overrolled us

there,

Nor with the harshness of its touch came

nigh.

Thence could mine eye to be kept open

bear

No longer. So my guardian, true and

tried,

Came up, and of his shoulder made me

share ;

And as the blind man walks behind his

guide,

Lest he should lose himself, or strike at

aught,

From which his death or wounding might

betide,

Thus in the murk and poignant air I

wrought

My passage, hearing still my leader say,

• Take heed that from me thou dispart

thee mought.'”—p. 112.

The reader must perceive the sud

den jolt or interruption the flow of the

metre receives in this last line. We

think the following reading would be

preferable:—

“Take heed from me that thou dispart thce

nought."

A less ambitious, though, perhaps,

a more valuable, assistant in the study

of Dante, is the next volume in our

list, a literal prose version of the most

important division of the “Divine

Comedy.” The work of Dr. Carlyle

preceded that of Mr. Cayley in point

of publication, and, indeed, as far as the

“Inferno” is concerned, left little to the

metrical translator to do, but to mould

the stern, simple thought of the original

into the required rhythmical form.

We by no means insinuate that he did

so, as Mr. Cayley's version of the

“Purgatorio,” which has not been trans

lated by Dr. Carlyle, proves that his

own knowledge of Dante was amply

sufficient for the conscientious dis

charge of the difficult task he had un

dertaken, without the aid of the latter

gentleman's valuable services, of which,

however, he would have been unwise

not to have availed himself. It is to be

hoped that Dr. Carlyle will complete

the work which he has so admirably

commenced. However accurate a me

trical translation may be, it, after all,

must be something essentially different

from the original. Something must be

added, something taken away, and the

beauty and harmony of language and

versification,which render it acceptable

and pleasing to the reader, arise from

the original power of the translator as

a poet, not from his capacity of going

out of himself, and becoming for the

time a mere organ of expression for

the foreign bards, whose language and

thought he endeavours to reproduce.

If a great translator, like a great dra

matist, could forget his own individu

ality, and become merged, as it were,

in the identity of the poet he trans

lates, as the latter does of the charac

ter he creates, a new and memorable

result would no doubt follow. But

this, we believe, has never occurred,

nor is it likely to occur. At any rate,

those translations in our own language

that have been received with favour are

relished more for the sake of the trans

lator than of the original poet. It is

Pope, and not Homer, we admire in the

“Iliad” and “Odyssey.” It is Cole

ridge, and not Schiller, that makes us lin

ger on those beautiful passages in Wal;
lenstein, descriptive of the beauty and

holiness of peace, of order, and of love,

and which sound amid the martial

clangour of that great drama, like a

lover's lute between the charges of the

trumpets. It is Moore, and not Ana

* Dante's “Divine Comedy, The Inferno;" a literal prose Translation, with the Text

of the Original collated from the best Editions, and Explanatory Notes. By John A. Car

lyle, M.D. London: Chapman and Hall.



1853.] 273Yriarte's Fables.

creon, that wraps in “soft Lydian

measures,” as we delightfully listen to

the so-called song of the Scian bard;

and we associate Shelley, rather than

Calderon, with our recollections of the

“intricate wild wilderness of trees,”

of which Cyprian made his favourite

study, and of the voluptuous song of

the nightingale, that was almost too

potent for the innocent heart of Jus

tina. We would not lose these beau

tiful works, or their charming effects,

even for more perfect resemblances,

but less pleasing results. Great poets

should be translated both ways. They

should have all the advantages that

original genius and original power im

part to them. For foreign harmonies,

native harmonies should be supplied ;

and for the rich colouring of the south,

all the brilliancy that our northern

temperature can succeed in realising.

But, at the same time, a naked, sim

ple, rigid literal explanation of his

thoughts should be given in every case

where thought, and not mere harmony,

was the principal characteristic of the

original: in a word, we should have

stern, exact, almost repulsivel»aguerreo

types, as well as beautiful idealised por

traits, rich with all the extraneousembel

lishments of the artist. Dr. Carlyle's

work is valuable, not only for this un

flattering picture of the great original,

but for the notes, in which all that is

needful for a thorough knowledge of the

persons and events of the story (con

densed from innumerable volumes of

commentary) may be found. There is

also an account of the various editions

and translations of Dante that have

appeared throughout Europe since the

first publication of the “Divine Co

medy,” as well as some general re

marks on the nature of the great poem

itself, the style of which will pleasantly

remind the reader of our translator's

more celebrated brother, Thomas Car

lvie.

*i. a recent number of our Maga

zine” the attention of our readers was

drawn to a work on the modern poetry

of Spain, upon the literary merits of

which we felt ourselves compelled to

express a decidedly unfavourable opi

nion. Among the Spanish poets in

cluded in that collection was Yriarte,

whose literary fables, westated, deserved

a better translator than the author of

the work we were then reviewing. At

the time we wrote that article, it es

caped our recollection, though we had

known it previously, that the fables

had been translated into English in a

very satisfactory manner, by a gentle

man whose work we have now the

pleasure to introduce to the notice of

such of our readers as take an interest

in Spanish literature.t Mr. Rockliff

has executed his task very spiritedly,

though we think his work would be

more valuable, if he had adhered more

literally to the meaning of his author,

as well as adopted the new and varied

forms of versification of which Yriarte

himself was so proud, and which form

by no means the least attractive por

tion of the work. Mr. Rockliff's trans

lations are as varied in versification as

the original; but they are his own va

riations, and not those of Yriarte.

Many persons who would be unable to

procure or understand the Spanish

work, would be gratified at having an

approximation to the original metres,

so peculiar and so interesting in them

selves. As a specimen of the easy style

in which the fables are translated by

Mr. Rockliff, we select the following:—

“THE GARDENER AND HIS MASTER.

“In the middle of a garden,

Blooming with the fairest flowers,

Stood a fountain, ever playing

Through the summer's sultry hours.

“And a pond, that was replenish'd

By the fountain's overflow,

And was amply stored with fishes,

Slumber'd quietly below.

“But the gardener, attending

Solely to his favourite plants,

Irrigated them so often

Aud so much beyond their wants,

“That in time the daily drainage

Nearly left the pond a-dry,

And at length, for lack of water,

All the fish were like to die.

“As the owner of the garden

Through the walks one morning went,

He observed the loss resulting

From the man's mismanagement,

* See DuBLIN UNIVERSITY MAGAzine for April, 1853.

f “Literary Fables, from the Spanish of Yriarte.

man, Brown, and Co.

By Robert Rockliff. Loudon: Long
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“And reproved him gently first,

Saying, “I am not more fond

Of the flowers that deck my garden,

Than the fish that stocks my pond ;

“‘For the one affords me pleasure,

When I'm in an idle mood;

And I find the other useful

As an article of food.’

“From that day the simple fellow,

Who mistook his master's wish,

Fearing to exhaust the fountain,

Lest he should destroy the fish,

“Left his plants without the moisture

Which they had enjoyed before,

And, despite the droughty weather,

Irrigated them no more ;

“Till at last the owner, seeing

As he paced the garden walks,

That the flowers were dead or dying

On their dry and dusty stalks,

“Cried indignantly, ‘You blockhead,

How you misapply your powers

For at times you starve the fishes,

And at other times the flowers.

“‘Yet the fountain is so plenteous,

That its water, by my troth,

Might suffice, if rightly managed,

To preserve and feed them both.'

“Hence we may deduce a moral,

Which, though very old and trite,

Still deserves to be repeated

For the use of all who write :

“That utility and pleasure

Should be kept alike in view,

And a volume of instruction

Should be entertaining too."—p. 187.

The next and last volume in our pre

sent collection introduces a still more

famous fabulist than Yriarte to our

notice, under circumstances at once

leasing and peculiar." It is a trans

}. into French verse of the ce

lebrated and once highly popular

fables of Gay, by a gentleman who,
by his single efforts, has done, and is

doing, more to extend a knowledge of

Engfish, Irish, and Scotch lyrical poe

try on the Continent than has been

effected by the united labours of all

those who preceded him. The volume

before us is, however, but a small

portion of his achievements in this dif

ficult and useful field of exertion;

though most valuable to the students,

whether of French or English litera

ture, and most interesting to those

analytical readers or critics who would

wish to institute a really satisfactory

comparison between Lafontaine (who

is properly called, in the dedication of

the volume to the present Duke of

Wellington, “Le Roi des Fabulistes ")

and Gay, who is elevated by his polite

but over-partial translator, to a per

fect equality with him. For the first

time, as we have said, this comparison

can be satisfactorily made ; and if, as

we continue to think, that the English

fabulist must still be considered inferior

to the French, it is certainly owing to

no fault of his translator, who has ex

pressed the wit and thought of Gay,

with a fineness of conception and a fe

licity of expression, of which Lafontaine

himself might be proud.

The “Fables de Gay” forms a com

lete and very interesting work in

itself; and, as such, we heartily re

commend it to our readers. But it

will be far surpassed in interest and

importance by the forthcoming great

work of M. De Chatelain, “Beautes

de la Poesie Anglaise,” which, in our

opinion, will form an era in the trans

lated literature of France, nay, of Eu

rope. The object of this work can

not be more appropriately explained

than in the language of the translator

himself, whose facility in writing ele

gant and harmonious English is only

surpassed by the grace and tenderness

which characterise not only his trans

lations, but the numerous original

poems with which he has already en
riched his native literature:—

“The translator's chief aim," he says, “is

to introduce to the knowledge of such of his

countrymen as are not familiar with Shak

speare's language, the Beauties of the modern

British Poets. In making his selection, the

translator has not, however, been solely

guided by the magic of a name. He has,

so to speak, not merely followed the high

ways, but likewise rambled into the by

ways of literature, and culled many a wild

flower to weave into his poetic garland.

Hence, poets as yet unknown to fame, and

poetry unfathered by aught beyond an ini

* “Fables de Gay, Traduites en Vers Francais.” Par Le Chevalier de Chatelain, Auteur

des “Prométhéides,” des “Glorieuses,” des “Rambles through Rome,” &c. Londou : Whit

taker and Co., Ave-Maria-lane. 1853.
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t'al or some stars, will be found side by side

with the productions of more illustrious or

more fortunate bards."

This work, so valuable to foreigners

as a translation, and to English readers

as an unbiassed collection of what

seemed to a gifted and cultivated

French poet as most valuable among
the minor effusions of the British

muse, will form two large volumes of

about 500 pages, and the text will be

† opposite to each translation.*

nstead of taking any of the " Fables"

as specimens of M. De Chatelain's

skill as a translator, though we might

easily do so, we shall select one from

the very copious samples of his forth

coming work, which are printed by

way of appendix to the volume before

us. What Irish, nay, what British or

American reader of poetry, is not ac

quainted with Lady Dufferin's exqui

site " Lament of the Irish Emigrant?"

To say that the following translation

ofthe principal verses is not unworthy

of the original, is to give it the high

est praise in our power to bestow :—

** L'EMIGRE IRLANDAIs.

" TRADUIT DE L'AN Gr. A1s DE LADY DUFFERIN,

" Je suis assis sur le tertre, Marie,

Où, côte à côte, il y a bien long-temps,

Nouveaux époux, de l'épine fleurie

Nous savourions tous deux les plaisirs re

naissants ;

Le jeune blé germait, verte était la prairie,

Lalouette, eu chantant, s'élevait dans les airs,

Et tes lèvres, Marie,

Etaient boutons de rose, et tes yeux des éclairs.

Le lieu n'est pas beaucoup changé, Marie,

Le jour est beau comme il etait alors,

Le blé verdoie, et fraiche est la prairie,

Et l'alouette au ciel monte, et dit ses accords :

Mais je ne trouve plus ta main, sa douce

etreinte,

Ton haleine si chaude, et dont je m'enivrais ;

Et la voix est éteinte

Que parlait à mon cœur celle que tant j'aimais !

Voilà l'eglise où le pretre, Marie,

Au saint autel unit nos cœurs joyeux,

Là, le sentier qui coupe la prarie,

Et que, pour abréger, nous prenions tous les

deux.

Mais avant d'arriver au porche, il faut, cherie,

Passer le cimetiere où tu dors à jamais,

Et je craindre, Marie,

Par le bruit de mes pas d'eveiller tes regrets.

Je suis bien seul maintenant, O Marie,

Bien seul, helas ! le pauvre a peu d'amis,

Mais quand il aime, il aime pour la vie,

Tous ceux que le bon Dieu sur son chemin a

mis.

Toi seule était ma joie et mon orgueil, Marie

Mere du bel enfant qui repose en tes bras,

Toi, mon fils, ma patrie

Serez mes seuls amours par de là le trepas !

Adieu, ma bonne et fidèle Marie,

Adieu, mon fils, mes deux, mes seuls

amours,

Au sol natal, à Dieu je vous confie,

Pour la terre d'exil, je pars, et pour toujours.

On dit que tout là bas chacun a de l'ouvrage,

Que le soleil plus chaud y nourrit l'ouvrier,

En fut-il davantage ?—

Irlande! O mon pays ! pourrais je t'oublier !

Et bien souvent dans ces bois grandioses

Assis pensif, je fermerai les yeux,

Et vers l'endroit, Marie, où tu reposes

Mon cœurs'elancera commeaujour des adieux.

Et je croirai revoir ce doux tertre, où cherie,

L'alouette en chantant s'elevait dans les airs,

Quand tes levres, Marie,

Etaient boutons de rose, et tes yeux des

eclairs !'

" As some of our readers might wish to hasten the publication of the above work, we

take the following notice from the end of the prospectus appended to the translation of

Gay : " The names of subscribers will be received at Jeffs, bookseller, 19, Burlington Ar

cade, Picadilly; and will be published in a list at the head of the first volume."
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THE FLOWERS OF THE AFFECTIONS.

The advanced season has now swept

away from us most of our favourite

flowers in garden, glen, and field, the

offspring of the early Summer, and

has left us, instead of their fair and fra

grant petals, the ripening seed-vessel,

the shrunken stalk, and the withering

leaves. A little longer, and these too

will have disappeared. Well! ere they

have quite gone from us, let us linger

for a leisure hour over their relics in

their decline, and draw from the past

some brief amusement for the present:

if they are ours no longer in their

beauty, they can still be ours in ine

mory.

The summer gave us, amid its rich

abundance, a group of lovely blossoms,

that, on account of their associations,

we may call, The Flowers of the Af.

fections. We do not mean merely those

whose associations are of love. No 1

we include the flowers that are em

blems of the different sentiments and

feelings of the mind and heart; and

that are connected with any tale of suf

fering and sorrow; and especially we

shall include the flowers dedicated by

tradition to the dead: for with the

dead are the deepest, the most solemn

of the affections.

Of these flowers let us ask, what

fragments of historical reminiscences,

or of romance, they will whisper to us

with their latest breath 2 If they are

no longer meet to gather for our gar

lands, let us, at least, listen to their

antique records, as we stand beside

the spot they so lately perfumed and

adorned, whether in the woodland or

in the trim parterre.

The first place among the flowers

of the affections is, of course, due to

the Rose, as the most beautiful and

the most exquisitely-scented of the

floral family; and as having been de

dicated, since the earliest times, from

its surpassing merits, to the poetic

Goddess of Beauty and of Love—the

favourite theme of minstrels, from the

variety of images it presents to the

imagination by its various attributes—

the chosen emblem of lovers, from its

mingled sweets and thorns, typifying

the hopes and cares of love.

The classic poets feign, that when

Venus first appeared rising from the

sea, roses sprang simultaneously from

the earth, and the Graces, hastening to

attend upon her, crowned themselves

with the novel flower, in honour of

the new divinity. The Greek bucolic

poet, Bion, however, says (in his idyl

on the death of Adonis, slain by a wild

boar) that roses sprang from his blood.*

Others say, that the roses which ap

peared on the birth of Venus were

white; and that none of these flowers

showed any other tint till the death of

Adonis, when Venus, hastening bare

footed to the assistance of her beloved,

trod upon a rose, which wounded her

with its thorns, and, being stained with

her blood, ever after retained the hue.

Another classical fiction of the origin

of the Red Rose is, that at a feast of

the gods on Olympus, Cupid over

turned a bowl of wine upon a heap of

white roses, which preserved and per

petuated the colour. The red rose,

from its lively hue, was considered

... for festal scenes, and Co

Inus, the God of Mirth and Revelry, was

crowned with it. In the procession of

the Corybantes, or priests of Cybele,

the statue of that goddess was pelted

with white roses. Yellow roses seem

to have been unknown to the ancients,

though they are to be found among

the gigantic and wondrous ruins of

Baalbec.

The Romans were passionately fond

of roses, especially in their festive

hours (as we see in many places in Ho

race), and they went to great expense

in order to procure them in winter.

They forced the flowers by covering

the bushes with large plates of clear

tale, and watering them with warm

water. Seneca observes, in one of his

epistles, that it was living contrary to

nature to require what nature denied

—roses in winter. Virgil celebrates

Paestum for producing roses twice a

year (in May and September)—“Bi

feri rosaria Paesti.” (Geor. iv.) Cleo

* alºzz gºa ºnzºrga,
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patra, who derived her taste for these

flowers from the Romans, paid an

Egyptian talent (about £200) for the

roses used at one supper. Verres, the

Roman praetor in Sicily, when accused

afterwards in Rome of cruelty and

extortion, was reproached for having

made a tour of the island, seated upon

roses, in a litter festooned with flowers,

at a time when he was oppressing the

inhabitants by avarice and injustice.

Among the ancient Greeks the rose

was an emblem of activity. They, too,

loved the flower, and forced it in win

ter, like the Romans. There is a very

§. epigram by . Crinagoras of

ytilene (in the Greek anthology), on

some forced roses presented to a young

girl on her birthday. It is elegantly

rendered into English in Bland's trans

lations from the Greek anthology.

Among the myriads of poems on the

rose now extant, one of the finest is

the oldest—that written by Sappho,

more than five centuries before Christ.

Moore's" translation of it is as glowing

as the original. The poems of Sappho

were compared to roses by Meleager in

his preface to his Greek anthology.

The island of Rhodes derives its name

from the Greek word, Rhoda, signify

ing roses, as it abounded in these

flowers. Names derived from the rose

were common among the Greeks; as

Rodanthe, Rhodoclea, &c. : as among

the Latin nations, Rose, Rosa, Rosa

lind, Rosamond.

Among the Egyptians a rose was the

emblem of silence. It was represented

in the hand of Harpocrates, the God

of Silence. The Greeks and Romans,

not understanding the meaning of the

hieroglyphic, fabled that Cupid gave

the beautiful flower to Harpocrates,

to bribe him to conceal his knowledge

of some circumstances to the discredit

of the little god's lovely but indiscreet

mother, Venus. From the Egyptian

hieroglyphic, the rose became univer

sally an emblem of secresy, and was

painted over the doors and on the

ceilings of banquetting rooms, to re

mind the guests that everything ut

tered there was to be considered as in

confidence. Hence the old adage,

“ Under the rose.” In the wars of

York and Lancaster (or of the Roses),

this proverb was peculiarly used to

signify fidelity to all communications

relative to the affairs of the party,

whether it were that of the Red Rose,

or that of the White. The badges of

the Roses were first assumed in 1385;

the Red by John of Gaunt, Duke of

Lancaster; the White by his brother,

Edmund of Langley, Duke of York;

these, that were at first but harmless

cognizances, became for their rival de

scendants the badges of faction.f The

trailing white dog rose (rosa arvensis)

was the flower worn by the Yorkists,

who could find it on every plain in

Yorkshire, where it is in abundance.

Edward IV., on ascending the throne,

adopted as his device, a white rose in

an imperial crown, with the motto,

“Rosa Sine Spira;” yet he found his

crowned rose had many thorns. The

common tavern-sign of the rose (the

red rose) and crown, is but a symbol

of the red rose of Lancaster ultimately

obtaining the sovereignty of England

in the person of Henry VII. The

union, or striped pink and white rose

(a variety of the French rose) was in

troduced into England by Dr. Linacre,

physician to Henry VII, ; and was re

garded by the people, who crowded to

inacre's garden to see it, as a prodi

gy, significant of the union of the red

and white roses by the marriage of

Henry with Elizabeth of York. In

Robert Herrick's beautiful madrigal,

commencing—

“Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright,”

his apostrophe to the rose,

“Sweet rose, whose hue, angry and brave,

Makes the Iash gazer wipe his eye,”

is evidently an allusion to the associa

tion of the red rose with the sanguin

ary civil wars.

Though among the ancients the

rose was the flower of love, beauty,

and festivity, yet, from the short

ness of its summer reign, they com

bined with it the idea of the brevity

of life, and strewed it upon graves, a

custom still retained in many countries.

In South Wales, the white rose is

* If Jove would give the leafy bowers

A queen for all their world of flowers,

The rose would be the choice of Jove,

And blush the queen of every grove,” &c.

# See 1st part of “King Henry VI.,” Act ii., Scene 4.
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planted on the tombs of young maid

ens, and the red rose on the graves of

the good and the benevolent. A le

gend attached to the old German Ca

thedral of Lubec, says, that in former

times, the nearly approaching death

of any of the canons of the cathe

dral was supernaturally notified to him

by the miraculous appearance of a

white rose lying upon his seat in the

chancel. The portent was continued

for many years, till the time of a

canon named Rabundus, who one day

|..."; the pallid death-rose upon

is seat, ſlung it upon the pavement,

saying it should no longer be needed,

as he would himself for the future give

the required notice, by striking three

loud knocks within his coffin (in his

tomb behind the altar), which he is

said to do with a most appalling noise,

as if the church was falling." We

must own, we think the worthy canon

showed a very bad taste in preferring

noise to meek floral beauty, and that

he has quite marred the poetic and

imaginative part of the warning.

When we use the short-lived rose as the

symbol of our own brief existence, how

seldom we remember, that the life of a

flower, frail as it is, is yet less preca

rious than human lifel Flowers are

not subject to the sudden death of

mankind. Men often drop down dead

suddenly; flowers do not instantly die.

Left on their stalks, they flourish their

appointed time, and then fade by de

grees; nay, even when plucked off,

and cast away, they do not that mo

ment shrivel, but wither gradually.

Humbling thought ! the tenure of hu

man life is more precarious than that

of the summer flower, by which we

typify the brevity of existence. This

reflection reminds us of a French poem,

which we will translate for the sake of

its connexion with our subject:—

THE short-LIVEd ROSE.

(From the French of the Abbé de la Chassagne.)

“Rose en qui je vois paroitre

Un eclát si vif ct si doux,” &c.

Ah! rose, that dost sweet odours give,

Whose bloom is fair to see,

How short a life hast thou to live 1

But mine more brief may be.

Death may make me at once his prey,

Ere time shall farther fly:

Thou, rose, wilt fade within a day,

I may this moment die!

In the middle ages the rose was

taken as the type of the Church, re

ceiving the idea from “The Rose of

Sharon.” On St. Barnabas's day

(June 11), the clerics wore garlands of

roses, mixed with sweet woodroofe,

(asperula odorata). On the festival of

Corpus Christi, persons crowned with

roses walked in a procession, headed

by a priest, carrying the host in a small

shrine, to make intercession for the

growing crops. At Whitsuntide it

was usual to have roses blessed by the

riest after service, in honour of the

gifts of the Spirit. Whit Sunday was

thence denominated “Rose Easter.”

The consecrated roses were sent as pre

sents, for garden roses were scarce;

the price of one in the reign of

Henry VII. was two shillings. In

pictures of St. Dorothea, she is usually

represented with three roses, on ac

count of a mediaeval legend. She was

a young maiden of Caesarea (in Cap

B.º. who, in the persecution under

iocletian, refusing to worship idols,

or to marry a pagan, at the command

of the governor, Fabricius, was put to

the torture, which she endured with

the utmost constancy, speaking joy

fully of the paradise to which she was

looking forward. The governor then

ordered her head to be struck off, and

as the executioner was preparing his

sword, one Theophilus, who was look

ing on, mockingly desired her to send

him some roses and some ripe fruit

from her paradise (it was then the be

ginning of February), and that he

would then become a Christian. She

replied that she would do so, if per

mitted. On her death the crowd be

gan to disperse, but Theophilus said

e should wait, to see if Dorothea would

send the flowers and fruit. As he

spoke, he perceived a being radiant

with light, who handed him three

roses and a basket of fruit, saying,

“from Dorothea," and immediately

vanished. Theophilus, struck with

awe, was instantly converted, and

sealed his conversion by martyrdom.

St. Dorothea's day is February 6.

The “rose-crowning” at Salency,

in Picardy, was a pretty and touching

fête, instituted in the sixth century,

by St. Medard, son of Nectarus, a man

of high birth, and Pretegia, heiress of

Salency. Medard, canonised for his

piety and charity, was Bishop of Noy

* Downes's “Travels on the Continent."



1853.] 279The Flowers of the Affections.

on, in the district of Tournay, but

founded at his native Salency an an

nual festival, at which the one amongst

all the young girls of Salency who was

ved by the testimony of her neigh

urs to be the most virtuous, and the

most dutiful to her parents, was pre

sented with a rose, and proclaimed to

be “la Rosiere de Salency,” and was

subsequently crowned in the chapel

founded by St. Medard; and all the vil

lagers were gratified by a simple rural

entertainment. The first Rosiere was

the sister of St. Medard. The good

bishop died very old, in 545. To be

crowned la Rosiere was, among the

maidens of Salency, an object of praise

worthy ambition, which had an excel

lent effect on the character and con

duet of the little community. We be

lieve this interesting and pleasing in

stitution was abolished at the French

Revolution, when all that was lovely

and of good repute was demanded in

sacrifice by the demon of anarchy.

At the floral” games for competition

in poetry and eloquence, founded at

Toulouse, by Clemence Isaure, the

prize adjusted for eloquence was a sil

ver eglantine (sweet-briar rose). This

prize was gained in the sixteenth cen

tury by the then celebrated French

t Ronsard ; but instead of the eg

ntine, the Toulousans bestowed on

him a Minerva of silver, which he

presented to the King of France

(Henry II.). Mary Queen of Scots

so much admired the writings of Ron

sard, that she sent him a rose-tree of

silver (valued at 2,000 crowns), having

on the stem this inscription, “Ronsard

l'Apollon de la Source des Muses.”

Most of the poems of this French

Apollo are condemned by modern taste

for conceits and overstrained ideas. It

is related of Ronsard that in infancy,

when his nurse was carrying him to

church to be baptized, he fell out of

her arms uponº of newly-gather

ed roses, at the same time the female

attendant who was bearing the vase of

rose-water (then used in baptisms), let

ting it drop, overturned the contents

upon the child—accidents which were

afterwards thought to have been omens

of the sweet savour of his poetry.

In Rome it is customary for the

Pope, on a certain Sunday (called Do

minica in rosa), to bless a large golden

rose, and send it to some Roman Ca

tholic sovereign, in token of the ponti

fical approbation of his or her piety.

It is usual for the recipient to bestow

a handsome pecuniary gratuity on the

bearer of the golden rose. In the

Church of St. Susannah, at Rome, is

(or was) an old mosaic, representing

Charlemagne on his knees, receivin

from St. Peter a banner sprinkled§

roses.

In France, among the feudal rights

now obsolete, was a tribute of baskets

of roses, containing a certain number

of bushels, to be paid by the vassals for

making their lords' rose water; and

the old French Parliament had a day

of ceremony called “la baillée des

roses” (the delivery of the roses), when

this tribute was collected. When the

Right Rev. Dr. Cox, Bishop of Ely,

leased the gate-house, garden, and

orchard of Ely-house, Holborn, to

Mr. Hatton (afterwards Sir Christo

pher Hatton, and Lord Chancellor),

among other covenants he required for

the gate-house and garden a red rose,

to be paid every midsummer day; and

he reserved for himself and his episco

pal successors the right of walking in

the garden, and of gathering twenty

bushels of roses annually.

In heraldry, the rose being the em

blem of grace and beauty, and having

the precedence over all other flowers,

is assigned to the seventh son, in order

to intimate to him, that as his inhe

ritance must necessarily be smaller

than those of his elder brothers, he

ought to aim at excellence in deport

ment and accomplishments to recom

mend himself, and rise in the world.

The pink dog-rose (rosa canina) is the

cognizance of the Scottish Clan “Rose.”

Abdulkadri, a learned Eastern sage,

went to Babylon, intending to dwell

there. The inhabitants did not wish

to receive him ; but the laws of Orien

tal hospitality not permitting them to

refuse him admittance in plain terms,

they thought of a device to imply their

rejection of him. Accordingly, a de

putation met him at the gate, in pro

found silence, and one of the party

held a large bowl, filled to the very

brim with water, so that it could not,

without overflowing, hold another

* See “The Flowers of February,” in the DUBLIN UNIversity MAGAZINE for February,

1853, No. CCXLII.
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drop—thus intimating, as they expect

ed he would perceive, that the city

was already so full of sages, there was

no room for another. Abdulkadri at

once comprehended the symbol; and

º off a leaf from a rose that he

eld, he laid it on the surface of the

water, which sustained it without run

ning over, thus expressing that a man

of merit would be an ornament, but

no burden to the community. This

silent reply appeared so ingenious to

the Babylonians, that they carried Ab

dulkadri into their city in triumph.

The rose is so universally and so de

servedly a favourite, it seems incredi

ble that it could ever have been an ob

ject of dislike to any one. Yet there

are a few instances of persons who had

an antipathy to this lovely flower, that

may be considered a feeling contrary

to nature. Among these instances are

the Italian Cardinals Caraſia and Cor

dona, a Venetian noble of the Barbe

rigo family, the Chevalier de Guise,

and Lady Heneage (maid of honour to

Queen Elizabeth), both of the latter

used to faint at the sight of a rose;

and Mary de Medicis, Queen of Henry

IV., who detested even a representa

tion of the flower. Strange anomalies!

when all the rest of the world have

loved the rose, as suggestive of so many

and such various sentiments and feel

ings It has imaged the brightness of

beauty, and its quick decay. The

lover has given it in tenderness and

hope to his beloved, and has sculptured

it in sorrow on her early tomb : it

has mingled in the gaiety of banquets,

and in the slaughter of the battle-field:

it has been the prize of eloquence and

the hieroglyphic of silence.

The “flower of love” ought to be

accompanied by a lay of love. The my

riads that have been poured forth on

this subject deter us from essaying any

original composition ; and of those

which have been written in foreign

languages, so many have been already

translated, that it is difficult for us to

meet with one (especially as our library

is very small) which has not lost its

freshness. But we will venture on a

sonnet (which we have never seen in

an English version), by Angelo Poggesi,
a learned doctor of Pisa, who, in his

poem, compares the object of his af.

fection to a rose, and laments the dis

appointment to which his hopes had

been subjected by her guardian :-

sonNET.

FrtoM title itAliAn of ANGELO poſs Gesi.

(In ben chiuso giardin viddi una Rosa.)

In close fenc'd garden, fresh, amid the dew

Of morn, I saw a lovely rose new-blown—

Enamoured of her meekly blushing hue,

I sighed to make the modest flower my own.

I asked her from the garden's lord : he feigned

Assent at first ; then spake with mocking tone—

“Deem'st thou so fair a blossom lightly gained 2

What toils hast thou endured 2–what conflicts known 2

Burst (can'st thou?) through yon fence of thorn and briar.

Not without test can prize like this be won"—

To him thus I: “Yea! bid me pass through fire,

Sustain all trials borne beneath the sun,

So that at last I reach the charmed ground,

To scent the sweetness that she breathes around."

The odoriferous MYRTLE, with its

white flowers, and its Greek name, sig

nifying perfume, is, as well as the rose,

associated with love; and, like the

rose, dedicated to the Goddess of Beau

ty, because it loves to grow near water,

the native element of the fair divinity

—“amantes litora Myrtos” (Georgic,

Book iv.)—hence she is often named

by the poets “Myrtilla,” and “Venus

Myrtea.” They fabled, that when Ve

mus rose from the sea, she was crowned

with myrtle by the attendant Hours;

and a myrtle wreath was placed on

her head, when she obtained from Pa

ris the golden apple, the prize for su

perior charms; and the Graces wore

myrtle chaplets when they attended

upon her. At Elis was a sculptured

group of the Graces, in which one was

represented with a sprig of myrtle, and

another with a rose, both being con

secrated to beauty; and the third hold

ing a die, to typify the sports of youth,
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the time of life most agreeable to the

Graces. The Roman ladies crowned

themselves with myrtle when they of.

fered sacrifice to Venus on the first of

April. Myrtle chaplets were anciently

called Naucratides from the following

circumstance:—Erostratus, a merchant

of Naucratis, in Lower Egypt, being

overtaken by a storm at sea, when

homeward bound, implored the aid of

Venus, an image of whom he had on

board; and she caused a number of

myrtles to spring up on the deck of the

vessel, inº of her goodwill. The

storm abated, and the mariners reached

Naucratis in safety. Erostratus dedi

eated a statue to Venus, and made a

feast, at which he distributed to the

guests myrtle crowns, which thence

obtained the name of Naucratides."

In the Elottia, festivals celebrated in

Crete in memory of Europa, the cele

brants carried in their procession an

immense myrtle garland, called corona

Ellotis, twenty cubits in circumference,

which was feigned to contain the bones

of Europa. (There were other Ellotia

celebrated by the Corinthians in ho

nour of Minerva, to whom the lake

Elottis, near Marathon, was dedi

cated.) The initiated in the Eleusinian

Mysteries crowned themselves with

myrtle, as an emblem of immortality,

from its evergreen leaves. Among the

Romans, a general who succeeded in

campaigns by prudence and conduct

rather than by fighting, was decreed

an ovation, at which only a sheep (oris)

was sacrificed, and the general walked

in triumph, crowned with myrtles, and

having flutes playing before him. But

in the triumph decreed for victory

gained in battle, an ox was offered,

and the general rode in a chariot, being

crowned with laurel, and having trum.

pets sounding before him. The Ro

mans crowned their domestic lares with

myrtle; and the magistrates of Athens

wore wreaths of that fragrant shrub.

It was in myrtle boughs that Harmo

dius and Aristogiton hid their swords,

when they went to slay the Athenian

tyrant Hipparchus, and deliver their

country from his despotism :-

** All that most endears

Glrry is when the myrtle wreathes a sword,

Such as Harmodius drew on Athens' tyrant lord.”

—Childe HARQLD, Canto iii. 20.

Hipparchus had grossly insulted a

lady, the sister of Harmodius, and the

betrothed of Aristogiton, and the two

friends doubly avenged the wrongs of

their country and of one beloved. It

was at a festival that they slew Hip

archus, and though they both perished

n the tumult, Athens iºnºi them

as deliverers. Callistratus wrote a

pleasing Greek epigram on the subject,
an excellent version of which, from

the pen of Sir Thomas Denman, is in

“Bland's Translations from the Greek

Anthology”:—

“In myrtle my sword I'll entwine,” &c.

Two aged myrtles grew before the

ate of the Temple of Quirinus at

it.". was called the Patrician,

the other, the Plebeian Myrtle; and

according to the flourishing or lan

guishing state of the shrubs, auguries

were drawn as to the prospects of the

parties after which they were named.

Callimachus, the Greek amatory poet,

is compared to the myrtle by Meleager,

in his preface to the Greek anthology

collected by him. The Greeks fabled

that Myrsine, a beautiful nymph, and a

favourite of Diana, was metamorphosed

into a myrtle. This shrub was not

permitted to be used in the festivals of

the Bona Dea, or Goddess Westa (the

wife of Faunus). She was so virtuous

that no man but her husband had ever

seen her face. The myrtle being conse

crated to Venus, a goddess not very

similar in character, was abhorred by

the reserved Bona Dea. Polydore, the

younger son of the unfortunate Priam

and Hecuba of Troy, being entrusted,

along with large treasures, to the care

of Polymnestor, King of Thrace, was

murdered for the sake of the gold by

the avaricious monarch, and was sub

sequently changed into a myrtle. Vir

gil (AEmeid, iii.) makes ACneas relate

how he and his companions found a

tomb with a myrtle growing upon it,

and, on breaking off some of the

branches, blood dropped from the lace

rated parts, and the tree groaned, and

in an articulate voice declared itself to

be Polydore.

The city of Murcia, in Spain, derived

its name from the quantities of myrtles

that grew on the banks of Sigura, by

which river it is watered. On this ac

* In a fragment of Anacreon's, he speaks of a feast at which each guest wore three crowns;

two of roses, and one of Naucratis. The latter is mistaken by Madame Dacier for lotus,

that being an Egyptian plant, and Naucratis an Egyptian city.



282 The Flowers of the Affections. [Sept.

count, the Romans dedicated the city

to Venus Myrtea.

Forests of myrtle covered the fields

of mourning—“lugentes campi", (AE

neid, vi.)—in that part of the lower

world which was the abode of those

who had suffered from unrequited love.

Yet by a strange (but not uncommon)

inconsistency the ancients considered

the myrtle as an emblem of festivity,

because they thought its sprigs, infused

in wine, improved its taste, and strength

ened its qualities. Horace often alludes

to the myrtle in connexion with wine,

especially in the last ode of the 1st

Book. With another inconsistency,

corpses were crowned with the ever

een myrtle (in allusion to immorta

ity), a practice which was prohibited

to the early Christians by the Fathers of

the Church,as savouring of heathenism.

A tradition of the Arabs says, that

Adam brought the myrtle out of the

Garden of Eden on his expulsion from

thence. Among the Jews the myrtle

was the emblem of peace, wherefore

Zechariah in his vision* saw the angel,

who came to foretell the restoration of

Israel, standing among myrtles. This

shrub is mentioned by Isaiaht among

excellent trees ; and in Nehemiah:

the Jews are commanded to take myr

tle branches to make booths at the feast

of Tabernacles, a command they still

observe. The particular kind now used

by them, and thence called “The

Jews' Myrtle,” is the broad-leaved,

whose leaves grow by threes: it is held

by them in great veneration, as typifying

some mystery by the arrangement of

its foliage in triplets. The name “Ha

dassah " is the female form of Hadas,

a myrtle. By this name Esther was

called, “Because,” says the Chaldee

Targum, “she was just, and the just

are compared to myrtles.” A Jewish

proverb says, “A myrtle among net

tles will be a myrtle still,” meaning

that a just man will continue such,

even among the wicked and corrupt.

Wild myrtle is occasionally met with

in Wales and in Scotland : it is the

badge of the Scotch Clan Campbell.

Myrtle in its cultivated state was in

troduced into Ireland by Sir Walter

Raleigh, who planted it in the garden

of his residence in Youghal (Co. Cork),

still known as “Myrtle Grove.”

The Fong ET-ME-Not, that beautiful

little flower of memory, with its blue,

like the tint of the summer heavens,

and its golden eye, bright as the eye of

Hope herself, is consecrated not alone

to the reminiscences of love, but also

to those of home and friendship. The

field forget-me-not, or myosotis arren

sis, is often assumed as the token

flower; but the true one is the water

forget-me-not, myosotispalustris, whose

flower is rather larger, and more in

tensely blue than that of its sister of

the fields. The legendary origin of

its name proves the claim of the aqua

tic species to be the real blossom of re

membrance. A German knight and

his ladye-love were walking on the

banks of the Danube, when the fair

one saw a beautiful tuft of the myosotis

palustris growing in the water, and

expressed a wish to have it. The

knight, with due chivalrous alacrity,

lunged at once into the river, in all

is array, and gathered his prize; but

before he could again climb up the

steep and slippery bank he was drawn

by a treacherous eddy into a deep

ool, and incumbered as he was, find

ing he could not save himself, just as

he sank he threw the flowers ashore to

his mistress, and uttered with his last

breath, “Vergiss mein nicht r" (For

get me not ) The legend must be of

considerable antiquity, as we are told

that Henry of Lancaster (before he

became Henry IV.), when he was ex

iled by Richard II., added this flower

of remembrance to his Collar of SS.,

with the motto in old French, “So

weigne vous de moy" (Remember me),

as a hint to his friends in England;

and he exchanged this token with his

hostess Joan, widow of John W., Duke

of Brittany, whom he subsequently

married. The myosotis was then called

by the French and English, the sou

venance (remembrance), or la fleur

de souvenance. The name myosotis,

or mouse's-ear, is derived from the

leaves being soft and downy, and

shaped like the ears of a mouse. It is

sometimes called “water scorpion

grass,” because the flower stem, before

the buds are expanded, bends round

like the tail of a scorpion. Steel, it is

said, can be rendered so hard as to

cut iron and stone, if made hot, and

then quenched in the expressed juice

of this plant.

* Zechariah, i. 8. f Isaiah, xli. 19. ! Nehemiah, viii. 15.
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In Queen Elizabeth's time the wild

flower used to express “forget-me

not" was the ground pine (chamae

pitys lutea rulgaris). It is an aroma

tic annual, hairy, and having a stem

much branched, with numerous strap

shaped three-cleft leaves, among which

its yellow solitary flowers are so much

hidden, that they are in danger of

being wholly overlooked; a character

istic which suggested a far-fetched

idea, as though they petitioned to be

remembered in their concealment.

Mexican lovers use as their forget

me-not a flower with the unromantic

and unpoetical vernacular name of

ta-la-pu-la-caj-ha-ta; but European

botanists term it echeveria racemosa.

The flower consists of a series of pink,

or red bells, hanging, like those of the

hyacinth, on a long naked stem, rising

from a bunch of rather broad leaves,

shaped somewhat like those of the au

ricula.

With the genuine forget-me-not, as

an emblem of German origin, we will

associate our translation of a German

lay —

The FORGET-ME-NOT.

from the genMan of Muchlen."

(Freundlich glänzt an stiller Quelle.—U. S. W.)

I.

By yon brook, so softly streaming,

Springs a flow'ret, friendly, fair;

Gentle as the moonlight's beaming,

Pass it not unheeded there.

II.

Bright as heaven's unclouded azure,

Symbol flower of mem'ry's truth,

To the pensive heart a treasure,

Whispering words that cheer and soothe.

III.

Mild as starry hours, whose splendour

Tells of faith that knows no spot;

From afar, its warnings tender,

Doth it speak, “forget me not!"

Iv.

When thy farewell-tears are flowing,

When to part must be thy lot,

By thy path its blossom blowing,

Meekly pleads, “forget me not!”

V.

Dear one! to this flow'ret listen |

Words of love each leaf hath got!

See its dews are tears that glisten,

And it sighs, “forget me not.”

The SPEEDwell (veronica officina

is) has been sometimes erroneously

thought to be the flower of remem

brance; and very beautiful it is, with

its azure petals, and dark blue veins,

and pure white eye, though it be not

the real forget-me-not. And truly its

name shows it to be a flower of the

affections; it expresses a kind farewell

—“Speed well " “Speed thee well "

So many medical virtues were for

merly ascribed to it, that the Germans

call it, ehr und preis, i.e., honour

and praise (sometimes corrupted into

ehrempreis, honour's reward), and old

English herbalists called it “St. Paul's

Betony,” on account of the former re

putation of betony, which was said to

cure forty-seven diseases; hence came

the proverb, “you have more virtues

than betony.” The pharmaceutical

fame of speedwell is now, we believe,

exploded ; the only use at present

made of it is by villagers, who some

times dry its leaves to infuse as tea;

hence the French call it the de l'Europe,

or European tea. Different deriva

tions are given for its botanical name,

veronica. Hoffman, the physician, says

it is derived from the Greek word,

pheronikon, because it bears the bell (as

proverbs say) among plants. Others

derive it from ver, the spring; others

from St. Veronica. But the common

speedwell (peronica officinalis) is dedi

cated to St. Simon of Jerusalem (bro

ther of St. James the Less), whose da

is February 18. The spiked speedwell

(veronica spicata) is dedicated to St.

Barbatus, or the bearded, because its

stem (more erect than that of the

above-named species) is pubescent, or

somewhat hairy. St. Barbatus was a

native of the Neapolitan territory of

Benevento, of which he was subse

quently bishop. His people were

addicted to pagan superstitions, wor

shipping a tree and a golden viper;

from which idolatrous practices he

reclaimed them, cut down the tree,

and made a chalice of the golden rep

tile. He died A.D. 682: his day is

February 19.

TO THE SPEEDWELL.

M. E. M.

Come, simple flower of heavenly blue!

Thine be this tribute of my lays;

Come, favourite flower l thy beauteous hue

Asks from my heart a meed of praise.

* A native of Pomerania; born 1763.

WOL. XLII.-NO, CCXLIX,



284 [Sept.The Flowers of the Affections.

O blossom wild, so lov’d by me!

With joy thine earliest wreaths I see.

Not child of Erin's emerald isle

Ilis shamrºck greets with happier smile;

Nor son of Gaul more pleas'd can view

His spring-tide sweet—the violet blue;

Nor German lover seek the spot

Where peeps the mild forget-me-not,

More gladly than 1 bend to hail

Thy bloom, dear speedwell! in the vale.

When wandering slowly and alone

Through mazy paths of wood or dell,

Where I could hear no human tone

Salute my steps with “speed thee well!”

There, when amid the greenwood bower,

I chanc'd to meet this little flower,

Its name could tenderly impart

A word of friendship to my heart.

“Specd well " it breathes expression kind

Of greeting to reflective mind;

And I, with almost childish glee,

Hail it as happy augury,

When opening buds around me swell

The fancied chorus, “speed thee well!"

Expressive flower! if real friend,

With cultur'd mind, and feeling heart,

For some bright moments Fate should lend,

Then, unrelenting, bid us part;

Thine aid I'll seek, if not a word

The pale and trembling lips afford,

If streaming tear and bursting sigh

The last and long “farewell” deny;

Then, from the earth, I'll rend away,

Light azure plant thy slender spray;

With glance that speaks a soul sincere,

With smile that struggles through a tear,

Will give thy buds, and bid them tell

My earnest prayer, “O speed thee well "

The IIYAcINTH, which is now, among

the modern Greeks, worn at weddings

as a bridal flower, was annong their

classic ancestors a flower of mourning,

and sacred to the dead, on account of

the fable of Hyacinthus, a prince of

Amiclaº, who, being beautiful and

accomplished, was so highly es

teemed by Apollo, that Zephyr be

came jealous of the young man, and

determined on his destruction. One

day, when Apollo and IIyacinthus

were playing together at quoits, Ze

phyr, hidden among the low ſleecy

clouds, directed with his breath the

quoit flung by Apollo full upon the

head of the unfortunate prince, and he

instantly fell dead, to the great grief

of the sun-god, who caused hyacinths

to spring from his blood, to commemo

rate him by their grace and beauty.

The truth of this fable appears to be,

that Hyacinthus being highly educa

ted, was said (by a figure of speech still

common) to be favoured by Apollo :

and having been accidently killed by a

companion, while playing at quoits,

the poets, to flatter and soothe his fa–

ther, invented the jealousy of Zephyr,

and the production of flowers from his

blood. Ovid relates the tale in the tenth

Book of his “Metamorphoses;” but

his description of the hyacinth has oc

casioned discussions as to what flower

he means. According to Ovid, it was

red (or bright purple), and marked by

Apollo with the Greek word of lamenta

tion, “Ail Ail” (“wo! wo!") expressed

in letters of black on the petals. This

description does not correspond with

our hyacinth, which has no markings,

and is therefore called by botanists

hyacinthus non scriptus, or the unlet

tered hyacinth. By some, the ancient

hyacinth is supposed to be identical

with our martagon lily, which is red,

and covered with black marks, that a

lively imagination may convert into

the letters Ali. Some have derived the

name of Hyacinthus (and the story)

from la, a violet (in Greek), and Cyn

thius, a name of Apollo. In memory

of the young prince of Amyclas, the

Lacedamonians instituted the festival

of the Hyacinthia, which lasted three

days: the first day was one of mourn

ing and lamentation for the death of

IIyacinthus; the two following were

days of revelry, singing, and theatrical

amusements; and masters gave enter

tainments to their slaves, and admitted

them to their tables. Also, in the

Chthonia, festivals in honour of Ceres,

boys, clothed in white, and wearing

hyacinths, in memory of Hyacinthus,

walked in the procession of the vota

ries, headed by the priests and chief

magistrates.

The old poets were fond of applying

the epithet, “hyacinthine curls,” to

fine hair, in allusion to the ends of the

curled locks turning up like the tips of

the petals of the hyacinth (or of the

martagon lily), whose petals also curled

up.

The hyacinth of the present day was

first cultivated double W. Peter Woer

helm in Holland, where a hyacinth

mania commenced. At Haerlem,

bulbs have been sold as high as £200

sterling each. The Orientals are very

fond of this flower. At Constantinople,

the Sultan has a garden containing

nothing but hyacinths of all possible

hues and shades, disposed in beds bor

dered with tiles of Dutch porcelain.



1853.] 285The Flowers of the Affections.

In Russia, a wild hyacinth, of a bright

yellow colour, is found.

The baptismal name of “Hyacinth,”

which is often met with in Ireland,

and which is common in the county of

Galway, and in the bordering counties,

is not derived from the heathen Hya

cinthus, but from a canonised Christian,

St. Hyacinth, a native of Silesia, born

1183, of a noble family, and who, at

the age of thirty-four, became a monk

of the order of St. Dominic. He went

on a mission to preach among the pa

ans of Pomerania, Sweden, Denmark,

Norway, and Muscovy, and converted

great numbers. He is said to have

wrought so many miracles, that he is

called the Thaumaturgist, or wonder

worker. He frequently refused to be

appointed bishop, and never would ac

cept of any office. He died, 1257.

His day is August 16th.

Though the CYPREss bears no

flower, yet, as an ornamental shrub,

connected with another unfortunate fa

vourite of Apollo, we will here speak

of it. Cyparissus (says the classic fa

ble) was the son of Amyclus of Cea, *

in which island there was a beautiful

and very tame stag, sacred to the

nymphs. Cyparissus was very fond of

it, and used to feed it from his hand,

and adorn its horns with garlands. One

day, when the stag was asleep in the

shade, the youth, shooting a dart at

some other object, unfortunately killed

the animal ; at which he was so much

afflicted, that, rejecting all the conso

lations offered by Apollo, he prayed it

might be his fate to mourn for ever;f

whereupon he was changed into a cy

press, which Apollo decreed should

thenceforward be a funereal and sor

rowful tree.

Among the Romans, a cypress bough

was hung over the door, wherein a

corpse lay, as a warning to the Ponti

fex Maximus not to enter, as, by so

doing, he would be defiled. The cy

press was dedicated to the Fates and

to Pluto, as an emblem of death ; be

cause, when cut down, it does not

spring again from the roots, like other

shrubs. The wood is so durable, that

it was considered an emblem of incor

ruption; and therefore, sprays of the

tree were used to adorn churches at

Christmas. The original gates of St.

Peter's at Rome were made of cypress;

and were still sound, when, after a lapse

of eleven hundred years, they were re

placed by bronze.

In the garden of the Moorish palace

of the Generaliſe at Granada, there

are still some fine old cypress trees,

that are the relics of the dominion of

the Moorish kings. They are called,

los cupressos de la Regna Sultana

(the cypresses of the Sultana Queen),

because the Sultana of the last Morisco

king who reigned in Granada was

falsely accused of having granted secret

interviews under their shade to her

Abencerrage lover; a calumny that

caused the destruction of the gallant

race of Abencerrages, and the downfall

of the Moorish power. Among the

Turks the cypress is funereal, and is

planted in cemeteries. But in Candia,

plantations of cypress are called,

“daughters' dowry,” because given as

a portion with daughters in marriage.

The AsphodEL is likewise called

“king's spear” (hasta regia, Pliny);

the white asphodel, the silver; and the

}. the golden king's spear. The

rench also called it baton royal (royal

staff), and verge de Jacob (Jacob's

rod). The name was given on account

of the stately appearance of the tall,

thickly-blossomed flower-spike. Amon

the ancients the roots were ...i

esculent, and were planted on graves

to furnish food for the dead, concerning

whom the ideas of the pagans were

more carnal than ours of the present

era. The yellow asphodel gemmed the

pleasant abodes of the peaceful dead in

the Elysian Fields, the idea of which

was taken from the charming plains of

Sicily, enamelled with lovely flowers at

all seasons, among which the yellow

asphodel is abundant.

The wild bog asphodel of Lancashire

(asphodelus marthecium ossifragum),

with its yellow spike of flowers, is very

like the true asphodel.

The MALLow, with its soft leaf and

pink flower,was the funereal companion

of the asphodel, and planted round se

pulchres. It would seem, that to this

custom of decking graves with flowers,

Job alludes, when he says—“He shall

be brought to the grave, and remain

* Now Zea, one of the Cyclades.

+ munusque supremum,

Hoc petit a superis, ut tempore lugeat omni...—Ovid. Metam. lib. x.
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in the tomb; the clods of the valley

shall be sweet unto him” (Job, xxi.

32, 33).

The good old English, name of

“heart's ease,” by which the PANsy

was formerly designated, associated a

cheerful idea with that pretty and fa

vourite flower. It was dedicated to

St. Euphrasia, whose name, in Greek,

signifies cheerfulness of mind. She

was the daughter of a noble in the

court of Theodosius the younger, to

whom she was related. Brought up to

monastic predilections by her widowed

mother, she refused a brilliant marriage

proposed to her by her imperial kins

man, and took the veil. She was con

sidered a pattern of humility, on which

account the pansy (or heart's-ease) as

one of the violet tribe (“the humble

violet”), was consecrated to her. She

died, A.D. 410. Her day is March 13.

Among ourancestors the heart's-ease

pansy came to be regarded as a flower

of remembrance for lovers, and was

also called “love in idleness,” imply

ing a lover who has little or nootherem

ployment than to think of the beloved

one. It brings to our memory the ce

lebrated passage in the “Midsummer's

Night's Dream,” when, speaking of

Cupid's failing to wound the heart of

“the fair vestal throned by the west."

(Queen Elizabeth), Shakspeare de

scribes the little god's dart as falling

“on a love-in-idleness.” – Act ii.,

scene 2.

The present popular name for the

heart's-ease— i.e., pansy—is derived

from the French pensee, a thought.

Louis XV. of France invented for his

§º. Quesnay, whom he called

is thinker, a device of a shield,

charged with three pansies (pensées,

thoughts). Quesnay, born in 1640,

was the founder of the Political Eco

nomists in France, having been so

struck with the miserable condition of

the French peasantry, that he turned

his attention to political economy. In

his opinion, agriculture was the only

true source of wealth; and he divided

society into three classes— first, the

productive class of farmers and labour

ers, who subsist on a portion of the

produce of the land; second, the pro

prietary class, who live on the rent of

the land; third, the unproductive

class, consisting of manufacturers, mer

chants, and servants, who subsist on

the wages paid to them by the other

two classes. These three classes

were Quesnay's three pense&s, or three

thoughts.

Among the French the pansy is an

emblem of sorrowful thought; and to

the device of a pensee they add the

motto, “ May it be far from thee.”

But with us the pansy is a flower of

kindly remembrance.

Though we have laid down as a rule

not to introduce any poem which is

not either an original, or a translation

of our own pen from a foreign lan

guage, yet we have been tempted to in

fringe our rule here, in order to quote

an appropriate and very pretty poem,

which may be considered as retaining

all its pristine freshness, for it exists

(we believe) only in the pages of a

short-lived and little-circulated mis

cellany, that expired at least forty

ears ago. Thepoem is anonymous, but

it is so graceful and so prettily ima

gined, that we feel sure its introduction

will not be thought an error:—

“LINEs,

On receiving a faded pansy (or pensee) in a letter

from a young lady in a distant country.

I.

“Go, faded flower, thy task resign,

And mount again the billowy seas;

I need no humble aid like thine

To wake a thought of Heloise.

II.

“Go tell her that I feel within

The ‘pensée' that she planted there;

Without a leaf, 'tis ever green,

Without a blossom, ever fair.

III.

“Tis not like thee, a changeful thing,

The object of a sunny day,

That breathes one zephyr of the spring,

Then, like that zephyr, fades away.

IV.

“But 'tis a plant that cannot die,

That gives sweet fragrance all the year;

It breathes no zephyr but a sigh,

It drinks no dew-drop but a tear.

“Go, then, frail flower, thy task resign,

Go mount again the billowy seas;

A power within exceeding thine

Wakes all my soul to Heloise.”

* For the explanation of this passage in Shakspeare, see page 588 of the DUBLIN UNI

versity MAGAZINE for May, 1853, No. CCXLV.
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The MARygold is so hardy that it is

found in our gardens in all seasons.

Its Latin name (calendula officinalis)

implies that it blows in all the calends,

i.e., at the beginning of each month.

Thus the Italians call it, fior d'ogni

mese, or, the flower of every month. Its

English name is derived from the form

of its flame-coloured petals, like the

rays of a halo, such as is painted round

the head of the Virgin Mary. It has

been discovered that, like the scarlet

ppy, the nasturtium, and some other

right-coloured flowers, an electric

light sometimes emanates from its pe

tals after sunset, especially when there

is electricity in the air. The petals of

the marygold were formerly much used

to make wine, and to put into broths,

being sup to have a cordial qua

lity for raising the spirits, and lessen

ing the palpitation of the heart; and

thus, being given to persons in depres

sion of spirits, by a figurative transpo

sition the flower became an emblem of

care and sorrow. Among symbolists,

the flower worn on the head signifies

trouble of spirits ; on the heart, trouble

of lore; on the bosom, weariness; but

in mediaeval pictures and portraits it is

sometimes represented worn on the

bosom, in honour of the Virgin, from

whom it is named “Mary's gold.”

The French call the marygold souci,

i. e., care. The poor little Dauphin

of France (who should have been

Louis XVII.), was fond of cultivating

flowers in his garden, and used every

morning to present a bouquet to his

Inother. When the troubles of the

French Revolution had commenced,

he observed that the queen's eyes were

often red with weeping, but made no

reulark, till one morning when, on pre

senting his nosegay, Marie Antoinette

asked why he had not put into it any

soucis (cares, i. e., marygolds). The

child with greatguickness replied, “Ah,

mamma, have you not enough of them

already?” (“Ah, maman, n'en avez

rous pas assez deja f") But in the

middle ages the marygold filled in

French devices the place of the sun

flower. As such it was adopted by

the accomplished Margaret of Orleans,

Queen of Navarre, andmaternal grand

mother of Henry IV. She added to

it the motto “Je ne veur suivre que lui

seul” (“I will follow only him," i. e.,

the sun), meaning by the sun the King

of France, her brother, Francis I. An

old and far-fetched French device, im

plying jealousy, was a marygold (used

as a sunflower) exposed to a burning

glass, which reflected the rays of the

sun—the motto, “Je meurs parce il te

regarde” (“I die because he, the sun,

looks on thee, the burning glass”).

The corn marygold (chrysanthemum

segetum) is dedicated to St. John,

and is sometimes called John's bloom.

The flowers called African and French

marygolds, are both natives of Ameri

ca. The Italians call the French mary

gold “fior di morto,” or flower of

death, because tradition says that it

sprang from the blood of the unhappy

Mexicans, slaughtered for the sake of

their treasures by the avaricious Spa

niards.

The AMARANTH, from the durability

of its purple blossoms, is a flower sa

cred to the memory of the dead. The

warlike Thessalians wore crowns of it

at the funeral of Achilles.

The celebrated Christina Queen of

Sweden, at a banquet given in honour

of Don Antonio Pimental, the Spanish

ambassador, about 1644, instituted an

order of the amaranth (as a flower of

remembrance). The medal bore an

amaranth in enamel, with the motto—

“Dolce nella memoria” (Sweet to me.

mory). On this occasion the Queen

took off her diamonds, and distributed

them among the guests. . At the floral

games of Toulouse, a golden amaranth

was the prize of the successful compe

titor in lyric poetry.

The glove amaranth, (gomphrena
globosa) is used on the Continent, es

pecially in Paris and in Portugal, to
decorate the shrines of saints in

churches, and is called by the French

“the immortal violet” (la violette im

mortelle). There are two kinds, the

bright-purple and the silver-white.

The amaranth tribe have the advan

tage of possessing no deleterious quali

ties, and are therefore dedicated to

memory, veneration, and love. Our

“love lies bleeding,” that implies some

tragic tale, is an amaranth ; so is the

“ prince's feather,” called by the

French the “flower of jealousy" (la

fleur de jalousie). In France and

Germany the yellow cudweed (guapha

lium orientale), called “everlasting,”

and “immortelle,” is commonly made

into wreaths to dress the graves of the

beloved, in token of undying love. It

is found on Libanus and Mount Car

mel, and is brought home by pilgrims

in memory of these celebrated spots, as

º
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is the blood-red everlasting(gnaphalium

sanguineum) from Mount Olivet.

As the amaranth was of old the fu

nereal wreath of warriors, it shall be

accompanied by a strain in accordance

with this characteristic :—

THE sold1ER's REST.

M. E. M.

I.

Rest, soldier, rest —no more the drum

Shall rouse thee from thy sleep,

To arm ere hostile squadrons come,

Or weary watch to keep.

To walk the rounds no more is thine,

To brave the lance's deadly shine,

The cannon's thunder deep;

The camp's remov’d—the war is o'er;

Then, soldier, dream of strife no more.

II.

What though o'er far and foreign soil

No more 'tis thine to roam,

Thou dost not rest releas'd from toil

Within thy happy home.

Though not in noisy camps to dwell,

Where thousand sounds around thee swell

Like ocean's loud-voic'd foam,

Thou art not hush'd to peaceful rest

On couch that joyful hands have drest.

III.

Thy warfare's o'er—but O, thou brave!

Thou 'rt laid the turf beneath;

Thy bed is quiet—'tis the grave!

Thy sleep is sound—'tis death !

Alike for thee are withered now

Of dove-eyed peace the olive bough,

Of war the laurel wreath;

Alike thy place is vacant found

At home, and on the tented ground.

IV.

So calm thy sleep, alike to thee

If brazen trumpet rings,

Or sky-lark, rising from the lea,

Her morning carol sings.

Alike to thee if o'er thy head

The canvas of the tent is spread,

Or trailing ivy clings:

And to thy sod alike are given

The mourner's tear, or dews of heaven.

Mugwort is our common English,

and very ugly name for a plant whose

botanic appellation (artemisia vulgaris)

commemorates the conjugal affection

of an ancient Queen, Artemisia, wife

of Mausolus, King of Caria, who was

accounted the handsomest man of his

era. On his death, his widow was in

consolable. To do honour, however,

to his memory, she caused to be erect

ed a marble monument, so magnificent

that it was included among “ the

seven wonders of the world.” It is

described as being of most exquisite

workmanship, and as sixty-three feet

long, 411 feet in compass, and thirty

five feet high, having thirty-six elabo

rately-sculptured pillars, and on the top

a marble chariot. Pliny, who mentions

it in his thirty-fourth Book, gives the

names of the celebrated sculptors em

ployed on the different parts of the

edifice. From this tomb of Mausolus

all sumptuous monuments have subse

quently taken the name of mausoleums.

But according to tradition the splen

did tomb was but a cenotaph to the

memory of the lamented king, who was

not laid to rest within it; for after his

body had been duly and ceremoniously

burned, Artemisia collected his ashes

from the funeral pile, and mingling

them with water, drank them, saying

that she thus provided her husband

with the only sepulchre conformable

with her love. She offered two prizes,

one for the best funeral oration, and

the other for the best tragic poem in

his honour. Her mind, however, re

ceived no solace, though she occupied

herself in the business of the kingdom,

and conquered Rhodes. In two years

after the loss of her husband, she died

of grief, before Christ 351. She had

adopted as her emblem the plant now

called in Latin artemisia, which she

chose on account of its great bitter

mess; it had formerly been dedicated

to Diana, and called from her parthenis.

It has dark-green, jagged leaves, and

small, yellow, button-like blossoms.

As a bitter, it has been found medi

cinal. According to its legendary re

putation, it was a charm against ague;

and the traveller who carried a branch

of it would feel no fatigue, and would

be protected from noxious beasts, and

from sun-stroke. Its roots burned to

cinders are still superstitiously used by

rustic dames in divinations on midsum

Imer eve.

The mugwort belongs to the worm

wood family. Sprigs of SEA Worst

wood (artemisia maritima ) were

borne by the priests of Isis in their

solemnities. Artemisia abrotanum is

the SouTHERNwood, a favourite in vil

lage nosegays, and used in South

Wales as a funereal plant, being car

ried by mourners at rustic burials, and

planted upon graves, on account of its

bitterness, typifying grief.
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tues are no longer found in the “de. 3.

vil’s-bit scabious.” 'º'; … . . . .

The fragrant Jess AMINE, with its c,

As the mugwort is commemorative

of the tender regrets of a widowed

heart, we shall associate with it the

translation (or rather paraphrase) of a

poem by an Italian husband, on taking

the wedding ring from the finger of

his deceased wife.

tee Ring taken Froni The DEAD.

rºsext tº E tralian of bertArdixo Ror A.”

“Quests scolpita in oro amica fede,” &c.)

My lov’d and lost thou that hast been to me

Fairest and best among the good and fair,

Well hast thou kept with fond fidelity

This golden ring that thy dead hand doth

This ring, faith's pledge, gift of my hallow'd

love,

Well hast thou kept it since I grav'd thy

thanie

Within my mind—well did our union prove

Union of hearts, in love and will the same.

Now from thy finger, cold, and ivory white,

I take the ring, I place it on my own ;

Here let it dwell, fond object of my sight,

Not lost within the grave, so dark, so lone.

O theft of love! spoil that from One so dear

I take with breaking heart! Forgive —

forgive,

If oft I dim thy shine with bitter tear—

When shall I cease to weep? when cease

to live?

The dark purple ScABrousis amongst

the French the symbol of widowhood,

and called la fleur des veuves (the

widow's flower), because the white

tips of its anthers appearing on the

very dark purple florets of its crown,

look like tears sprinkled upon a mourn

ing garb.

With the Portuguese it images the

deep regret, the faithful memory, and

the earnest yearnings of parted lovers,

expressed in Portuguese by the un

translatable word, saudade, which word

is also applied as a name to the flower.

We have a wild blue scabious, which

herbalists reputed a sovereign remedy

(in decoction) against pestilence, poi

sons, the bites of venomous beasts,

and sundry other ailments. The root

has a stumped abrupt appearance,

whence came a rural superstition that

Satan, envious of the benefits bestowed

upon man in this herb, bit off half the

root in malice, a malice which seems

(says an eminent botanist) to have

been effectual, as the so-lauded vir

starry flower, is thought to be the .2.

pothos leukos, or white flower of regiet,

strewed upon graves by the ancieſ tº

Greeks. The sweet-scented Arabian:

jessamine (jasminum sambae) was

own in the seventeenth century at

#. Court, but perished ; and

the shrub was only known in Europe

by a specimen in the gardens of the

Grand Duke of Tuscany (Cosmo II.)

at Florence. He had procured it from

Goa in 1619, and was so jealous of it

that he placed a guard over it, and

would not permit a sprig to be taken

from it. But it chanced that one of

the gardeners was in love with a young

girl, who refused to marry him, ex

cept on the condition of his giving her

a slip of the guarded, and therefore

coveted, jessamine. The young man

accordingly taxed his ingenuity to

steal a sprig, which he at length ac

complished, and was rewarded with

the hand of his mistress, who reared

the cutting into a shrub ; and all ap

prehension of the consequences of dis

covery was removed by the death, in

1621, of the Grand Duke, Cosmo II.,

who, though he had shown himself sel

fish and despotic in this trivial case,

was a mild man, with a liberal mind

and enlightened views. In memory of

the circumstances above mentioned the

jessamine came to be used as a bridal

flower by the fair Tuscans; but the

common white jessamine (jasminum

officinale) took the place of the Ara

bian shrub, being more easily pro

cured.

The Indian jessamine (jasminum

nyctanthes) is called the sorrowful tree,

and is among the Orientals an emblem

of mourning, from its only blowing in

the darkness of night, and from its

presenting a miserable and ragged ap

pearance when its flowers have withered.

The sweet-smelling purple LAven

DER is adopted as an emblem of affec

tion, from its aromatic scent enduring

long after its flowery spikes are faded

and dried up. With the Turks it is a

symbol of assiduity. Among the Ro

mans it was used to be thrown into

the baths for its perfume; hence its

name, derived from lavare, to wash.

The NARcissus is commemorative

of self-love and disappointed love.

Narcissus (say the classic poets) was a

* A Neapolitan, Knight of San Giacopo.
Died 1575.
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youth of Boeotia, of whom Tiresias

the soothsayer foretold that he should

live happily till he saw his own face,

but that would be fatal to him ; for

which reason mirrors of every kind

were carefully kept out of his way.

On account of his surpassing beauty, the

nymph Echo felldeeply in love with him,

but he slighted her attachment, and

she pined away with grief till nothing

remained of her but her voice, and

even that lost the power of utterance

beyond repeating the last syllable of a

sentence. Narcissus being heated one

day from the chase, went to drink from

a clear, calm rivulet, and there beheld

reflected his own beautiful image, of

which he became so much enamoured,

that he would never leave the spot ;

but, disdaining the entreaties of his

friends, he remained there gazing till

he wasted away, and was changed by

the gods into the flower that bears his

name (“Ovid's Metamorphoses,” Book

iii.) Conon, an ancient writer, un

dertakes to explain the fable thus:

that Narcissus had a twin sister, of

whom he was very fond, and who re

sembled him exactly in air and fea

tures. Having had the misfortune to

lose her by death, he took a melancholy

pleasure in sitting on the banks of a

stream to gaze on the reflection of his

face, which so faithfully portrayed to

memory the lineaments of his sister,

till at length he fell into a decline, and

died from indulged grief; and the an

cient poets, with their usual love for

the marvellous, expanded this slight

history into the classic fable immortal

ised by Ovid. The idea of the Meta

morphoses was suggested to the poetic

imagination by the habit, and appear

ance of the flower—its pale petals, the

drooping attitude of its head, and its

propensity, whenever, it grows near a

spring, to turn its face towards the

Water.

From the tragic fate of Narcissus,

the Greek considered his namesake

flower as funereal, and therefore de

scribed the Fates as wearing it in their

garlands. The Furies also were said to

delight in it, because its scent is un

wholesome ; and it possesses narcotic

qualities. Its etymology, indeed, is

from the Greek, markuein, to stupify.

It was also dedicated to Proserpine,

because Pluto conciliated her by giv

ing it to her for her bouquets.

he Chinese venerate the Narcissus,

and use it in their festivities, welcom

ing in their new year. They manage

it in vases of water, so as to come into

blow exactly at the time required.

Among the early Christians the Nar

cissus was consecrated to St. Apollo

nia, a virgin martyr of Alexandria,

who, in the persecution against the

Christians in the last year of the Em

peror Philip, was first tortured by hav

ing all her teeth broken in her head,

and was then burned to death, A.D.

249. Her day is February 29. In

memory of her torture, she was con

sidered patron saint of the teeth, and

powerful to cure the toothache; and

the Narcissus was dedicated to her as

useful to ease that pain by its narcotic

qualities. “Narcissus" has been adopt

ed as a baptismal name (now, however,

not so much used as formerly), not

from the hero of the pagan fable, but

from St. Narcissus, who was born

about the close of the first century,

and elected head of the Church in Je

rusalem, when he was nearly 80 years

old. He died at the very protracted

age of 116, and his day is October 29.

In the Spanish “ Romancero Gene

ral ” (or General Collection of Spanish

Romances), there is a pretty little pas

toral, intended as a pendant (but in an

opposite light) to the story of the
beautiful Bºeotian youth. Ie offer

our translation:—

PASTORAL.

rºom the spaxlsh in the “ Roxi.A.Nchetto GENERAL.”

(“Olvidada del successo,

Del enganado narcisso,” &c.)

Forgetful of Narcissus' fate,

By stream-reflected form betrayed,

Beside a fountain, Inez sate,

And there her beauteous face survey'd.

Upon her brow, so smooth and fair,

A ribbon shone, of amber dye;

But loosely flow'd her raven hair,

Fann'd by the passing zephyr's sigh.
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She mark'd her eyes, so mildly bright;

Her crimson lip, that could not hide

The teeth of pearl that press'd it tight,

And wounded, while they beautified.

It was not pride that fixed her look

Upon her charms—but heart's distress,

That her false love those charms forsook

For one less worth, who lov'd him less.

She deem'd the tears that unreprest

She, fond and blameless maiden, shed,

Perturb’d the friendly fountain's breast,

And thus, with broken voice, she said—

“Turbid flow the waters, mother,

Turbid flow they here;

But again we'll see them, mother,

Rippling calm and clear.”

Though my eyes' rain, that darkly flows,

Sullies the fount joy loved so well,

And gives this tribute of my woes

To him who in my thoughts doth dwell,

Yet Time and Love some happy day

Shall chase my jealous fears away.

“Turbid flow the waters, mother,

Turbid flow they here;

Yet again we'll see them, mother,

Rippling calm and clear.”

Though mem'ry mourns while pondering o'er

The troubled thoughts of weary brain,

Combining bliss, that lives no more,

With blighted hopes and present pain;

Though swelling with the breeze, my sighs

Are borne along the summer skies,

“Though turbid be the waters, mother,

Flowing sadly here;

Yet again we'll see them, mother,

The DAFfodil, which belongs to the

narcissus tribe, and is sometimes con

founded with the “poets' narcissus,”

is, like the latter, a lethal flower, and

was superstitiously believed to betoken

the approaching death of the person

looking upon it, if its head drooped to

wards him. It was twined in the gar

lands of Mercury when conveying the

spirits of the dead to the Stygian ferry,

and was added to the wreaths of Bac

chus, in allusion to its narcotic powers.

The Turks call it the “golden bowl.”

Our ancestors named it the “lent lily,”

and dedicated it to St. Perpetua, a

young married woman of Carthage,

martyred in the persecution under Se

verus, in 202. She was thrown to

savage beasts in the amphitheatre, and

after being severely gored by a wild

cow, was slain by the sword of a gla

diator, when she was scarcely twenty

two. Her day is March 7, about which

time the daffodil blows inwarm climates.

The hoop petticoat daffodil (nar

cissus bulbocodium), so called from the

shape of its cup, or nectary, very wide

at the brim, and narrowing to its base,

Rippling calm and clear.”

was dedicated to St. Catherine of

Bologna, a noble lady, and maid of

honour at the court of the Marquis

d'Este, who became a nun of Poor

Clares, and was canonised for her

}. She wrote, in Italian and

atin, a devotional book, called “The

Seven Spiritual Arms.” She died

1463, and her day is March 9.

The nodding daffodil (narcissus

mutans) was dedicated to St. Julia, a

noble Christian maiden of Carthage,

who, when that city was taken by

Genseric,King of the Vandals, A.D. 439,

was sold as a slave to a pagan mer

chant, who, from her fidelity and in

dustry, allowed her the free exercise

of her religion. But having accom

H. her master on a voyage, and

anding at Corsica, she refused the

governor to join in a heathen sacrifice,

though offered by him freedom for com

pliance. The governor, removing her

from her master's protection, ordered

the hair to be torn from her head, and

the victim to be then hanged on a cross.

Her day is May 23, when the flower

dedicated to her is in bloom.
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The stately ColuMBINE is an emblem

of unfortunate love, from a very far

fetched image. The nectaries of the

flower, in its wild state, are thought to

resemble, in shape and colour, the necks

of doves (whence the name Columbine,

from columba, a dove); and these

birds, from the mournful note of their

cooing, seem as if bewailing a lost com

panion. Botanists, however, call it

aquilegia, from aquila, an eagle, ima

gining the nectaries resemble eagles'

claws 1 We must leave the botanists

and the symbolists to settle between

themselves the somewhat conflicting

characteristics of eagles and doves.

Non nostrum est, &c.

Moonwort (osmunda lunaria) is

one of the fern family, and has some

strange superstitions attached to it.

Over iron it was said to have such

power, that any lock or bar could be

opened by applying the herb to it, and

it was therefore said to be used by

thieves in their burglaries. It is re

puted to draw the shoes off horses that

tread upon it; hence it is called, by

English peasants “unshoe the horse.”

Italians call it by a similar name in

their language, “sferra caralli.” The

old English herbalist, Culpepper, in

speaking of it, states—“I have heard

commanders say that on White Down,

in Devonshire, near Tiverton, there

were found thirty horse shoes, pulled

off from the Earl of Essex's horses,

being there drawn up in a body, many

of them newly . and no reason

known, which caused great admiration;

and the herb described usually grows

on heaths.” This fern is of rare occur

rence; it bears a small slender stalk,

four or five inches high, with one leaf

cleft into divisions, six or seven on

each side, and shaped like half-moons

(whence the name), the upper clefts

being larger than the lower. The flower

stalks rise two or three inches above

this leaf, bearing branches of small

globular capsules, green at first, and

afterwards a yellow brown; the seeds

are like a mealy dust.

René, Duke of Anjou and Bar, and

titular King of Jerusalem (father of

our Queen, Margaret of Anjou),

claimed the duchy of Lorraine in right

of his wife, Isabel, eldest daughter of

Duke Charles I. of Lorraine, who had

left no son. But Anthony of Vaude

mond, nephew of Duke Charles (being

the son of his brother Ferri), claimed

the duchy as limited to heirs male, and

a war ensued, in which Anthony was

aided by Philip Duke of Burgundy,

surnamed the Good. Fortune was at

fifst favourable to René ; but at the

battle of Bullegneville, near Neuf

chatel, in Lorraine (2nd July, 1431),

he was taken prisoner, and delivered

up by Anthony de Vaudemont to the

Duke of Burgundy, who sent the illus

trious captive to the Castle of Dijon,

where he was confined in the top of a

high tower, still existing. His principal

aunusement was painting; and he de

corated the chapel of the castle with

many miniatures painted on glass. In

order to ap to the affections of his

people in Bar and Anjou, he painted

numerous sprigs of moonwort, which

he sent to his principal subjects as an

intimation that he expected them to

assume the qualities of that plant, and

open the iron locks of his prison, either

by force of arms, or by ransom. His

pictorial appeal failing of effect, the

moonwort became among emblematists

the symbol of forgetfulness. Durin

the captivity of René, which lasted five

years, he became heir to the kingdoms

of Sicily and Naples, which he sent his

wife to claim in his stead. He at length

recovered his liberty, by submitting to

some very hard conditions imposed on

him by the Duke of Burgundy. After

his release his daughter Margaret mar

ried Henry VI. of England.

In memory of the illustrious prisoner,

René of Anjou, we shall accompan

the moonwort with the translation of

T H E S O N G o F A C A P T L V E.

From the spanisli of zorriſ.LA.”

“Triste canta el prisionero,” &c.)

In grated cell the captive sings,

Alone and sad, his pensive strain;

While like discordant music rings

In harsh response his clashing chain.

Wind, that in freedom dost rejoice,

Give freedom to the captive's voice

* A Castilian poet, now living.
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“My cheated hopes are fading fast—

I feel my days, my hours depart;

My spirit's strength succumbs at last,

And ice is gathering round my heart.

Ah! from my cruel solitude

My sighs can reach no friendly ear;

'Tis but the wind, a list'ner rude,

The story of my grief can hear.

Wind, that in freedom dost rejoice,

Give freedom to the captive's voice!

“My lov'd one! could my song but fly

To thee, upon the breezes borne,

I should not thus be left to die,

Like one deserted and forlorn.

But thou art far, O far away! -

Happy—unconscious of my pain; ,

And I am singing mournful lay

To the wild music of my chain.

Wind, that in freedom dost rejoice,

Give freedom to the captive's voicel

“How often in the mirror clear,

Held up to Love by Fancy's hand,

I fondly see—delusion dear!—

Thy graceful form before me stand.

I speak to thee—no voice replies;

I strive to clasp thee—like a beam

Of light obscur'd, the vision flies—

Ah! then I feel 'twas but a dream.

a Wind, that in freedom dost rejoice,

Give freedom to the captive's voice!

“My own dear love! the life and light

Of this sad heart and tearful eyes—

Gay be thy smiles, thy hopes be bright,

And gladsome be thy melodies,

While I, immur'd in gloomy cell,

Weep for the charms I may not sce;

My only solace is to tell

These walls how dear thou art to me.

Wind, that in freedom dost rejoice,

Give freedom to the captive's voice!"

The flower known of old as the SUN

Flower, was emblematic both of love

unrequited, and of constancy in the

midst of disappointment. Clytie,

daughter of Orchomarus, King of

Persia, was enamoured of Apollo;

but finding that he preferred her sister,

Leucothea, she pined away with grief,

till she was changed into a flower;

which still, influenced by her love,

turns its face towards the sun in what

ever quarter of the heavens he appears.

But what was the ancient sunflower ?

Not the gigantic yellow flower now so

called, for that is a native of Peru, was

unknown to the ancients, and does not

turn invariably to the sun. Clytie's

flower is believed to be the helianthe

mum, or small yellow rock rose. Ovid

describes it as red, and the cistus

helianthemum does assume a rose co

lour in some situations.

The large American tournsole, which

in Peru and Mexico grows twenty feet

high, and bears flowers four feet in

diameter, was called sunflower, from

the resemblance between its vast disc,

surrounded with gold-coloured ray-like

petals, and the face of the sun. rom

this resemblance the Peruvian virgins

of the sun wore on their temples repre

sentations of the flower, wrought in

gold, to the surprise and admiration of

the Spaniards. Since its introduction

into Europe, it has superseded the

classic sunflower in character among

symbolists. Louis XIV. having adopt

ed the sun for his cognizance, one of

his obsequious courtiers took for his

device a sunflower, with the motto—

“Il suit les mouvemens du soleil" (he

follows the movements of the sun).

Another French device was, a sun

flower looking up to the luminary,

with the motto—“Sans toi j'eapire"

(without thee I die).
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We shall accompany the helianthe

mum, as a flower of love, with the

following

L IN E s.

M. E. M.

'Tis sweet to mark at evening hour

The lamp gleam forth from distant tower,

And know its light is kindled thus

By one who fondly thinks of us.

'Tis sweet to know there is an ear

Will list our coming step to hear;

'Tis sweet to know there is an eye

Will brighten when it sees us nigh;

To know there is a kindred heart

Will sink in sorrow when we part;

'Tis sweet to soothe the mourner's pain

With whisper'd vows “we meet again.”

'Tis sweet to hear our vigil broke

By the shrill clock's expected stroke;

Whose warning summons, slow yet true,

Proclaims the hour of interview.

'Tis sweet that meeting hour to while

With broken phrase, and speaking smile,

And question kind, and mute reply,

Or glanc'd in look, or breath'd in sigh,

And fond reproach, that not the less

Springs from the soul of tenderness.

Then, while the time glides swift away,

And leaves a thousand things to say,

Sweet the impatient thrill we feel

O'er all our fluttering senses steal,

That prompts our hasty tale to tell,

Ere forc'd to sever with “farewell !”

But love may die, grow cold, or change,

Or yield to arts that faith estrangeſ

Then what a dull and dreary day

Succeeds when all has passed away

O weary doth the spirit seem,

Of one who wakes as from a dream;

Who sees the lamp extinct above,

Or lighted for another love;

Who sees no more from kindling eye

The radiant glance of welcome fly;

Who feels the meeting hour now glide

In silence down time's darkened tide;

Whose heart is lone, whose hope is fled,

Whose ardent feelings all are dead.

To spirit thus, forlorn of mood,

The world is “peopled solitude.”

There is another yellow flower, call

ed by the ancients HELENIUM, which

is a memorial of the tragic death of a

beautiful but guilty woman, Helen,

the cause of the Trojan war. After

the destruction of Troy, she returned

to Sparta, with her formerly forsaken

husband, Menelaus; but on his death,

being expelled by the Spartans, she re

tired to Rhodes, to her relative Polyxo.

That princess had lost her husband in

the Trojan war, and detesting Helen

as the cause of her widowhood, she

violated the laws of hospitality in the

erson of the fugitive—for, disguising

erself and her Rhodian attendants in

the habit of the Furies, they seized on

Helen while bathing, and hanged her

on a plane-tree. From the tears that

she shed while they were dragging her

to the fatal tree, sprang the flower call

ed after her name. Moderns call it

“elecampane;” botanists term it inula;

the Germans call it, “Helenen's kraut."

(Helen's herb); and the Italians,

Elleno. In memory of the event, and

in expiation of the guilt of Polyxo, the

Rhodians erected a temple to Helen

Dendritis, or Helen of the Tree, and

caused to be engraved on the barks of

the planes, “Revere me, I am the tree

of Helen.”

The transformations of which we

read in classic mythology were not arti

cles of faith with the ancients; for my

thology is divisible into two parts, the

religious and the poetical—the former,

treating of the gods, their nature and

worship, was a religious creed, at least

to the multitude; but the poetic my

thology, of which the metamorphoses

and miraculous flowers are a prominent

part, , was not a matter of theological

faith. It was the acknowledged crea

tion of the poets. The qualities of a

tree, the attitude of a flower, even the

etymology of its name, were sufficient

to inspire lively southern imaginations

with a fable, or with embellishments

and additions to a simple history, which,

among a people delighting in the ro

mantic, received a kind of pleased ac

ceptance, a willing half-credence, such

as in our own days is accorded to the

creations of Shakspeare, of whom we

speak as though they had all been real

personages.

The poetic mythology is far more

graceful than the religious mythology.

Man in heathen times was constrained

to believe in hordes of gods at variance

with each other, degraded by puerili

ties, and disgraced by crimes, yet ex

ercising over human beings capricious

cruelties, against which there was no

recognised protection. And if reason

rejected these abominations, man was

in danger ofatheism—he had no autho

ritative guide to truth; at the best he

could have but a dim, wavering,

shadowy deism to be his staff in life

and his lamp in the black portal of

death. How beautifully has Milton

expressed, in his glorious hymn on the

Nativity, the blessings of that Rising

Sun that dispelled all the spectral illu

sions that filled the dark night of pagan

idolatry

M. E. M.
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INDUSTRIAL EDUCATION."

TheRE cannot be a fitter time than

the present for the examination of a

subject, which, if not altogether new,

seems yet to be on the point of re

ceiving an altogether novel importance

—that, namely, of Industrial Educa
tion.

We are fully aware that any article,

in any periodical, headed with the

word “Education” in any sense, is

apt to be passed over by the majority

of readers as something too dry and

uninteresting to be worth perusal. We

must, indeed, plead guilty ourselves

to something of this feeling, and to a

proneness to skip all educational arti

cles wherever we meet with them. If,

however, the reader, whose eye these

few sentences may catch, will only resist

the temptation of his own indolence

(pardon our presumption), just for this

once, and allow us to engage his at

tention for a few minutes, we think

we can promise not only to give him

some information, but even to interest

and amuse him.

A school is to most people a dull

place enough, and few can take any

interest in looking at a parcel of chil

dren bending over their lessons, or

even in tracing the progress they may

be making in their studies, but a

manufactory is an altogether different

matter; the busy scene of useful acti

vity, the complicated action of machi

nery, the rapid processes of produc

tion at work, and making things be

fore our eyes, these have an interest,

we might almost say an excitement,

which touches a responsive chord in

almost every human heart.

The school for pure intellectual

training and acquirement is, doubtless,

after all the most important; it is the

one which moulds the inner life, the

spiritual existence of man, and ad

dresses itself to the highest and noblest

part of our nature; but a school for

all the practical arts, and tending to

the production of all the things that

daily and hourly serve to minister to

our wants, to supply our necessities,

to gratify our senses, and our tastes,

and to give ease and enjoyment to our

lives in every minute of their exist

ence, would nevertheless be the one

most directly and most vividly appeal:

ing to our feelings, and enchaining and

riveting our attention.

Education—what is the meaning of

that word 2 The meaning commonly

attached to it is “reading, writing, and

arithmetic,” with perhaps a little ad

dition of Latin grammar. In its largest

meaning it would include every exter

nal and internal circumstance, every

voluntary or involuntary action, either

of our own, or of others, that in any way

affected us so as to educe, or bring out

and lead on any of our powers, facul

ties, or qualities, whether mental, mo

ral, or corporeal. In its technical and

actual meaning it must be restricted

so as to include only all those acts of

instruction, training, teaching, and

practising, which are intended to bring

but, or ſead on, any of these powers,

faculties, or qualities.

Industrial education, therefore, would

mean all teaching and training, calcu

lated either to elicit or to enlarge the

powers and capacities of the pupils for

engaging in any of the industrial arts,

from cobbling shoes to constructing

* 1. “Lecture on the National Importance of Studying Abstract Science, with a View to

the healthful Progress of Industry.” By Lyon Playfair, C.B., F.R.S. This, with five

other similar Lectures, by Sir H. De la Beche, Professors Forbes, Ramsay, Warrington Smyth,

and Hunt, forms the first part of the “Records of the School of Mines.”

2. “Lecture on the Industrial Instruction on the Continent.” By Lyon Playfair, C.B.,

F.R.S. Both delivered and published at the Museum of Practical Geology, Jermyn-street.

By M.3. “Industrial Education in England; a Report to the Belgian Government.”

Translated by Peter Berlyn. London: Chapman and Hall.de Cocquiel.

4. “Report of the Committee of the Society of Arts on Industrial Instruction.” London:

5. "second Report of the Commissioners for the Exhibition of 1851.”

6. “Lancashire Learning, No. I. Shall the Poor only receive Education?” London:
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locomotives, from bricklaying to sculp

ture, from darning stockings to the

finest and most costly workings of the

loom. It presupposes a certain amount

of pure intellectual training and in

struction, and aims at adding to this

a directly utilitarian appendage of spe

cial teaching, for a particular practical

|...". Now this special teaching

as hitherto been left almost entirely

unprovided for by any general or me

thodised system, whether private or

public. Every one who has taken up

the practice of any art, whether he

has gone apprentice to a shoemaker, a

glazier, or a stone-mason, or has en

tered the workshop of a manufacturer,

or the office of a civil engineer, has

had to depend for instruction in his

art solely on the teaching of his indivi

dual master, or that of his journeymen

and assistants.

It has been hitherto impossible for

any youth in Great Britain or Ireland

to acquire any preliminary instruction

specially adapting him to take up the

practice of any art or manufacture, or

even to acquire so much preliminary

knowledge or insight into its nature as

to know whether he should like it, or

to judge whether he was fit for it.

Still less possible has it been for any

one to acquire such an amount of in

struction in the theory and science of

his art, and in those branches of know

ledge which are kindred and allied to it,

as should be hereafter usefully brought

to bear, either in acquiring practical

skill, or in extending or simplifying

practical processes.

To say the least of it, this is a state

of things which does not argue any

great practical wisdom or poiicy on

our parts. And it may, at all events,

be usefully inquired into, if only to

see whether it be capable of alteration

and improvement or not.

We would wish in this article to dis--

cuss five questions, with the aid of

the pamphlets mentioned above. Ist.

Is it desirable to reduce to practice

and make useful to our household and

social wants and requirements what is

commonly called abstract science, which

means, in plain English, knowledge

taken away from its use 2 2ndly. If

so, is it better to leave this to be done

spontaneously, that is, by the action of

individuals without any concert or sys

tem; or how far would it be better to

do it systematically and by a combina

tion of persons acting on a regular

plan 2 3rdly. What do other nations

do in this matter? 4thly. What is it

advisable for the United Kingdom to

do? And 5thly and lastly. What spe

cial advantages would accrue to Ire

land from the adoption of a system of

industrial education ?

Now, in answer to the first question,

the desirableness of reducing to prac

tice abstract science, there can hardly

be two opinions. No one would be

more jealous than ourselves of any de

rogation from the surpassing worth,

grandeur, and importance, the high

prerogative, the imperial majesty, so

to speak, of abstract science. Science

for herself alone is the highest pursuit

of man upon earth, because it is the

only earthly employment which he can

look forward to carrying with him into

the next world, and perfecting and

completing in heaven. Let no smile

visit the lips of the reader at this asser

tion; it is made in no hasty or flippant

spirit, but in the deepest and most re

verential feeling of its truth. So deep,

so reverential, so religious is this feel

ing in our heart of hearts, that we

forbear to pursue the subject here as

one of too solemn a character for the

occasion.

So far, however, from the practical

uses of science detracting in any way

from its high station, the very univer

sality of its nature shows its similitude

to religion (if, indeed, science be not

religion herself without her robes), and

its likeness to the great Author of both;

inasmuch as nothing is too high and

vast and lasting, nothing too low and

minute and fleeting to be above, or

beneath, or without its province. The

highest exercise of the most exalted

human intellect, the most mean and

petty of our bodily wants or infirmities,

alike may be satisfied within the domain

of science.

While, then, we recognise, in the

amplest possible manner, the nobility

of science, we still only extend that re

cognition when we apply it to the arts,

and the manufactures, the conve

niences, and the luxuries ofcivilised life.

That it is both possible and profit

able to us to reduce science to practice,

we have abundant evidence in our

steam-engines, our railroads, and our

electric telegraphs; but it is useful

sometimes to look back and see how

these things arose. It is useful to do

this sometimes, for the purpose of com

bating an opposite error to that just
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discussed. Men calling themselves

“ practical,” sometimes depreciate

“abstract science,” and have not un

frequently mocked at its professors,

as dreamers and theorists, from whose

labours no good was likely to arise.

I)r. Playfair gives us, in the lecture

first mentioned, one or two instances

of the fallacy of this motion. He

says:—

“But show him a young officer of artil

lery, looking through a prism at the win

dows of the Luxembourg, and noticing that

in a particular position the light of these

windows disappeared from his view. Show

him, farther, the startled wonder with which

the philosophers of Europe heard of this phe

momenon, and the eagerness with which they

threw themselves into the track of an obser

vation apparently so insignificant—and your

utilitarian sneers at science and its followers,

and buries himself again in the darkness of

his empiricism. The light reflected from

the windows of the Luxembourg had suf

fered a change similar to that experienced

by crinary light in passing through doubly

refracting Iceland spars. When a ray of this

changed or polarised light is passed through

plates of crystallised substances, brilliant

colours and a peculiar structure are observed.

These remarkable phenomena are indeed

well worthy of the attention of scientific ob

servers. Nothing, however, could appear

mºre remote from practice than the study of

an altered beam of light.

“In a shºrt time, this property of the

polarising prism was applied to the impor

tant purpose of detecting rocks and shoals at

sea.

“Under the hands of a Biot, a ray of po

larised light performed, with magical quick

ness, the most refined but tedious operations

of the analytical chemist, and enabled him

to tell the amount of sugar in the cane or

beet juice.

“By the same ray of light the size of dis

tant objects may be measured, and even

time may record its passage.”

In the same lecture Dr. Playfair

instances the study of the abstract

laws of light, resulting in the unex

pected discovery of the daguerreotype

and photography. . He then goes on

to galvanism and electricity:-

“When an Italian physician, having hung

on an iron railing the legs of a frog fastened

to copper hooks, observed that each gust of

wind caused convulsions in the legs of the

dead animal, who could have prophesied that

this accidental observation would entirely

alter the character of a future century?—and

yet it is but an application of this discovery,

extended, it is true, by many intermediate

researches, that annihilates space and time,

that empowers our thought to travel with

the speed and with the power of lightning

to the most distant lands, and enables mind

to be reciprocated without being arrested by

distance in space. - - - -

“Electricity now plates with gold and

silver the baser metals; copies in metal from

more perishable materials the most exquisite

designs and forms; perpetuates the skill of

the engraver, by multiplying, at a trifling

cost, his elaborately-engraved plates; and

separates and purifies the metals, formerly

only attainable by tedious and complex che

mical operations.

“Electricity offers for your lighthouses

light of a brilliancy the most intense, and

asks you to substitute the light gas which

streams through the streets by a still more

ethereal existence running along simple

wires. Even in the smallest offices of good

will to man, she refuses not her aid, and

offers to tell the perfumer whether his essen

tial oils are adulterated with cheaper fatty

substances, as willingly as she lends aid to

the chemist in the minute operations of his

laboratory practice, or as she kindly minis

ters with the physician to allay human suf

fering and restore wasted strength. Recol

lect that all these are but the beginning of

her applications, and that we know not to

what extent they may be carried out; and

rejoice with me that philosophers studied her

abstract laws, from the knowledge of which

these applications have arisen.”

Our space will not allow us to pur

sue this subject any further, for we

might fill volumes with instances show

ing that it is almost impossible for the

most abstruse philosopher to pursue

the most abstract scientific study in the

deepest seclusion of his closet, without

frequently promulgating some truth or

some law or relation which shall unex

pectedly, and, perhaps, quite involun

tarily on his part, be the cause of a

vast increase of convenience, comfort,

and happiness to countless thousands

of mankind.

Whether, therefore, our precon

ceived opinions be in favour of ab

stract knowledge, or of practical utility,

we must answer the first question in

the affirmative, and assert, that it is

desirable to reduce abstract science to

practice, and utilise its results for the

purpose of ministering to our household

and common wants and necessities.

On the second question, as to whe

ther it is better to let this be done

individually and spontaneously, or by
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concert, and on a systematic plan, two

opinions may be more reasonably en

tertained.

The results attained in the British

empire, by what may be called the

voluntary system of industrial educa

tion, are so vast and magnificent, our

manufactures and our machinery of

every description are so great and so

excellent, that no one can be blamed

for hesitating to interfere with that

system, or for arguing that its effects

are partly due to its voluntary charac

ter. So reasonable does this argument

appear to us, that we think it would

compel us to be very careful and very

cautious in any measures of interfe

rence, and especially of State interfe

rence, lest we in any way injure what

we intended to foster and expand.

Still when we come to examine into

details, we should find reason to doubt

whether it would not be prudent to

make strict inquiry into the matter,

and see whether we could introduce

any improvements or not. For in

stance, it may be that our superiority in

manufacturing industry is due to other

circumstances than the methods by

which the practice and the skill are im

parted from one generation to another,

or by which the discoveries of abstract

science are reduced to practical uses.

It may be that our natural resources

and our insular position, our political

institutions, and the habits of our peo

ple, have given us a temporary supe

riority to the rest of the world in ma

nufacturing skill and productive power,

and that circumstances may arise, or

may have arisen, which may put other

nations on a par with us, and enable

them not only to successfully compete

with us, but to surpass us. It may be

that our practical skill has been pro

duced, not in consequence of the absence

of all systematic industrial education,

but in spite of that absence. If so, it

is clear that it will be highly prudent

for us to secure our high position, to

increase our skill, and to turn our re

sources to the best possible advantage,

by adding to them a well-devised, sys

tematic, industrial education. Facts

are not wanting which show us that it

is high time to look about us—that it

is necessary no longer to rest in the

indolent confidence of our own supe

riority, but to awake, and see whether

it really exist, and whether in many

things it is not endangered, if not de

stroyed.

In Dr. Playfair's first lecture he

tells us, indeed, that North America

is obliged to send almost all the cotton

she produces over to England to be

manufactured into calico, because “the

ater amount of skill and knowledge

infused into the business here enables

the mills of Manchester to render un

roductive the mills of Lowell.” Hut

e also informs us that the raw steel

which is produced at Sheffield is sent

over to America to be manufactued

into edge tools; and “America re

turns to England its own steel, but

under a new form, and endowed with

an excellence, a temper, and a cheap

ness yet unattained by our artisans.”

In the present state of the world,

with the means of communication and

transit so cheap and rapid, the mere

possession of the raw material, or of

any other incidental and natural ad

yantage, is daily becoming a less and

less important element in the race after

national wealth and manufacturing in

dustry. Skill and intelligence, on the

other hand, are daily acquiring a great

er proportionate power and impor
tance.

Wherever skill, industry, intelli

gence, and perseverance most abound,

there will the raw materials of produc

tion flow in to their use; and from

those places will proceed productions

of the greatest value, and the least

comparative cost. To trust any longer,

therefore, entirely to our natural ad

vantages, and to the unaided, unsys

tematic, and uncertain methods of im

parting industrial skill and intelligence

that have hitherto prevailed among us,

would be the height of folly.

We must make haste, while there

is yet time, to take advantage of every

help, to seize upon every source of

strength, and to use every available

means, to maintain and extend our

i. of producing all that may make

uman life more happy or more com

fortable; all that may keep up our

position as the great workshop of the

world, supplying “goods,” in the li

teral sense of the term, to all the world,

and by so doing, keeping our own peo

ple in peace and prosperity.

How far such considerations as these

may have been present to the minds of

Prince Albert, and the promoters of

the Great Exhibition of 1851, we do

not know. There can, however, be no

doubt that such considerations have

entered into many men's minds, in con
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sequence of the Exhibition, and that

in this direction that important move

ment is only just beginning to produce

its results. Our own noble Exhibition,

while a just source of pride to the

Inish Nation, may yet teach us a les

son of the same sort. In one depart

ment it may teach us more, perhaps,

than the Exhibition of 1851, and that

is the department of art.

We have hitherto spoken of reduc

ing science only to practice, but scarce

ly less important is it to have instruc

tion in practical art. The two things,

indeed, ought always to go together;

though as the claims of art have al

ready been partially recognised, and

schools of design already established

in several places, we wish on the pre

sent occasion to confine our observa

tions principally to the department of
science.

If it were our aim to enforce the

cultivation of art, and the bringing of

artistic taste and skill to the adorn

ment and beautifying all the house

hold objects that every day surround

us, we should find abundant argu

ment for the purpose derived from a

universality in art, similar to that we

have previously claimed for science.

Every object of external nature (in

otherwords, every creation of Almighty

power) exhibits not merely the most

wonderful scientific skill in the adap
tation of its structure and material to

the uses they have to serve, but has

superadded to it the most exquisite

elegance, fitness, and appropriateness

gfierm; so that the longer we examine

it, the more do we become aware of

the surpassing artistic taste that has

been exercised upon it. In examining

the productions of nature we are so

accustomed to find them clothed with

beauty and elegance, that we become

even careless and regardless of the fact,

and it is not till we set ourselves to

study them that we rediscover, as it

were, the infinity of that beauty, and

become aware how daily and hourly it

grows upon our sense, and how new

beauties seem to develop themselves

under our eyes.

This is the case, not merely with

those objects which attract the eye

at first sight, but in others which

We are often accustomed to look upon

* first as repulsive and disgusting.

1, ºften happens that the very fact

ºf their producing these sensations of

*pulsion is a proof of the artistic skill

Vol. XLII.-No. coxlix.

displayed in their design, since it was

necessary or useful that they should

be produced; but even in the case of

noxious insects or reptiles, or hurtful

plants, if we once overcome these sen

sations, and examine the objects

after we have guarded against their

injurious properties, we shall find that

under the hateful disguise they at first

assumed, they conceal a peculiar beauty

of their own, whether in symmetrical

form or harmonious colour; so that our

sense of distaste becomes lost at last in

wonder and admiration. If, then, the

whole of God's creation is steeped in

beauty and loveliness, delighting our

senses at every turn, ministering en

joyment to the sight, the smell, the

taste, the hearing, and the touch ;

if painful impressions are only pro

duced when necessary to put us on

our guard against some hurtful pro

perty, and even those painful impres

sions may, if wisely used, be turned

to sources of delight, it may well be

asked of us, if we are not playing the

part of rebellious, as well as foolish

children, if we do not our utmost to

imitate this gracious Providence, and

strive with all our might in everything

we do, and everything we make, to

combine beauty of form with utility of

structure, and to delight the senses

while we minister to the necessity or

supply the want.

Now it is a fact, which nearly up to

the present time has not been generally

or sufficiently acknowledged, that our

senses need education, as well as our

intellect. Taste, in its aesthetic mean

ing, is no more spontaneous than

science. Different men, or different

nations, vary in their natural capa

cities for one and the other, and ex

ternal circumstances may be more or

less favourable to the education of

those capacities; but in all cases they

may be improved, and heightened,

and enlarged by education to an

almost indefinite extent. Not only

may they be enlarged and improved in

those individuals that possess them,

but they may be spread widely among

the whole mass of a people, and called

into being in minds where they would

not otherwise exist, or where, if they

existed, they would perish for want of

nourishment. This is in our eyes the

most important part of our subject,

namely, the diffusion of science and

art. It is, of course, not merely de

sirable, but necessary, that individual

X
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men of profound science, and indivi

dual great artists, should be called into

being ; but to us it seems still more de

sirable that the intelligence to under

stand, the taste to appreciate, the in

clination to admire, and love, and reve

rence their works, should be implanted

in the heart of every living man, wo

man, and child, in proportion to their

several capacities. We call ourselves,

and some other nations, civilised peo

ple; and so, compared with the past,

we are; but compared with the future,

compared with the possible state of

mankind, now dimly rising before the

eyes of our more far-seeing sages, there

is no nation on earth which can be

said to be more than just emerging

from barbarism. True civilisation is

yet so far a thing of the future that

we doubt if any one really civilised

man ever yet existed upon earth. It is

but now that we are slowly arriving at
the consciousness of what a truly civil

ised people might be, a people, the

whole mass of whom were reared in

the enjoyment of every luxury and re

finement of art, every convenience,

and production, and utility of science,

with every bodily, every mental, every

moral faculty, thoroughly brought out,

and kept in healthy and invigorating

play by constant exercise and alter.

nating use. -

We must not, however, indulge in

dreams of the future, but turn to the

realities of the present, and discuss

the three latter of our five propositions.

What are other nations doing in the

matter of industrial education, more

especially on the side of instruction in

practical science 2 To answer this ques

tion, we shall turn to the pages of Dr.

Playfair's second lecture.

First of all, we will, take our next

neighbour, France, and will condense

Dr. Playfair's account of the indus

trial institutions, both of France and

of other countries, so as to bring it
within the limits of this article.

In France there are three govern

ment institutions, namely, the “Ecole

I’olytechnique,” the “Ecole des Ponts

et Chausées,” and the “Ecole des

Mines.” . There is also a private insti

tution, which receives merely some go

vernment aid and countenance, name

ly, the “Ecole Centrale des Arts et

Manufactures.” This school possesses

forty professors and teachers, many of

them the most eminent men of France,

and has 300 students, each of whom

pay £36 annually —

“The courses extend over three years,

and are compulsory on all; but in the sc

cond year, the practical operations divide

into two parts—the one general, the other

applicable to one of the four following spe

cialities: — A, Mechanists. B, Engineers.

C, Metallurgists. D, Chemists. Students

are not admitted until they are eighteen

years of age, and they must furnish proof

of possessing a good elementary knowledge

of the sciences. The courses of instruction

are as follows:—

YEAR 1.

Descriptive Geometry.

Analytical Geometry and Mechanics.

Transformations of Motion.

Physics (general).

Chemistry (general).

Chemical Manipulation.

Ilygiene and Natural History applied to

the Arts.

Drawing.

YEAR 2.

Descriptive Geometry.

Industrial Physics.

Mechanics.

Materials used in Construction of Machines.

Analytical Chemistry.

Industrial Mineral Chemistry.

Public Works.

Geology. - - -

Manufacture of Iron and Steel. .

Technology (Cordage, Textile Materials,

Cutting Wood, Stone, &c.)

YEAR 3.

Steam Engines.

i.Hydrostatics,

Construction of Machines.

Chemical Preparations and Organic Ana

lysis. -

Industrial Organic Chemistry and Agri

culture.

Architecture.

Mining. - -

I'urnaces and Foundries.

Technology (Mills, Oil-making, Spinning,

Felting, Milling, Potteries, &c.)

“The greatest attention is paid to draw

ing and design. Pupils have to

make plans to prove their efficiency. . . .

Certificates of proficiency are granted after

the most severe public examination, extend

ing over many days. . . . A certificate

from this institution is equivalent to assured

success in life its pupils invariably pass

into the most important positions in indus

try; and not only France, but Spain, Bel

gium, and England, have learned to value

them, as we see by the ready manner in

which the manufacturers of these countries

secure their services.

“More than 600 foreigners have been

educated at this school. . . . And Eng

land has this year (1852) five or six of her



1853.] 301Industrial Education.

subjects, who were obliged to go abroad for

that comprehensive instruction which they

could not get at home.

“Besides this institution, which is devoted

to the industrial instruction of the middle

classes, you all know of that princely esta

tablishment, the “Conservatoire des Arts et

M tiers,” the object of which is, both by its

splendid museums and by the lectures of

the eminent men who profess there, to in

struct the working classes in industrial

science, and to draw public attention to all

new discoveries in industry.”

In Prussia there are three kinds of

schoºls—namely, the Gymnasium, or

Classical Schools; the Real Schools;

and the Gewerbe, or Trade Schools.

- In the latter, “the course of instruc

tion consists of two years, and the time

given to each object of study is seen in

the following scheme.” Pupils are

“not admitted till they are fourteen

years of age:"—

UNDER CLAss (1st YEAR.)

Hours in

a Weck.

Plane Geometry

Algebra, to Equations of First Degree 3

Practical Arithmetic --- ... 4

Physics --- --- --- ... 4

Chºistry ... --- --- ... 4

, Fre Drawing --- --- ... 7

Linear Drawing --- --- ... 9

35

Upper Class (2ND YEAR.)

A.—WINTER SEssion.

Continuation of Algebra, Trigonometry 3

Sºlid and Descriptive Geometry 3

Practical Calculation --- ... 2

Mechanics and Machinery ... ... 3

Laloratory Work, and repetitions in

Chemistry and Physics ... ... 4

Mineralogy ... --- 2

Architecture, Contract Works, aii

Plans --- --- --- ... 3

Free Dawing --- --- ... 7

inear Drawing --- ... 9

36

B.—SUMMER SEssion.

Continuation of Descriptive Geometry

and Conic Sections --- ... 3

Application of Algebra and Trigono

metry, Land-surveying, &c. ... 3

Practical Calculations --- ... 2

Machinery and Mechanical Technology 3

Chemical Technology --- ... 4

Mineralogy ... --- --- 2

Architecture and Building Plans ... 3

free Drawing, Modelling ... ... 7

linear Drawing ... . ... ... 9

36

These schools are founded in the

different provincial towns, the Govern

ment only supplying half the funds on

the petition of any town which will

provide the other half, and also build

the schools. They are, moreover, only

|...". to the Central Industrial

nstitute of Berlin, where there are

thirteen professors, comprising the

most eminent names in Prussia, in

their several departments. In this in

stitution the course extends over three

years; the first year being general, the

second and third divided into three

specialities—A, Mechanics and Engi

neers; B, Chemists; C, Architects

and Builders. We omit the scheme of

instruction, as too long for our space,

but quote the following sentences:—

“The plan of instruction in this school, is

to communicate all such information as may

be required by a particular manufacturer,

although not directly included in the limits

of his profession. Thus it is considered ne

cessary that the chemist should be able to

construct plans, make estimates, and under

stand the principles of machinery, in order

that he may know how to express his wants

to engineers and builders, and be able to see

that the contracts are not excessive in price.

The students are in great demand by manu

facturers; and it is rare to find men who go

out with good class certificates waiting any

considerable time for employment.”

In Saxony, industrial education is

much on the same footing as in Prus

sia, the trade schools being similar.

The central institution is the Polytech

nic School of Dresden, where, as in

Berlin, the pupils are taught the first

year in common, and, in the two next,

are divided into three specialities—

A, Mechanics; B, Civil Engineers;

C, Chemists. It is also divided into

three schools—the Under School, the

Technical or Upper School, and the

Architectural School. We subjoin

part of the course of instruction for

the Technical School.—

For ALL STUDENTS.

Differential and Integral Calculus.

Mechanical Technology.

Geology.

German and Logic.

English.

Dook-keeping.

Geological Excursions.

SECTION A.

Mill Machinery and Construction.

Higher Geodesy.

Projects for Machines.
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specTION B.

Higher Geodesy.

Roads, Railways, and Hydraulic Engi

neering.

Practical Working in Surveying.

Plan Drawing.

Projects for Machines and for Hydraulic

Works.

section C.

Laboratory Practice.

“The number of professors in the Techni

cal Schools is twenty-one.”

Dr. Lyon Playfair gives similar ac

counts, entering into much more de

tail than we have space for, of the

industrial schools and colleges of Aus

tria, Bavaria, Grand Duchy of Baden,

and Hanover. It appears that besides

the departments above described in

Prussia and Saxony, there are in other

countries schools of commercial law,

and mercantile science, combined with

lectures on the raw materials and pro

ducts of different countries, their geo

graphical positions, &c., as also on the

art of book-keeping ; schools of for

restry, or the management of extensive

woods, and all connected therewith ;

and even schools for the instruction of

those about to enter the post-office, in

which languages and calligraphy are

taught, in addition to other branches

of education.*

In summing up his description of

the industrial schools of Germany, Dr.

I’layfair says:—

“Reviewing what has been said, and ad

ding a fair proportion for the districts not

visited, it is quite certain, that at least

13,000 well-qualified students are being

every year systematically instructed in the

industrial institutions of Germany ; and

when you consider the character of that sys

tematic instruction, you will be convinced

that the time has come when England must

begin to raise an intellectual force to do

battle with that mighty one which is rising

everywhere around her."

Dr. Playfair then more briefly de

scribes the industrial institutions of Bel

gium, and those of Sweden and Den

mark, which all present features more

or less identical with those already

described in France and Germany.

There is in Copenhagen, in addition to

the Polytechnic Institution—

“‘The Technical Institute,’ which is

chiefly devoted to the instruction of work

men, of whom 520 were in regular attend

ance last session. The institution is, in fact,

a school of design, but is remarkable for

the detailed applications of art, there being

a class for almost every trade; as, for ex

ample, for brick-makers, c.rpenters, cabinet

makers, tin-plate workers, lock-makers,

gas-fitters, goldsmiths, bookbinders, carpet

makers, &c. Dut, besides design, mathe

matics, physics, the nature of building ma

terials, and other subjects of a like nature

are taught."

We think now that the reader will

agree with us on the fourth question

we proposed to discuss, so far as this,

that it is desirable for the United King

dom to do something in the matter of

industrial education. What that some

thing should be, and what exact form

it should take, are special questions

which will require much time and con

sideration before they can be answered

satisfactorily.

We may, perhaps, derive a little

light from the experience of the schools

of design, for the account of which we

shall depend chiefly on the third pam

phlet in our list—“The Report of M.

de Cocquiel to the Belgian Govern

ment, on the State of Industrial Edu

cation in England ":—

“The Schools of Design were established

in 1837. Their object was purely indus

trial; their aim was neither to create artists,

nor to establish royal academies on a small

scale.”

What they were intended to produce

was a body of pattern-makers, who

should supply the manufacturers with

patterns, at once elegant and practical,

for their several trades. #. have

hitherto been almost absolute failures.

M. de Cocquiel says–

“The growing indifference of the public,

the anarchy which prevailed in the manage

ment of the schools, their purely theoretical

* This is in the Grand Duchy of Baden. If, on a summer visit there, we were asked what

school in the British empire had this object in view 2 and we remembered that our Post

office was supplied with officials, principally on the recommendations of members of Parlia

ment, for services rendered during their election, we are afraid we could hardly hear the

question without a blush, and should be obliged to decline answering it altogether.
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character, and finally, the incapacity of the

mastºrs, particularly of those in the provin

rial schools, some of which, pupils of the

Royal Academy, had no idea of what consti

tuted an industrial design—these were the

ratises to which the failure of the schools of

design is attributed in England.

“There are others, however, which are at

once evident to common sense, but which

sºme are obstinately bent upon not seeing.

The foremost is, that the bulk of the English

Peºple do not possess the artistic genius and

the exquisite taste that distinguish certain

nations of the Continent. Good drawing

schools inay do much, I admit; they may

train up some good draughtsmen, calculated

to render useful services to the national in

dustry, but it will assuredly be difficult to

succeed in making England the successful

rival of France, as regards objects of art, and

works in which taste enters as a leading ele

incut.

“Another cause of inferiority is, the habit

of seizing upon foreign patterns. As long

as the English manufacturer is enabled to

copy the designs of the Continent, he will

not buy English ones, and industrial draw

ing will attract no man of talent.

“The manner in which English manufac

turers proceed in this respect is most deplor

able, no less as concerns themselves and the

public, than as regards its bearings upon the

development of the art of ornamental design.

The French manufacturer employs designers

whom he pays liberally, but who exclusively

devote themselves to their special branch of

business; the manufacturer does not inter

fºre, and the designer takes upon himself the

entire responsibility of the design which he

executes. In England these matters are

managed very differently. There the ma

jority of the manufacturers employ agents,

who are on the watch to obtain, by any

ineans, patterns of the new articles that ap

pear in the great continental markets, and

sºmetimes when the goods come out, they

find themselves forestalled or followed by

rivals who have pirated the same pattern.

Sometimes the foreign patterns are modified

by varying the arrangement and quality of

the colours. This delicate operation is di

rected by the manufacturers; sometimes it is

left to the workmen themselves; and the re

sult is often seen in those patterns jarring in

colour and absurd in form, overladen with

a multitude of incoherent accessories, from

which we avert our gaze, as we would stop

our ears in the neighbourhood of discordant

music.”

M. de Cocquiel, however, after

wards shows that the English Go

vernment is modifying its course, and

that—

“The plan on which the English schools

have been reorganised embraces three prin

cipal points, each of which is the object of

special schools:–

“1st. The diffusion of ordinary drawing

and modelling—elementary drawing schools.

“2nd. The theoretical and practical study

of ornamental art— schools of ornamental

art.

“3rd. The application of artistic know

ledge to the various branches of manufacture

—department of practical art.”

Now, the lesson we may derive from

this experience is, that the former

schools of design were failures—first,

from their plan not being sufficiently

comprehensive; second, from its not

being sufficiently practical; third,

from there being no demand on the

part of the manufacturer for the la

bours of the skilled designer, when he

was formed by the schools.

From the last source of failure the

schools of industrial science, were any

"The following extracts from Mr. Dyce's Report on the Foreign Schools of Design will

amuse the reader:—“A few years ago a French manufacturer of paper-hangings came to this

country with the intention of commencing business. To insure his success, he brought with

him a skilful designer of patterns for paper, believing that with the advantages he should

enjºy in other respects, he had only to superadd the quality of excellent design (in which

English papers are lamentably deficient), to drive all competitors out of the market. He

*T-aged English workmen and commenced operations. His designer, accustomed to the

Prich method, was, of course, not content with having merely furnished the pattern, he

considered that half of his vocation consisted in seeing that no injury was done to the charac

ter of his design through the unskilfulness of the workmen With this view he insisted that

the tints employed should exactly correspond to those in his design, and that if the colouring

were to be changed, the alteration should be according to his judgment. Could anything be

more resonable 2. But what was the result 2 The workmen struck work; they had been

acºustomed to make up their tints in large quantities; they had never used but three greens,

ºf two reds, or two yellows, and so on; there were only certain changes in the management

of the colours which they were in the habit of making, and it was absurd to suppose that

they should submit to the caprice of a Frenchman who seemed to think there were as many

ºlours as days in the year, and who insisted upon many minute variations of tint, of which

they could see no use, and which were not employed in the trade. The concern was accord

ingly broken up."
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such established, would certainly be

free, since there is scarcely a single

branch of manufacture demanding any

acquaintance with the principles of

science in which we do not at the pre

sent moment find many foreigners em

ployed, solely on account of their su

perior skill and capacity, acquired in

the foreign industrial institutions.

From the two former sources of fail

ure it behoves us carefully to guard

ourselves. Any institutions for the

giving of an industrial scientific educa

tion should either be themselves found

ed on a comprehensive and systematic

plan, or should form part of such plan,

and they should at once assume a di

rectly practical and utilitarian charac

ter. Lectures and instruction adapted

merely to give general information,

teaching of a popular character, such

as has hitherto been rife among us on

subjects of practical science, should be

most studiously avoided. “Less than

thorough will not do it,” might well be

the motto of such a system.

The lecturers and teachers in the

highest or central institutions should

be men of the highest ability in their

respective sciences, who had the will

and the power to reduce their abstract

science to the most direct practical

uses. We do not mean that they

should neglect theory — far from it.

True, thorough universal practice can

only come through theory. What we

mean is, that they should teach the

theory thoroughly by continually show

ing its practical applications.

In our country, with our popular

system of government, it is necessary,

however, to proceed in a very different

manner from that which might be

adopted by a government of a more

centralised and despotic character. We

are accustomed, whether right or

wrong, to manage our own affairs

very much after our own fashion, and

are not partial to being drilled by Go

vernment, even if it is for our own be

nefit. Whatever scheme might be

proposed, therefore, would have very

much to depend on popular will and

demand for its ultimate adoption; and

however comprehensive might be its

plan, and adapted for indefinite exten

sion and enlargement, it would be

prudent to make arrangements, in the

first instance, for trying it on a small

scale. For these reasons it is abso

lutely essential that there should be a

general and provincial movement ready

to meet and co-operate with any scheme

that might be proposed by a central

and governmental authority. Action

and reaction are essential to our poli

tical life and health. There are in

most provincial towns in the United

Kingdom various institutions, such as

mechanics’ institutes, athenaeums, and

others, which were formed on the idea

of imparting scientific instruction to

the people. Most of these have failed,

in consequence of their want of system,

their isolation, and the desultory and

unpractical character of the instruction

imparted.

The existence of these institutions,

however, shows a want, a demand for

scientific instruction, which, we think,

it would be but good policy and sound

wisdom for the Government to offer to

supply on terms of mutual co-opera

tion, and its guaranteeing the sound

ness of the article supplied. On the

supposition of the proposal of the Royal

Commissioners for the Exhibition of

1851, or any modification of that pro

posal, being carried out, and in accord

ance with the hint in the speech from

the throne, a great central university

of practical science and art being es

tablished at Kensington, there would,

doubtless, exist the power of having

all similar establishments throughout

the kingdom affiliated to that institu

tion, receiving from it advice and sup

port, and being supplied from among

its pupils with trained teachers and in

structors adapted to the wants of the

several localities. There would also

exist the power of having secondary

centres in Ireland and Scotland (and

other parts of the empire, perhaps, for

even the colonies might desire to unite

in such a scheme); one or more insti

tutions in each capital taking up spe

cial departments, and becoming them

selves the centres of instruction and

cnlightenment to their several coun

tries.

The establishment of such a grand

central Institution as is recommended

by the Royal Commissioners, seems to

us to be the only worthy, the only

wise, and the only practical way of

founding a really useful industrial

education for the Empire.

Not being in the secret, however,

we cannot say how far such a plan is in

accordance with the ideas of her Ma

jesty's Government; but the establish

ment of a new department of the Board

of Trade with two joint secretaries—
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Mr. Cole, for practical art, and Dr.

Playfair, for practical science—points
in this desirable direction.*

Already have the only Government

institutions having an industrial ob

ject, namely, the Museum of Practi

cal Geology in Jermyn-street, with its

School of Practical Science, the kin

died Museum of Irish Industry, and

the Royal Dublin Society, been placed

under this department.

A growing conviction has arisen in

the minds of most men who have

thought upon the subject, that mu

seums without lectures and teaching

on the objects contained in them are

but little better than so many curiosity

shops, and that, therefore, the British

Museum, and all other such public in

stitions, should be utilised by a corps

of educational professors being at

tached to them, and that the character

of this education should not be merely

general and desultory, but severe, ear

nest, and systematic.

The pupils should not simply be lec

tured at, but well “ground" and well

grounded, and severely examined, and

certificates of proficiency only given

to those who pass their examinations

creditably.

If the great central establishment

for practical science and art be ulti

mately opened at Kensington, it may

well be made an industrial university,

to which all other establishments for

giving industrial education, whether

private or public, or a mixture of both,

should serve as colleges. In this way

the institutions mentioned above, and

similar ones, either present or fu

ture, whether in London, in the capi

tals of Ireland or Scotland, or in pro

vincial cities and towns, might be con

nected by a bond of union, each hav

ing its special department assigned to

it, but all working together on a com

mon co-operating plan. In this way

each institution might preserve its in

dependence and its peculiar and spe

cial character, while it formed part of

one federal union.

From this union we should, ofcourse,

except all those educational establish

ments which already form part of our

existing universities; but this is ob

viously necessary, inasmuch as their

object is a general education, while

that of our supposed university would

be special, having always steadily in

view the practical and industrial appli

cation of everything it teaches.

In the meantime, and pending the

establishment of such a great indus

trial university, as we have supposed,

it would appear to us to be wise to

set about the founding and establish

ment of as many of the smaller institu

tions or colleges as may be, taking

care that their teaching be of as tho.

roughly good, practical, and systema

tic character as possible. We care

little whether these institutions be at

first founded and supported by Govern

ment, or whether they be self-support

ing, or, like Owen's College in Man

chester, founded by individuals; or

whether they are wholly private, or

receive Government aid, provided the

instruction afforded come up to the

requisite standard. It would be easy

for us to propose schemes, either to fit

existing institutions, or to prepare for

future ones, but it would be an occu

pation more amusing, perhaps, to our

selves than our readers, and probably

little useful to either. Any really

practical and workable plan must be

"If we were inclined to speculate on the future, we might prophesy that this movement, to

gether with that relating to the older universities, the discussion as to the British Museum and

National Gallery, the governmental character of the Queen's Colleges in Ireland, the agita

tion as to the ordnance survey of Scotland, and the admiralty hydrographical surveys, and

the promised measure for general education in England, with other similar matters, will re

sult in the appointment of a scientific Secretary of State, or educational minister, who will

have in his department the supervision and partial control of everything connected with

science, art, and education throughout the empire. We do not mean that this minister will,

or ought to, have the power of making edicts or regulations on these matters any more than

the President of the Board of Trade or the Home Secretary or the Privy Council have now ;

but simply that there should be one great department for all such matters, so far as they are

connected with the State, and that the head of that department should be responsible to Par

liament for the whole of the State interference with them. -

All royal observatories and all public institutions, either for the collection of objects of

science and art, or for making observations and gaining information respecting them, as well

as for the exhibition of those objects, and the diffusion of that information, and all public edu

cational bodies whatever, should make their reports to this department, and be subject to its
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the growth of time, and the production

of many minds; it will be the result of

much discussion, of much collision of

opinion, and probably of many mis

takes corrected, before it be thorough

ly established.

We would by no means set up

the foreign industrial institutions as

models to be exactly followed. The

scheme of instruction given at most

of them is far too general to suit our

own views. We would in our indus

trial education hardly have anything

taught for which there already exists a

complete machinery of instruction else

where.

All languages and general literature,

and all pure mathematics and theore

tical science, whether physical or me

taphysical, should be excluded from

our course of instruction. We would

require a certain elementary amount of

these to be already possessed by the

pupils, before they entered on a course

of industrial education, and we would

have every facility afforded for their

going on with these branches of educa

tion elsewhere, while they were receiv

ing practicalinstruction in the industrial

schools. The object of our industrial

institutions should be not to rival any

existing cducational establishments,

but to add to them a kind of instruc

tion which they do not give.

As to those branches of physical

science which are already taught in

our existing educational establishments

—such as chemistry, geology, and me

chanics — while we would, by all

means, urge their being continued to

be taught there as parts of general

science, and portions of that mass of

information necessary for a liberal

education, they should, in our indus

trial schools, be the main objects of in

struction, and taught not simply as

sciences desirable to be known, but as

useful to be practised. These and

other kindred sciences should be taught

in all their entirety, and followed into all

their branches; their elements and

principles should be drilled into the

pupils' minds as the very A B C of

their education; and every one of

their possible practical applications

should, as far as possible, be carried

out under the pupil's eye, and, when

possible, by his own hands.

If, for instance, we take such arts

as glass-making, pottery, building,

stone-cutting, road-making, bricklay

ing, the forging, founding, or casting

of metals, or any other arts and manu

factures depending on any matters dug

out of the earth, we would have all the

superintendents of such manufactures,

and, when possible, and as far as pos

sible, the workmen themselves, in

structed thoroughly in practical ge

ology, so as to show them where to

look for their materials, and how those

materials were formed and brought

into their present situation; in chemis

try and mineralogy, to show them of

what simple substances they were coin

posed, and how those substances com

bined among themselves, and how

their dissolution or further combina

tion was to be eſſected ; and in me

chanical philosophy, to show them the

physical laws regulating the nature of

the substances, and those of the ma

chines and appliances with which they

were to be handled and managed.

Again, in such arts as carpentering,

cabinet-making, weaving, spinning,

felting, leather making, the rearing

and cultivation of plants and animals

—in short, in practical agriculture and

all the manufactures depending on ani

mal and vegetable substances, we would

have the pupils instructed in zoology

and botany, that they might know the

nature of animal and vegetable tissues,

the laws that govern their production

or regulate their nature and their use;

in addition to such, an amount of che

mistry, geology, and mechanics as

should instruct them in the nature and

the management of soils, and the con

struction of the inachinery used either

in agriculture or in the textile and

other manufactures.

How far each of the provincial insti

tutions should extend its course of

industrial instruction must depend ra.

ther upon local circumstances. In

mining districts, they would, of course,

most naturally take the form of a school

of mines; in manufacturing localities,

the principal manufactures of the se

veral places might be most attended to;

but it would be essential that, in the

central establishments of England, Ire

land, and Scotland, professors should

exist capable of giving the highest”

* On this point M. Arnoux, chief designer at Messrs. Minton's, Stoke-upon-Trent, in his

letter to the Society of Arts, quoted in their Report, says:—“I would also add, that, on the
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species of instruction in all the branches

taught within their several districts.

This would be necessary, whether or

not there may hereafter be called into

existence a grand central industrial

university for the whole empire, in ac

cordance with what we believe to be

the intentions of the Royal Exhibition

Commissioners.

The reader must not suppose that

we think it possible, by industrial

schools, to supersede the necessity of

apprenticeship, and the actual carry

ing out of every art and trade in the

workshop.

The actual practice of any art can

only be learnt in the workshop, and

not in the school. By attending the

school, however, either before engaging

in the practice of any art, or at certain

times while engaged in it, the same

youth would, in all cases, acquire prac

tical skill in a shorter time than other

wise, and, in many cases, would be

enabled to discover new or improved

methods of practice that otherwise

would never have occurred to him. It

is invariably found, that a man be

comes a more thorough and skilled

workman the more he is instructed in

the theory and guiding principles of

his art. In the fourth publication we

have mentioned, “The Report of the

Society of Arts,” many instances of

this are given. For instance—

“The Edinburgh School of Arts issues

certificates of merit, awarded after strict ex

amination. . . . A certificate obtained

by a course of study like this, and after ex

aminations so searching and complete, is un

questionably one of the highest and most

flattering testimonials a young man can

pºssess. There is scarcely an instance of a

young man who possesses either ‘attesta

tions of proficiency' or ‘life diplomas,' who

dºes not in consequence get on better in the

world, either in his own business or in some

higher branch.”

In the summing up of the Report,

too, this passage occurs:—

“We observe, in the opinions furnished

to us by manufacturers, that while they

strºngly advocate the necessity of teaching

the principles of science in connexion with

the arts, they likewise urge the expediency

of so arranging the courses of study, that

the pupil may understand he does not leave

the school fitted to exercise an industrial

occupation, but only that he has laid a basis

upon which may be raised with advantage

his further industrial instruction in the work

shop or the factory. They entirely agree

with the committee in the expression of the

conviction, that the practice of an art or

the manipulations of a trade are best learned

as realities as the stated occupations of every

day life; while they are equally convinced,

that a knowledge of the principles of the

sciences on which arts or trades are founded,

is an indispensable element in the instruction

of the well-skilled workman.”

In the same Report it is shown,

that it has been found, practically, a

mistake to tone down the education

given to the lowest class, through the

fear of making them discontented with

their situation, or unfit to encounter its

hardships. A low standard of instruc

tion was tried for many years in the

Greenwich IIospital Schools, and the

boys, when entered in the navy, were

found to be unruly, ignorant, ille, and

worthless. Since the standard has

been raised, the very same class of

boys (the sons of common seamen)

have borne a far higher character, both

for intelligence and for subordination

and good conduct.

One thing is necessary to be observed

in initiating a system of industrial edu

cation in the United Kingdom, namely,

that we must begin, not from below,

but from above. We must first es

tablish one or more institutions of the

highest class, and be content with their

proceeding at first in a slow and ap

parently inefficient manner compared

with what they ought to proceed in.

We shall have not only to establish the

system of education, but we shall have,

by slow degrees, to create a demand

for it, and to adjust it to popular

requirements. It will take some few

years for the value of the certificated

pupils to become known to manufac

turers and other practical men, before

a demand for their services arises. Our

home institutions, moreover, will have

first of all to beat their foreign com

petitors out of the field, and to acquire

choice of professors will depend the life or death of your establishments—if they are not

chosen with great impartiality, and if you do not, by liberal salaries, induce men of real

merit to enter on a career of teaching. Everything will depend on this. When you find

good professors, build for them a bridge of gold; for it is they who will form others to take

charge of schools hereafter to be established in the provinces."
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somewhat of the prestige they now

possess, before the preference will be

given to them by those who are able to

choose between them.

In the very remarkable pamphlet,

last on our list, called “Lancashire

Learning,” which appears to be written

by a Manchester manufacturer, are

some very shrewd and noteworthy ob

servations, a few of which we will quote

here:—

“We are, in fact, suffering severely from

ignorance: every man in his own business or

profession sees it abundantly. How difficult,

after all, is it to find either a good workman

or a thoroughly taught and scientific man.

In many trades a workman may be taught

by the greatest stranger to his business, if

he has only a little common sense and some

systematically arranged knowledge: whole

years of experience among ordinary work

men seem to have produced no more know

ledge than a few well-taught days would

have done. 13ut the same of masters: how

difficult it is to find a good manager who is

properly the master, as he ought to be, in

knowledge; how valuable he is when found,

and how likely to turn out the true master

in all respects. The sons of the employer and

the employed are taught only the rudiments

of education—the mere foundation, leaving

the building quite out. They enter trades or

manufactures without a principle, and only

those who have unusual thinking powers

manage during a life to form principles for

themselves. These attempts are often suffi

ciently crude, and would be excessively

amusing, were it not painful to think that

this principle which they do discover is often

perfectly absurd, and has been formed after

a great effort, and that a right one might as

easily have been put in its place with only a

slight effort. - - - -

“Some of our trades depend on the result

of the most minute investigations of nature;

their success depends on the principles being

strictly adhered to-their progress depends

on the principles being so well known that a

new step becomes possible. But what do

we find to be the case ? For no trade or

manufacture is there a place where a man

may learn the principles on which he must

work.” º

It is, therefore, obvious, that our

first business must be to endeavour to

instruct “the masters,” and to show

them the great advantage of “syste

matic knowledge” for themselves, and

then will follow the demand on their

part for systematically instructed work

men, in order to understand and carry

out their orders.

Moreover, if we wished at once to

commence a general system of indus

trial education throughout the country,

where are we to find the teachers ?

On this point it is well observed in the

Report of the Society of Arts:—

“This is indeed a serious obstacle to all

improvement. The want of a class of men

qualified to teach the principles of industrial

instruction, is indeed a most formidable diffi

culty. Men who are acquainted even in a

very humble degree with the principles of

mathematics and of physical science in their

practical applications, or with natural and

experimental science, can always profitably

dispose of their time. Persons who are duly

qualified to teach such sciences are rarely to

be found; or, if found, they are with difficulty

engaged.”

This diſficulty would however be

gradually got over, if a demand for the

kind of instruction were to arise, and

an accessible central institution existed

for imparting it. Persons engaged in

tuition generally, would then take care

to acquire some proficiency in practical

science also, and teach it along with

other things, until eventually schools

would arise, in which that teaching

would form the principal feature.

As to the nature of the primary

central institutions, it seems clear to

us, that they must be subject to some

great central authority, and directly

under the control, through that au

thority, not of any particular or local

body, but of the nation at large. In

other words, they must be Government

institutions, open to the public, and not

private societies or corporate bodies.

On this point the Report of the So

ciety of Arts says:—

“Suffice it here to say, that to provide

systematic courses of study for places of

education, and to enjoin that they be carried

out without making any effectual and work

ing machinery by which they may be brought

into, and retained in operation, would be to

perpetuate a delusion, that of making reforms

on paper, without at the same time providing

adequate means to work them out. To speak

of the responsibility of boards, of trustees, or

of corporations," or of high official personages,

in matters which are not implied in their

* “Or of societies,” we might add, without meaning any offence to the Society of Arts.
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primary duties,” but which are external to

them, and annexed, is to use a form of speech

without meaning.

“Where the consequences of neglect of

duty are not direct, prompt, serious, and

personal, responsibility is but a name. Per

sºnal responsibility scarcely attaches to those

hi-h and honourable men, who by virtue of

cifice, are constituted trustees of the National

Gallery, or of the British Museum. Boards

made up of numerous official and semi-official

Personages” [and councils of societies, pace

sºcietatis art unl, “are the breakwaters be

hild which incompetency and ignorance

tºo ºften take shelter."

At the close of their Report, indeed,

the Committee of the Society of Arts

fully acknowledge the wisdom of the

superintendence of Government. They

say :—

“In presenting this, our report, to the

Council of the Society of Arts, we would

observe that, since the duty of collecting

evidence and reporting thereon has been

entrusted to us, the Government has estab

lished a department of science and art in

cºnnexion with the Board of Trade, and that

the object of the department, as we have

been informed, is to establish schools for

technical instruction throughout the kingdom.

“Much of the duty of the central body to

which reference has so frequently been made

in our report, usually implying the Society

of Arts, will now be assumed by the Govern

ment department; and we would therefore

suggest to the council, that the results of

this inquiry, undertaken before the intention

cf Her Majesty's Government on this subject

were made known, should be published, and

formally submitted to the Board of Trade,

for their lordships' information; with the

assurance that the Society of Arts takes a

deep interest in the objects contemplated by

the new department, and that it tenders its

co-operation in any manner best calculated

to promote the success of industrial instruc

tion, so far as the nature and principles of

the society will allow.”

We cannot too highly commend the

public and patriotic spirit and single

ness of purpose shewn in this conclud

ing passage; nor can we too strongly

recommend to the reader's earnest pe

rusal the whole of this valuable report,

together with its appendix of commu

nications from some of the principal

manufacturers of England, Ireland,

and Scotland; and the supplementary

report on agricultural instruction.

In discussing the last question we

have proposed, namely, “What special

advantages would accrue to Ireland

from the establishment of a system of

industrial education?” we are free from

all doubts and hesitations, and are full

of hopeful anticipation. In whatever

light we look at this part of the sub

ject, it puts on a favourable appear

allCe.

In the first place we would say that

in an. education there can be

no possible room for the intrusion of

any party or sectarian spirit. Reli

gious and political opinions are not

concerned in matters of practical science

and art. A man may equally be an

admirable mechanic, or a skilful arti

san, or even a profound man of science,

or great artist, whether, he be Whig,

Tory, or Radical, Legitimist, or Red Re

publican, Protestant, or Roman Ca

tholic, Jew, Turk, heretic, or infidel.

It is, therefore, almost impossible to

infuse any spirit of religious or political

discord into a system of purely indus

trial education. This is in itself a

great advantage, but is not the benefit

to which we are principally looking.

The industrial position of Ireland, as

compared with England, has hitherto,

in large measure (not altogether, but

in a very great degree), depended on

the difference between the natural re

sources of the two countries. We are

apt occasionally to brag a little of the

great natural resources of Ireland, to

speak of her agricultural fertility, or

her mineral wealth, as something quite

wonderful and unexampled, and as

only kept hidden by untoward circum

stances.

Now, this is hardly a very wise pro

ceeding on our part, and it will be

better to admit once for all, that our

natural resources, whether mineral or

agricultural, though respectable, are

not so great as to enable us to dispense

with the necessity of making the most

of them.

In the very clear and admirable ac

count of the industrial resources of

Ireland by Sir R. Kane, the utmost

value is given to all our natural re

sources. It may be taken, therefore,

as an undoubted fact, that all the in

dustrial resources of Ireland are known.

We have no great hidden sources of

* This of course would not apply to an official personage whose direct duty it was to

superintend these institutions, and who was responsible for their working well.
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wealth which are someday to be brought

to light by some wonderful discovery,

and enrich us all, whether we will or

not. What we have to do is to so

examine, and arrange, and manage our

resources, that the utmost possible

advantage shall be got from them now

and the utmost improvement and de

velopment be secured for them here

after.

Now, in a former part of this article

it was shown that the possession of na

tural resources, or raw material in any

locality, is daily becoming of less and

less importance in the enriching and

benefiting that locality, while the

science and skill which are brought to

bear in production are daily acquiring

a higher and higher relative value.

Even, then, if our industrial resources

were far poorer than they are, it would

be possible for us, by acquiring great

skill and industry in their use, to cause

raw material to flow into our work

shops and manufactories from other

places, where that skill and industry

did not exist. There is, however, one

resource and one raw material which

is not usually classed as such, of which

no one can deny us the possession of

a very large share—a share, we think,

above the average of almost any other

people, and that is INTELLIGENCE.

Whatever else the mass of our popula

tion may be, they are undoubtedly

quickwitted and intelligent. We grant

that they are full of prejudices, and ad

dicted to their old ways, and methods,

and customs, like every other isolated

set of people that have few opportuni

ties of becoming acquainted with other

usages, but once induce them to take

a thing up, and they are more apt and

intelligent at learning, and, we are bold

to say, become skilful in practice in a

shorter time than the plodding Eng

lishman or cautious Scotchman.

Then, again, take them on the side

of art, and we believe we are fully

warranted in saying, that there exists

in Ireland a greater capacity for art,

and, therefore, a greater natural taste

for design, than in any other part of

the United Kingdom. It is true that

this taste and capacity are dormant in

the mass of our population; but it is

also true that Ireland produces more

great artists, whether painters, sculp

tors, or musicians, in proportion to her

Yº..." than either Scotland or

ngland. What hinders, therefore,

if we had once a system of industrial

education established, and a power of

utilising the instruction there impart

ed, but that the workshops and manu

factories of Great Britain should be

supplied with patterns and designs,

and also with designers, not from the

Continent, but from Ireland. Even if

we had but one central institution, or

group of institutions, here in Dublin

for the present, where young men of

the middle class could acquire a prac

tical education, fitting them directly

to enter the great workshops of indus

try, either as designers or as superin

tendants and foremen, with advantages

but a little above their fellows, we

should, in a short time, acquire an

outlet for many of our youth, where

they might earn an honourable sub

sistence, and be placed on the high

road to fortune and to honour.

Is it not likely that some of these

men should return to us with acquired

capital, and commence in their own

land the practice of the arts and ma

nufactures which are enriching the rest

of the empire? It appears to us that

it is to such men, who, led partly,

perhaps, by patriotic motives, partly

by the wish to dwell among their

own people, that we must look for

the introduction among us of many

branches of manufacture, in which we

are strangely and unaccountably de

ficient.

Such men would themselves be ac

customed to the ways of the people,

and be ready to meet, because they

would understand, whatever difficulties

might lie in their path ; and how

greatly would these difficulties be

smoothed by the fact of a body of

young men existing on the spot, both

able and willing at once to join their

enterprise, and bring the most effectual

assistance to it !

No one who knows anything of

Ireland but knows the common em

ployment of young men of decent

family, about eighteen years of age.

If not going into the church or the bar,

they are almost invariably “waiting

for a commission.” We never see one

of these young fellows idling about

with his horse, his dog, or his gun, but

we are inclined to say to him—“My

good fellow, take off your coat, turn

up your sleeves, and if it be only for

the fun of the thing, take this axe, or

this spade, or this hammer, and see if

you cannot do a day's work, that would

enable you to earn your bread by
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the sweat of your brow, in case you

should ever be reduced to try that

same.”

We know of more than one instance

of young men of similar rank and

station in England, who are at this

moment wielding a hammer in an en

gineer's workshop, working in the garb

and in the society of common working

men, and thus acquiring that thorough

practical skill and knowledge which,

when united with previous education

of a higher character, will enable them

to breastº all opposition in their

after course of life, and win their way

to an honourable subsistence, or it may

be, to fortune and to fame. We be

lieve, too, that among these young

men there are some Irishmen not be

hind their fellows, and we have that

conſidence in the intelligence, in the

energy, and in the pluck of Irishmen,

that we know when they do enter on

a course they will not allow themselves

to be easily surpassed.

Now, it is to young men of this

stamp, men determined, if they can

only see an opening, to make their way

in the world by their own independent

exertions, that we would, in the first

instance, gladly see more facilities of.

fered than at present exist, for acquir

ing that amount of practical industrial

information, instruction, and training,

which should enable them at least to

“start fair” with the rest of the em

pire.

We care, however, very little, or not

at all, whether the young men ulti

mately came from the upper, middle,

or lower ranks of society; whether

they were sons of landed gentry, of

professional men, merchants, shopkeep

ers, or tradesmen, or were the picked

youths of the labouring and working

classes.

What we wish to see is, an institu

tion which should bear to the practical

arts the relation which an university

bears, or ought to bear, to the learned

professions, and the certificate or diplo

ma of which should at once command

a high value in the market for practi

cal ability. What we wish to urge

upon our readers is, that they should

be ready to insist, and to take care,

that in the approaching organisation of

such institutions, Ireland should have

her full share. We wish to call their

attention to the great practical advan

tages likely to accrue to Ireland if such

an institution be well and wisely estab

lished within her shores, to rouse them

to a full sense of the value of the op

portunity that now offers itself for our

acquiring somewhat more of the self

created wealth which characterises Eng

land, and for once in our lives to join

in the cry, so often abused, of “justice

to Ireland,” in the full conviction that

she has only to ask for it, in order to

obtain it.

We would urge upon our readers to

be well aware of what they are doing;

to be quite sure of the grounds on

which they are acting; to allow no an

tiquated prejudices to stand in the way

of their seeing clearly either the de

fects of that which is old, or the advan

tages of what may be new. We live in

an age of progress, when much of that

which was highly useful and beneficial

in a former state of society has become

now comparatively inefficient, not, per

haps, that it has itself deteriorated, but

because everything around it has im

proved; an age when old institutions

require to be remodelled, and infused

with new and more energetic life, and

tobe extended and supported by newer,

and younger, and more active allies.

Let no one of us, then, trust in an

fancied superiority, or supposed ...

lence or sufficiency in the institutions

at present existing, but be ready to

insist on their enlargement and exten

sion, and that either by their means, or

if necessary, by the founding of others,

no jot of practical advantage shall be

lost to Ireland by our blindness or pre

judices, or by our apathy and supine
ness.

In whatever part of Ireland institu

tions may already exist, having any in

dustrial object or tendency, we would

wish to see them supported, maintain

ed, and enlarged; but we cannot shut

our eyes to the fact, that in no institu

tion, either in Ireland, or in any other

art of the empire, is any industrial

instruction given, which at all comes

* the standard of what ought to

e.

It is, moreover, most important for

us, by all possible means, to avoid iso

lation. Independence is an excellent

thing, and we would be the last to ad

vise the yielding up of one jot more

than is necessary; but we should

never forget that union and associa

tion is the source of all strength, and of

all wealth and power. In so impor
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tant a matter as the industrial educa

tion of our youth, whether of the high

er or lower ranks, we should be pre

pared to join with, to assist, and to

receive aid from the great body of able

and intelligent men of the whole empire.

We would, we say again, urge upon

our readers the necessity of our join

ing in this movement, for the purpose

of having Ireland included in any great

plan or system of industrial education

that may be formed, and deriving her

full share of the benefit to be gained by

it.

If we look at Irish agriculture alone,

it would be worth making a trial to

have some sound and complete system

of agricultural instruction within our

reach. Why should we wait for our

lains, or our bogs, or our hill-sides to

|. properly drained, and dressed, and

fertilised, till Scotch or English agri

culturalists come over to put us in the

right way of doing it 2 Even if a few

of them should be necessary at first, as

old-practised hands, to set the thing

agoing, why should there not be now

in Ireland an institution where any

man, young or old, who could muster

a few pounds, spare a couple of years'

time, and had the necessary rudiments

of education, should be able to acquire

such an amount of practical informa

tion on all matters relating to agricul

ture as should fit him at once to take

advantage of the example set by others,

and go to work upon the system most

likely to afford him the largest ultimate

and permanent profit 2

If, on the other band, we turn to

mining, as another source of raw ma

terial, why should we be dependant on

the reports of Cornish or other cap

tains as to the value of our mines, or

the best method of working them *

Why should we not have an institution

within our own shores, where any man

could, setting other branches of lear n

ing on one side, acquire such an

amount of preliminary information as

to the way in which minerals were

formed in the earth, the places where

they are each most likely to be found,

and the best methods of extricating

them, as should enable him to become

a practical miner, and understand and

superintend mining working and ma

chinery in the shortest possible time?

In every species of manufacture still

practised in Ireland, why should we

not endeavour to give a stimulus to

production, by enabling some at least

of those engaged in it to acquire

a thorough, scientific, and practical

knowledge both of the materials used

and the machinery employed, and thus

carry, to a still higher pitch, the ex

cellence of the manufacture, and per

haps, at the same time, cheapen the

cost of production 2

We may wait, perhaps, for some dis

tant and unknown period, idly longing

for the wealth and comfort that charac.

terise other parts of the empire, with our

people half clothed, half fed, and half

employed ; our gentry embarrassed,

and our manufactures almost dying out,

laying the blame of our condition on

the laws, or the circumstances, or the

Government, or anything but our own

shoulders; while all the time there

may be a clear and open path, narrow

and difficult perhaps at first, but wi

dening as we proceed, which may lead

to increased ease and comfort for all of

us, and to wealth and fortune for

many.

Let us endeavour to make a short

cut to active and useful employment,

if it will not come to us. Let us re

solve, first of all, to try what the com

plete and thorough utilising of our own

raw materials will do for us, before we

bemoan the want of others; and, as

we said before, let us reckon among

the most valuable of those raw mate.

rials the intelligence and genius of our

people. This intelligence has only to

receive a practical training; this genius

only to have a remunerating field open

to it, to raise a demand for it in the

market of the world, and make the

name of Irish artisan and Irish designer

famous in all the marts of productive

industry in the empire; and, when

that is the case, we may rest assured

there will be no lack of capital flowing

in to use up this most valuable of raw

materials on the spot where it is pro

duced.

We have, during the last few years,

assed through a most severe and try

ing ordeal. Famine, and death, and

despair have been busy in the land,

and seemed, at one time, to have set

tled down on us for ever; even now,

however, have these fell demons raised

their wings for flight, and are depart

ing before the bright advance of Hope,

of Plenty, and of Peace. Let us then

no longer look back upon the gloomy

past, but forward with cheerful expec
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tation and resolved energy to the

dawning future; and let us be ready

to welcome, with one heart and mind,

every kind of aid that may be afforded

us, and, most especially, that kind

which will enable us to work out for

ourselves our own prosperity, and ac

quire the blessings of wealth and plenty

from the toil of our own brains and the

strength of our own arms. There

cannot be a more direct aid, or a more

practical help, than the establishment

of a system of industrial instruction for

our people.

M. A. R. G. A. R. E. T. r I, o R. E. F. F.

part I.-the sili Pw Reck.

. . . . I diseMBARRED at Rotterdam,

and had no sooner pronounced the name

of M. Van Ostal, than twenty people

pointed out his house. It was placed

at the angle of two canals, and in the

middle of one of those gardens which

the Hollanders alone know how toplant.

Unfortunately the season was autumn,

which is almost winter in Holland, and

I had not the pleasure of seeing

the place looking its best. M. Van

Ostal, the moment I entered the sa

loon, indicated to his servants the de

gree of heat which he wished to keep

up in the delightful green-house, of

which this saloon was the central pa

vilion. To the right and left, two

galleries of great extent, lighted up

by windows embedded in beautiful

creepers, with white and rose-coloured

blossoms, contained palms and ba

manas, cocoa-nut trees from the Mal

dives, mangoustan and cassia trees,

and the most splendid Polynesian

shrubs. A marvellous collection it

was, where flowers expanded to the

size of umbrellas; where roots that

looked like living things meandered

about; and leaves grew of such an im

mense size, that they had evidently

been transported from countries where

the sun is like a mighty burning glass,

to the most humid atmosphere in Eu

rope.

M. Van Ostal, with the frankness and

cordiality characteristic of his nation,

came hastily towards me, and gave me a

kindly welcome. Having accepted an

invitation to breakfast with him, we

sat down together, at a table com

posed of twisted and varnished bul

rushes, bamboos, and cocoa filaments—

a kind of vegetable mosaic transported

from New Holland; and he poured

into a long-ribbed glass the precious

drops of a colonial liqueur, very gene

rally sipped by his hearty compatriots

before breakfast. As I make it a point

not to be peculiar in my tastes when

travelling, I allowed him to fill my

glass to the brim; and did not even in

quire the name of the island, peninsula,

or continent, from whence came the

immense black cigar with which he

presented me.

We had yet some time to wait for

breakfast, but I did not find the mo

ments pass heavily, for my host had

seen much, and travelled much, and

possessed, besides, the rare gift of a

raconteur. We were soon deep in

conversation, and happening to men

tion Batavia, he forthwith launched

into the following relation :-

In the year 18– I was on my way

to Batavia. It is impossible to describe

the charm of sailing on the Indian seas.

Since leaving Madagascar, our even

ings had been full of enchantment;

for I was young then, and had young

men for my companions. We agreed

on almost every point; in tastes, senti

ments, and opinions. To this amicable

state of affairs there was only one ex

ception, an English lieutenant, who

was returning to his post in a city of

the Indies, after having been to Europe

to be cured of a liver-complaint.

Buxton was the sworn enemy of the

imaginative; reveries and poetical emo

tions excited alternately his mockery

and his indignation. Strange to say,

he played the flute admirably, drawing

from it tones of such grace, power, and

athos, as to make the hearts of the

isteners beat fast, and their eyes fill

with tears. He seemed to carry his

soul in his flute.

We were crossing the line. It was
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evening, and the sea reflected in its

glowing waters the beautiful tints of

the magnificent heavens above it.

“Well, Buxton,” inquired we, “does

this make no impression upon you ?

Do you feel nothing 2"

“I feel,” replied he, “the odour of

tar and salt water, and there is no

thing very agreeable in these.”

“But this splendid sunset !”

“I wish I were in the place of that

luminary; I should then be certain of

sleeping until morning.”

“But these glorious stars"

“What of them? Night after night

they are always in the same place.”

“Then those beautiful clouds !”

“Those beautiful clouds promise

very bad weather to-night, that is all.

This pretty yellowish-white cloud is

hail ; the graceful blue-tinted one is a

waterspout; that magnificent green

cloud, a tempest that will make us

dance upon the waves like a nut

shell.”

“Thou art a wretch

air on the flute.”

Buxton caused his flute to be brought

to him by a lascar who was in his ser

vice, and improvised in the midst of

the silence of the night. He knew

that there were amongst us Irish

officers, German naturalists, Dutch

painters, Frenchmen, Italians, and

Spaniards. Mingling, by a singular

address, all our national airs in one,

he composed a melody that threw us

into transports of enthusiasm. We

looked at each other, our hearts

throbbed wildly ; then each grasped

the hand of his fellow, and burst into

tears. At two thousand leagues from

our native country, we were all at once

placed in the middle of our homes, our

families, our friends, and those dearer

to us than home, family, or friends.

The flute sang, laughed, spoke Spanish

and Italian, sighed, wept, danced; was

by turns a Venetian gondolier, a Ca

talan sailor, an Irish peasant, a German

soldier. It was truly marvellous.

The strain ceased, there was silence

for a few moments, then a simultaneous

shout of applause. Surrounding our

enchanter, as by one impulse, we asked

him—

“And do you really, Buxton, dis

believe in love, in patriotism, in all the

great emotions of the soul?”

“Let me alone,” grumbled he, “ or

give me a cigar.”

“Buxton, Buxton, your punishment

Play us an

will arrive some day. You will be

changed into an accordian.”

“Gentlemen,” interrupted the lieu

tenant of the Galatea, “the captain

requests your presence to assist at the

baptism of his little son.”

he child was fifteen days old, and

the happy father wished to consecrate

our passage across the line. The mo

ther was already strong enough to

carry her infant; she held him naked

in her rounded arms, as if she had

wished to offer him to the double ma

jesty of the sky and the ocean. Be

ind her followed the chaplain of the

vessel, book in hand. The boatswain

let down a silver bucket from the poop,

to draw up the sea-water, which the

priest was about to bless for his holy

purpose. A flag was hoisted, the

cannon thundered a salutation, and

every one took off his hat. Just then

the boatswain drew from the bucket of

sea-water a plain glass bottle.

There was nothing surprising in such

an incident. It is an usual thing with

the sailors to commit these bottles to

the waves, conveying information of

some unknown danger which they have

discovered on their route, or a prayer

to the charitable, that they will make

known to their friends the disaster

which has overtaken the unfortunate

writers. Still, at sea the slightest oc

currence creates an interest, and it

was certainly singular that the bottle

should have got into the bucket.

I am afraid our curiosity made us

somewhat inattentive to the ceremon

that followed, during which the bottle

was laid aside. Scarcely was the ser

vice concluded, before we presented

the object of our conjectures to the

captain, who begged me to unseal it.

rapidly cut away the packthread,

canvas and tar which secured the

cork; then drawing the latter, and

reversing the bottle, a small roll of

paper fell into my hand. The cap.

tain and his lady, and all the officers,

surrounded me closely. The crew,

eager to know the result, had climbed

into the rattlings of the mizen-mast.

Even the helmsman's attention was

distracted, and he listened like the rest.

The contents of the paper, written in

a fine, though tremulous hand, were as

follows:–

“I, Margaret Floreſt, perish on the

open sea. I supplicate the person,

who by Divine permission picks up

this bottle, and reads the note therein
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enclosed, to cause prayers to be said

for the repose of my soul. I was born,

and I die, in the true faith. Farewell !

my mother—farewell farewell !”

“Poor creature!" said the captain's

wife, wiping away a tear.

The crew testified little interest in

the event. Sailors are too often ex

posed to peril to think much of a death

more or ſº My young companions

were somewhat moved; but nearly all

had left their hearts in India except

myself.

“You,” said Buxton, striking me

on the shoulder, as soon as he and I

were left alone together, “you who

are a fool of the worst species—a me

lancholy one, must go into mourning

for this Margaret Floreff, and see after

those prayers being said for her.”

“Into mourning !—no. But on my

arrival at Batavia * -

“You never will 1"

“Well, wait and see.”

“Listen,” said Buxton, in his coolest

voice; “just hearken to reason. Here

is a woman who has been food for fishes

these eighty or a hundred years; what

folly to trouble yourself about her

Fling the bottle into the water, and

give me the paper to light my pipe.”

I rescued the bottle and its contents

from his sacrilegious hands. He shook

his head, and went away muttering a

scornful epithet. -

I was now alone upon the deck, and

the calmness of the night still con

tinuing, nothing prevented me from

giving way to my imagination. I pic

tured to myself the features, age, and

character of the hapless Margaret Flo

refſ; who, I felt certain, had been

young and beautiful. Then Ire-opened

the paper, and examined the writing.

“This,” said I, “is not of the last

century; it is indited by a young and

delicate hand, and in the modern style

of female writing. The paper also,

fabricated in Europe, feels too smooth

under my fingers to prove the con

trary.” Leaning over the gunwale, I

gave the rein to my hobby, and was

sºon lost in a fantastic reverie.

From this I was suddenly roused

by a huge swell of the sea, as if a

submarine volcano had exploded with

mighty effort. The aspect of the

heavens, likewise, betokened a strange

commotion. The moon was veiled, as

if by an eclipse; and the stars, after

gleaming with a sanguine lustre, paled

and disappeared. The water became
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black, the sky of a dull yellow; the

slackening sails flapped against , the

masts—a sign that the wind was sink

ing, which it did so rapidly that we

soon felt as if air were altogether

wanting. A frightened sailor, who

rushed past me on his way to the poop

to rouse the captain, muttered to him

self, “Terrible I It is the monsoon 1"

The monsoon, you know, is the name

given to certain winds that prevail at

regular periods upon the Indian and

Chinese seas. During these times

tempests are frequent and devastating.

Scarcely a second had elapsed when

the Galatea was assailed by a dozen

blasts at once. Every one crowded

upon deck. The first breath of the

storm deprived us of half our sails;

the resistance of the other half, which

no human effort could furl, caused the

vessel to rear like a vicious horse.

Ten of the crew disappeared, to re

appear no more. We could not even

hear their cries. The other sailors,

clinging by their horny hands to the

ropes, which snapped one after the

other like the strings of a violin,

awaited the captain's orders.

“Cut down the foremast,” shouted

he “cut away! Quick with your saw

and axes 1"

If you are anything of a sailor, I

need not tell you that this desperate

remedy is only resorted to in cases of

imminent peril—as when a vessel is

half ingulfed in the waves. But in

our case there was no result; the ship

did not right herself.

“We have sprung a leak!" cried a

sailor who had discovered that the

hold was filling.

“To the pumps 1" cried the captain,

“ and some of you cut down the main

mast.”

The pumps were manned, and the

mast fell; but this last operation, in

stead of contributing to the safety of

the vessel, only rendered our position

more critical. Retained by the thou

sand ropes to which it served as a

pivot, and hurled against us like an

arrow by the waves, the immense pole

was transformed into a battering-ram,

and split the side of the ship by its in

cessant attacks. As to the pumps,

they were of no service whatever; for

one bucket of water that they got rid

of, twenty entered by the hold.

All at once half of the moon's disc

re-appeared, and at the same instant

hailstones, white as alabaster, fell di

Y
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agonally upon us, bruising and cutting

us like so many knives and pestles.

The vessel continued to fill. It was

the most dreadful scene I ever wit

messed. Every one crowded upon the

poop, the only part of the ship that

was not under water. The captain's

wife—her child in her arms—ran, half

dressed as she was, to place herself

under the protection of her husband,

who could, alas ! no longer protect any

one. He took her hand, placed her

at his feet where the wind would have

less power over her, and gave anew all

his attention to the vessel and the crew.

“Cut down the mizen-mast,” he

shouted in an agitated voice; “throw

overboard all that you can, and hold

in readiness the long-boat and the

barge.”

“We are lost,” thought I– “lost

without remedy.”

The water already poured in by the

portholes; the chaplain knelt upon the

poop murmuring the prayers for the

dead. *

At this moment of agony I had but

one thought. Notwithstanding the

rapid invasion of the water, I rushed

into my cabin—already two-thirds sub

merged. Taking a sheet of paper I

wrote a few words in pencil, and rolled

it round that on which Margaret

Floreff had traced her last request.

Then putting the two together into

the bottle, which I still retained about

me, and enclosing with them £1,000

sterling, in bank notes, I re-sealed the

bottle with as much care as the dis

order of the time permitted.

These were the words which I wrote:

“I, Louis Van Ostal, who am about to

perish at the distance of one hundred

and fifty leagues from the Island of

Ceylon, bequeath the £1,000 sterling,

in bank notes, contained in this bottle,

to him or her who, having found it,

shall cause prayers to be said for the

repose of my soul and that of the un

fortunate Margaret Floreſf; and who

shall further erect a monument to our

united memories.”

I hastened upon deck to throw my

bottle into the water, but the vessel

saved me the trouble. It disappeared

under my feet, sinking plump down

like a stone, and I found myself bat

tling with the waves, amid the thou

sand relics of our disaster. Before me

the big long-boat, loaded with men,

made useless efforts to escape bein

ingulfed ; and the barge, in which i

could distinguish the captain and his

wife, was capsized a few fathoms fur

ther on, in the midst of the most

frightful cries that I ever heard.

Arms, heads, tresses, sailors' caps,

hats, dogs, chests, were for an instant

scattered upon the foam of the turbu

lent billows. The moment afterwards

nothing was visible but the foam.

Drenched, suffocated, dragged down

by the weight of my wet clothing, I

found myself, I knew not how, hurled

upon a large piece of wood that floated

near me. I grappled with it, slid off,

caught at it again, and slid off again.

My strength was failing and I should

certainly have been drowned, had not

a strong hand seized me by the back

and pulled me on to the plank. It

was Buxton.

Day dawned, and with its first beams

vanished the last traces of the tempest.

The sun rose majestically out of the

ocean, which shone like a silver mirror.

Buxton and I still remained seated

upon the large piece of wood where

we had so miraculously found safety.

It measured twenty feet by four, and

had been destined to repair the keel of

the unfortunate Galatea.

“Well,” said Buxton, crossing his

legs in oriental fashion and shaking

his head like a mandarin – “well,

where is your poetry "

“What do you mean?”

“Get it to deliver us out of this—

that is all. Yonder is the radiant sun;

in a few hours it will blister our skins.

The sea is more calm and beautiful

than it has been during all the previous

part of our passage; it is probable

that it will soon become our tomb, for

we have neither food nor water.”

We passed the long day in a kind

of stupor. Night came, and we were

still nearly in the same place. The

following day a light breeze rufiled the

surface of the waters, but no sail ap

peared upon the horizon.

The day after, about five o'clock in

the evening, I felt myself dying. My

eyes closed. What enchantment roused

me? Was I already dead, and were

these sounds angelic strains conducting

my soul to heaven 2 I re-opened my

glazing eyes, and perceived Buxton,

who, a little stronger than I, was

drawing from his delicious instrument

its last tones; and as they lulled me

to repose, I felt as if I were borne upon

their melodious wings into another

world.
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“Van Ostal,” suddenly exclaimed

my friend, raising me and sustaining

my languid head upon his breast, “my

dear fellow, look before you!”

“A vessel,” I cried.

“A vessel,” replied he. “Thank

God ..."

“A vessel ! But, merciful heaven

is it not on fire 2"

“I fear so,” said Buxton ; “but

see with what rapidity the wind drives

it towards us. Be of good courage

What a strange and mysterious affairl

It has no sails, not a single one.”

“It is, perhaps,” said I, “a steam

vessel. Oh! how quickly it comes 1

I shall not have time.”

“Here it is . One effort –grapple

with it for your life!” cried Buxton.

I knew not how the moments passed,

for I had swooned. When I re-opened

my eyes, a bark, similar to several that

I had met with during my preceding

voyages to the Maldive Islands, was

close upon us. It was not on fire, as

we had feared ; but in the centre,

upon a species of altar, a pyramid of

aloes and sandal-wood was burning

slowly. The ends of the bark were

pretty high ; but as the middle de

scended to about three feet above the

surface of the water, Buxton easily

jumped upon it, and lifted me after him.

This strange vessel, without sails or

crew, was one of those which the in

habitants of the Maldive Islands launch

upon the waves, when they wish to

appease the God of Tempests. After

loading them with perfumes and spices

which they set on fire, and provisions

destined for the invisible priests of the

hidden, though powerful deity, they

abandon them to the stormy wings of

PART

As soon as we had breakfasted, I

begged my host to continue his recital,

in which I had become much interest

ed. He smiled at my impatience,

and resumed the thread of his story

thus:–

Our sojourn at Colombo was but

short. We remained only long enough

to recover the shock which we had

received from our fearful adventures.

Buxton sold a magnificent diamond

ring which he had happened to wear at

the time of our disaster, and thus rea

lised more than sufficient to take us to

Madras. Once in the capital of British

the monsoon. The tempest in which

we had been wrecked was, doubtless,

the cause of this new sacrifice of the

Maldivians, who were far from sus

pecting who would profit by their de

votion. The sacred bark was full of

fresh water, cocoa-nut milk enclosed in

vases, fruits and meats dried in the

sun. Our lives were saved as by a

miracle. When our strength had re

turned to us, we availed ourselves of

the oars with which the vessel was

provided — for nothing of this sort is

wanting in the naval offering thus pre

sented to the storm-wielding deity—

and directed our course according to

the wind. Were we far from, or near

to the Isle of Ceylon 2 The question

was a diſlicult one, deprived as we were

of all nautical instruments. At any

rate, we could now afford to wait for

the answer; for we were not likely to

want either food or water.

The next day, at sunrise, we awoke,

to find ourselves surrounded by nearly

a thousand barks, that respectfully

hovered about ours, which they recog

nised as sacred. We were before Co

lombo, the capital of the Island of

Ceylon. They towed us in in triumph,

when they learnt how we had met with

the expiatory ship. Visibly the God

of Tempests protected us, and they

whom the gods protect

M. Van Ostal was interrupted by

the entrance of a young and beautiful

WOln:ln.

“Excuse me,” said she, “I did not

know that this gentleman—”

“This gentleman is our guest, and

consequently our friend,” said M. Van

Ostal, presenting me to his wife;

“and now let us go to breakfast.”

II.

India, it would be easy to make known

my position to my friends at Batavia.

While awaiting their reply to the

letter which I despatched from thence,

I occupied in ºf in exploring that

rich metropolis of English sovereignty,

the ancient seat of the Hindoo kings.

I had been employed for two months

in studying the curious customs of the

place, and the buildings and monu

ments, so different from anything one

sees in Europe, when chance or destiny

conducted me one day to the vast ce

metery where repose the mortal remains

of the English and other strangers who
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so speedily pay their tribute to death

in that delightful but murderous cli

mate.

Having examined the more striking

of the monuments, I came where a

catalpa with its drooping branches

barred my further passage. Lifting

one of them, I perceived the marble of

a tomb. Though I had already read

numberless epitaphs, I could not but

pause to decipher the one upon this

secluded monument; which was written

in golden characters, and seemed to

force itself upon my attention. I read.

The branch of catalpa escaped from

my grasp, and I found myself enclosed

within the space that surrounded the

tomb. A number of frightened birds,

alarmed by the recoiling of the bough,

flew quietly away. What had so

startled me? The following words,

which I read again as I remained con

cealed within that enclosure of ver

dure and silence :—

“Here sleeps eternally in the arms of her Saviour,

M A R G A R ET F L o R I. F. F.

27 August, 18–.

Weep not for her."

On my way back to the town, I

pictured to myself the chain of events

which had conducted thither, wave by

wave, from the bottom of the ocean,

the corpse of the unfortunate young

irl. Nothing could be more simple.

The monsoon had agitated the sea;

the waves had arisen and hurled the

body upon the sands. The name had

been deciphered upon some portion of

the clothing; and English piety had

inhumed Margaret Floreſt; erecting a

tomb, and planting a tree to her me

mory. Thus while the bottle demand

ed of those who found it, a prayer

for the shipwrecked, the shipwrecked

herself had reposed for ten years in the

cemetery of Madras.

“We leave to-morrow,” said Buxton

to me, a few days after this discovery.

“I am quite ready; but will you

not first go with me to see the tomb

of Margaret Florefſ?"

“My dear fellow, what nonsense !

It is a tomb like all others, I presume.

However if it will please you * *

Buxton had become more pliable,

and less sarcastic, since our perilous

adventures on the Indian seas. So the

same evening we visited the cemetery;

and passing with a brief survey the

sumptuous monuments of powerful

lords and charming ladies, we paused

before the catalpa tree that shaded

Margaret Floreſt's solitary tomb.

“It strikes me,” said Buxton, after

he had read the epitaph which had

startled me on my first visit—“it

strikes me that there may be something

more on this other side.”

We went round the tomb, and there,

indeed, was a larger inscription, which

disagreeably interrupted the romantic

feeling with which I had come to pay

a farewell visit to the interesting re

mains supposed to repose beneath.

This new inscription ran thus:–

“After having remained in this vault

fifteen months, the corpse of Margaret Floreff

was conveyed to Amsterdam, her native

city, and where she had always wished to be

interred. Her will is accomplished; may it

also be that of God!”

I returned to our hotel rather dis

comfited, for I could not deny that

Buxton had some foundation for his

jokes.

“So you have met with your de

ceased sweetheart, after all,” he said,

as we threw ourselves on the luxurious

sofas, and called for tumblers of iced

unch; “a poor punything she must

ave been, to be making arrangements

about her grave beforehand. i)epend

upon it, my dear fellow, the ship

wreck came just in time to save her

from a slower death by consumptive

disease or diseased liver.”

“Buxton, you are too bad; take

your flute, and expend your animal

spirits upon that.”

Our passage from Madras to Ba

tavia was long and difficult; but no

particular event marked its course.

“My dear,” interrupted Madame

Van 8. “would it not be more

agreeable to Monsieur to hear the rest

of the story in the pavilion where you

first received him 2"

“Be it so,” replied her husband,

rising and turning towards a botanical

gallery which we had not traversed on

our way to breakfast, and which, con

sequently, was new to me.

offered my arm to Madame Van

Ostal ; and her husband, begging her

to do the honours of his collection,

promised to follow us directly.

“Do you see nothing under that

tree ?” said my charming companion,

when we had advanced a little way

into the gallery. “James' Colombo!”

Two children, who were quietly
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playing at the foot of the tree, ran u

to us, and threw themselves into their

mother's arms.

“These are my sons,” said she ;

“winter is at hand, and they usually

take their recreation in this gallery,

which is more moderately heated than

the others.”

The stout little fellows, red and

white like cherubs painted by Rubens,

stared at me with innocent curiosity;

then they came nearer, smiled, and

allowed me to embrace them.

“My husband,” said Madame Van

Ostal, “named the eldest Colombo, in

memory of the town where he landed

after his shipwreck; and the second

James, after Mr. Buxton, whose his

tory is so closely connected with his

own. But here comes M. Wan Ostal

with his good cigars. Permit me to

remain, my dear,” continued she, ad

dressing her husband; “I am curious

to know the end of the history of

Margaret Floreff.”

“And pray how can you guess that

there is more to be told 2" inquired her

husband, laughing, and looking at me.

“Oh! we women are clever at these

suppositions,” she returned ; and a

smile, the nature of which I could not

divine, wreathed her beautiful lips.

What meant this mysterious smile 2

A singular idea occurred to me.

M. Van Ostal continued:—

For three months I had resumed my

military duties at Batavia, and that

garrison-life, which in the colonies is

so luxurious and dissipated. Few ex

ercises, few reviews, no studies, many

dinners, balls, and fetes; and for the

most part, an incessant excess of wine,

rum, and tobacco.

One day, my turn came to assist at

the religious services which were cele

brated every Sunday in the most beau

tiful temple in Java, and consequently

in Batavia. My comrades and I re

paired thither in full dress, and took

our places beneath the pulpit. The

service was performed as usual amid

the most profound silence; the orator

favouring us with an eloquent morsel

W. expressly for our edification.

We rose at length to meditate, on our

way home, upon the grave lessons of

our instructor, when he begged us all

to reseat ourselves— I ought not to

omit that Buxton was present.

“Brethren and sisters,” said the

preacher, “this morning a French

captain remitted to me the sum of

£1,000 sterling, to bestow in alms, to

pray, and to erect a tomb to the me

mory of two persons whose names I am

about to give you. Providence charged

him with this mission, which has now

in turn devolved upon me. ...Listen to

the fact in all its pious simplicity. In

the open sea he found a bottle, which

contained the £1,000 sterling, in bank

notes, which he has remitted to me,

and this paper"—the priest held it

up—“which I am about to read to

Ou :-

“‘I, Louis Van Ostal, who am

about to perish at the distance of one

hundred and fifty leagues from the

Island of Ceylon, bequeath the £1,000

sterling in bank notes contained in this

bottle to him or her, who, having found

it, shall cause prayers to be said for

the repose of my soul, and that of the

unfortunate Margaret Floreff, and who

shall further erect a monument to our

united memories.'

“Pray then, brethren and sisters,
for Louis Van Ostal wn

“Stop!" cried I, precipitating myself

towards the pulpit, “I am Louis Van

Ostal. I wrote those lines, and as

suredly I am not dead.”

To describe to you the confusion

and the disorder caused by this event,

in a temple filled with all the nobility

and gentry of Batavia, would be im

possible. But the hearty laughter of

Buxton made itself heard above the

clamour, when upon arriving at the foot

of the pulpit to give some explanation,

I found myself face to face with a

woman who exclaimed, “I am Mar

garet Floreff!”

“What! it was she "I cried in my

turn ; “it was shel But how 2 The

tomb of Margaret Floreff erected at

Madras—the body of Margaret Floreff

transported to Europe—”
gº†. will come all in good time,”

replied M. Van Ostal.

“And was she young, pretty, just

what you had imagined her ?”

“She was frightful!” answered M.

Van Ostal, “frightfull and this was

the cause of the mischievous hilarity
of that abominable Buxton.”

“It is very right and just,” said

Buxton to me the next day, “that

those who, like you, pursue the ideal,

should invariably meet with discomfi

ture; you will know better in future.

Here is your Margaret Floreſt, whom

I verily believe your fancy exalted into

an angel; and what does she turn out
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to be A toothless old woman, of very

bad complexion. This is your fine

poetry. It conducts you from folly to

folly; makes you see sentiments where

there are but needs; angels in women

subject to the like infirmities with

others.”

I did not reply.

“Take my advice—it will cure you.

Marry some rich creole, who will bring

you plenty of pepper and cinnamon,

and make you the proud father of half

a-dozen children. !. in peace your

brain, which is but a soft substance,

and your heart, which is nothing more

than a muscle.”

This time I answered—“Follow me;

we will go and see this woman.”

“What 1 you are not convinced 7"

li “No ; there is so much improbabi

t .”

. But this public avowal—why did

she make it?”

“I cannot tell; I shall interrogate

her personally ; I have a presenti

ment."

“You are incorrigible with your

presentiments. Do you know where

she lives?”

“Yes; I have inquired.”

“Let us go, then.”

We went accordingly, and found the

subject of our visit living in a miser

able lodging; where everything around

showed an extreme degree of penury.

“My good lady,” said I, after the

firstº, “I am M. Van Ostal,

whose name has been so strangely

mixed up with yours. I dare say you

thought it very odd that I should take

the liberty, in a moment of peril and

confusion of mind, of requesting that

our names should both be inscribed

upon one monument.”

“In fact, monsieur,” stammered

she -

“But,” continued I, “if my request

was extraordinary, your position is

not less so. You were shipwrecked ”

“Yes, monsieur — in the Indian

Ocean, two hundred leagues north of

Madagascar.”

I must confess that the precision of

this reply staggered me. If she had

not been shipwrecked, she would not

have spoken with so much topographi

cal exactitude.

“You were shipwrecked,” resumed

I, “ and in the moment of peril you

wrote your last request upon a sheet of

paper. This you carefully enclosed

within a bottle, which afterwards came

into my possession; when, under si

milar circumstances, I added my re

quest to yours. But we will speak

of that hereafter. What followed your

throwing the bottle, containing your

last will, into the sea 2"

I awaited the reply.

“It was picked up by you, and thenby a French captain, who x

“Excuse me, there was another

circumstance.”

“And what was that, monsieur 2"

“Your corpse was thrown ashore—”

“Madame being dead,” interrupted

Buxton, “was perhaps ignorant of this

circumstance.”

“She is, then, likewise ignorant,”

said I, more and more convinced that

we had to do with an impostor, “that

she was interred 1"

Buxton began to laugh; but the

woman finished my sentence for me.

“Yes,” said she, “interred at Ma

dras.”

Our mirth came to an abrupt termi

nation. It was she after all !

“You know, then, madame, that

ou were interred at Madras,” resumed

uxton. “Perhaps you can also tell

us where your skeleton is now? ... I do

not mean that to which I have the ho

nour of speaking, but the original one.”

The woman looked at us both with

the most perfect assurance, and then

she replied—

“I repose in the cemetery of Am

sterdam.”

The unimaginative Buxton shivered

to the last hair of his mustache.

“Well, madame,” said I, “no one

is more disposed to the marvellous than

I am ; but if you are dead --

“I am far from particularly wishing

to be so,” said our tormentor, with a

smile ; “but you held me so closely to

this funereal rôle, that I was obliged

to follow your leading. However, to

be serious, this Margaret Floreſt never

perished in the Indian Ocean. . She

was the daughter of a Dutch merchant,

and died very tranquilly upon her bed.

Her father, to whom she was very

much attached, having been inhumed

in the cemetery at Amsterdam, she

wished to be conveyed thither **

“But you, who bear the same name,

who are you?”

“Her god-daughter and niece.”

“All is explained,” expressed the

eyes of Buxton; “Margaret Floreſt

is incontestibly before us, my poor

friendl”
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“Beingher niece and god-daughter,”

resumed the woman, “and bearing

the same name, the money deposited in

the bottle ought by right to be given

to me."

** Oh, oh 1” exclaimed Buxton.

“Yes, upon one condition,” he con

tinued: “that you shut yourself up in

the tomb which this money was destined

to erect.”

“Inter myself!”

“Never mind my friend," said I;

“he is fond of a joke. Get pen, ink,

and paper, and give me a receipt for

one thousand pounds sterling. I have

the money about me.”

The woman began to write.

second line I stopped her—

“This is your handwriting?” said

I: “this is your usual style?”

“To be sure, monsieur.”

“Then this”—(and I took from my

pocket-book the}". which had been

in the bottle, and which had been re

turned to me along with the bottle and

the rest of its contents)—“this writing

is not yours.”

The deception was discovered: the

eyes of the unhappy woman filled with

tears: she hung her head, and uttered

not a word. She was, in reality, named

Floreff; but she was a distant relation,

and not the god-daughter of the lady
who had died in Madras. When the mi

nister had proclaimed the uses to which

the one thousand pounds sterling were

destined, the half-starved woman had

said to herself, with the greedy instinct

of poverty, “If they bestow so large a

sum upon the memory ofa dead Floreff,

they will certainly give half of it to a

living one. I will represent that I

have escaped from the perils of ship

wreck.” Absorbed in these reflections,

she had not heard, or had not under

stood, my public declaration. She

had not foreseen that the man who had

bequeathed the money to the memory

of her relation was no more dead than

herself, and would appear to claim

back his money, and to detect the in

stor.

This was the sum of her confession.

“Take the money, nevertheless,”

said I, when she had concluded ; “but

tell me truly, has the Margaret Floreff

whose hand traced these lines ever

existed 2 for now —”

“She has existed.”

“And she perished on the ocean?"

“I do not know what may have hap

pened to her. On her arrival at this

At the

place, where she did not stay long,

she told me of something unpleasant

that had occurred on her voyage.”

“We are not speaking of the same

person, I fear.”

“I no longer understand you, mon

sieur. Stay ! Here are some letters

that I received from her, and her por

trait. , You can compare the letters

with the lines which you have shown

me, and if the writing --

“Quick; give me the letters, and

above all, the portrait!”

The writing agreed perfectly with

that which I possessed.

“The portrait!" cried I, “the por

trait !”

Buxton leaned over to look at it.

“It is she " I exclaimed.

It was, indeed, much like the Mar

garet of my imagination : young, fair,

with blue eyes, hair of a paly gold, and

cheeks tinged with the |. colour of

the blush-rose. Buxton observed my

agitation, but this time he spared me.

He was half converted to the ideal. I

resumed my interrogation—

“You said, madame, that Mademoi

selle Margaret Floreſt came to Batavia.

Who accompanied her?”

“Her father, inspector-general of

the colonial customs.”

“And how long is it since they

returned to Batavia?”

“About eighteen months.”

“Then this shipwreck, of which you

are ignorant, and with which, indeed,

you could not have been acquainted,

took place on her return Where was

she going?” resumed I, after a pause

of disappointment: “to Europe?”

“No, monsieur, to America: to

Surinam.”

“Your romance is ended,” said

Buxton, taking me by the arm, and

drawing me out of the house; “you

have pushed it far enough, in all con

science 1”

But I was not yet satisfied. The

thought that the lovely original of the

portrait might have been saved by

some singular chance, such as had hap

pened to Buxton and myself, continu

ally returned. Seeing me possessed by

this idea to such an extent that it was

impossible for me to enjoy our usual

gaieties, and becoming tired of drag

ging about a lifeless, absent companion

(a body without a soul), Buxton at

length bethought him of a desperate

remedy.

“Pocket that confounded likeness,”
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he said, one day when I had been gazin

at the beautiful portrait, withº
forgot to tell you, Margaret Floreff's

relation had obligingly presented me;

“pocket that likeness, and come with

me."

I mechanically obeyed. He con

ducted me into one of the finest quar

ters of Batavia, to the marine office,

where vessels arriving at Batavia de

posit their charters, and whence they

reclaim them upon the day of depar

ture. Buxton addressed himself to a

friend, of whom he had occasionally

spoken.

“Canyou tell me,” said he, “whether

a vessel that left this place for Surinam,

about eighteen months ago, met with

some disaster during the voyage”

Buxton's friend turned over one of

the Atlantic registers.

“Surinam 2" he said, “Surinam 2

Here it is: there is a cross upon the

folio. Yes, it perished.”

Buxton pressed my hand firmly—

“And how did it perish 2"

“It is impossible to tell; since no

one was saved.”

“No, monsieur, it is not impos

sible,” said the secretary-general, who

had overheard us from behind the

grating that separated his cabinet from

the room where we had made our re

searches. “Look at the colonial cor

respondence,” he continued, “and see

ifany vessel arriving at Batavia eighteen

months ago, witnessed the accident

which befell the ship bound for Suri

nam.”

I}uxton's friend read—

“The Albatross (Captain Boxwell),

nothing—no report; the Arrow (Cap

tain Verhagen), the same; La Dorade

(Captain Ixel), nothing—nothing.”

“There, monsieur, there!" cried I;

“the Sumatra, Captain Sayers. Read,

or rather permit me to do so—

** REPORT.

“Yesterday at sunset, when off the

Archipelago of the Maldives, we per

ceived through the mist, at about five

leagues from us, an immense light,

which announced a ship on fire.

Though the wind was adverse to our

design, driving us directly from the

point where the burning vessel lay, we

manoeuvred with so much resolution

and promptitude, that we neared her

in about two hours. We did not en

deavour to save her. It would have

been an useless and most perilous task.

Instead of this we occupied ourselves in

trying to secure what was more essen

tial—the lives of the crew and passen

gers. They were all received on board

the Sumatra, and we left the unfortu

nate vessel to her fate. She was the

Nicobar (Captain Von Kessel), bound

for Surinam. We retained the crew,

and landed the passengers on the Isle

of Gama, whence a vessel has been or

dered to convey them to Surinam.

Two persons only perished, the boat

swain and a young female passenger,

who fell into the sea while descending

into one of the boats.”

If this young lady were she

A Dutch captain came in, and an

nounced his departure for Paramaribo

in two hours.

“Paramaribo is not far from Suri

nam 2" said I to him.

“Quite near,” replied he, “but it

is far from hence to Surinam.”

“Do you take passengers?”

“Not many.”

“Will you accommodate this gen

tleman and me 2"

“I leave in two hours.”

“We will be on board before that

time.”

“Are you quite mad?" said Buxton

to me, as we left the office arm-in

al’Ill.

“Not quite; but I must be satisfied,

if I go to the antipodes for my informa

tion.”

“Which is very much what you are

about to do.”

Half-an-hour afterwards, I had sent

in my resignation to the general of the

colonial troops; and soon after, Bux

ton and I embarked for Dutch Guiana.

What are time and space when one is

young 2 Buxton had ended by be:

coming interested in my pursuit, and

regarded me with much the same spe

cies of sympathy that must have been

felt for Columbus by his friends. I

was in pursuit of my America. Ilanded

in Guiana four months after my depar

ture from Batavia; and immediately

went to Surinam, while Buxton awaited

my return at Paramaribo, for I wished

to be alone. I found out the country

house where the father of Margaret

Floreſt, who had withdrawn from ac

tive occupation, lived, they said, in

retirement. The old negro, who gave

me the information, knew nothing

further. I arrived at a village similar

to those of our own Holland: they
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pointed out a mansion. I entered an

alley of citron-trees: my heart beat

high: I had the portrait in my hand.

At the end of the alley, a young girl

awaited my approach. It was *>

M. and Madame Von Ostal had both

risen. He took her hand, with diffi

culty restraining his emotion. Mar

garet Floreff was before me !

In a little while, M. Von Ostal rang

a bell, and gave an order in Dutch to

the domestic who answered it.

“And Buxton 7" I inquired.

“Oh, he is well and happy; and a

convert to theºideal. If you will do us

the favour of remaining here to-night,

you shall see him. He promised to

pay us a visit this evening.”

A door opened, and the same servant

re-appeared, bearing upon a cushion

of red velvet a tortoise-shell box, in

laid with gold and pearls. M. Van

Ostal signed to him to leave the pavi

lion, and then opened the box. In the

middle of several silken cushions, pre

served like a precious relic, was the

bottle, still containing the funereal re

quests of Louis Van Ostal and Marga

ret Floreff, written in a moment of an

ticipated destruction.

IR IS H. R. I. V. E. R. S. -NO. I X.

the surr-PA fºr II.

“What lonely magnificence stretches around !

Each sight how sublime ! and how awful each sound !

All husbed and serene, as a region of dreams,

The mountains repose 'mid the lush of the streams :

Their glens of black umbrage, by cataracts riven,

But calm their blue tops in the beauty of heaven.”

0s a lofty range of rock, soaring high

above the plain, and commanding a

view of the country to a far distance,

stand the ruins of an ancient palace, in

former times the residence of the pre

late-kings of Munster. Here we be

hold the noblest remains of Ireland's

former glory, comprising, in the now

crumbling walls, all that was fitting

religious worship, royal splendour, and

knightly fame; at once a temple, a

palace, and a fortress—the dwelling of

the bishop, the warrior, and the king—

the scene of councils, of synods, and of

armed conclaves. It is impossible to

look upon the Rock of Cashel without

having the most important events of

Ireland's history brought forward in

panoramic view.

Cashel was the place where, in A.D.

1172, Henry II. received the homage

of Donald O'Brien, King of Limerick;

and here met the synod of Irish eccle

siastics, presided over by Christian,

Bishop of Lismore, the Pope's legate,

when every archbishop and bishop

gave sealed charters to the King, con

ferring on him, and his heirs for ever,

the kingdom of Ireland. During the

frequent conflicts between the Irish

Guelphs and Ghibellines, the Fitz

geralds and Butlers, this city was a

constant sufferer from the shock of

war. The rising of 1641 left its deso

lating mark. In 1647, Lord Inchiquin,

at the head of the Parliamentary

troops, marched thither. The citizens

sought refuge on the Rock, relying on

it as a military defence, and refused

the offer of Inchiquin to spare the for

tress on condition of their paying him

£3,000. The result was defeat. The

height was scaled and taken by storm.

Many of the defenders, including

twenty monks, were slaughtered, and

the city abandoned to the plunder of

the conquerors.

Having thus briefly glanced at the

history of the town, which now con

sists of but few streets, and those of

no great consideration, we turned in

the direction of the object of antiqua

rian reverence. Rocks have been re

garded as the ruins of nature; and

here, piled upon the majestic throne

formed by the Great Architect, are

the ruins of earth-born power. Upon

these shattered pillars of the Old World

have been reared the yet massive struc

ture of man's erection. The archaeo

logist may fix the date of the one; but

what ages after ages have swept over

the world, since, tumbling from the

cradle of creation, these rocks rose
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high in airl Truly has it been re

marked, that it is amid rugged hills,

grey and crumbling cliffs, by the dried

up channels of old rivers, and on the

brink of precipices whence woods have

been torn down by successive storms,

that the destruction of works of human

labour affect the mind with the deepest

awe. The structures of years, the

landmarks which time places upon the

sea of eternity to mark the advance of

its waves, are swept down; and it is

on seeing the unchanging sky, and

thinking of the everlasting haven

beyond, the heart-depressing sense of

human instability is dispelled. What

generations have lived and passed

away, what changes in thrones and

dominations, what nations have had

their rise and fall, since the middle of

the fifth century, when the first Chris

tian church is said to have been erected

upon this rock ' The round tower

seems of a more ancient date than the

adjoining buildings, and is built of a

different kind of stone. Here, as we

have already observed, the provincial

king held his court. Dr. Petrie, the

justly-respected authority on all mat

ters connected with Irish antiquarian

lore, remarks that “Cashel is only

noticed in our Annals as a regal resi

dence of the Munster kings till the

beginning of the twelfth century,when,

in the year 1101, it is stated in the

• Annals of the Four Masters' that a

convention of the people of Lioth

Mogha, or the southern half of Ireland,

was held at Cashel, at which Murtogh

O'Brien, with the nobles of the laity

and clergy, and O’Dunan, the illus

trious bishop and chief senior of Ire

land, attended; and on which occasion

Murtogh O'Brien made such an offer

ing as king never made before him—

namely, Cashel of the Kings, which he

bestowed on the devout, without the

intervention of a laic or ecclesiastic,

but for the use of the religious of Ire

land in general.” The successor of

this monarch, Cormac MacCarthy,

being deposed in 1127, as stated in the

“Annals of Innisfallen,” commenced

the erection of the church now popu

larly called Cormac's Chapel, also

attributed to Cormac MacCulinan,

King of Munster and Bishop of Cashel,

who fell in the battle of Moyalbe, A.D.

908. It was probably rebuilt by Cor

mac MacCarthy, for we find, in the

ancient annalists, the following entry:

“I 134.—The church built by Cormac

MacCarthy at Cashel was consecrated

this year by the archbishop and bisho

of Munster, at which ceremony the

nobility of Ireland, both clergy and

laity, were present.” The cathedral

was afterwards added to and endowed

by Donald O'Brien, King of Limerick,

in 1169. Here are likewise the hall

of vicars-choral, built by Archbishop

O'Hedian, in 1421 ; the episcopal

palace, half monastery, half fortress;

and the remains of an abbey, founded

by David MacCarvell, about the year

1260.

With many a pause, to admire this

stupendous congregation of ruins, we

made our approach. The surface of

the summit is very irregular, and in

some parts almost threatens to detach

the portion containing the remains of

the wall, and overwhelm the objects

beneath. . We entered by a lofty gate

way in the western tower, and near

this is a rudely-sculptured figure of

Ireland's patron saint. It is placed

on a huge stone, where, according to

tradition, the Irish tributary chiefs de

posited their tokens of submission to

the chief potentate, whence called Cas

oil, or the stone of tribute—thence pro

bably Cashel. The north building con

tains the Chapel of the Apostles, and

some others. The greatest length of

the cathedral is about 210 feet, from

east to west, and the width in the

transepts about 170 feet. There are

no side-aisles. The windows are lan

cet-headed, but most of them so broken

that any trace of the elaborate orna

ments or rich mouldings have long

ceased to exist. The gem of the ruin

is, unquestionably, Cormac's Chapel,

which will well repay the most minute

inspection. It consists of nave and

choir; the sides decorated by rows of

slender columns, one over another,

supporting arches handsomely orna

mented. Its length is fifty-three feet

by nineteen wide. There are crypts

between the arches of the choir nave

and the stone roof. The roof is vaulted,

and built of stone. A square tower

rises on each side, at the junction of

nave and choir. The entrance to the

chapel is a curious Saxon-arched door

way, quaintly adorned with zigzag

sculpture and rude chasing. On the

south side of the choir of the cathedral

is an elaborately-sculptured monument,

said to be that of. Magrath, who,

in the reign of Queen Elizabeth, hav

ing embraced the Protestant religion,
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was translated, from being titular

Bishop of Down, to the see of Clogher.

He seems to have had the range of

several bishopries. According to Ware,

in 1572 he held the see of Lismore,

which was then vacant, with that of

Cashel, by a commendatory grant from

Queen Elizabeth, during pleasure;

also that of Waterford, as appears

from the Queen's privy seal. #. died

at Cashel in December, 1622, in the

hundredth year of his age. In his life

time he erected a monument for him

self in the Cathedral of Cashel, oppo

site to that of Edmund Butler. Ware

thus describes it:—“It is placed on a

high basis on the south side of the

choir, between the episcopal throne

and the altar, on which are his effigies,

cut in stone in high relief, his mitre

on his head, and his pastoral staff in

bis hand. On one side of his head is

carved the image of an angel, as the

like was once on the other side, but is

wow defaced; above his head are his

arms, and at his feet the image of

Christ on the cross, at the top whereof

isinscribed I.N.R.I. At his right elbow

is the image of St. Patrick, with his

pastoral staff and mitre; on one side

S., and on the other P.” There exists

a belief, which Ware notices, that he

died a Roman Catholic, and it is also

said he is buried elsewhere, which a

line in his epitaph seems to counte

nance—“Hie ubisumpositus, nonsum.”

Ware, in alluding to these remarks,

writes—“Although he was no good

man, and had impoverished his see by

stripping it of much of its ancient es

tate, yet I do not find any room to

call his sincerity, as to his religious

ession, in question, living or dying.

e lines seem rather to hint at a

separate existence of the soul and

body.”

# was a bright and clear day when

we last visited the ruins; and as we

wandered at our own will and pleasure

through the many magnificent cham

bers bespeaking the splendour of the

º: and our eyes, glancing from the

ofty eminence, took in at a view the

rich tract of country denominated “the

Golden Vale,” and we beheld the high

and lofty range of the Gaultee moun

tains, forming the boundary on one

side, while the gentle Suir, like a bur

nished and gigantic serpent, rolled its

length mile atter mile, we felt all the

force of Cromwell's address to his en

thusiastic troopers, as, from a mountain

height, precipitating them upon this

tract, he uttered the words, “There

is a country worth fighting for 1" We

understand that the comparative pre

servation in which these ancient walls

are kept, is owing, in a great degree,

to the energy and expenditure of one,

whose name is entitled to the tourist's

grateful recollection — the Venerable

Archdeacon Cotton. May all who

reverence departed greatness, or prize

the fast-fading glories of this country,

imitate his zeal, and follow in his foot

steps.

Directly under the shadow of the

rock, and looking like a pigmy beside

a giant, are the ruins of Hore Abbey,

in tolerable preservation. It is also

cruciform, as most of the abbeys were

shaped. The tower is spacious, and,

in the interior, about twenty feet

square; the nave had an arcade of

gothic arches, but now little remains.

South of the tower, a small door leads

into a quadrangle, about thirty feet

long by twenty-four broad. In the

gable is placed a long window. Arch

dall thus notices this monastery:—

“Hore Abbey, called also St. Mary's

Abbey of the Rock of Cashel, was

situated near the cathedral church,

and originally founded for Benedic

times; but the Archbishop David Mac

Carvill, having dreamed, in the year

1269 or 1272, that these monks had

made an attempt to cut off his head,

he violently dispossessed the unfortu

nate men of their house, lands, &c.,

and gave the whole of their possessions

to a body of Cistercian monks, whom

he brought from the abbey of Melli

font, in the county of Louth, and, at

the same time, took on himself the

habit of that order.” It continued a

religious house until the suppression of

monasteries; and in 1561,0ueen Eliza

beth demised to Sir Henry Radcliffe,

Knt., this abbey, with its appur

tenances.

Returning again to the river's brink,

we find the Suir augmented by the

united waters of Multeen river, and a

mountain stream, which wends its way

southward, through the defiles of the

Kilnamanagh mountains, and, in its

route, murmurs a plaintive dirge, be

side the grave of Eman-ac-Knuc. This

meeting of the waters takes place op

posite Springinount House, and gliding

about half-a-mile through the fertile

tract of the Golden Vale, enters the

arches of a venerable bridge, connect
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ing the village of Golden. A circular

tower, built apparently for the defence

of the bridge, seems to have suffered

little from a ruder hand than time.

The bridge must be of great antiquity.

William III. is said to have signed the
charter of Cashel here. Golden is the

English term for 501175–41)-oj/1, the

field of gold. We are now within

sight of one of those singular mounds

or raths, every variety of which is

matter for antiquarian research.

The ...], calls back the days

of pagan worship and Druid rites.

The rath and the cairn, of our Mi

lesian ancestors—all bespeak the me

morials of early times. The beautiful

abbey fanes, shed the softening in

fluence of religion on the picture, and,

mingled with them, stand forth the

tall donjon of some Norman castle

— the pointed gables of the Eliza

bethan age—the burly stronghold of

the Cromwellian undertaker. Here

each tells legibly its own tale, marking

in vivid and striking contrast the dif.

ferent ages, influences, passions, and

pursuits of those who reared them.

The Moat of Knockgraffen is an

artificial elevation, of some seventy feet

above the summit of the hill on which

it is erected. Traces of an extensive

castle are visible at its base. This is

considered one of the oldest edifices in

Ireland, the date assigned being A.D.

1108. Tradition enumerates eighteen

of the Munster kings born and nur

tured within its walls. In the ford of

the Suir, as it passes beneath, is point

ed out the place where Fiacha Muel

lethan was murdered by the Prince of

Leinster. The legend is as follows:–

The prince was afflicted with the evil,

and having consulted his augurs, was

told he could only be cured by bathing

in the blood of a king. Having re

ceived an invitation from King Fiacha

to spend some time at his castle of

Knockgraffen, he accepted the invita

tion; and, on a warm day, a proposal

that they should bathe in the Suir,

offering a means of relief from the dis

ease. Accordingly, when the king was

in the water, the prince concealing a

dagger, plunged in after him, and, ere

the monarch guessed his purpose, he

was stabbed to the heart. The prince

allowed the blood to purple the stream

around him, and with what result we

cannot vouch; but the spot is called,

in commemoration of the circumstance,

“ the stream of noble blood.”

Fairy legends without number are

connected with the Moat of Knock

graſſen ; and perhaps the contiguity

of residence to so imaginative a loca

lity may account for some of the

marvellous fictions collected by Dr.

Keating in his history of Ireland. The

remains of this reverend historian re

pose amidst the scenes of his pious

labours during life, in the quiet church

ard of Tubrid, close at hand, where

e was parish priest. Two parts of his

§." and singular work are printed.

ir William Betham has a manuscript,

which, he was informed, was a third

part; but the circumstance of a third

[.written by Keating, is not generally

snown. At the conclusion of the se–

cond book, however, we read:—“But

the families of English descent that

are now flourishing in Ireland, will be

taken notice of in a more proper#:
where an account will be given of their

intermarriages with the Irish nobility,

of the estates they are possessed of,

and the memorable exploits they have

performed. This will be the subject of

the third part of this history, which

will be published, if properly encou

raged, and deduced from the reign of

Henry II. to the present time.”

Continuing our course with the ri

ver, about a mile below Golden-bridge,

venerable walls and cloistered shades

again arouse the interest of the passers

by. The splendid ruins of Athasal, now

covering many a fair rood of ground,

speak well of the magnificence of the

Priory founded in the year 1200, by

William FitzAdelm de Burke, head

of the house of De Burgho. The mo–

nastic walls served as a memorial of

the munificence of the pious founder

when living, and a monument when

dead. On the return of Henry II. to

England, De Burgho was entrusted

with the conduct of affairs in this coun

try; and, on his death in 1204, was

buried here. The place thus recom

mended by their great ancestor, found

favour in the eyes of his descendants;

and its rapidly augmenting revenues
testified the liberal care of the De

Burghos. Lofty shrines, enriched al

tars, the deep choir, the wide nave,

the ample cloisters, and towering

steeple, bespeak the extent of the

buildings; while the exquisite beauty

of the workmanship, of which the door

way now affords abundant proofs,

evinces the taste displayed in the erec

tion. Where now the footfall of the way
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farer steals timidly through the luxu

riant grass, the splendid procession,

attended by incense-bearers and bla

zoned banners, wound its solemn and

mute array. Where the blue of the

heavens spreads on high a canopy

over the roofless choir, there arose of

yore, the thrilling harmonies of melodi

ous voices, and the pealing organ's swell.

All has long ceased. The procession

is over, and the throng has broken up,

and departed. The voices are hushed,

and the organ, like its tone, is heard no

more; but the spirit of religion yet

hallows the spot, and its influence

breathes over and protects the totter

ing walls.

On the right bank stands the prince

ly demesne and the lordly abode of

Thomastown, seat of Wiscount Chabot.

The river next flows past Suir Castle—

Bayton's rath, memorable on account of

the sanguinary murder of Mr. Roe :

and then follow a succession of handsome

mansions, with spacious demesnes—the

residences of Ballyslateen and Bally

carren, seats of Richard and Thomas

Butler, Esqs. ; Ballydrohid (Anglice,

Bridgetown), of R. Doherty, Esq.

Here the Tipperary river becomes a

tributary near Kilmoyler, seat of

O'Meagher, and the Suir streams past

the bandsome walls of Cahir Abbey, to

surround the embattled towers of the

castle of Cahir.

Cahir is a place of great antiquity;

and a memorable castle of considerable

extent, and in perfect preservation,
stands on a small island in the river.

It is said to occupy the site of a struc

ture the erection of which is lost in the

remoteness of its origin. It was called

Cahir-dunaaiscaigh, the circular for

tress of the fish-abounding dun or fort.

The present building—lately put in re

pair by the noble proprietor, Lord

Glengall, who caused particular atten

tion to be paid to the style of the

building, so that no incongruity of its

parts might appear—consists of a square

donjon. or keep, with an outer and in

ner ballium, or small courtyard, inter

vening. Seven towers flank the out

works, which present a somewhat ir

regular but not unpicturesque appear

ance, being adapted to the broken

surface of the rocky site. Of these

towers, four are circular, and three,

somewhat larger, are square. The

hum of the busy mills close at hand,

and the dash and flow of the Suir

around, were not the sounds which

came on the massive walls in former

days. The rude troopers, yelling de

fiance—the cannon's opening roar—

the ringing peal of musketry— the

clang of steel on steel— the shouting

fierce and high, from men engaged

in deadly conflict— has oft aroused

the echoes of the surrounding hills.

Cahir Castle has had its share in the

wars which swept in desolating fury

over the land. }. Queen Elizabeth's

reign, A.D. 1599, the Earl of Essex

besieged it with his whole army, when

the garrison, encouraged by the hosti

lities to which the English army were

exposed from the attacks of the Earl

of Desmond, and, doubtless, incited by

the want of military skill in the general

of the besieging army, held out for a

considerable time, but at length sur

rendered. Again, in A.D. 1647, the

summons of the foeman called the gar

rison to defend the walls. It was in

vaded by Lord Inchiquin, who, unlike

his predecessor in command, gave but

scant time for resistance. He pro

ceeded to storm at once, took the out

works by assault, and gained possession

of the fortress. The terror inspired

by the presence of a yet more dreaded

enemy than any who had hitherto ap

peared before the walls, prevented even

a show of resistance; when, on the 24th

of February, 1649, the following brief

communication was thus addressed :-

“For the Governor of Cahir Castle. These.

“Before Cahir, 24th February, 1649.

“SIR,-Having brought the army and my

cannon near this place, according to my

usual manner of summoning places, I thought

fit to offer you terms honourable for soldiers,

that you may march away, with your bag

gage, arms, and colours, free from injury or

violence. Ibut if I be necessitated to bend

my cannon upon you, you must expect the

extremity usual in such cases. To avoid

blood, this is offered you by your servant,

“Olivel: CROMwell.”

The dismay created by Cromwell's

name, instantly procured the accept

ance of his terms, and the garrison

speedily evacuated the castle. The

victorious leader seemed gratified at

his ready success, which he thus an

nounced, in a despatch to the council

in England:—

“To Hon. John Bradshaw, Esq., President

of the Council of State. These.

“Cashel, 5th March, 1649,

“Sir,–It pleaseth God still to enlarge

your interest here. The Castle of Cahir,
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very considerable, built on a rock, and seated

on an island placed in the midst of the Suir,

was lately surrendered to me. It cost the

Earl of Essex, as I am informed, about

eight weeks' siege with his army and artil

lery. It is now yours, without the loss of a

man.”

The town of Cahir is pleasantly si

tuated on the river Suir, and the streets

are wide, and houses of good size and

structure. About a mile distant are

extensive cavalry barracks. A linen

factory was established, under the

Cahir Local Association, in 1809, which

held a struggling existence for several

years. A fancy straw-plat manufac

tory employs a considerable number of

females, and their work finds remune

rative sale in London. The principal

trade of the town, however, is the

converting wheat into flour. There are

no less than five very extensive flour

mills in the vicinity.

The river glides through the spacious

domain, which, extending on both sides

of the river, adds to the attractions of

Cahir House, seat of the Earl of Glen

gall. The lover of landscapes will be

delighted with the taste displayed in

the laying out of the grounds of the

noble Lord, and the pretty cottage

ornée, in a secluded dell, where many

pic-nic parties find a most agreeable

place to hold their revels. The man

sion is a spacious, well-built structure,

and contains several excellent rooms.

The rear opens on the principal street

of the town, and occupies nearly a side

of an irregular parallel.

About two miles below Cahir, on

the left bank, a well-wooded mansion

claims attention. This is Garnavilla,

celebrated from the beauty of one of the

daughters of the house of Nagle, and

the exquisite poetry which sung her

charms. Who|. not heard Lysaght's

sweet and simple strain—

“KATE of GARNAVILLA.

“Have you been at Garmavilla?

IIave you seen at Garnavilla

Beauty, Grace, and Virtue wait

On lovely Kate of Garnavilla?

Oh! she 's pure as virgin snows,

Ere they light on woodland hillow

Fair and fragrant as wild-rose

Is lovely Kate of Garnavilla.”

A succession of handsome mansions,

girt by lawns and groves, now occupy

either bank– Shamrock Lodge and

Rochestown House, on the left, and

Ballybreda House and Carrigatogher

House, on the right; and now the

Suir, making a sudden bend round a

jutting headland, brings before the

traveller's eye a noble picture.

Pausing in front of the many-arched

bridge spanning the Suir, the eye rests

upon a bºld, rocky ledge, rising from

the margin of the stream, and bearing,

in high and haughty state, the stern

old walls of the Castle of Ardfinnan.

A portion is still in good preservation;

but the light, apparent through the

fissured walls and broken towers of the

greater part, shows that war and time

have dealt heavy blows upon the proud

old pile; for the force of the foeman,

and the wreck of ages, have united to

rip asunder the stout walls; and, shak

ing the strong towers to their bases,

have raised on the ruins a monument

to desolation. Nestling beneath the

shade of the tower-crowned rock, is a

picturesque mill; and, climbing u

the sides of the hill, are the humble

shops of a small village. The Suir

flows majestically round the rocky

base, and sweeps through the arches

of the bridge, while tall and swelling

hills rear their bulk in the background,

and the range of the Knockmealdown

mountains soar aloft in the picture.

Ardfinnan was one of those castles

built by King John, when Earl of

Morton, in 1184. Dut long before

the advent of the English, the place

was of importance. Archdall" thus

notices it:—“Ardfinnan, an ancient

town on the river Suire. Here we find

an abbey and a friary in ruins, and

the remains of a castle, built by John

Earl of Morton, in 1184. This noble

erection is boldly and picturesquely

situated on a rock overlooking the

river, and in its present state wears

the gloomy aspect of gothic magnifi

cence.” According to this erudite

antiquarian, St. Finian the Leper, in

the sixth century, founded an abbey

here, which existed in 903; for, about

that time, Cormac MacCullenan, the

celebrated Archbishop of Cashel and

King of Munster, bequeathed to it

one ounce of gold and one of silver,

with his horse and arms. This abbey

and the tower were burnt by the

English, in 1178.

* Monast. Hib. 639.
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The castle had its share in the stir

ring events which, from time to time,

agitated the land. It was besieged by

the parliamentary forces during the

reign of Charles I., and a battery

opened from the opposite side of the

river. There is a tradition that, dur

ing the firing, a butcher, who was in

the castle, could not be induced to

assist the garrison, or stir from the

room he occupied ; but no sooner was

he informed that a part of the wall

had given way, and the enemy were

reparing to enter, than, seizing a

andspike, he placed himself in the

breach, and gallantly repulsed the foe

man, until the surrender of the castle

caused a cessation of hostilities. On

being asked why he was reluctant to

take part in the fight until the breach

had been made, he replied, “that he

cared little what the enemy did outside

of the house, but he would not bear

them to come into it.”

The Suir continues its course in the

same direction it has principally ob

served since passing Golden, until it

reaches Newcastle, where it bends sud

denly towards the east. The village is

not far from the Knockmealdown range

of mountains. Over these highlands is a

road, yet called Bohermagall (the road

of the stranger). It was the direct

line of communication from Lismore

to Cashel, and it was probably by this

route King Henry II. was marching

from Lismore to the City of the Bells,

when, as history informs us, he was met

near the river Suir, by O'Brien, King

of Thomond, who there submitted him

self to the English monarch, where

upon Henry went to Waterford, and

sailed thence to England.

A tributary stream flows from the

Knockmealdown hills, and falls into the

Suir, about a mile from Newcastle.

This is the river Tar, and has its source

near the spot where stands the upright

stone, miscalled Torbreague, properly

Torbroga, over 1700 feet above the

level of the sea. The stone is one of

the pillar-stones set upon the moun

tain top, and another of the many

proofs that the worship of the sun was

the ancient pagan belief of this coun

try. The name of Knockmealdown

originated in the same worship, and

that of the river Tar is derived from

pagan origin—Tor or Thor being one

of the pagan appellations of the sun.

From Newcastle, the Suir flows

towards the east, for a mile or so, and,

i. e., “the plain of honey,

washing the base of the elevations

which finally swell into the lofty

range of Commeragh mountains, again

changes its course northward, for

about three miles. A lordly demesne,

Knocklofty, is next watered by our

river, and the conjunction of scenic

beauty, in and around the seat of the

Earls of Donoughmore, is very attrac

tive. The wide-spread lawns, car

pleted with verdant turf– the profu

sion of noble trees dotting the plains,

now in luxuriant clumps, anon in sin

gle and solitary pride — the hills,

clothed with forests, and the broad,

bright river, gliding calmly on its

way — constitute the main features

of a charming picture. Since leaving

Newcastle the river forms the boun

dary of the counties of Tipperary and

Waterford.

Emerging from the precincts of the

demesne of Knocklofty, the Suir flows

past the seat of Mr. Bagwell, Marlfield;

and the many roofs—the hum of men—

the rolling of vehicles—the tumult of a

multitude in busy action—announce a

considerable town. This is Clonmel,

the capital of Tipperary, and a place

of great commercial enterprise.

The name Clonmel, Cluin-Mealla,

” is said to

be owing to the Tuatha-de-Danaans,

one of the early races of the country,

who, desirous of selecting a locality

whereon to settle, and skilled in omens,

set off a swarm of bees, and resolved

to remain where they settled. The

spot was Clonmel ; so they gave it the

name of the “Plain of Honey,” and

erected the baile, or circular fort,

which, in after years, became the nu

cleus of a flourishing town.

A castle erected on this spot occa

sioned Cromwell severe loss. Tradi

tion records that the Lord Protector,

despairing of taking it, actually ordered

a retreat, and when in the act of

marching off he espied something glit

tering in the grass. On examination

this proved to be a silver bullet. It im:

mediately struck the sagacious general

that the ammunition of the garrison

must be nearly spent when they were

forced to employ such costly material

of offence, and again prosecuting the

siege the garrison were obliged to eva

cuate the place. In Carlyle’s “Letters

and Speeches of Cromwell,” this brave

defence is thus recorded:–

“He has still one storm to do, that of

Clonmel, where “two thousand foot, all Ul
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ster men,” are gathered for a last struggle—

the death agony of this war, after which it

will fairly die and be buried. A very fine

storm, and fine whirlwind of last agony;

whereof take this solid account by an eye

witness and hand-actor; the date is 10th of

May, 1650, a letter from Clonmel in Ire

land:—

“WoRTHY SIR, - Yesterday, Thursday,

9th May, we stormed Clonmel; in which work

both officers and soldiers did as much and

more than could be expected. We had

with our guns made a breach in their works;

when after a hot fight we gave back for a

while; but presently charged up to the same

ground again. But the enemy had made

themselves exceeding strong, by double

works and transverse, which were worse to

enter than the trenches. When we came up

to it they had cross-works and were strongly

flanked from the houses within their works.

The enemy defended themselves against us

that day until towards the evening, our men

all the while keeping up close to their

breach; and many on both sides were slain.

At night the enemy drew out on the other

side, and marched away undiscovered to us;

and the inhabitants of Clonmel sent out for

a parley. Upon which articles were agreed

on, before we knew the enemy was gone.

After signing all the conditions we discovered

the enemy to be gone.”

The letter then mentions a pursuit .

in which two hundred of the Irish were

killed. Whitlocket says:—

“They found in Clonmel the stoutest ene

my the army ever met in Ireland; and that

there was never seen so hot a storm of so

long continuance, and so gallantly defended,

either in England or Ireland.”

Among the objects of interest to the

visitor is St. Mary's Church, in the

suburbs. The appearance commands

reverence and wins respect. Antiquity

speaks from every stone of its pictu

resque walls. Indeed few buildings

can afford the artist's pencil a more

raceful subject. The steeple is varied

in shape, the base being square; and

from this rises an octagonal tower of

considerable elevation, terminating in

an embattled parapet. Near the sum

mit, an opening in each of the eight

sides, shaped as a Gothic window, al

lows the uninterrupted chime of a peal

of bells to ring in the ears of the audi

tors. The east window is particularly

deserving of remark, being one of the

most elaborate specimens of the florid

Gothic style extant. It is well sup

plied with rich stained glass. A tower,

somewhat resembling the base of the

octagon, stands at the east angle. The

ancient graveyard, in which the church
stands, is surrounded, for the most

part, by portions of the old town waii,

in which may be traced the existence of

small square towers at regular inter

vals.

There is a curious raised monument

belonging to the Butlers, or Butylers,

in the chapel-yard of the friary. The

monument is composed of limestone,

and measures about seven feet long by

four broad. It bears in high relief the

effigies of a knight in complete armour,

and a lady in a flowing robe. Archdall

mentions two friaries in this town. One

founded in 1269, dedicated to St. Do

minick; another founded in the same

year, in honour of St. Francis, to

which the Butler family gave dona

tions. We must not omit mentioning

that Clonmel was the birthplace of the

late Countess of Blessington, and the

witty but licentious author of Tristram

Shandy, Laurence Sterne. The late

Rev. Professor Butler was also born

near this town, and resided at Garna

villa. Many of our volumes are en

riched by his literary labours, nor has

he failed to notice the scenery of the

Suir.f A portrait, with a memoir of

his short, but well-spent life,º
in the UNIVERs1TY MAGAZINE for May,

1842.

We have traced the Suir from its

infancy amid the Benduff hills; we

have recalled the faded glories of Ire

land as we heard the stream murmur

by the ruined fancs of Holy Cross and

Athasal, and surveyed the tower-crown

ed heights of Cashel and Ardfinnan;

we have noted the locality of many a

well-fought fray, at Cahir and Clon

mel, which make these towns famous

in story; and now purpose to conclude

our course by following the river

through its remaining route, detailing

the picturesque scenes through whic

we pass. The environs of Clonmel

are exceedingly beautiful, the height

of the mountains to the south part of

the Commeragh range approaching to

* Monast. Hib, vol. i. pp. 517, 518. + P. 411.

† Wide “Fragments written on the Banks of the Suir." Dublin UNIVERSITY MAGAZINE,

vol. vi. p. 19 ; and a sweetly written “Sonnet," p. 227.
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Alpine elevation. These being clothed

in wood, add much to the beauty of the

scene. The country seats, numerously

scattered around, are exquisitely laid

out. Kenilworth, Marlfield, Newtown

Anner, &c. The round of Heywood

affords a pleasant walk. A pretty spot

called the Wilderness is well designated,

from the solitude and rugged wildness

of its scenery. This place was a ren

dezvous for the enthusiasts of 1848,

but we remember it in happier times.

Immediately below the town, and on

the county Waterford side of the

river, is a fort, or eminence. This quiet

spot was selected as the ground on

which a duel took place between two

barristers, in the fift. days of Ire

land, now happily past and gone."
The combatants were the famous Ned

Lysaght, and Egan, the celebrated

Chairman of Kilmainham. It was a

delightful summer evening, during the

Assizes at Clonmel, when the late

Thºmas Dickson, Q.C., father of the

Irish bar, pointed out the scene of the

combat, which he witnessed. The com

batants were placed at opposite sides,

each with a brace of loaded pistols, and

told that they might advance and fire

as they thought proper. Singular to

Rºlate, both parties escaped unhurt.

Who can regret the departure of days

and scenes of life so barbarous and in

unan?

Between Clonmel and Newtown

Anner, the Suir was once the uncon

scious instrument of, or witness to, a

dark and mysterious deed. Not very

many years back, a very lovely girl, of

* respected family of the Society of

Friends, was beloved by an officer of

the garrison, and his love was fervent

l, returned. Some warnings against

Continuing the attachment had reached

bºth; but who can “school the heart's
aiection," or what avail considerations

of prudence when all the instincts of

ºur nature—that yearning of love for

love—masters every other purpose in

our minds? Meetings, frequent and

Prolonged, ensued. One morning the

trumpet sounded for parade. The re

Yelle beat—the squadron mustered—

but the soldier was absent from his

tº His arms hung on the wall —

"...charger neighed impatiently in his

“all—but the gallant rider heeded not.

The previous night the fair Quaker

ess had not returned to her couch, and

fear and terror spread throughout Clon

mel as each hour brought no trace of

the absent ones. At length the Suir

was dragged, and the bodies of the

hapless lovers discovered, twined in

each others' arms. It is supposed they

were murdered and flung into the

river, but no disclosure of the circum

stances was ever made.

Newtown-Anner, on the north bank

of the river, as it flows eastward, is

the handsome seat of the Osborne fa

mily. A church in ruins is close to

the Suir. This portion of the river was

a favourite resort in our younger days,

when climbing the heights of Fairy

Hill, piercing the mountain defiles to

Ballinamult, or sauntering between

Clonmel and the bridge, rod in hand,

made our wonted pastime. Some miles

to the north is an ancient church wor

thy inspection. The prostrate walls

and roofless chancel claim compassion

for their lowly state. This is called

Donoughmore, and appears of great

antiquity.

North-west of this ruin is the church

yard of Clerihan. Truly may it be

called “a lone, green, and sunny

spot,” situated within view of a varied

and luxuriant landscape, with the

stately outline of Slieve-na-mon, a

broad bulwark on one side, and the

great plain watered by the Suir on

the other. A cemetery more suited to

form a haven of rest for the remains of

man cannot be imagined. Who would

not prefer a place like this, with the

free air of heaven blowing upon the

daisy-spangled turf, and the venerable

yew-trees forming a canopy overhead,

to the close, damp, stifling vault of

some city graveyard, with its pert

monuments and affectations of mourn

ing?

Slieve-na-mon (properly Sliabh-na

mhan) is a lofty mountain, about three

miles from Clonmel, on the north bank

of the Suir. It is celebrated in song

and legend. In Irish it is called Sliabh

na-mhan fionn na Eirin, i.e., “The

mountain of the fair women of Erin,”

and the following reason assigned for

this appellation:—Fin MacCool wish

ing to. and being much at a loss

whom to select among the lovely fair

- For a most graphic account of the manners and customs of our forefathers, see the en
*itaining little work entitled, “Ireland Sixty Years Ago.” Dublin: M*Glashan.

WOL. XLII.-No. CCXLIX. z
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women of the land, caused them all to

assemble at the foot of this mountain,

and announced that whoever first came

to him on the top he would marry.

Having taken his seat on the summit,

beside the Druid's chair, now called

Meagher's rock, he made a signal for

the start. Off they went in scores,

and no steeple-chase in modern times

was better contested. The first to ap

proach the Finian chief was Graine,

the daughter of Cormac, monarch of

Ireland, and Fionn gladly made her

his bride. This lady seems to have had

a taste for running. Keating in his

“History” states that, “being of an

amorous disposition, she left Fionn,

and stole away with her gallant Diar

muid O’Duibhne.”

The following literal translation of

an ancient poem, in the possession of

Mr. Wright, the accomplished author,

and printed in Mr. and Mrs. Hall's

very interesting work on Ireland, de
scribes a hunting match of the Finians

on this mountain. It is in a dialogue

between the Bard and St. Patrick:—

OSSIAN.

“One day Fin and Oscar

Followed the chase in Sliabh-na-mhan

Fionn,

With three thousand Finian chiefs,

Ere the sun looked out from his circle.”

PATRick.

“Oh, Ossian sweet to me is thy voice,

And blest be the soul of Fin;

Relate how many deer

Fell in Sliabh-na-mhan-Fionn.

Relate before each tale,

And blest be thy mouth without false

hood,

How were your people arrayed and armed,

Going to the chase in that day "

OSSIAN.

“Thus were we arrayed and armed,

When we went to pursue the deer,

No Finian warrior went forth

Without a shirt of satin and two hounds.

A garment of smooth silk,

A coat of mail, a sharp blue glittering

dart,

A helmet set in stones of gold,

And two spears in the hand of each hero;

A green shield that oft was proved in

victory,

And well-tempered sword that scattered

heads:

Thou mightest wander o'er the white foamy

bays of ocean,

Without beholding a man like Fin.

Why bent we our course westward,

Towards the mountain of the fair nymphs,

When the heroes of Almhain went to

hunt,

In the pleasant day of the sun ?

We came to a green mount above a valley,

Where the trees were leafy and pleasant—

Where the joyous birds made music,

And the song of the cuckoo resounded from

the top of the cliff.

When Fin took his station with the stag

hounds,

Many voices came east and west,

Of the dogs beneath the hills

Starting the boars and the deer.

Fin himself, and Bran,

Sat for a while on the mountain;

Each warrior was stationed on his hill of

chase

Till the horns of the deer began to arise.

Then was let loose their thousand hounds,

That exulted in fierceness and speed;

Each hound killed two deer

Ere the slips were put on their necks.

Thus ended the western chase,

In the valley beneath the mountain ;

Ten hundred hounds with golden chains

Fell at noontide by a hundred boars.

The boars who did this evil

Were slain by us on the plain;

And but for our swords and the strength

of our arms

The heroes of Fin would have fallen."

Near Clonmel is a holy well, dedi

cated to Ireland's patron saint. Pil

grims, in former days, resorted to this

spot ; and the faith which religious

belief inspires contributed to aid in

relieving many a case of suffering, and

establish a cure when medical science

was entirely bafiled. The banks are

very beautiful for some distance along

the course of the river, and the wind

ings of the stream open up successions

of highly picturesque landscapes; cul

tivated fields, and well-fed, contented

looking cattle, afford abundant proof

of the great fertility of the soil. The

Suir is the medium of traffic between

Clonmel and Waterford; and the nu

merous canal boats, constantly urged

along the stream by teams of horses,
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show the great trade in corn, and the

uantity of provisions daily exported.

he navigation of this river is, however,

capable of considerable improvement;

and for my own part, I think nothing

would conduce more to the permanent

benefit of the country, than opening

the internal communication between

the interior and the sea, for the pur

poses of commerce, which the rivers

so frequently afford, and which all

must admit, have been so shamefully

neglected. We are essentially an ex

Porting country — growing corn, feed

ing cattle, making butter, &c., for

sale; and approximating our goods to

the market for consumption would be

a great advantage. The river Black

water, in Munster, was surveyed, and

the estimate prepared under the direc

tion of Colonel Jones, Chairman of the

Board of Works; but from some mys

terious cause, he afterwards ceased to

be active in the completion of what he

very earnestly recommended.

About four miles below Clonmel, on

the Waterford side, stands Gurteen,

the seat of the late John Power, Esq.

It is surrounded by woodlands, and a

wide-spread lawn. Of the splendid

mansion projected by the father of

the late proprietor, only the sta

bles were coinpleted, and these are

ºf great extent, and castellated.

A cºulech is in the demesne. It

consists of five irregularly-placed up

right stones, supporting one of large

*e. A deep ravine, forming the

thannel for winter torrents, shows the

*in this district to be composed of

rºl sandstone, mixed with a white sili

tious stone formation. There are boldly

situated ruins opposite the ravine, clad

in a venerable mantle of ivy— the na

ºral robe of nature in decay. This

*the castle of Darinlaur; a tower pro

- by four circular turrets, project

*g beyond the curtain wall, defended

the ford across the river. The whole

*"Perstructure is raised on arches, and

**kingly picturesque.

Thence proceeding towards Carrick,

the country on the Waterford side of

the river is most beautiful. The road

* along the margin of the river,

"d the hills soar aloft, clothed with

* trees. Coolnamuck, with its ve

*able castle, is a fine place.

The spring-tides flow up the Suir, to

° distance of nearly two miles above

arrick-on-Suir, which we now ap

Pºach. The banks are still adorned by

waving woodlands, surrounding taste

ful mansions. Many of their owners,

unhappily influenced by a reckless

extravagance, which, it would appear,

formed a characteristic feature of an

Irish gentleman, never thought of a

day of reckoning, and went on, adding

mortgage to mortgage, judgment to

judgment, until they found themselves

in the Incumbered Estates Court, and

most probably will be disencumbered

of every rood of ground which once

owned their sway. A move in the

right direction is now being made

here. An industrial society has been

formed, to promote employment by

manufacturing such articles in linen

and woollen trade as may appear re

munerative. The funds necessary are

raised by voluntary subscriptions. Mr.

Shaw has offered the use of his factory

to aid the good work. It is by means

of such efforts as these that Ireland

can best regain her lost position, and

recall her ancient greatness.

Not far from the town, and com

mandingly situate near the river, stands

Carrick-on-Suir Castle, the once proud

seat of the Butlers. It was built in

A. D. 1309, by Edmond de Boteler, or

Butler, whose son was created Earl of

Ormond, A. D. 1328, and granted by

James Earl of Ormond, in 1336, to

gether with its demesnes, to the Fran

ciscan monks of Carrickbeg ; but

the fraternity, doubtless valuing much

more the lands than the fortress, ap

pear to have neglected its preservation,

for in 1445 Sir Edmond Butler pur

chased the premises from the monks,

and rebuilt the castle and bridge.

Here, in the hall of this castle—then

his principal residence—James, the

great Duke of Ormond, as he sat at

dinner on the 23rd October, 1641,

received intelligence of the great re

bellion, during which he distinguished

himself as commander of the royal

army. The events of that disastrous

period are too important to be more

than noticed in our present paper ;

suffice it to say, that this portion of

the land shared in all the events

of the time; and it may add to the

interest of the sojourner to mark the

spots visited by the renowned Pro

tector. When Oliver Cromwell was

letting loose the fiery bigots of whom

his army was composed, Ormond en

deavoured to arouse the Irish Royalists

to a vigorous resistance, but the people

seemed unable or unwilling to adopt
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his advice. Drogheda was taken by

storm, and the massacre of the inhabi

tants in cold blood spread dismay into

the hearts of all men, and paralysed

their energies. Wexford shared the

same fate, and any effort at resistance

seemed to rouse the wrath of the

terrible invader. He found Carrick

an easy "...}. the surrender is thus

narrated by himself, in a letter address

ed—“For the Honourable William

Lenthall, Speaker of the Parliament

of England: These.” After describing

the course of the army in pursuit of

“the enemy,” he continues—“Where

upon, seeking God for direction, they

resolved to send a good party of horse

and dragoons, under Colonel Reynolds,

to Carrick. Colonel Reynolds, march

ing with twelve troops of horse and

three troops of dragoons, came betimes

in the morning to Carrick; when, di

viding himself into two parties—whilst

they were amazed with the one, he en

tered one of the gates with the other—

which these soldiers perceiving, divers

of them, and their officers, escaped

over the river in boats. About an

hundred officers and soldiers were

taken prisoners, without the loss of one

man on our part. In this place is a

very good castle, and one of the ancient

seats belonging to the Lord of Ormond,

in Ireland; the same (castle) was ren

dered without any loss also, where was

ood store of provisions for the refresh

ing of our men.”

The “good castle” is reached

through an ivy-clad gateway, situated

at the eastern extremity of the main

street, and stands in a park-like lawn,

through which an avenue of stately

elms cast their verdant arms over

the approach to the mansion. The

northern front forms a portion of the

residence built in the reign of Queen

Elizabeth, and displays all the pictu

resque evidence of the tasteful style of

that period. Gables rear their pointed

fronts, grotesque battlements, fantas

tic coigns, tal chimneys, still cluster

over the roof. The buildings, erected

at diſlerent dates, formed, when com

bined, a pile worthy of the noble owner.

Two large square towers facing the

Suir, with a building connecting them,

constituted the fortress as originally

designed. Another wing, added about

the time of Henry VII., is now ruin

ous. The great hall is a noble apart

ment, running along the upper story

of the northern front, and has the ceil

ing magnificently stuccoed. Here are

devices of wreaths of flowers, the blend

ing of the royal arms of England with

those of the house of Ormond, and

the initials of Thomas, the tenth Earl,

with Queen Elizabeth, joined by true

lovers' knots. The room is lighted by

two windows of great size. There are

also two fire-places: over the principal

one are the arms of Earl Thomas; the

other is surmounted by Elizabeth's

bust in medallion, with the royal and

Butler arms underneath. In another

room, similarly ornamented, is an em

bayed window overlooking the Suir.

The sight falls upon the broad river,

with the Castle of Tybroughney and

the distant woods of Besborough.

About and around the castle of the

Butlers is the old terraced garden, now

almost matter of speculation ; its once

shady walks, sparkling fountains, lofty

pyramids, are no longer visible. The

works of man are gone, but the gentle

Suir flows by, and the rocks and woods

still remain memorials of the hand that

placed them.

Crowning the summit of a rocky

elevation in the vicinity of the town

stand the ruins of the Abbey of Car

rickbeg. Archdallt describes it as

founded for conventual Franciscans,

about the year 1336, by James Earl

of Ormond; and it continued in the

hands of this religious fraternity until

the 31st Henr II., when William

Corusker, the i.e. prior, surrendered

it.

The ruins do not induce the belief

that the buildings were very extensive,

but they are picturesque ; and the

embattled steeple, dedicated to St.

Michael, is of singular build, about

sixty feet high, resting on a single

stone placed several feet from the

ground in the side-wall of the church.

The base of the tower, to the junction

of the wall and roof of the church, is

like an inverted pyramid. A flight of

steps in the .." leads to the summit.

A chapel, now the parish chapel, stands

where the monastery was anciently

placed. The principal entrance is under

an arch of elegant design, preserved

By Carlyle. Vol. i. p. 490.* “Cromwell's Letters and Speeches."

f Monast. Hib.
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from the ruins of the primitive church,

and forms a tasteful object in the suc

cessor. The friary chapel, faced with

hewn stone, is built in the later English

style, and some of the work shows con

siderable skill and knowledge in the

designer. A well-executed statue of

a saint, and a stately tower, are proofs

of the taste evinced in the work.

Leaving behind us these remarkable

walls, we bend our course south with

the river, which now forms the boun

dary of the counties of Kilkenny and

Waterford. The Bolton woods cover

the hills, and near the mansion stand

the ruins of Rocket's Castle. Portlaw

is abusy, thriving town, demonstrating

in a practical way the truth of our ob

servations respecting the advantages of

enterprise and industry. Some twenty

five years ago not a cabin was to be

seen where Portlaw now sends up to

heaven the hum of its busy factories

and the thankful prayers of thousands

of workin ple. The energy of the

Messrs. Malcomson created the place;

and the extensive cotton manufactory,

fitted up with the most improved ma

chinery, the power of the water-wheels

and steam-engines equalling those of

300 horses, affords employment to

more than 1,000 persons. The various

trades deriving employment from the

factory, it is calculated, yields a com

fortable subsistence to nearly 4,000

people. The cottons are sometimes

sent to America, but generally com

Inand a good home market.

Qn the Kilkenny side is St. Faghna's

well, not far from Pilltown, which town

derives its name from a branch of the

Suir, called “the Pill.” It is a pretty

little town, the houses having neat

gardens in front. The place is advan

tageously situated, vessels of 200 tons'

burthen being able to come close to

the town. The banks of the Suir here

exhibit the fostering hand of culture

and taste, and this village of Pilltown

may be instanced as the result obtained

by the exercise of those kindly influ

ences which, in this paper, we ventured

tº recommend. The cottages, with

* clustering roses and creeping

\oneysuckle, bespeak an air of peace
an" tranquility, united to order and

teamlines, which is, alas! rare, indeed,

Among our peasants' houses. There

is no race of God's creatures, born to

His image and likeness, whose dwell

iſ have been so little cared for as the

ºple ºf Ireland; and the brutalised

habits which mar the virtues of their

natures are greatly owing to the filth

and want of decency which their mise

rable habitations impose upon them.

Near this is Fiddown, so called

from “Fiodh,” a wood; and Doon, a

“rath,” or “forth.” Not far from

the little village is Bessborough, the

mansion of the earl of that name. The

house is built of hewn limestone, erect

ed in 1744, and has a spacious hall,

supported by four Ionic pillars of Kil

kenny marble, each composed of a sin

#. stone ten and a-half feet high.

here are some good pictures here.

The demesne is very extensive, con

taining about 500 acres, and beauti

fully wooded. The ancient abbey,

with the monuments to the Ponsonby

family, is well worth visiting. Some

three miles west of the junction of the

Clodagh with the Suir the former river

winds through the spacious demesne

of Curraghmore, the seat of the

Marquis of Waterford. The mansion,

of considerable size, is incorporated

with a still more antique building,

erected about the year 1700. The

entrance front is ancient, and at the

doorway is a small portico of the Tus

can order, with a pediment, in the

tympanum of which are the arms of

the Beresfords, and a statue of Mi

nerva placed in an elevated niche. The

hall is very fine, both lofty and wide;

the walls and ceiling painted by Wan

der-Egan. Other works of this artist

are here—the “Landing of King Wil

liam,” a fine painting. A curiously

carved chimneypiece in Poer Castle,

attached to the present building, is

very well executed. There are tapes

try hangings which are admirably de

signed.

This family claims great antiquity.

Thomas Beresford, ancestor of the

Marquis, served Henry VI. in the

wars with France, and brought to the

camp a troop, consisting of his own

kinsmen, and officered by his sixteen

sons. Tristram Beresford, descended

from this prolific warrior, passed into

Ireland in the reign of James I., and

settled at Coleraine, taking part in the

plantation of Ulster. Charles II.

created his son a baronet. The fourth

baronet, Sir Marcus, in 1717, married

the Lady Catherine Poer, daughter and

heiress of the Earl of Tyrone, and was

raised to the peerage by George I.

By this marriage Curraghmore passed

to the Beresford family. It formed
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art of the country of the Desii, now

Decies, granted at the time of the in

vasion by Henry II. to Robert le Poer,

.. England. The name Cur

raghmore, i.e., “The Great Plain,”

is very apposite, the ground being of

great expanse. The demesne abounds

with picturesque scenes. Luxuriant

woods stretch adown the slopes, and

broad meadow-lands are spread over a

vast surface. Soaring. in bold

outlines, starting into a conical peak, or

rounded in a curve, are lofty moun

tains, a dark and rugged framework to

the graceful picture. The avenue

winds along the course of the stream,

now dashing loudly through the gloomy

recesses of a thickly-wooded dell, now

glaring in the sunlight, as, opening on

a plain, it pours its watery way through

the flower-enamelled mead. A piece

of water beyond the mansion, afford

ing a resting-spot for swans and water

fowl of all sorts, adds much to the

beauty of the landscape.

The rear of Curraghmore-house

commands a superb view. In the fore

ground, at the verge of the lawn, is a

fine sheet of water, formed by the em

bankment of a stream which runs into

the Clodagh. Large trees dot the ver

dant turf near the. while the jag

i. and abrupt peaks of the Moneval

agh mountain, on which the sun's

latest beams cast a golden ray long

after their base is wrapt in gloom,

soar high into the heavens, the giant

guardians of the scene. At a consi

derable distance, on the side of a hill,

is the parish church of Clonegan. The

windows are of stained glass, and the

wood-work of the interior is richly

carved Irish oak. In the churchyard

lie the remains of many a proud mem

ber of the Poer and Beresford family;

and higher on the hill stands a round

tower, built by one of the Lords of

Waterford, to commemorate his eldest

son, who was killed at the age of thir

teen, while leaping his horse over a

fence near the entrance-gate at Cur

raghmore. As may be supposed, the

view from this tower is of great extent,

comprising a view of the sea near Bon

mahon, a great part of the county of

Tipperary, the Suir separating the

counties of Kilkenny and Tipperary

from Waterford. To the north are

the mountains of Carlow ; while north

east and east are the Wexford hills,

forming the boundaries to Carlow and

Wicklow.

Waterford, to which we now ap

proach, suggests the memories of

great events, which our space onlylº
mits us to remind the reader of. Here

the piratical Dane made good his foot

ing upon this fair Irish land, and built

him a town, defended by walls and

towers. Hither came the English in

vader, allured by the false traitor Der

mot MacMurrogh; and here the stal

wart Earl Strongbow fixed his head

quarters. This city witnessed the co

romation of the hapless Richard II., so

soon to suffer death from the hands of

his rebellious English subjects; and

from this place the unworthy James II.

fled from the brave and true hands

that drew their swords in a hopeless

cause. The stout-hearted king and

brave soldier William III. was twice

the guest of the citizens; but their

predilections appear to have been in
favour of the House of Stuart. James,

who fled to Dublin after the defeat of

the Boyne, next day repaired hither,

whence he embarked for France, quit

ting the kingdom ofhis ancestors, in de

feat and discomfiture. Even then the

citizens did not abandon his struggle;

but the approach of the victorious

army of King William caused them

to agree to a surrender. William

visited it, and having left directions

not to permit any unnecessary severity

towards the inhabitants, embarked for

lºngland, on the 5th of September,

1690.

Historic fame is not its only claim

to our attention. The scenery around

and about Waterford is beautiful. The

city spreads along the river side, and

a noble quay fronts the Suir for over a

mile in length. A monument of its

F." founder stands near the river's

rink, in a sturdy round tower, erect

ed by the Danes. According to tradi

tion this tower is of a very far-back anti

quity. It is supposed to have been built

by Reginald, son of the Danish prince

lvar, in 1003. On the advent of the

English, in 1171, it was used as a dun

geon, and a royal mint was established

by Edward IV., in 1463. It always

occupied a place in the military an
nals, and in 1798 was held by

troops. Newenham, in his “Anti

quities of Ireland,” doubts much its

claims to Danish origin. He thinks,

from its close resemblance to the Nor

man towers of France, that it was erect

ed during the earlier period of the En

glish invasion, when Robert de la
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Poer was constable of Waterford;

and this opinion seems to be strength

ened by Hovenden’s “Chronicle of

the Reign of Henry II;” wherein we

find that the king committed the charge

of the cities of Waterford and Weise

ford (or Wexford) to the care of

Robert, Fitz-Bernard, enjoining him

to build castles, for a more sure

defence against the enemies. “This

injunction,” Newenham says, “would

be superfluous, if a building of such

strength as Reginald's Tower had then

existed in Waterford; and when we

compareit with the style of architecture,

which is decidedly Norman, there is no

necessity, ...}the name, of ascrib

ing a Danish origin to this building.”

The spire of Christ Church Cathedral

and St. Olen's Tower,soaring above the

houses of the city, diversify the tame

ness of roofs and chimneys; while

the bold outline of the wooden bridge,

spanning the river, over half a mile

wide, enlivens the scene.

The account of the city of Water

ford, its buildings, history, and anti

quities, in the Rev. R. H. Ryland's

“History of Waterford,” renders any

enumeration here quite superfluous.

We therefore pass on, and, following

the course of the Suir towards the sea,

reach Little Island, containing about

two hundred acres of land, which, it is

supposed, was at one time connected

with the county Kilkenny, and insulated

by the Suir forming a channel, and

thus separating it. There is an ancient

castle, in tolerable preservation, stand

ing on this island; and the formation

of the building is indicative of the

troublous times of its erection, when

might, not right, was the order of the

day. The entrance to this castle is by

a small Gothic doorway, defended by

a projecting window commanding the

approach. A sloping battlement is in

geniously contrived, as a means of de

fence and offence, as apertures in the

stone work would allow molten lead,

scalding oil, seething pitch, or the like

leasant combustibles to descend in a

iquid shower upon the heads of the

besiegers. The fortress—for such it

evidently was—is a strong square

battlemented building, with narrow,

looped windows, suffering the light to

fall scantily upon the stone-steps wind

ing through the massive wall. The

view from the summit of Waterford

city, and the adjacent counties of Kil

kenny and Waterford, with the tall

heights of Toryand Slievekielta, is very

fine. The windings of the river open

up successions of scenery as we ad

vance; the towers and steeples of the

city churches are concealed by the

sloping hills; the breadth of water

now reaches the great space of three
miles, as the Suir, about four miles

from the city, is united to the “stub

born Nore,” and “goodly Barrow.”

Thus, according to Spenser—

“All which long sunder'd, do at last accord

To join in one, ere to the sea they cone;

So, flowing from one, all one at last become.”

Here we take our leave of the Suir.

Perhaps, at some future time, it may

be our pleasant lot to conduct the

reader along the course of the two

other rivers, which, “long sundered,”

unite together at the close.
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GEOLOGY, PopULAR AND ARTIST1c. *

“MENTE MANU MALLEoque”—a good

motto for a geologist, and one that we

do not recollect having met with ex

‘. on the back of a small and clever

volume devoted to physical geology,

just given to the world by Mr. Beete

Jukes. The perusal of its contents

and the inspection of its pretty il

lustrations have suggested sundry un

technical reflections concerning a fa

vourite science and its relations to

the fine arts, that, if taken in good

part, may be serviceable to both

sketcher and hammer-bearer. Ar

tists and geologists know too little of

each other, and would do well to culti

vate a somewhat more intimate ac

quaintance thanis at present maintained

between them. In their rambles over

rough ground they cross and recross

each other's paths continually. If oc

casionally they would join company

and interchange ideas, some benefit to

themselves and to the world of their

admirers might result. The landscape

ainter especially has yet a deal to

earn from the geologist, and we can

not understand why in our great aca

demies of art there are professorships

of anatomy, and ancient history, and

none of geology. What the former are

to the student of historical and figure

painting, the latter should be to him

whose chosen field is landscape. Prac

tically, the artist who gathers his know

ledge in the field, acquires uncon

sciously more true geology than hun

dreds of talkers about the science.

But without an acquaintance with the

principles of the science, all his imper

fect knowledge cannot save him from

error. For the present let him take

Mr. Jukes as his preceptor.

When we open a book professing to

be a treatise upon science, and find

the prefix “popular” attached to its

title, we are apt, through sore expe

rience, to lay it down again, without

perusal, as confessedly superficial and

vague ! To send forth a small squa

dron of compact little volumes, each

stamped with the obnoxious epithet,

and yet all intended to contain good,

sound information, was a daring feat,

happily achieved by the publishers of

the “Popular Physical Geology.” Best

among the series is the admirable and

compact manual just mentioned. With

the merit of small compass it combines

originality of matter, clearness of state

ment, and peculiar treatment of its

subject, eminently calculated to inform

and instruct the seeker after a know

ledge of the structure of our planet.

The book is worthy of its author, and

that is saying a great deal in its favour.

As President of the Geological Society

of Dublin, and 1)irector of the Geolo

gical Survey of Ireland, Mr. Jukes has

reached some of the highest honours

that fall to the lot of ardent and suc

cessful students in his favourite science.

It is exactly from men like him that

an elementary essay comes most gra

ciously, and is likely to be most bene

ficial. No man teaches so thoroughly

as he that is master of his work. In

too many departments of knowledge

the leaders shrink from the duty of in

structing, as if the exposition of rudi

ments were beneath their dignity. For

tunately for geology, this foolish mis

take has not been committed by its

pursuers. Several of the greatest names

in the roll of that science stand pre-emi

nently in the list of writers of element

ary manuals. Mr. Jukes has followed

in the wake of noble examples. At

the same time his essay, is composed

upon a wholly distinct plan. His se

lection of physical geology, as his ex

clusive theme, gives it a character of
its Own.

Of late years, geology has been gra

dually falling into the hands of fossil

ists, who have made more of the

science than the mineralogists did,

when the chance was theirs. A book

upon what may be called “pure geo

logy" is now a rare production, and

in most of the few instances that occur

not to be earnestly desiderated. “Pure

geology” is, in fact, imperfect geology;

since the surest tests and measures of

* “Popular Physical Geology."

London: 1853.

By J. Bcete Jukes, M.A., F.R.S., M.R.I.A., &c.
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the operations of time are derived from

the study of organic remains. But,

on the other hand, it will not do to

substitute fossilology or palaeontology

—hard crackjaw names both—forgeo

logy properly so called, and in whose

constitution a due, fair, and equable

proportion of organised and inorganic

matter enters. We must have flesh

and bones, a hard skeleton, and a soft

coating for our science, if we would

wish it to thrive and hold its own. A

“boned" chicken would make as bad

a fowl, if resuscitated, as the old geo

logy would if called to life again with

out its palaeontological adjuncts; and

the same comparison would apply with

equal propriety to the science of the

fºssilist, unsupported by the evidence

furnished by the composition, struc

ture, and relative arrangements of

rocks. Some years ago, when fossils

were only commencing to make their

way into geological treatises, a very emi

ment and worthy master of the science

elºquently warned his “pure" brethren

of the dangerous invasion, and illus

trated his point by the old apothegm

of the horse and the man. The quad

ruped, fearing an enemy, appealed to

man for aid, and in a weak moment

Permitted his new found ally to mount

upon his back. True it is that the

enemy was effectually repelled, but his

new friend never dismounted, and the

horse discovered, when too late, that

though he had gained his victory he

had lost his freedom. “Beware,” said

the geological patriarch to his unwary

brethren, “beware of a similar fate.

You have invoked the conchologist as

an ally — take heed that you find him

not your master.” Tojudge from many

of the memoirs published of late years

by geologists, i. prophecy seems to

have come to pass. The scientific horse

is assuredly sometimes subjected to ill

usage, especially when his rider is a

crotchety, half-knowing, ill-trained

conchological jockey; but where the

noble animal is guided by skilful and

generous hands, that know when to

give the rein, and when to curb, and

that honour duly all its excellent pro

Perties, surely there is a gain to both
steed and cavalier. The former is

lºtter and more agreeably occupied

than if he were kicking his heels at

random among the thistles of the de

*rt, and the latter attains a wider

View of nature, and is enabled to ex

Plure her far-spreading realms with a

speed and a certainty that foot-toil

could not give during many lifetimes.

To drop the allegory, geology has

gained most fully and fairly through

the alliance of natural history,

and has, consequently, pursued her

course with more definite aims and

surer results, whilst the profit on the

other side has been as great, for vast

indeed have been the accessions to the

provinces of the zoologist and botanist,

that could never have been made

known but for geological research.

There is that in geology which will

ever make the study of it popular.

The mountain and the sea-cliff are

its missionaries, who win us by their

lessons to the consideration of its doc

trines. They are preachers that none

willingly despise; and your sturdy man

of action, who works off his superfluous

strength by striding, gun in hand,

over heathery moors, or by galloping

straight on end across country after a

fox, will listen to them and their ex

planations, when he shrinks from the

sublime lessons of astronomy, as some

thing far above and beyond him; and

holds in ignorant contempt zoological

and botanical researches, as far beneath

his sapient notice. Every man's mind

has a gate leading to it somewhere,

by which science and literature may

squeeze their wayin, if they can find the

wicket. Among the rough muscular

hedges of your physical force heroes,

the aperture is but a small one, and

likely to escape notice. We are too

apt to fancy that there is no intellectual

access to the mental chambers of these

stalwart Goths, and too ready to doubt

whether, there be any wisdom-depart

ment within their ponderous skulls.

Let us try the right way—appeal to

them through those sciences that have

some kind of affinity with their favour

ite recreations, and the results of which

bear a stamp of massiveness such as

can command respect, as well as awake

curiosity, and in the end excite admi

ration, and we shall gain our object.

Of all the sciences, geology is the one

most likely to serve this good purpose.

A man, to be a true geologist, must

have a body as well as a soul. No min

cing town-dandy or sickly bookworm is

likely to thrive in the profession. He

must put his gloves in his pocket, and

turn his hand to the hammer; doff pa

tent-leathers, and wear nails in his

boots; set best foot foremost, and

take to the tramp, without squeamish
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ness about mud, wet, or brambles.

Yellow kids and strapped pantaloons

don't relish his company. Tipes suit

him better than cigars, if he smoke;

but that accomplishment, though fre

quent among stone-breaking philoso

hers, is not absolutely essential. The

ess civilised a country looks, the better

it pleases him. Cultivation and town

building are apt to obscure sections.

A famous foreign botanist once de

clared, in our hearing, that agriculture

had become a curse, since it commenced

to confound the localities of indige

nous plants. It is quite as apt to stop

the geologist's way as that of the stu

dent of vegetables. But naturalists

are good-natured, and give a pleasant

return. Both geology and botany are

ready to lend a helping hand to agri

culture. Anything that lays open the

earth's anatomy delights the geologist

—the furrowed and scarred faces of

mountain crags, cliffs broken by angry

waves, ravines torn by torrents, and

railway cuttings scooped out by pick

and shovel;-these are the open pages

of Nature's book, that he loves to read

over and over again. Their lines of

stratification, dotted by flinty nodules,

and studded with petrefactions, are like

music-writing to his eye. They sing to

him odes about the genesis of things,

and the way the world was made.

Brave old songs these are

“Popular geology,” as taught by the

adept in science, is a very different mat

ter from that which goes by the name

among smatterers. Geology, in a sort

of way, has become a dinner-party

philosophy; and your habitual diner

out of the transcendental sort conceives

himself qualified to discuss it at length

either as an advocate or opponent,

adapting his treatment to the style and

notions of his hearers. If a geologist,

properly so called, be present, the line

offensive is usually taken ; but if the

science is to rest with Sir Oracle, then

there is a grand display of loud re

sounding terms and awful speculations.

In the former case, the instability of

geological opinions is a favourite topic,

and one that makes a profound impres

sion on the minds of timid and igno

rant hearers. “Have you ever paid

much attention to geology 2" asked a

lady not many months ago ofthe conver

sational dinner-oracle of a country town

in the west of England. “Very much

at one time,” was the confident reply;

“but finding the theories of geologists

constantly changing, I became satisfied

that their science had no sure founda

tion. When I began my studies, every

thing was Wernerian ; a few years af

terwards everything became—Hutto

nian; and now everything is — Silu

rian I" Of course, the conclusion was

convincing.

The amount of geology consumed in

the way of reading is prodigious.

Works on the science have often a very

large sale, and those of the highest

class sell best— edition after edition

of some of the ablest elementary trea

tises is greedily brought up. There are

numbers, too, of small geological ma–

nuals, that are tolerable in their way,

though compiled by authors who possi

bly never wielded the hammer in the

field, and would be very much puzzled

were they asked the name of a rock in

situ. So great is the number, and so

extensive the sale of treatises of one

kind or other in this science, that there

must be a copy in almost every house

in the kingdom boasting of the pos

session of a hundred or so volumes.

I}ut this spread of the printed litera

ture of the subject does not by any

means indicate a diffusion of real know

ledge about it. In the natural-history

sciences, mere reading of books is not

sufficient for the imparting of know

ledge. Charming as a chapter of

Lyell’s “Principles" may seem, the

reader must not rise up from its peru

sal under the impression that he has

thereby become a geologist. Yet we

believe that multitudes of otherwise

sensible people have contracted a faith

in their own judgment about this, and,

it may be, other sciences, on no stronger

grounds. Of working geologists, it is

notorious among themselves, that the

number of persons qualified for ad

mission into their ranks, or capable of

forming an opinion on a geological

phenomenon, or of making a geological

observation, is very small, indeed—

much smaller than is usually supposed.

We question, whether there be one

hundred persons so qualified within the

British islands; but of persons (includ

ing almost all travellers) who consider

themselves justified in pronouncing de

finite opinions on geological subjects,

the number is prodigious. An ex

ample of this sort may possibly prove
instructive.

How such enormous piles of columns

as those of the Giant's Causeway,

Staſta, and many other famous locali
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ties, were produced, has been a favou

rite subject of speculation among tra

vellers, and queer enough have been

their solutions of the problem. If

the imaginative peasant and super

stitious fisherman have seen, in these

gorgeous masses of natural architec

ture, the work of supernatural beings,

the labour of giants, and the palace

building of genii, doomed to heap pon

derous joint on joint in vain, the wis

dom of travellers, never at a loss, and

always confident, has produced specu
lations to the full as far-fetched. As a

specimen, may be noticed that of James

Silk Buckingham, once a political no

toriety and troubler of public meet

ings, ex-editor and extraordinary wri

ter of books of travels, volumes whose

weight and close print lay heavy on the

lands with which they dealt. Some

where, during his American travels,

he came to a place where there was

probably a short supply of domestic

and political objects of interest, and

no printed or manuscript statistics

available for stuffing and swelling his

voluminous journal. Our wanderer

casts his eyes on the ground in despair,

and beholds beneath his feet a rock of

limestone, composed of little corals.

He sees the slender and many-sided

Columns of the polypidoms piled side

by side in exquisite order and symme

try; there they stand, massed into

mountain-heaps, the work of primeval

zoophytes. Immediately there opens
on his mind the conviction that he has

become a great geological discoverer.

He has encountered the Giant's Cause

way in miniature . The true explana

tion of the construction of that won

drous pile is at last found out, and was

reserved for the genius of James Silk

Buckingham to discover. Just as the

small lizards of our time prefigured the

giganticsea-dragons of preadamite ages,

80 does the Giant's Causeway, in our

Political philosopher's eyes, represent a

modern coral-reef. The columns were

the constructions of colossal zoophytes,

Prodigious sea-anemones, that rose

monstrous from the depths of ocean,

and secreted those minarets of stone,

ºn whose summits each living star

kept watch. It was a brave fancy of

ºur man of prose, and once generated,

became an article of faith with him.

He seems to have considered any in

quiry about the matter from men of

*cience superfluous, and, lest his disco

Very might be anticipated, published it

in his book, whence we have disinter

red it as a fossilized curiosity.

Spare your smile, O sharp-witted

reader! Laugh not atJames Silk Buck

ingham and his scientific discovery.

Read the newspapers of the day, and

the letters of grave gentlemen, many

of them learned in the law, upon table

turning, and spirit-manifestations. Don

dress-coat, white tie, and gloves, and

explore the drawing-rooms of the fa.

shionable. See those noble lords, fa

mous for political foresight, dignita

ries of the state, mustachioed warriors,

luminaries of Parliament, all ranged in

mystic circles, in pleasant proximity to

handsome, strong-minded women, and

retty, weak-minded girls, and, it may

e, proh pudor, an occasional bishop,

intently and earnestly occupied spin

ning hats! Next door a similar as

sembly is holding a mesmeric séance

in honour of a newly-imported clair

voyant; and not far off, a peer and a

guardsman, and a queen's counsel, and

a gentlemen-usher, are sitting in con

sultation, as committee of a homoeopa

thic dispensary. When ex-member of

Parliament Buckingham came to a de

finite and original conclusion respect

ing the creation of the Giant's Cause

way by zoophytic agency, without a
shadow of doubt in his mind about his

ability to form an opinion on the mat

ter, without having first gone through

the requisite scientific training, and ac

quired the preliminary natural-history

information, he was exactly in the

mental condition of the countless ladies

and gentlemen who turn tables, visit

spirit-mediums, consult clairvoyants,

and come to a definite conclusion that

the astonishing phenomena they think

they witness, are either supernatural,

electrical, or magnetic; and that Far

aday and the philosophers treat them

as shams, through the merest and most

obstinate prejudice. We understand

that the gentleman who, after reading

Dr. Faraday's letter on table-turning,

in the Times, wrote an almost con

temptuous contradiction (which the

great luminary of the press, in its im

ºand wisdom, printed), because

e could spin black-hats but failed with

white ones, is esteemed a sensible and

reasonable individual by himself and

his friends.

And now to another and pleasanter

aspect of our subject.

t has been said that the excellence

of our landscape painters is due, in the
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main, to the changeability of our cli

mate. Our skies, though gloomy and

sombre enough, or too much so betimes,

are chequered by a never-ceasing strug

le of cloud with sunshine. Our fields,

if the weather be at all fit for the work

of the sketcher, wear a carpet of gold

en green, mottled by fleeting shadows;

our cliffs and mountains change their

tones and hues at every hour of the

day and season of the year, quite as

much so as the trees that are expected

to change with the seasons; our waves

glitter at one moment with silvery

spangles of sunlit spray, and at the

next roll over each other in blue

green billows, that seem to frown or to

smile in accordance with the conti

nual hiding and seeking of our sun.

That luminary himself, may be related

to his distant likeness, in Italy or Afri

ca—indeed worthy and credible astro

nomers insist that he is the same warm

hearted individual—but to the artist's

eye he seems a very different person

age—not by half so gorgeous or beam

ingly proud, not nearly so beneficent

or lordly in his habits and looks, but

far more charming in the very change

ableness of his nature, and the shyness

that prompts him to be continually

dodging behind clouds, and peering

from above and under them; muster

ing courage at distant intervals to

show himself in all his glory, and to

warm up the wide expanse of the
beautiful islands below him. The sun

of the south is a Jove, bursting upon

his lady-love, the Earth, in the pleni

tude of his charms and power ; the

sun of our latitude is a Peeping Tom

of Coventry, stealthily, admiring our

British Lady Godiva, through an oc

casional hole in the heavens. Our

very rain-showers add a beauty to

the landscape, whether pouring in fit

ful bursts, or flying across the scenery,

hunted by rainbows, on a sunny day,

or dissolved into thin and damping

mist around and over the moun

tains.

Yet, after giving all due credit to

that much-spoken-of potentate, the

weather, it may fairly be urged that

there is another physical agent which

has had nearly as much influence in

training up our artists to their well

earned fame, and which has scarcely

received due acknowledgment for ser

vices rendered: this is the geological

structure of our British Archipelago.

In arsenals, dock-yards, and places

where ponderous machinery is at work

upon the grand scale, there are often

neat models of the Titanic engines

that “snort and blow,” labouring like

chained giants for man's glorification.

Each of their miniature representatives

exhibits all the anatomy of the giant—

all its interlacing ribs, and bars, and

sinews. What one of these models is

to the mighty machine, the British

isles are to the whole earth. In more

ways than one, too; for, were a great

spirit from some far-away, monstrous

world, as yet unseen by eye of space

exploring astronomer, to pay a brief

visit to our planet, in order to acquire

some notion of its structure and econo

my—of the activity of its inhabitants

and the results of their skill— where

else, within a limited time, could he

behold them epitomised, save among

us and our island homes? And if he

would know how the Creator of all

things had made this wonderful little

earth, it is on our isolated bit of land

that he could best learn. There is not

such a country on the globe for variety

of geological conformation. The Bri

tish Islands seem to have been con

structed as a working model and index

of the whole planets' anatomy. From

the oldest to the newest rocks, we have

them all, or almost all. Our coasts

are veritable diagrams, our inland

country made up of diversified maps.

In many places, a few miles of pleasant

walking will pass the student of nature

through one half of the geological al

phabet. Is it to be wondered, then,

that we breed geologists, and that the

science of geology should be so pre

eminently British 2 The same variety

of physical features that thus generates

one of the most active and sturdy

breeds of philosophers has a reproduc

tive effect also upon the cultivators of

art. Born and bred among a region

so diversified by nature, men with ob

servant eyes and inherent taste could

hardly fail to originate a school of art.

They have done so. We can claim the

greatest body of landscape painters

that ever appeared in the course of the

history of painting — unapproachable

in their excellence. If we seek for

the germs of their success, whilst we

must admit that the study of atmos

pheric effects has been one of the chief,

we can scarcely fail to perceive that

the mineral element has also a right to

be acknowledged, and that much of

the beauty of their works is grounded
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upon careful observation of phenomena

that are strictly geological.

Every landscape-painter who studies

conscientiously and carefully in the

field, becomes to some extent a geolo

gist, unconscious though he be of the

fact; his eye gains a nice power of

discriminating between the qualities

of texture and colour, and the order

and accidents of position of the strata

in the region where his studies may

chance to be conducted; his sketches,

and if constant to his models, his pic

tures, exhibit the highly-prized qua

lity often spoken of by art-critics, under

the technicalised term of “truth;” a

good word so applied, for that which

the connoisseur calls by this sacred

name is really the embodiment in parts,

or (though very rarely) in the whole,

of a picture, of those concordances of

form, substance, and colour, that are

constantly presented by nature herself.

In proportion as “truth" pervades a

picture, so are the chances increased

of the impression it is likely to make

on men in general. This especially

holds good with respect to landscape.

In figure compositions, arrant daubs

may gain popular applause, if some

clap-trap sentiment be suggested by

the subject, and the finest composition

may remain unadmired, except by the

critical and tasteful eye, because its

elements and accessories are unfamiliar

to the common gazer. Not so with a

landscape: the more truly excellent,

the greater crowd of admirers will it

attract; for nine men out of ten re

gard nature with admiration, and gaze

upon scenery with delight and just ap

preciation. The Turk, uncultivated

though he be, perches his kiosk exactly

at the point that an artist would choose

for delineating the view, which the

semi-civilised, or rather semi-savage

Oriental, loves to gaze upon in charm

elidleness, drinking in the glories of

the landscape, whilst he does what he

calls,º kef;” that is, revels

in utter idleness, resolving pertina

ciously to do nothing, and keeping his

god resolve like an unbending man of

his word. A landscape painting has,

in like manner, a charm for the uncul

tivated Briton, though neither of our

wºrthies, if pressed to explain, could

tºll why he derived so much pleasure

$om the object of his contemplation.

the transference of a scene from

nature to canvas, that element of it

which is purely geological cannot be

left behind without serious detriment.

One great constituent of “truth"

would be omitted, and an incongruity

and unfaithfulness pervade the repre

sentation, the cause of which only the

geologist could discover, though every

lover of nature would perceive, quickly

enough, the defect. In a composition,

the presence of the same important

element is absolutely requisite; other

wise the scene becomes a caricature of

nature. An artist can no more paint

a landscape, with truthful features,

from his own imagination alone, than

he can delineate the unclothed hu

man figure without study from statue

or model. That which would result,

did he try to do either without know

ledge, would be a deformity and abor

tion, offensive and disgusting. Now

the painter of landscape is even more

likely to go astray than the painter of

figures, since for the latter there is but

one type or standard, whilst for the

former there are many.

Every district that is differently con

stituted, geologically, from another, is

a distinct type in itself, and ought to

be studied apart. An artist whose

youth has been passed among chalk

downs, carries in his mind's eye a ver

distinct type from that which consti

tutes the model for him who has been

trained amid schists or sandstones.

Each being familiar, from practice and

continued observation, with the con

cordances of structure, colour, and

vegetation that distinguish the coun

try of his early studies, embodies them

truly in his art-works as long as

he paints the scenes he knows, or even

compositions entirely derived from the

knowledge he has accumulated among

them; but when he steps out of his

proper realm, that knowledge, un

checked, leads him astray; and his

pictures, consequently, lose the very

quality which first gave them excel

lence. Occasionally the painter has

been a careful student in several dis

tricts, and is endowed with a many

sidedness of mind that enables him to

carry, in his imagination, many types,

well studied. Such a man was Turner,

and unquestionably much of his versa

tile excellence is due to this power.

But when this mighty genius departed

from his knowledge, or left out, through

not thoroughly understanding the ne

cessities of nature, some one of the

elements of truth, the work that re

sulted, though abounding in qualities
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which could not ſail to command the

admiration of the artist and connois

seur, became deficient in those that,

in his best and truest productions,

make all men—instructed and uncriti

cal alike, wise and common—bow down

before them in admiration, as if they

were altar-pieces painted by God's

angels.

As long as landscape was regarded

as mere back-ground by the painter

something to set his figures in—little

or no attempt was made towards an

understanding of scenery. A hill was

a lump of mud, or a magnified boul

der; water, something green; sky, a

sheet of bright blue, or a chequer of

blue and white; trees were bottle

brushes or fly-sweepers, the former

standing for dicotyledonous, the latter

for monocotyledonous vegetables; and

herbs, particoloured stems, bearing

impossible flowers. In their utter ne

glect of landscape, many of the old

painters plainly show that they did

not comprehend their mission ; and,

whilst they gave sublime messages to

the world, did so unconscious of their

own glorious, but imperfect inspira

tion. After the men who thus con

structed the country in their pictures,

much in the fashion in which drama

tists of old times indicated the scenery

of their plays—came others, who, re

cognising the true glory vivifying the

combinations of rock, verdure, and

water, that make our world so beauti

ful, set to work earnestly to learn in

nature's own drawing-school. But,

gathering their knowledge in some

favourite tract of country, either wil

fully or in ignorance, or because dire

necessity forced them, they often ap

plied that which they knew to all pos

sible subjects. Some spent their lives

constructing a world of nummulitic

limestone, and others of hesbayan mud,

according as their intimacy with the

earth's surface had been derived from

the countries about the Mediterranean,

or the flatter parts of Flanders. The

mud-grubbers, after all, did best, and

adhered manfully to their models;

whilst their southern representatives,

of whom Claude may be accepted as

the great type and master-spirit,

tempted by the strange shapes that the

marble-hills, so exquisitely picturesque,

from which they drew, assumed, ac

cording to their nature, distorted their

beautiful outlines into contortions and

superpositions, such as no amount of

legitimate compression or faulting

could make them assume. In our own

time, the artist aims at literal truth.

But how is he to get at it without

the requisite knowledge 2 Let him

ask the naturalist how his experience

stands respecting the capacity of

draughtsmen to delineate the simplest

objects, when they have no knowledge

of the rules of their conformation.

He will be told that the number of

persons, trained in drawing, capable

of representing an animal or plant

with sufficient correctness for scientific

purposes, is so small that there is the

greatest difficulty in procuring compe

tent draughtsmen for naturi history

works. Years of training, under the

eye and direction of the man of science,

are requisite before an artist of ave

rage intelligence can do what is re

quired in this matter. Yet the deli

neation of a landscape is a much more

complicated matter than the repre

senting of a shell, or a bone, or a

ſlower. We plead, then, earnestly for

some study of geology on the part of

the landscape painter, and would

strongly urge upon his attention a little

learning in this matter. The kind of

elementary knowledge required may

be met with in Mr. Jukes's little

book, in which are some of the best

illustrations that we have ever seen

decorating any geological treatise.

They are drawings of select ex

amples of landscape, each illustra

tive of some theoretical or practical

point, and combining picturesque

with instructive qualities. These

highly suggestive and clever sketches

are by an Irish artist and geologist of

great merit, Mr. Du Noyer, and are

worthy of the warmest praise. Our

examination of them has suggested

the considerations we now offer, re

specting that often-written-about, but

very obscurely-treated question, the

value of geological knowledge to the

landscape painter.

“Ground,” writes Mr. Ruskin, in

his chapter “Of Truth of Earth,” “is

to the landscape painter what the naked

human body is to the historical.” The

truth of this maxim is obvious enough.

Would that artists reflected upon it

oftener than they do | If they pon

dered well over its signification, they

would perceive that the painter of

landscape is as unlikely to delineate,

accurately and impressively, the fea

tures of a country, without an ac
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quaintance with at least the gene

ralities of its geological conformation,

as the painter of human figures to de

sign the likenesses of men and women

without a knowledge of the osteology

and superficial anatomy of the human

body. The artist, in either case, may

lay an overstress upon anatomical

knowledge, and delineate, with pedan

tic minuteness and exaggerated ex

pression, each muscle and sinew, or

the stratification and mineral aspect

of rocks and mountains. The for

mer error has frequently been com

mitted, and was encouraged by the

admiration excited by the grand and

violent studies of Michael Angelo ;

so that to this day the study of human

anatomy is apt to be overestimated in

schools of art, and the fact overlooked

that the finest examples of representa

tion of the human form, the nude sta

tues bequeathed to us from ancient

Greece, were, in all probability, exe

cuted by sculptors unversed in the

mysteries revealed by dissection of the

dead body. But we can call no pain

ter of landscape to mind who has erred

upon the same side, and attempted an

over-display of his acquaintance with

the earth's ribs and muscles. The mi

nute regards oftheover-observantland

scapist are exhausted upon the details

of foliage and flowers, which may be

pictured with a distinctness too great

for the distance at which they are sup

posed to be viewed. For this kind of

work, carried to its utmost legitimate

extent, and executed with a founda

tion of knowledge that prevents the

committal of any fault likely to offend

the eye even of a botanist, the land

scapes of Redgrave command all pos

sible commendation. The underwood

and brambly branches of his forests,

the margins of his reedy pools, and the

ferny brake of his waste ground, excel

calotypic pictures for truth and beauty,

and almost equal them in minuteness

of detail. Nolynx-eyed pre-Raphaelite

has gone beyond these ; and more than

once has the eccentric but energetic

sect of antiquarian artists forgotten

that minute representation is not the

only element of truth in their pictures

of the floral ornaments of nature.

Flowers may bloom side by side, on

canvas, that rarely open at the same

season in the open air; or some of the

many treasures that we have received

from the New World, since the days of

Christopher Columbus, may flourish

amidst the sacred scenes of ancient

Palestine. Our scientific dryness was

sadly irritated this summer by the

sight—on the walls of the Royal Aca

demy of London — of Solomon sur

rounded in his garden by American

#". agaves and opuntias, to which

is knowledge, astonishing as it is said

to have been, scarcely, unless he were

a clairvoyant, extended ; and of Abra

ham leading Isaac to sacrifice along a

charming grassy slope, brilliant with

purple foxgloves, exactly such a one as

delights the rambler beside the woods

of Kent, but certainly very unlike

any bit of country that ever attracted

the gaze of the patriarchs. It is but

fair, however, to say that these pecca

dilloes, though committed by artists of

deserved fame, are not to be laid upon

the shoulders of pre-Raphaelites. Two

or three years ago, we remember see

ing a picture of no small merit, the

foreground of which included a bit of

river margin, blue with forget-me

nots. The painter had evidently taken

infinite pains to represent, as he fan

cied correctly, the conformation of

each separate flower, yet had signally

failed, since every corolla in his draw

ing was represented as regulated by the

number four, instead of five, as it

should be.

Mistakes equally censurable are not

so easily detected when committed

amid the geological elements of the

landscape, and, indeed, are very rarely

perpetrated. On the other hand, most

spectators, accustomed to admire

scenery in nature, and of observant

acuteness, carry enough away from

their observation to be able, whether

they be or be not connoisseurs, to per

ceive sins against geology in a land

scape-painting, although they may not

recognise them to be such. They per

ceive an untruthfulness, and cannot

say exactly wherein it lies. In nine

drawings out of ten, some dormant

error of this kind offends the eye, and

can only be traced to its source by a

geologist. . Since landscape-painting is

in the main the great glory and at

tained excellence of the artists of the

British school, it is well worthy of con

sideration how far an acquaintance

with the anatomy of landscape would

add to the chance of their works ap

proaching perfection. In other words,

whether they might not learn much

that would be practically of service to

them from the study of geology. In
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stinctively, and through constant

though uneducated observation, they

have done much towards the represen

tation of country, in accordance with

its physical conformation; but an error

of a few lines may vitiate the truthful

ness of a fine picture. We doubt

whether any landscape-painter, dead

or alive, has hitherto fulfilled the re

quirements that the geologist, without

exacting overmuch, demands. Mr.

Ruskin, it is true, claims perfect suc

cess in this matter for Turner, whom

he would elevate almost into a geologi

cal discoverer, and as the e oquent

graduate of Oxford fully appreciates,

and has, we believe, more than once

directed his attention to geological

studies, his opinion, although it savours

of over-praise, is too interesting to be

omitted. “We find,” he writes, “ac

cording to this, its internal structure,

which, I believe, with the assistance of

Turner, can scarcely now be misunder

stood, that the earth may be considered

as divided into three great classes of

formations, which geology has already

named for us. Primary, the central

peaks or inferior nuclei of all moun

tain ridges. Secondary, the rocks

which are laid in beds above them, and

which form the great proportion of all

hill scenery. Tertiary, the light beds

of sand, gravel, and clay, which,

strewed upon the surface of all, form

lains and habitable territory for man.”

We question much whether Turner,

great observer as he undoubtedly was,

ever contemplated this classification

and explanation of the ground he drew.

His truthfulness depended on his deter

mined observation and unswerving re

solve to stand by those combinations of

contours which, and only which, he saw

in nature. But to tell why they were

there, and why co-ordinated, required

more knowledge thanTurner possessed.

“These: results,” writes Mr. Ruskin

elsewhere — and the comment applies

equally to his favourite as to other ar

tists – “may be arrived at without

knowledge of the interior mechanism,

but for that very reason, ignorance of

them is the more disgraceful, and vio

lation of them the more unpardonable.

They are in landscape the foundation

of all other truths.”

The “three great classes of forma

tions” into which, with the assistance

of Turner, Mr. Ruskin divides the

foundation-stones of our world, will

hardly be accepted by the geologist in

the newest of mountain-formin

the senses that he claims for them. The

central peaks of mountain ridges are

as often secondary as primary, if the

latter word is to be taken in its geolo

gical application as equivalent to pa

lacozoic. There was a time, it is true,

when by primary rocks many people

understood granites and allied masses

of igneous origin. They may be pri

mary, but are more frequently not so.

Granite peaks stand aloft, in sky-cleav

ing grandeur, in many of the great

mountain-chains that rib the earth.

Their outlines are unmistakeable—

jagged, massive, and angular. But it

is exactly those peaks which appear to

form nuclei that are frequently not

primary. They are oftener igneous

masses that have rent the superin

cumbent strata, boiled up, as it were,

through them, and cast their sedimen

tary envelopes into shelving heaps at

their sides. Some of them are among

ing rocks.

The true primary rocks — those of

Cambrian age—are stratified; and, as

we see them in Britain, constitute

mountain masses, that are picturesque

and broken, or tame and undulating

according to the degree in which they

are mingled with contemporaneous ig

neous beds, or are folded into rounded

rolls. To the silurian strata, usually seen

in the form of mudstones and schists,

of which, in our own country, we have

a prodigious thickness—in some places

as much as 30,000 feet of successive

beds and more— the same remarks

would apply; they, in like manner,

are deserving, so far as our knowledge

goes, of the name of primary. When

undisturbed, these most ancient of

rocks may constitute tracts of country,

of exceeding tameness, as in Russia,

where they are in great part nearly

horizontal, and in some districts soft

and unconsolidated. In our own is

lands, a broad band of the lower

lacozoic rocks, Mr. Jukes º:

serves in a great measure as a geolo

gical axis, running in a north-north

east direction, from the mouth of St.

George's Channel to the north sea,

which it enters by St. Abb's Head, in

Scotland, separating the greater part

of England, on the east, from the

greater part of Ireland and Scotland

on the west. “The several parts of

this extensive tract may be roughly

described as-l. A uniclinal ridge, dip

ping north on the Scottish border, and

extending, probably, into the north
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east of Ireland. 2. A broken dome

in Cumberland and Westmorland. 3.

A bastion-shaped mass in Wales. 4.

A trough in the south-east of Ireland,

broken on one side by a protruding

ridge of granite.” Besides these, thus

so graphically characterised, there are

a few isolated silurian regions of va

rious extent, in Ireland, as may be

seen at a glance on inspection of Mr.

Griffith's admirable map of Ireland

(one of the mostremarkable monuments

of individual energy among the records

of geological science), aii presenting

more or less diversified scenery, due

to the local action of elevating forces,

but certainly not to any inherent or

essential quality of the strata, depend

ant on their age. It will take a long

time, we fear, to purge the popular

mind of its notions about igneous pri

mary rocks, and the necessary indu

ration of very ancient strata. These

widely-diffused and deeply-inrooted

prejudices may seriously mislead the

artist. The following very clear and

instructive remarks on the age of ig

neous rocks, extracted from Mr. Jukes's

little book, may be borne in mind with

much advantage:–

“As the aqueous rocks are capable of

being arranged in a strictly chronological

series, we are able by their means to acquire

some knowledge of the age of any particular

mass of igneous rock. This is effected by

studying the relations between the given

igneous rock and the aqueous rocks around

it.

“If, for instance, we find any igneous

cutting through, or sending veins into any

aqueous rock, it is clear that the igneous is

the newer of the two. If any aqueous rock

has evidently been altered, hardened, or

baked by the igneous rock, the same con

clusion will be drawn. If, on the contrary,

the aqueous rock contains any broken frag

ments or pebbles of the igneous rock, it is

clear that the igneous is the older rock of

the two. Or, if the aqueous rock clearly

conforms to the uneven surface of the ig

neous one, wrapping round its projections

and filling up its hollows in such a way as

to show they existed during its deposition,

this latter conclusion holds good.

“Finally, the igneous rock may be con

temporaneous with the aqueous rocks in

which it is found ; that is, it may have been

formed subsequently to the bed upon which

it rests and before the bed that covers it:

the latter point being ascertained either by

the upper aqueous strictly conforming to

the surface of the subjacent igneous, or by

the igneous rock having altered the lower

aqueous while it has not affected the upper

WOL. XLII.-NO, CCXLIX.

one. In this latter case the age of the

igneous rock is decided by the simple fact

of superposition, which in the case of intru

sive igneous rock is not any evidence of age.

In the case of contemporaneous igneous

rocks, it is very common to find their ‘ash'

either just below, just above, or interstratified

with them.

“It is important to recollect that a con

temporaneous igneous rock is always “intru

sive' with respect to the bed on which it

rests and all those below it; since, as all

igneous rocks come from below, they must

somewhere come up through all the pre

viously formed beds, before they can spread

out upon the surface. The question whether

any particular mass of igneous rock be con

temporaneous with the group of beds in

which it is found, or altogether intrusive

and of subsequent origin, so that its age is

absolutely uncertain, is one that in practice

is often difficult to answer.

“In determining the age of any mass of

igneous rock, its mineral character taken by

itself is of little or no assistance to us. Even

in the case of granite itself, although we

have some reason to suppose it probable

that the earliest solidified rock upon the

globe may have been a granite, still in the

case of any particular mass of granite this

is no guide as to its age, because we know

that granite has been produced during all

geological time, and believe it may be in

course of production now, deep in the bowels

of the earth. There are primary granites,

secondary granites, and tertiary granites;

the latter having been observed by Mr.

Darwin in the Andes, where granite veins

traverse tertiary beds. The same may be

said of all the other varieties of igneous

rock.”

Were we to compare the constitu

tion of the great and small mountain

chains and masses that give to the

world its most diversified and sublime

scenery, we should find that the rug

ged and broken regions, prolific in

picturesque outlines, are as often ter

tiary as secondary, and secondary as

primary. Much of the very finest

mountain scenery in the old world is

composed out of rocks newer than the

clay upon which London is built.

Tertiary strata, although within the

British islands they present no salient

points, and are mostly exhibited in the

form of rounded hillocks and flat or

gently-undulated plains, may be, and

elsewhere often are, consolidated into

rocks of the hardest texture, and heap

ed into mountains of great height and

singularly broken shapes. The con

ventional rocks of the older painters,

the bold and picturesque masses cari

2 A
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catured by Salvator, and represented,

often with considerable truth by Claude

and by Poussin, and whose contours lin

ger among, and distort the composi

tions of more modern artists, intruding

amid scenes of entirely different geolo

gical construction, were, for the most

part, derived from tertiary formations,

such as are met with especially in the

regions that are constituted of num

mulitic limestone, of which, strange to

say, the tented heaths of Chobham, or

sandy moors around Bournemouth, are

the representatives most familiar to a

stay-at-home Briton. We could scarce

ly cite a more striking evidence in fa

vour of the doctrine that we would

enforce in this matter upon the artist,

viz., that it is not with the geological

age of the rock, the date of its forma

tion, and whether it be primary, se

condary, or tertiary, that he has to

deal, but with its geological structure,

and mineral character. The coinci

dences of general aspect with struc

ture and form, which hold good in one

country or district, often fail altogether

when applied to another.

The chief points of geological obser

vation that especially should attract

the study of the artist might be enu

merated as follows:–

1st. The general structure of moun

tains, without reference to age, and

always with reference to mineral cha

racter and consolidation of strata, if

of aqueous origin. The great and

main point is to be careful in so dis

tinguishing between the aspect of an

igneous and a sedimentary mountain

mass, that there can be no mistake

made about the range or isolated hill

represented. When igneous rocks are

piled in sheets, or alternate with aque

ous strata, the effect to the artist's eye

is that of sedimentary deposits; but

even in this case there are qualities of

local colour and general texture, that

are capable of being indicated by the

pencil with good effect.

2nd. The minuter structure of

mountains and rising grounds; also of

sea-cliff. Under this head we may

class the character of the bedding, the

dip of the beds, their strike (direction

at right angles to the dip), the pre

sence or absence of joints, and cleav

age. To the latter feature, very

rarely understood by the artist, espe

cial attention should be paid when he

is at work in a slaty country. Slate,

properly so called, is a term applied to

the thin laminarplates of rock produced

by cleavage, and very distinct in their

nature and origin from flags, which

are thick laminations in the plane of

bedding. “Few moderns, except Tur–

ner,” observes Mr. Ruskin, “have grap—

pled with slate.” Nevertheless it is a

great element of beauty in the general

character, as well as minute detail (es–

pecially of foreground), in many inquin

tain regions frequented by the sketcher

We doubt if any man can treat slate

properly with pencil, unless he has ac

quired some preliminary notion of the

nature of the appearances produced

by cleavage. “Cleavage,” remarks

Mr. Jukes, “pays no regard to lami

nae of deposition, or original bedding

of the rock, but frequently cuts right

across it. Not only does it pay no re

gard to it, but in cleaved rocks the

original laminae of deposition are coin

monly, but not always, quite oblite

rated, so far as any tendency to split

along them is concerned. They are

only to be observed by their different

colour or different texture, having

been, as it were, welded together, ei

ther before the cleavage was produced,

or, more probably, simultaneously with

it. The beds or strata may be hori

zontal or variously inclined; they may

even be bent, twisted, or contorted,

into many curves ; the cleavage, on

the contrary, is invariably steady in

its direction over large spaces, strik

ing, in one uniform compass-bearing,

through great mountain chains, giving

all the fine-grained rocks a tendency

to split along its direction into thin

|. and communicating a more or

ess rudely-fissile structure even to the

coarser rocks.” What may be the

cause of cleavage is among the most

disputed problems in geology. There

is a sketch of slate rocks in Ringabella

Bay, by Mr. Du Noyer in Mr. Jukes's

work, that will convey to the general

reader a clearer notion of its aspect,

and the distinction between it and

sedimentary lamination, than any ela

borate description. As we have fre

quently found readers of geological

books, not being workers in the field

themselves, sadly puzzled about the

meaning of cleavage, we recommend

them to study the little picture alluded

to. The columnar and globular struc

tures common in igneous rocks, are

..". in some degree of the same

class, and should be carefully distin

guished in drawings.
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3rd. The disturbances that affect

strata, especially those exposed in pre

cipices and sea-cliffs. These are fre

quent sources of the picturesque, and

abound in many districts that are fa

vourite haunts of the sketcher. Con

tortions, faults, and slips come under

this head. The first are often very

curious and attractive, but, owing to

the apparent eccentric and lawless

courses of their lines, are apt to be

treated carelessly and exaggerated by

the draughtsman—a fault that Turner

has more than once committed in his

sketches of contorted rocks, which, if

they occurred within the view, never

escaped his eagle eye. Faults, if com

plicated, may confuse and interfere

with the painter's work; if understood

by him, are sure to assist to no small

degree, and add greatly to the beauty

and truth of his drawing. We have

rarely met with an artist who knew

anything about them. Slips often play

an important feature in scenery. Our

beautiful under-cliffs are gigantic slips,

and abound in picturesque arrange

ments—tumblings-about, as it were—

of masses of rock and earth. The ar

tist is apt to overlook the relation of

the slip to its parent slope, hill, or

mountain, and thereby lose sight of

much of the peculiar character of the

scene before him. The arrangements

of the slip will, of course, mainly de

Pend on the mineral composition of the
strata disturbed.

4th. Outlines of ravines and water

courses are determined by the mineral

constitution of the country in which

they occur, but in many places are

varied by the presence of transported

matter, such as drift and boulders.

The pinnacles of rock that often in ra

vines, and also by sea-cliffs, stand apart

from the parent masses, depend most

frequently on the presence of great

joints in the latter, and their angles

and contours are sure to repeat those

of the rock surfaces to which they are

related.

5th. Plains, as well as mountains,

have their distinctive features, though

not so manifest at first glance. The

nature of their constitution is often

chiefly indicated by the margins of the

successive terraces of which they are

composed when extensive. Limestone

and sandstone plains are marked by

strongly truncated margins—those of

clays or sands, of all ages, by rounded

or sloping edges to the inner banks;

alluvial plains, by absence of terraces,

or having the terraces, when present,

more or less parallel to the walls of the

gulf-like localities in which they often

occur; travertine plains, by a mingling

of the truncated and sloping features

of the terrace edges. A plain may, in

most instances, be so drawn that the

eye of a geologist could at once pro

nounce upon its constitution.

Lastly, local colour is an element of

beauty of scenery depending upon geo

logical structure, deserving of careful

observation. In the foregrounds of

pictures where rock and stone play a

prominent part, it should be carefully

noted, for very rarely, except in the

works of the most excellent delineators

of nature, do we find any attempt made

at associating the composition, so to

speak, of the smaller substances near

the eye with the larger masses of the

middle distance.
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DR. S. o'sulLIVAN's REMAINs.”

THERE is a poem of Wordsworth's of

great beauty, in which is expressed a

truth which is forced on none so much

as on those whose lot exempts them

from fixed demands of business. The

poem is one of those in which fanciful

analogies, as well what are properly

illustrations of the truth sought to be

enforced, are called up in its support;

and, as a piece of reasoning, something

is lost, perhaps, to some minds by the

playfulness of the fancy which would

derive an argument from the habits of

the bee. To us this increases the beauty

of the poem; and had the poet found,

or seemed to find, examples, even

in vegetable nature, or in the move

ments of clouds or tempests,-as, he

has often done when, in more than

..". he seeks to make the ex

ternal world the interpreter of a world

within the mind,—we should most pro

bably feel that something was gained

in each new association of thought,

which would thus, in future, become

suggestive of much which did not pro

perly belong to it:—

“Nuns fret not at the Convent's narrow

room,

And Hermits are contented with their

cells,

And Students with their pensive Citadels.

Maids at the Wheel, the Weaver at his

Loom,

Sit blithe and happy; bees that soar for

bloom

High as the highest peak of Furness Fells,

Will murmur by the hour in the Fox

glove Bells.

In truth, the prison, unto which we doom

Ourselves, no prison is; and hence to me,

In sundry moods, 'twas pastime to be

bound

Within the Sonnet's scanty space of

ground;

Pleased, if some souls (for such there needs

must be

Who have felt the weight of too much

liberty,

Should find short solace there, as I have

found.”

The “weight of too much liberty" is

one not unlikely, though often unper

ceived, to be oppressive enough. Give

unlimited time for any act, and it is

more than probable the act will never

be performed. Let a writer be wholly

free to choose his subject, and how

likely is it that no choice shall ever be

made.

“Lose this day loitering—"twill be the same story

To-morrow, and the next more dilatory ;

Then indecision brings its own delays,

And days are lost lamenting o'er lost days."

We are led into this train of thought

by the difficulty which we find in re

* such a book as is now before

us. Had any sufficient memoir of the

author been given, the case would have

been different. The various subjects

treated of by him might then have

been contemplated with some reference

to his mind, and the total absence of

any connecting link between the dif

ferent topics treated on in these vo

lumes, have been kept out of sight.

Even this would have been a sufficient

ly embarrassing position for a reviewer

wishing to deal fairly with his subject;

but it would not have been that which

now exists—namely, having as many

subjects to deal with as there are es

says in the three volumes of selections

from the late Dr. O'Sullivan's works.

Imperfect as are the notices given us

of Dr. O'Sullivan's life, it is necessary

to bring them together. Of his early

boyhood there is no mention; and yet

the early boyhood of a man of genius,

when anything is to be told of it, often

predicts the future—so often, that we

feel disappointment when little, as in

the present case, is recorded. He was

a native of the county of Tipperary,

and appears to have received a good

classical education from the Rev. R.

Carey, master of the endowed school

of Clonmel. From this school he passed

to Dublin University.

Mr. Carey was one of those good

men who, whatever other talents they

may have, possess that of winning the

affections of every one with whom

they have any intercourse:–

“I had," says Bishop Jebb, “the gratifi

cation of meeting Mr. Carey: but it was

only once,—Virgilium tantum ridi / But

that once was enough to satisfy me, that all

* “Remains of Rev. Samuel O'Sullivan, D.D." Edited by Rev. J. C. Martin, D.D., and

Rev. Mortimer O'Sullivan, D.D. 3 vols. crown 8vo. Dublin: McGlashan. 1853.
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which I had heard of him was strictly true.

It was in the month of October, 1806, at

Darling-hill, in the county of Tipperary, by

the invitation of an old pupil of his, the pre

sent Mr. Serjeant Pennefather. It gave me

singular pleasure to see the good man. He

recalled, almost every moment, the memory

of my beloved college friend, John Sargint,

who, in the course of the years 1791, 1798,

delighted in recording anecdotes of his school

boy days; and never failed to speak of his

master, Mr. Carey (who long survived him),

with the most affectionate veneration.” –

Phelan's Remains, vol. i. p. 6.

O'Sullivan himself has left a por

trait of his kind-hearted master:—

“I have his light and graceful figure at

this moment before me. His bare and re

verend forehead, slightly sprinkled with the

snows of time, and his mild countenance ra

diant with benignity, and sparkling with in

telligence. The gentleness and suavity of

his disposition, the polished courtesy of his

manners, his exact and discriminative judg

ment, his various and profound learning—

these were scarcely adverted to by his friends,

amidst the love and veneration which were

inspired by the richer treasures of his moral

nature; by his generous detestation of op

pression; by his noble scorn of everything

mean or base; by his fervent piety, his

steadfast friendship, his rare disinterested

ness, and his deep humility; by the charity

which prompted him to be liberal, often be

yond his means; and by the singleness of

nature, which almost unconsciously realised

the Gospel rule, “not letting his left hand

know what his right hand did.’ My recol

lection of our first introduction into Mr. Ca

rey's school is vivid, as though it took place

but yesterday. The good old man was at

that period gradually withdrawing from ac

tive life; and his attention was limited to a

very small number of pupils. He received, in

deed, those only who were recommended by

his personal friends. Of that number, my

father had the good fortune to be one."—

Phelan's Remains, voi. i. pp. 6, 7.

It would appear, that when O'Sulli

van entered college, he thought of the

bar as his future profession. A summer

passed in the neighbourhood of the

late Rev. James Dunne, is said to

have had the effect of changing his pur

Poses:—

“For a short time a circumspection and

seriousness, almost amounting to severity,

became visible in his expressions and de

meanour; but as the new feelings and pur

poses assimilated to the old, the original

character reappeared, in an altered, but not

less amiable form, and the genial tempera

ment of his former life could be discerned,

rigid as he was in the judgments he formed

of himself, in a more enlarged charity and

forbearance towards all with whom he asso

ciated. . . . . . . . . .

“It was matter of surprise to many of

his friends, and of regret to some, when his

change of purpose became known. Some,

too, there were, who expressed fears that his

new-born fervour would subside; that after

a time, perhaps a short time, but yet too

long to admit of remedy or recall, he would

find himself fettered by the restraints of a

life with which he was not satisfied, and

that the hopes and wishes he had dismissed

would resume their power over him again,

under circumstances in which he was cut off

from all possibility of realising the good with

which they tantalised him. It was not so;

he never repented his choice of a profession.”

—Vol. i. pp. 16, 17.

Of O'Sullivan's college life but little

is told. He obtained the distinction

of a scholarship, and won laurels at the

Historical Society — an institution in

which college students exercised them

selves in composition and oratory. A

few sentences of his speeches there are

remembered; and the effect produced

is described as often quite overpower

ing. He was also successful in ob

taining honours there for composi

tion; and we remember to have been

shown, in manuscript, passages of

his writings at this period of his col

lege life, which we think his friends,

if they could now be recovered, ought to

have preserved. It is by no means

impossible that these earlier, and there

fore less perfect essays may be found,

should they ever be made public, to

exhibit the true features of the writer's

mind more distinctly than any of his

more finished works.

Till the changes introduced by the

Reform Bill, the University of Dublin

returned but one member to Parlia

ment, and the elective franchise was

confined to the provost, fellows, and

scholars. In 1818 a memorable con

test took place. Lord Plunket and

Mr. Croker were the candidates ;

and the event, determined by a ma

jority of some two or three voters, was

to the last doubtful:—

“O'Sullivan's admiration for the high

qualifications of the two candidates, and his

estimate of their public services, was very

high—there was not, he said, one individual

likely to be opposed to Mr. Croker for whom

he would vote in opposition to him, with the

solitary exception of his great competitor.

“This was a memorable conflict-memo
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rable for the great eminence of the competi

tors—for the intense passion of the struggle

—but memorable, most of all, for its mo

mentous consequences. Remotely, but with

the certainty of an electric chain, it produced

the revolutionary results which followed.

The change in the policy by which Ireland

was governed, the experiment of conceding

to conciliate, and all the perils, and perplex

ities, and afflictions which have followed as

the natural results, may be traced back to

the election which in the year 1818 seated

Mr. Plunket by a majority of not more than

three, as representative for the University of

Dublin.

“When these consequences began to show

themselves, it did not escape O'Sullivan's

penetration that the college election had pre

pared the way before them; but he did not

feel their coming as a rebuke. He had given

his vote, and exerted his influence in good

faith ; nor could memory reproach him even

with an error in judgment. The policy

which he approved of with respect to the

great question of civil disabilities in the year

1818, was the same in which, had he

power, he would have acted in 1829. The

principle of exclusion from the legislature on

the ground of religious opinion, having been

abandoned as it affected other denominations,

he would not insist on retaining to the pre

judice of Roman Catholics. He desired

rather that the efforts of their wisest advo

cates should prove successful, obtaining for

Roman Catholics the privileges of the con

stitution, and taking security that the con

stitution should not suffer from an abuse of

the privileges it granted. His views, and

the views of some who thought with him,

may be learned from a chapter in the

Digest" of Evidence on Ireland. He re

garded Romanism as distinguished from

other dissent by its twofold character of a

religious system, and a political. In its an

tagonism to doctrine, he would leave it un

disturbed, except by the influence of truth

and reason. In its purpose to estrange con

science from law, and to shake the subject's

allegiance to the sovereign, he would restrain

it, and show why it was restrained. This

the greatest and most successful advocate of

Emancipation declared it his purpose to ac

complish, and Dr. O'Sullivan had no reason

to blame himself for believing, that the

great question of the day was safer in the

management of those who made such pro

fessions, than in theirs who, having aban

doned the principle of religious exclusion in

other instances, maintained it, inconsistently

and feebly, against the Church of Itome.”—

Vol. i. pp. 18–20.

. There is something of overstatement

...; so much to the result of

this particular contest. With respect

to the Roman Catholic question, Cro

ker, no less than Plunket, was an ear

nest supporter of Emancipation.

About this period O'Sullivan, pub

lished his first work—that which, re

printed now, with a few sermons, forms

the first volume of the selection before

us. It states the facts of English his

tory from the Reformation to the Re

volution, and seeks to educe from them

a providential purpose clearly indi
cated. The Constitution as it exists,

or as it existed when O'Sullivan wrote,

in Church and State, was the result of

antecedents, many of them seemingly

accidental; and such being the result,

we have a right, he says, to regard it as

the design of Providence. We do not

now mean either to defend or to impeach

this line of argument; but in whatever

light O'Sullivan's theory maybe regard

ed, there can be but one opinion as to the

great beauty of the style in which his

work is written — the expression often

singularly felicitous—the arrangement

of facts everywhere lucid. . From this

work it would be impossible for us to

give any extracts, as the effect is pro

duced, not by any single passage, but

by the whole; each part is important,

not separately, but as a link in an ar

gument. The work has been regarded,

by those best able to appreciate it, as

one of considerable importance. One

instance is stated in the following pas

sage from the introductory notice to

the “IRemains”:—

“Few men estimated more highly than Dr.

O'Sullivan the eminence of intellectual power

which achieves distinction by scientific or by

purely literary attainments. In a paper de

scriptive of what may bestyled the scenic effect

of a fellowship examination, which he wrote

many years since, but which was never pub

lished, and which has been sought after in vain,

his admiration for the high philosophy which

the University sets in honour, was most elo

quently expressed. In picturesque and vivid

language, describing the anxious groups ga

thering in the halls before the examination

commenced, the hush of silence when the

procession of examiners and pale candidates

passed into the arena, the entrance, from

time to time, of those most distinguished for

professional eminence or high station and

authority, who came to witness the literary

conflict, and to whom places were courteously

assigned ; he made all these incidents, as

well as the magnitude of the prize contended

for, subsidiary to the interest he had chiefly

in view—the vast importance, under every

* Vol. ii
. cap. 9.
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asſert, social, moral, national, of the course

ºf instruction prescribed in the University,

from the rudiments of knowledge with which

its youngest members were made acquainted,

to the sublime truths which were the sub

ject of examination on the fellowship bench.

There are some who may remember how

deeply he felt an honour done to him, when

on one of those great occasions to which we

have alluded, a successful candidate, the pre

sent Dr. Martin, of Killeshandra, cited, from

the “Agency of Divine Providence, an au

thority or illustration for an answer to some

histºrical question. Dr. O'Sullivan was

sers bly gratified that a student of Dr. Mar

tin's eminence approved of his performance,

and he admired the courage with which his

young friend, on such an occasion, so boldly

paid this tribute to a recent, and, at the

time, almost unknown publication."—Vol. i.

pp. 5, 6.

The same argument which O'Sulli

van had stated in this early work, is

restated with great force in application
to a different class of events in the first

of the sermons which he preached for

the degree of Doctor of Divinity. That

sermon entitled “Divine Pre-arrange

ments,” exhibits the circumstances in

the actual condition of the world, at

the period when the Gospel was first

preached, which, being favourable to

the diffusion of Christianity, must be—

his argument would affirm—regarded

as, in the purposes of Providence, a di

vine preparation for the new dispensa

tion. Among these circumstances he

states, “the subjugation of all nations

to one Government”— the Roman—

“facilitating intercourse throughout
the whole civilised world.” He states

the translation of the Hebrew Scrip
tures into Greek—then the most uni

versal language—and he states the pro

tection afforded to the early preachers

of the Gospel, as in the case of Paul,

by the rights which Roman citizenship
conferred.

What follows is surely very beauti

fully written:—

“Now, the Romans did not conquer the

world for the purpose of enabling the Apos

tles to promulgate Christianity; and yet it

answered that end. The translators of the

Septuagint, whoever they were, did not com

plete their important work for the purpose

of making converts to Christianity; and yet

it answered that end. Nor was the tyranny

of petty magistrates and governors limited,

of the privilege of Roman citizenship con

ferred, for the purpose of preserving the lives,

and securing respect and consideration for

the heralds and ambassadors of Christ; and

yet we have seen, at least in one conspicuous

instance, that without the security thus de

rived they could not have fully or effectually

executed the high commission with which

they were charged, and to which they after

wards gave a more solemn attestation. Were

not all these things preparing the way of

the Lord? Were they not making straight

in the desert an highway for our God?"—

Vol. i. p. 186.

A second degree sermon, entitled

“Prohibition of Idolatry,” endeavours

to distinguish between the idolatries of

the heathen world and those to which

there may appear to be a tendency in

modern society. The latter, he says,

“will be found mainly to consist in

attempts to exalt humanity to the like

ness of Deity, not to degrade Deity to

the likeness of humanity.” We dare

say, Dr. O'Sullivan had satisfied him

self of the truth of this proposition.

We ourselves more than doubt it ; and

it is quite certain that facts which

would lead to an opposed inference

might be easily accumulated.

These sermons were dedicated, by

their author, to Doctor Wall, then and

nowVice-Provost ofTrinity College. In

one of the sermons the preacher has

occasion to dwell on the Septuagint

translation, and on the circumstance of

the New Testament quotations being

from the Septuagint. We transcribe

what follows, because to read the

praises of Dr. Wall gives us delight:—

“One there is—a very eminent individual

of your own body – who maintains, that

our Lord's quotations are from the Hebrew.

But then he contends, that the Hebrew and

the Greek were identical at the time when

the Septuagint translation was made ; and

that, by a perfectly allowable varying of

‘matres lectionis' (which, he contends, no

more belonged to the original text, than the

points, which are now on all hands acknow

ledged to be of modern invention), the He

brew may be reconciled with the Septuagint

in every one of the passages in which serious

differences at present appear. So that his

conjecture, should its correctness be fully es

tablished, would greatly enhance the value

of the Greek version, which in that case

would furnish a ready means for restoring

the purity of the divine original.

“Upon this subject I do not presume to

interpose any opinion of my own. There

are amongst my hearers, those who are far

better qualified to pronounce in such a case

a final judgment. But I shall, I trust, be

pardoned in this place for holding in especial

reverence the individual to whom I most

feel indebted for any moral or intellectual
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benefits which I may have derived from a

long residence in this seat of learning; and

also for bearing my humble testimony to

that love of truth and aversion from paradox,

by which, not less than by his high intellec

tual attainments, he has been uniformly cha

racterised. And, as I have never yet known

him to maintain any opinion without good,

if not the very best grounds, I cannot forego

the hope, that his matured judgment upon

the point referred to may turn out to be well

founded."—Vol. i. pp. 180, 181.

In addition to “The Agency of Di

vine Providence,” and the “Degree

Sermons,” the first volume of the

“Remains” contains an imagined dia

logue between Mr. Peel and Lord

Grey on the policy of conceding the

Roman Catholic claims. The dates of

Dr. O'Sullivan's political papers ought

to have been given. In this paper

Peel is made to resist concession. The

volume concludes with a letter in vin

dication of the late Archbishop of

Dublin, which does not appear to us

of moment enough to be now repub

lished.

The second volume contains the lives

of the great Duke of Ormonde,” of

Lord Charlemont,f of Lord Clare,t

of the Primate, S of Dean Kirwan, of

Lord Gough," of the Rev. Dr. Mil

ler,” and of a college friend of his,

the late J. Taylor.fi These are all

reprinted from the 1)UBLIN UNIVER

sITY MAGAZINE ; in some cases, how

ever, the papers are very considerably

abridged. This, perhaps, was neces

sary, as the publication of Dr. O'Sul

livan's “Remains" could not be ex

tended beyond a certain number of

volumes; and to print his essays in full

would have been impossible, unless a

type much smaller had been used than

that employed in this very beautifully

printed book. Still, could it have been

done without inconvenience, we should

have#. preferred the publication

of each article as it had been given to

the world by its author. Selected pas

sages from any work can never pro

duce the effect of the entire; and the

parts which seem less prominent, less

characteristic of the higher powers of

the author, are often absolutely neces

sary as connecting links, and have

often cost the author more pains than

any other part of his task. Cowper

tells of the poet's labours, and he does

not dwell on any of those which would

probably first present themselves to a

critic of the higher schools; he says

nothing which does not relate to the

poet's art regarded as an art: and the

author of a prose narrative is not in

this differently circumstanced from a

oet. But we must quote the passage

in which he speaks of

“The shifts and turns,

The expedients and inventions multiforn),

To which the mind resorts, in chase of terms,

Though apt, yet coy, and difficult to win–

To arrest the fleeting images that fill

The mirror of the mind, and hold them fast,

And force them sit, till he has pencilled off

A faithful likeness of the forms he views,

Then to dispose his copics with such art

That each may find its most propitious light,

And shine, by situation, hardly less

Than by the labour and skill it cost."

Now we suspect that adjustment and

arrangement of this kind was as ne

cessary for the creation of the work of

Thucydides as for that of any poet that

ever lived, and that much is lost by

what would seem unimportant omis

sions, when less than the finished fabric

of a great artist, as Dr. O'Sullivan

certainly was, is presented to us. The

disposition of each part of his subject

is* in which alone, the power of a

master-mind can be shown in such es

says as are gathered together in the

second volume.

The source from which Dr. O'Sulli

van has drawn his Memoir of Ormonde

is almost exclusively the great work of

Carte—which, admirable as it is, was

at no time very popular; and in our

day, who is there that would venture to

disturb the spirit slumbering under

the weight of three unmanageable for

lios ? Within the last year or two an

edition in octavo has issued from the

Clarendon Press, but without an index,

as if to render the book as little con

venient as possible. O'Sullivan's Me

moir is the only form in which, as far

as we know, the life of Ormonde can

be conveniently read. To the student

of this portion of our history it is al

most indispensable, if it were only to

be regarded as a key to Carte's great

work. It is an exceedingly spirited

sketch.

* DUBLIN UNIVERSITY MAGAZINE, January, 1838.

f Ibid., October, November, December, 1836, and January, 1837.

# Ibid., December, 1847.

* Ibid., July, 1848,

§ Ibid., August, 1850.

** Ibid., August, 1850.

The world will never know how much

| Ibid., January, 1840.

fT Ibid., June, 1841.
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it owes to those who popularise the in

formation which, professedly contained

in ambitious books, would remain for

ever unknown, if only to be found in

such repositories. The most unread

able book we have ever met is Hardy's

“Life of Charlemont.” It has every vice

of style that can be imagined; and it is

provoking that, possessing almost every

talent that could be desired to appre

ciate the subject of his biography—

possessing perfect information on the

tangled affairs of Ireland, Hardy

should, from the want of the power of

“speaking plain,”have rendered almost

worthless those rich gifts. O'Sullivan's

is a perspicuous and exceedingly in

teresting paper. Its single fault is,

that he does not estimate as highly as

he ought Lord Charlemont's talents

for literature. It is probable that Dr.

O'Sullivan never saw a copy of the ex

tracts from Lord Charlemont’s “Essay
on Italian Literature,” which was pri

vately printed in the year 1822. The

part which was printed contains his

account of Petrarca, and no one who

has seen it can feel otherwise than

anxious for the publication of the en

tire essay.

O'Sullivan's sketch of Lord Clare is

one of great power. This memoir,

and that by Mr. Wills, in the “Lives

of Illustrious Irishmen,” are the only

attempts to do justice to this great

man. Why is not his history written

more fully * Why, at least, are his

speeches not collected 2 Even the

pamphlets in which they now exist will

soon be no longer to be found. In

those speeches are contained the truest

views of Irish history that we know.

The next memoir in the volume is

that of Dean Kirwan ; that which fol.

lows is a sketch of Lord Gough—both

beautifully, we would almost say, affec

tionately written. We do not know

whether Dr. O'Sullivan ever met either

of these great men, but he thought of

both with enthusiastic pride.

A biographical sketch of Dr. Miller

follows. In all O'Sullivan's biogra

phies the tone is of high praise, as, in

truth, we believe he only wrote at all

when he could praise; where this was

impossible, he was silent.

A memoir of a college friend, Mr.

Taylor, who died after he had sur

mounted the difficulties which opposed

his progress, and for whom high dis

tinction was hoped at the English bar,

closes the volume. From this paper we

should wish to make extracts, as in it

O'Sullivan seems to linger with delight

on old college recollections, but we

must forbear, as to abridge would be to

destroy the effect, and to insert extracts

of any length would be to reprint mat

ter which our readers can easily refer

to, either in the UNIVERSITY MAGAZINE,

or in the “Remains.”

The more valuable portion of the

third volume is still occupied with

biography; but here it assumes the

form of Reviews of Books. The lives

given in the second volume were drawn

up for the DUBLIN UNIversity MAGA

zine, and appeared in this journal as

portions of a series of papers entitled,

“Gallery of Illustrious Irishmen,” and

of a series entitled “Our Portrait Gal

lery,” to both of which Dr. O'Sullivan,

from time to time, contributed. In

the third volume of the “Remains”

we have O'Sullivan's Reviews of Bishop

Jebb's “Life of Phelan,” and of the

Rev. Charles Forster's “Life of Alex

ander Knox.” Both essays are of

at value; in the case of Phelan,

indeed, O'Sullivan's paper is of more

value than the memoir which he pro

fesses to review, for O'Sullivan was

intimately acquainted with every move

ment of Phelan's mind. They had

been natives of the same part of

the south of Ireland—Clonmel, or its

immediate neighbourhood—had been

both educated at the same school;

both had in early life the same op

ortunities of seeing the effects of the

Roman Catholic religion on the mass

of society, as well among theÉ.
as the town populations of the sout

of Ireland—classes not only distinct,

but in many cases separated from each

other by antagonistic prejudices—and

both long since predicted, from their

own perfect knowledge of the charac

ter of their countrymen, that a change

was going on among them, the effect

of which must be to separate them

from the Church of Rome. A pam

phlet of Phelan's, published in 1817,

not printed in Jebb's collection of

“Phelan's Remains,” is now before -

us, in which he not alone expresses his

fixed belief of such impending change,

but states his conviction, that the fate

of the Established Church in Ireland

depends on the Roman Catholics:—

“The signs of the times seem to prog

nosticate some great religious revolu

tion amongst the IRoman Catholics of

Ireland; and the Establishment will
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stand or fall as they unite themselves

with Churchmen or with Dissenters.”

Phelan, in the pamphlet of which we

speak, analyses Irish society, and shows

the strong probabitity of such change.

O'Sullivan more than once, if we re

member rightly, re-affirms the thought,

with this important addition, that, at

the very moment when the people are

throwing off the Italian priesthood,

as an intolerable burthen, the English

Government seems disposed to under

take their defence, and now and

then intimate that the State is not

indisposed to provide them with re

sidences and means of support. Hav

º; nothing else to do, the priests

will soon have full time to govern

Ireland. Romanism, if O'Sullivan

be right, would most probably have

ere now ceased to exist in this coun

try, and its legends possess the same

kind of interest as trials for witch

craft, or the like, if it were not for its

being a part of the stock-in-trade of

English political parties. As to the

kind of antiquarian feeling on the sub

ject which is got up in Oxford, and

which is indulged on the supposition

of Religion being one of the Fine Arts,

it has no existence whatever in Ireland.

The Oxford movement is thought of

with utter indifference; it does not

awaken attention enough to be accom

panied with emotions of pity, far less

of scorn. Priest, parson, and peasant

feel it to be mere folly.

We ought, perhaps, as we have re

ferred to Dr. Phelan's pamphlet of

1817, and the opinion there expressed

of the probability of a great change of

religion among the Roman Catholics

of Ireland, to mention, that when exa

mined in 1825, before “the Committee

of the House of Commons, on the State

of Ireland,” he mentioned that he no

longer continued to hold the opinion;

and the explanation he gave was, that

events had shown, since the time at

which he wrote the pamphlet, that the

ecclesiastics of the Roman Catholic

body are deeper politicians than the

laity; that they have contrived to

make the laity the unconscious instru

ments of effecting their own views:–

“I thought,” he adds, “when I wrote

the tract referred to, that in point of political

skill and dexterity, the gentry had rather the

advantage of the priesthood; but circum

stances have taken place since, which have

shown me that I was mistaken. I then

believed that the Roman Catholic laity were

using the priesthood only as instruments,

which they could lay by when their objects

were attained; as far as I can judge now,

the circumstances are exactly reversed; I

think the laity are only tools in the hands of

the priesthood."

Without questioning, or expressing

any opinion, on how far this was the

state of facts at the period when Phe

lan was examined, we think that he

has not sufficiently stated one impor

tant element in any calculation on the

subject—the real strength and fervour

of religious feeling in the minds of the

humbler classes of the people about

whom he is writing. He seems to as

sume that the Roman Catholic peasan

try are dissatisfied with their own sys

tem, and ready to fall into any other.

Were this the case, to the extent his

argument requires, we do not think the

probability by any means so great, of

their falling into this or that denomi

nation of Trotestantism, as of their

passing intosome modification of Social

ism, which would have great attrac

tions for the half-educated, in its dog

mas, making appeal to their intellectual

pride under the name of common sense,

while its clubs and meetings would more

than supply the place which public

worship now possesses in their arrange

ments. Now, our hope and belief for

our countrymen is other and far diffe

rent; our trust is in the strength and

fervour, not in the weakness, of the

religious principle, or in its absence.

It is those who are now the best Ro

man Catholics who, it appears to us,

are likely to adopt what seems to us

that truer form of Catholicity, which

is embodied in the teaching of the Re

formed Churches—our reliance being

on a strength of religious feeling which

would necesarily remove all who are

influenced by it from the control of

political partisans, whether they be

called laity or priesthood. Not alone

among the humbler classes, but among

the gentry, yet more among the priest

hood, and the more generous spirits

of those in the progress of education for

the priesthood, would we anticipate

evidence of such feeling. But the ex

ercise of the rights of conscience and

judgment cannot be without the risk

— nay, the certainty—of incurring

sacrifices which nothing but the

strength of religious conviction will

enable men to sustain. It should be

remembered that the power of any

system, religious or philosophical, is in



1853.] 357Dr. S. O'Sullivan's Remains.

its positice doctrines; and thus, what

Protestantism has in common with

Roman Catholicism is that on which it

must, after all, rely. Our own teach

ing of the doctrines of Christianity, and

not our criticism on those who teach

them imperfectly, or not at all, or who

add to them what we cannot recognise

as true, is our best, we would say our

sole, means of extending the kingdom

of our Lord. State distinctly the truth,

and error will cease to exist. Let in

light, instead of declaiming against

darkness; let free air ... and

where health and recovery are possible

you will secure them. If this be not

certain, it is at least certain, that, deny

these, or deny what in the intellectual

world may be regarded as analogous to

light and air, and life or spiritual health

cannot long continue. The best service

which politicians can do in these mat

ters is, not to interfere at all.

It is a pity that Phelan mingled at

all in controversy. In these disputes

truth can scarce ever be stated in the

single spirit of truth; and a warm

hearted friend seems no other than a

violent adversary when seen in his war

array, with spear and shield. Phelan

was best in his home, and in the garb of

race. His whole heart was with his

łoman Catholic brethren. A short

time before his death he wrote to a

friend of his—“My heart yearns to go

to the south ; I would revive my Irish,

and acquire enough of it for expound

ing the Bible.” In another letter he

says—“A history of the ancient Church

of Ireland has been one of the many

things upon which my, thoughts have

dwelt; but this, as well as all the rest,

must now be postponed — perhaps, for

ever.”

In Jebb's “Memoir of Phelan,”

there is no mention of his having given

evidence to Parliamentary committees

on the state of Ireland; nor is it men

tioned that at an after period he press

ed anxiously on the Duke of Welling

ton, previous to theº

Act, the necessity of distinctly learn

ing from the Roman Catholic Eccle

siasties of the United Kingdom the

extent to which they regarded the ca

non law of Rome as binding in these

countries. The Duke's acknowledg

ment of this letter was printed in this

Magazine before his death, in a very

important paper on the relations of

Rome with the several sovereign powers

of Europe;" and it was there suggested

that it might be even still of moment

to recover, from among the Duke's

papers, Dr. Phelan's letter. We pass

willingly from these thorny controver

sies, which have detained us too long.

Of O'Sullivan's biographical essays,

we think the preference is to be given to

his review of “Jebb's Life of Phelan.”

The paper is written in the tone of

a man anxious to bring before the

public the works of a friend who died

early, and who, O'Sullivan felt and be

lieved, knew more of Ireland than any

man of our times. Phelan was most

known as an acute controversialist;

but his best powers were altogether

obscured, if not lost, in this unhappy

and ungenial task; and O'Sullivan's

object in his Memoir, was to bring out

the true points of his character, which

broken health, and his occupation in

the discussion of matters which, how

ever important, must be classed with

temporary politics, had dimmed and

clouded. His answers to Dr. Doyle,

and his pamphlets on questions con

nected with the Bible Society, were

the publications by which he was best

known. O'Sullivan's object was, by

quotations from his sermons and let

ters, to show what the man himself

was. William Phelan was born in

Clonmel, was a few years older than

O'Sullivan; they had been schoolfel

lows and college companions; they

had read together with the same ob

jects, and they had each been occupied

in college with pretty much the same

kind of exertion—in the instruction of

upils younger than themselves; they

|. entered the Church about the

same time. On the whole, this is the

paper, of all others in the book, which

is calculated to give most pleasure and

most instruction.

The closing paper of the third vo

lume is a review of the correspondence

of Alexander Knox and Bishop Jebb.

We have exceeded the limits we

proposed to ourselves, and, under any

circumstances, should decline to ex

press any opinion, had we even ade

quate means of forming one, on the

class of topics which form the subject

of Knox's correspondence. Dr. O'Sul

livan's review, however, has an interest,

independent of its theological value,

be that what it may. He knew Knox

* DUBLIN UNIVERSITY MAGAZINE, Vol. XXXVIII. p. 373.
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well, and admired him greatly;—much

more than, to speak the plain truth,

we do. This paper should be read as

a whole. We must, however, make

room for a sentence:—

“His conversation was immeasurably

beyond his composition. Nothing sur

prised his friends more than the felicity

of his language, the happy arrangement of

his thoughts, the exquisite richness and force

of the imagery by which they were illustrat

ed and adorned, except the fact, that when

he came to put the same matter into a writ

ten form, the production had all the appear

ance of a tame translation of himself. If

the reader will picture to himself John

Kemble making his eacit in Roman or Gre

cian costume, and his next entrance in the

plain garb of a primitive Quaker, he will be

able to form some idea of the difference be

tween Mr. Knox when he spoke and when he

wrote. In the former case his noble imagi

nation had free play, and as it was always

strictly under the influence of an exquisitely

cultivated, moral sense, it never transgressed

its proper province, but acted simply as the

internancius between his noble intellect and

the less giſted minds of his friends, simplify

ing and facilitating the apprehension of his

profound and lofty philosophic communica

tions. In the latter case either the absence

of the same degree of excitement, or the pre

sence of a severer and more rigid judgment, or

probably both, prevented that fond and

glowing expatiation upon moral generalities,

in which he loved to indulge, and which

indeed constituted the chief charm of his

conversation. So that those who can only

know him as a writer know him not half.

They may, and no doubt they will expe

rience much pleasure, and derive much in

struction from the important truths that have

been stated with so much clearness, and the

fine comprehensive views which have been

sketched by such a master-hand. Many an

eye will be gladdened, and many a thirsty

lip will be moistened by the stream that

wells out of the rock, into which, whenever

he composed, his intellectual powers, by an

over-sensitive spirit of criticism, seemed, as

it were, crystallised. But it was only when

he threw open the splendid saloon of his

thoughts in his hours of conversational en

joyment, that the treasures of his genius

could be truly seen, where solidity and use

fulness were combined with richness and

beauty, and the whole illuminated by lights

so appropriate that vision itself seemed as

sisted and purified, while everything was

exhibited to the most advantage.”—Vol. iii.

pp. 278–9.

“An Excursion in Cavan” is a plea

sant paper. So is “A Fishing Excur

sion in Galway.” O'Sullivan, while

rambling in the country, was naturally

very much among his brother clergy

men—men whose devotedness is above

all praise. We are not quite satisfied

with the tone in which he speaks of

the Roman Catholic clergy. Sufficient

allowance is not made by him for the

culiarities of their position; and the

anguage in which they are spoken of

is, to our ears, often teo polemical.

Nothing is gained—nay, much is lost,

by the adoption of a dialect which ap

peals only to the feelings and passions:

and this is the more to be regretted

in O'Sullivan's case, as his power is

greatest when his manner is most calm.

When these articles were first pub

lished in the Magazine, the editor would

now and then urge the correction of

Sonne phrase that he deemed too strong;

sometimes, too, he would press the

omission of a passage. O'Sullivan was

chaplain to a military school, and

it is not surprising that his metaphor

breathed gunpowder when complain

ing of what every author regards as a

grievance, and every editor must occa

sionally assert as a necessary right.

“Think of him 1" he used to say, with

eat good humour, “think of him bit

ing the lead off of my cartridges t"

O'Sullivan is best when his affec

tionate sympathies are engaged. We

transcribe a sentence from his Cavan

excursion:—

“The Church in this part of the country

is ably supported. I do not mean politically

(although in that sense it has some strong

friends), but morally and intellectually, by

the excellent and able men who have de

voted themselves to its service. ..I recognised

some individuals of ample fortune and very

considerable collegiate celebrity, who have

resolutely turned from the most tempting

worldly prospects, and embraced the cause of

their persecuted Church with an ardour pro

portioned to its wants and its danger. I

believe you knew Carson—he is a nephew

of Wagget, the Recorder of Cork. He was,

when in college, the most distinguished man

in his class; and he is here, in season and

out of season, preaching the Gospel, and

voluntarily relinquishing every distinction

but that of a good and faithful servant of

his Divine Master. ‘Is it possible," some

one said to me, “that a Church so adminis

tered should be doomed to fall ” My answer

was, “When the Lord wishes to disseminate

his holy religion, he does not choose damaged

seed. Look across the Atlantic, and you

will almost hear a voice saying, “Come and

help us.""—Vol. iii. p. 270.

A review of Anster's early poems

follows. It is written with cordial and



1853.] 359Dr. S. O'Sullivan's Remains.

kindly feelings, and contains a good

many extracts from the work re

viewed. We wish more of Dr. O'Sul

livan's purely literary papers were

preserved.

There is one class of Dr. O'Sulli

van's papers from which no extracts

have been made 5–let us hope that it

may be intended to publish a separate

selection confined to such subjects. We

ourselves, utterly sick of the jarring

of Irish parties, feel relief in being

able to escape from the discussions in

which men, to whom the affairs of state

are confided, are compelled to engage,

and which must, therefore, often oc

cupy such of the writers in the public

journals as, from their peculiar studies,

or from accidental circumstances, are

enabled to communicate any of the

kind of information which the treat

ment of such subjects requires. We,

on this account, perhaps, have been

always disposed to set a high value on

the papers treating of general litera

ture which O'Sullivan contributed to

this Magazine. The successive vo

lumes of Lockhart's “Life of Scott’”

were reviewed in this journal by Dr.

S. O’Sullivan, and his, if we remember

rightly, were very judicious and very

entertaining summaries of a pleasant

book. Surely the merits which made

these papers then read with delight,

would still command attention to them

if now republished. “Southey's Life

and Letters” were also reviewed by

O'Sullivan, and these papers, even more

than those on Scott, may be referred

to at present with advantage, as O'Sul

livan was acquainted with Southey,

and as Southey's opinions of the rela

tive merits of his different works, ex

pressed to O'Sullivan either by letter

or conversation, are there preserved.

We remember, too, that Colonel Na

ier's “History of the Peninsular

ar" was one of the books which was

elaborately reviewed by O'Sullivan,

We look in vain for any mention of

it in the “Remains.” A very inte

resting account of the Scotch Free

Church dispute was given in the early

stage of !. unhappy controversy.

This ought to have been reprinted.

We incline to suggest another volume

of “Remains,” with something which

approaches to more of a biography of

. man. His life from childhood to

the period at which he entered college,

and then from the period at which he

left college to that of his death, might

be written so as to be instructive and

interesting. The book before us

dwells on the few years which he pass

ed in college—a part of the work which

might, we think, without any loss to

the general interest of the narrative,

in this case—as in almost every case

where death has not occurred at an

early age—be altogether omitted.

he name O'Sullivan is Celtic, and

in every part of the south of Ireland

are descendants of the ancient families

of the name. In the counties of Cork

and Kerry there are branches of this

extensive tribe, some of whom con

tinue to retain landed property, and

are known by names, or rather local

titles, in which all trace of the family

name is lost. The head of one branch

in the county of Cork, though, no

doubt, christened like other people,

claims the right of being addressed,

without using the Christian name, b

the designation of the district in whic

the family still reside, and where they

once possessed considerable property—

if, indeed, to be the acknowledged head

of a great tribe—to be, as the English

used to style it, “the chief of his

nation,”—in any sense now attached

to the word was, to possess property.

With nothing that he could or would

erchange— with nothing, therefore,

which could find a place in the

science of the political economist, how

much a nobler object in the estimate

of the youthful imagination, the pos

session of this inalienable title to the

affection and respect — nay, to the

very lives of every man in his district,

must have been to anything which

society has yet succeeded in substitut

ing for it ! ... We know well that in the

inevitable progress of mankind all this

must pass away. We think, to cherish

it when it is no longer a reality, is like

all self-deception, worse than a mis

take; but there is a period of life in

which it is impossible not to yield to

such illusions.

The O'Sullivansofthecounty ofCork

lost their property in the Elizabethan

wars. Had they retained it, they would,

probably, have borne some English ti

tle, and not have cherished the strange

distinctions which they now claim, of

fantastic designations which seem to

deny, faintly no doubt, and foolish

ly, the principle of our law, that the

crown is the fountain of honour. The

O'Sullivans of the county ofTipperary

are, we believe, a branch of the Bear
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and Bantry families; and their deeds

in the days of old, are they not writ

ten in the “Annals of the Four Mas

ters " ? We do not recommend the

study, but in judging of the late Doc

tor O'Sullivan, we should take into ac

count the kind of traditions likely to be

preserved in his family; the character

of romance likely to be engrafted on

those traditions, and all, that was cal

culated to sway a young and ardent

mind, at the age when he was, without

parent or guide, left, as he best could,

to make his way in the world. His cir

cumstances were, probably, not mate

rially different from those of his friend

Phelan. The claims of both tribes went

back to a period long antecedent to the

Anglo-Norman invasion. The Phelans

were the princes of Decies. The terri

tory called by this name comprised, we

believe, the whole county of Waterford

and great part of Tipperary. We do

not know how, with reference to notions

of English law, any particular indivi

dual of either tribe stood ; who, for

instance, was, or was not, the person

whom English jurists would style the

heir-at-law, supposing the ancestral

property unforfeited and devolving

according to our laws of descent;

nor do we know whether anything like

evidence on the subject has been pre

served. While the Irish clan system

existed, nothing could be more perfect

than the records of each tribe. It

was essential to the continuance of a

patriarchal government that the de

scents of the ruling tribe should be ac

curately known ; and on the patri

archal system, that of clanship, though

not identical, was altogether arranged.

Each tribe, whatever was its theoretic

relation to a monarch of the whole is

land, or a monarch of any province or

other district, was sovereign in its own

territory. The perpetual wars inci

dent to such a state of society, intro

duced the custom of electing, during

the life of the existing chief, one of

mature age, who was to supply his

lace in the event of his death, while

#. children were too young to lead

or to govern the tribe. It is probable

that each different tribe had its pe

culiar usages, and that it would be a

blunder to represent the same law of

tanistry as extending over the whole

of Ireland. There was ample scope

for ambition, such as it was, to every

member of many of those princely

houses, in the fact that, at the election

of the tanist, the tribe looked for the

best man of the name; and though al

tered circumstances of society put

an end to all this, the feeling long con

tinued to have its influence. Of this,

in the case of Dr. Phelan, Bisho

Jebb mentions a remarkable proof,

which he heard from Phelan's own

lips:—

“When I was a very little boy, I was in

vited to attend a funeral. The house in

which the people were assembled was within

a shºrt distance of Clonmel, on the banks of

the river Suir, and commanding an exten

sive prospect into the county of Waterford.

A friar, who happened to be present, drew

me apart from the company (I was then a

Roman Catholic); he led me to a bay-win

dow, took me by the hand, and said, ‘Look

there, look around you, my boy; those

mountains, these valleys, as far as you can

see, were once the territory of your ances

tors; but they were unjustly despoiled of

it.' I never can forget the impression. My

young blood boiled in my veins. For the

time, I was in spirit a rebel. And, I verily

believe, if it had not been the good plea

sure of Providence to lead me into other

circumstances, and furnish me with better

instructors, I might have terminated my

life on a scaffold.”— Phelan's Remains,

vol. i. p. 2.

Of Dr. O'Sullivan's early life, we

regret that but little is given us. It

was more necessary to give us some

account of how the mind was formed

in this case than in almost any other

we can think of, as though very

young when he entered college, he was

even then an accomplished writer and

speaker.

A few days after his death, one of

his friends drew up a short memoir,

which was published in one of the Dub

lin journals, and from which some ex

tracts have been before printed in this

Magazine.” The writer's acquaintance

with him, however, commenced with

his college life, and he, therefore, had

no means of solving the very curious

problem of O'Sullivan's having attain

ed so early a style almost perfect. The

editors of the “Remains” have pre

served that memoir in full. As our

feelings of the excellence of the man

are expressed in that paper, and as

* DUBLIN UNIVERSITY MAGAZINE, October, 1851.
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its adoption in this work is a recogni

tion of the accuracy of the facts on

which it rests,” we transcribe a few

Sentences:–

scure and involved, aided his hearers essen

tially in the perception of truth. His style

was so perfectly lucid, and the subjects of

which he treated were proposed by him, one

by one, with such distinctness to the mind,

that it would be scarcely possible for a so

phism to escape detection when such a mind

was engaged in the examination of any sub

ject. If you differed from O'Sullivan, it ne

ver arose from your dissent to any one pro

position he stated; it never was from any in

ference drawn by him illogically from the

premises before his mind—it most often was

from your own violation of the condition on

which he imagined himself arguing, and your

regarding as absolutely fixed by authority that

which he, yielding to no man in his respect

to authority, would seek to examine by such

lights as reason and experience suggested

to him. The truths of Christianity, when

he spoke of them—and of them he was fond

of speaking, when he found fit audience —

were dwelt on by him, rather with reference

to their correspondence with man's nature,

and their adaptation to the great purpose of

restoring and strengthening it, than to their

place in creeds, or articles of religion. In

his writings and conversation, as in the works

of Butler and of Erskine, the perfect adapta

tion of the great Scriptural doctrines to effect

this, their peculiar purpose, by their influence

on the mind, was dwelt on as of itself fur

nishing evidence of their truth. Every ad

vance in knowledge, of whatever kind, made

—every advance in improvement that society

gained, brought with it new proofs of the

truth of Christianity. In minds of less pow

er, Knox's views led to the extremes of Me

thodism or Puseyism, for the late fantastic

movement in England is referable to Knox

as its proper author; and the Newmans, and

other proselytes, who seem to lead, are then

selves only followers of a man whom they but

half understood. Except in a very well-ba

lanced mind, there is danger in speculations,

always uncertain, and apt to become vague

and fanciful.

“Thinking over Dr. O'Sullivan's works,

and remembering his conversation, both in

his more serious and his more playful hours,

we can bring to our mind no one opinion of

his which did not exhibit a sound judgment;

and, separating as we now seek to do, all

that was accidental and unimportant, or that

growing out of the particular occasion, can

not but be, however delightful at the time,

gradually forgotten and disregarded, we

really never knew any man in whom there

was combined so much practical wisdom,

such entire absence of unjust pretensions,

The testimony borne to

* Dr. O'Sullivan was the elder brother of

the Rev. Mortimer O'Sullivan, and was for

the last thirty years chaplain of the Royal

Military School in the Park. He was a

man of the very strongest and most gene

rous affections. His genius and talents were

of a very high order; and we know no wri

ter whose views, though brought before the

public in the most unostentatious forms,

were yet so influential in creating and guid

ing public opinion. . . . . . O'Sulli

van's was a mind essentially modest—even

humble. Self-appreciation there was none.

Of himself, we believe, he never thought. We

have witnessed bursts of indignation, but it

was always when some truth, which he had

cherished, seemed to him outraged or insult

ed. And in the remote world of contemplation

in which he lived, we can well imagine that

he was often offended by the contrasts which

he was forced to witness between all he

hoped and all he wished, and the scene which

actual life presented to him, and has pre

sented to every thinking man in every age.

But never was there a man more faithful to

life's actual duties than he was. Humble as

the duties may seem to others of the clergy

man, employed ashewas, in directing the in

struction of the children of the poor, it was a

labour which he loved ; and the sympathy

of this most affectionate man followed through

after life every one of the poor children who

formed a great part of his entire congrega

tion. . . . . . Of the Church of Eng

land Dr. O'Sullivan was a faithful and zeal

ous minister. But he was more than this:

he loved the Church. He felt and believed

it the truest, or rather the only true repre

sentative on earth of Apostolic Christianity.

Every feeling of his heart, every conviction of

his understanding, united him with the Hook

ers, and the Taylors, and the Usshers. Never

was there a man more sincere in his convic

tions—never was there a man more tolerant

of others— never was there a man, whose

own opinions were fixed, so little of a dog

matist. His religious and theological views

were in all things consistent with those

of that school of English divines who are

most often designated by the name of “High

Church;' but in whatever school learned,

there was, in O'Sullivan's writings, and yet

more in his conversation, exhibited a power

of analysis that, disentangling propositions

which are often presented in a form most ob

* “What O'Sullivan was in the Historical Society has been written by one who was

his contemporary there, and whose recorded approbation is fame.

his qualities and endowments by this gifted friend has too much truth and beauty, and to

those who know the writer, is of too high authority, not to be secured in a more permanent

form than that in which it has appeared."—O'Sullivan's Remains—Introductory Notice.
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with such unaffected manners, and such

overflowing kindness of heart. It is pair

ful to think that this conviction is pressed

upon us, when we can never more meet on

earth this most excellent man. . . . .

“We regret that at no time Dr. O'Sulli

van had the charge of a parish, as we can

scarcely imagine a man more fitted for its best

duties, from his warm sympathies with all

classes of men—from the absolute love with

which he regarded the young—from his sin

gular power of conveying information free

from the slightest trace of pedantry, and in

communicating which he almost seemed to be

himself also a learner — and from the affec

tion with which he was regarded by every

person with whom he came into any relation.

In a country distracted as this is with differ

rences of opinion and mutual distrust, we can

scarcely imagine a greater blessing to a dis

trict than the residence in it of a man of his

truthful nature, of his frank and earnest dis

position, of his generous appreciation and

nurture of all that promised good, and, to

speak of what is also of great moment, his

natural and unpresuming dignity of manner.

What the Church and what society has lost,

or rather what might have been easily gained

for both, no man can estimate. Our busi

ness, however, is with what was, not with

what might have been, and the duties and

services rendered by Dr. O'Sullivan were of

no light character.”—Vol. i., pp. vii.-xii.

I)r. O'Sullivan was for the last twen

ty years of his life chaplain of the

Military School, in the Phoenix Park,

near Dublin; and the children elu

cated there were the subject of his con

stant care. It was probably for them

that he drew up a little catechism,

which we find thus adverted to :—

“‘The last task with which Dr. O'Sulli

van was engaged was the publication of a

Church Catechism. It is drawn up with

exceeding simplicity, yet there is no one

doctrine taught by the Church that is not

brought forward in this little work, not alone

in the language of our Church formularies,

but also in the passages of Scripture from

which that language is formed; and always

with the accompanying recollection that it is

children who are to be taught, and that the

clearest and most direct language is that in

which it is fitting that explanations, which

are to remain on the memory, should be ex

pressed. This little catechism has been in

troduced into many schools, and we have

seen letters from several clergymen speak

ing of it in terms of high praise.'"—Vol. i.

pp. xii. xiii.

In the introductory notice we find

the following extract, from the letter

of a friend:–

“‘With what amount of innocent and

cheerful playfulness would our dear friend,

S. O'Sullivan, enact, on occasions, in private,

the part of “L’Allegro !' Who, without

‘holding both his sides,' could have heard

him relate some of his Irish stories? Nor

was the Celt the only subject his humour

drew upon. The classics also were at his

command. I remember, at a dinner party,

where a number of literati were assembled,

he gave the adventures of Ulysses in the

cave with such irresistible drollery, as to

keep the table in a roar for perhaps fifteen

minutes. One distinguished poet declared

to me afterwards that it was ‘the best thing

he ever heard in his life.’ His comic read

ings were also incomparable.

“‘But pathos was, perhaps, his forte. I

cannot remember any one who could read

pathetic pieces with the same beauty or

tenderness of expression. His intonations

were singularly affecting when he read,

with tears, a tragic poem of Wordsworth or

Southey, or when he rivalled Kemble in

some impassioned passage from Shakspeare.

And this power of natural and beautiful in

tonation was useful in matters of the gravest

character. Congregations, for example, were

made more sensible of the power of our

Liturgy when he prayed, and not merely

read, the Church service. Very much, too,

of the effect of his sermons was due to the

excellence of their delivery. This was more

strikingly the case when, from any unfore

seen accident or sudden call, he was required

(as was frequently the case) to extemporise a

sermon. If an expected preacher of a charity

sermon was suddenly taken ill, or if the light

failed when he was himself in the pulpit at

evening service, or if a lecture on a chapter

of Scripture were proposed at family prayer,

or if lecture or exhortation apt for the mo

ment, and at a moment's notice, were found

desirable for the boys at the Hibernian

School, O'Sullivan was found ever ready;

and the only perceiveable difference, perhaps,

between his elaborately-written, and his

almost totally extemporaneous discourse, was,

that the delivery of the latter was the more

eflective.'"—Vol. i. pp. xxx. xxxi.

His death took place on the 6th of

August, 1851. The immediate cause

of death was the rupture of a blood

vessel in the lungs, but his health had

been for some time before perceptibly

declining:—

“He was not unaware of the probable issue

of his malady. Once, and perhaps only

once, he said—"They wish to hide from me

their apprehensions, as if I could be without

a knowledge of my condition; but here, as

well as in the world to come, I have God

before me and around me.’ Indeed his long

protracted illness, which left him the power

of thought, while enfeebling or taking from
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him all other powers, naturally disposed him

to meditation.

the divine mercies vouchsafed to him in the

time of trial; and whenever, with deep

emotion, he spoke of love in his own house

hold, of the affectionate friends who, for

more than a year, had volunteered to dis

charge, in their turns, duties for which sick

ness had disabled him, and of the generous

and unremitting attentions of his two medi

cal friends, the late Dr. Robert Graves,

whose great genius and industry he had

discerned in early years, and Dr. Elkington,

of the Military School, of whose consummate

skill and judgment as a physician, and of

whose kindness as a friend, he had daily

proofs, it was impossible not to see that in

his fervent gratitude for so touching proofs

of attachment and good-will, He who made

this gracious provision for him was never

forgotten; and upon occasions when, under

the burden of bodily infirmity and in pain,

he sunk by slow and laborious efforts into a

posture of supplication, there was an air of

reality in his attitude and aspect, and silence,

so unambiguous and convincing, that ‘be

hold he prayeth’ would come spontaneously

into the remembrance of any who looked

upon him in such acts of devotion.

“Good men's lives unconsciously bequeath

legacies of soothing recollections to loving

and loved survivors, and few there have

been who, in the same circumstances, have

left such materials for hopeful meditation as

the writer from whose literary remains the

following selections have been taken. In all

his performances, as in those now offered to

the reader, the integrity of one zealous for

truth is ever manifest, one whose praise is

ready for the deserving, whatever may be

his sect or party, and whose anger is without

sin, because the vice, not the transgressor, is

the object it would destroy. In his active

life, narrowly limited as were his opportuni

ties, he left many a grateful remembrance

behind. He wished no evil to mortal breath

ing; he desired good to all; he did good,

‘hoping for nothing again,' to many who

could not, and to many who would not, re

compense him, and was never weary in well

doing. Nor was he, even on earth, without

a reward. If ever the story of his life be

written, it will be shown, that few men were

richer in friends than he.

“One evidence of the affectionate interest

he was gifted to inspire, may meetly be re

corded here. In reply to a question addressed

to him, long since, in conversation, by an

illustrious friend, Sir William Hamilton, he

expressed a hope that Dr. Martin would be

his literary executor. Care of an extensive

WOL. xlii.-NO, CCXLIX.

He was conscious, too, of

parish, arduous and varied intellectual la

bours, direction of the studies of hopeful

sons, all brilliantly successful in their acade

mic career, might plead excuse for declining

a new task; but the chosen friend felt as if

the wish of the departed had assigned to him

a sacred duty, and to his generous and un

tiring exertions these ‘monumental volumes’

owe their existence.

“They are submitted to the reader with

out a comment. The interval of separation

from the subject of this notice has not im

parted to the writer's mind the idea of a

divided existence; and if he dared to de

scribe the character of his brother's produc

tions, his language would shrink into the

same coldness and reserve with which he

spoke, in the days when their lives were one,

of the being on earth whom, with a deep and

strong affection which never knew abate

ment or interruption, he had longest loved

and honoured.”—Vol. i. pp. xlvi.-xlviii.

Some letters from persons who had

been educated at the school are given,

which prove the affection with which

he was regarded; and we cannot close

this paper more appropriately than by

transcribing the#. record:—

“Ertract from the Proceedings of a Special

General Meeting of the Gorernors of the

Royal Hibernian Military School, held at

the Royal Hospital, on Friday, the 5th of

September, 1851:—

“‘Major-General his Royal Highness the

Duke of Cambridge in the chair. Proposed

by Colonel Cochrain, and seconded by Colo

nel Turner—Resolved, that this Board cannot

come to the resolution of appointing a Chap

laim to the Royal Hibernian Military School

without recording their feelings of sincere

condolence with Mrs. O'Sullivan on the sad

bereavement which she and her family have

sustained in the death of the late Chaplain,

who presided for so many years over the

religious instruction of the children in the

institution, and whose worth has been so

highly appreciated by the governors.

“‘ (A true extract.)

“‘CHRISTopHER Foss, Sec.

“ - April, 1852.’”

We ought to have said in express

words what, however, is implied in

our account of this work, that we have

seldom read volumes of greater or more

varied interest. They deserve to be

popular.
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LATE IMPORTANT DISCOVERIES IN SYRIA AND THE HOLY LAND.

Gibbon records his conviction that the

world becomes wiser and better as it

grows older; and that each succeeding

age has added something to the hap

piness, the intellectual resources, the

acquired knowledge, and the moral

improvement of the human race. This

appears so palpable as to amount al

most to a self-evident truism, an axiom

which demonstrates itself: yet there

are sage writers of good repute who

think differentlv. II orace asks, “Dam

nosa quid non imminuit dies f"—What

does not injurious time diminish and

impair And a celebrated French

philosopher declares, “ C'est l'ordinaire

du monde dese corrompre en reillissant”

—The world systematically degenerates

in old age. We need not halt long be

tween the two opinions, but may rest

satisfied that the first is not only the

most agreeable, but by far the soundest.

The historian of the Roman empire, in

another place, at the commencement of

his memoirs of himself, acknowledges

the beneficence which fixed hisexistence

when and where it did, attended by so

many advantages. “My lot,” says

he, “might have been that of a slave,

a savage, or a peasant; nor can I re

flect without pleasure on the bounty of

nature (he should have said Provi

dence), which cast my birth in a free

and civilised country, in an age of

science and philosophy, in a family of

honourable rank, and decently endowed

with the gifts of fortune.” This was

written more than sixty years ago, at

an epoch which, however advanced,

must be pronounced “slow,” when

contrasted with the electric rapidity of

the present day. The living genera

tion may express their gratitude for

greater blessings with more fervid in

tensity. The discoveries of the last

half century are a tissue of marvels,

which make men wonder at themselves,

and swell from pigmies into giants

when compared with their progenitors.

The great improvements in every

department of practical science ; the

general spread of education; the un

ceasing labours of zealous missionaries

in the cause of gospel Christianity; the

historical mysteries of early times, which

are now almost hourly unveiled by in

defatigable research, and proved to be

existing facts, instead of fanciful sur

mises; the velocity and ease of inter

course which unites the extremities of

the earth, while it laughs at distance

and physical obstacles—all these ap

parent phenomena seem to be but pre

cursors of still greater miracles, when

we remember that all created matter

revolves in a circle of perpetual change,

and that each progressive variation is

a movement in advance. If much is

given to us, there are coming genera

tions to occupy our places when we are

gone to whom much more will be ac

corded, even unto the fulness of time.

Yet many devout theologians, who

adopt their own interpretation of the

millennial theory, argue and believe

that the advent of that momentous pe.

riod is close at hand; that the end of

all things temporal may be calculated

to a day and an hour; and that the

present material world, with all the

different races of the human family,

is rapidly approaching its final extinc

tion. It seems difficult, if not incon

sistent, to attempt to reconcile this per

suasion with the stupendous discoveries

which thus will be closely circumscribed

in their influence and agencies, and

will appear to be only given to man

when he is no longer permitted the

opportunity of employing them. A

free indulgence in these hypothetical

doctrines “puzzles the will,” bewilders

the mind, and engages, while it con

founds, the reasoning faculties in a

maze of unsatisfactory and irreconcil

able speculation. The ground is hol

low and unsafe, and the sooner we es

cape from it the better.

The dis-interment of Herculaneum

and Pompeii— the successful excava

tions of Layard and Botta, at Nineveh

and its environs"—the romantic ruins

of Yucatan in central America, so

i. described by Stephens, and

ustrated by Catherwood, so full of

interest, and so shrouded in mystery—

each and all of these are encouraging

and stimulating evidences, to show

that while well-directed energy has

brought much to light, an ungathered

* The palace of Tiglath-Pileser, by the last accounts, is now in progress of exhumation.
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harvest still remains behind to reward

the laboursof future investigators.Very

lately, the writer of this article, in con

versation with an active and intelligent

companion of Layard, was assured,

that in the district lying between the

Tigris and the Euphrates, and farther

east, towards Persia, at least one hun

dred ancient cities are calculated to be

buried under mounds, removable with

time and perseverance. There appear

to be few local obstacles which cannot

be surmounted by money, directed

with skill and judgment. Babylon is

in itself an unexplored mine; but there

the impediments of climate still frown

like angry sentinels, and the same

marsh ſevers spread their devastating

influence, which thinned the hosts of

Alexander, and terminated his victo

rious career. Our knowledge of these

localities is different from what it was

when Morier visited them, and wrote

as follows:– “Excepting the ruins of

some large and lofty turrets, like that

of Babel or Belus, the cities of Baby

lon and Nineveh are so completely

crumbled into dust, as to be wholly

undistinguishable, but by a few in

equalities of the surface on which

they once stood. The humble tent of

the Arab now occupies the spot for

merly adorned with the palaces of

kings; and his flocks procure but a

scanty pittance of food amidst the

fallen fragments of ancient magnifi
Cence.”

The traveller of 1810–16, little fore

saw that within five-and-thirty years

these fragments would be collected to

gether, to an extent, and in a state of

Perfection which, if not witnessed by

daily thousands, would be rejected as

fabulous, and now present, in the halls

of the Louvre and the British Mu

seum, a living history of an extinct

and mighty nation.

The great plain lying to the east

of Damascus, and stretching

tºwards, Palmyra, or Tadmor in the

desert, is a region as little known to

Juropean travellers, and as seldom

traversed, as the inmost recesses of

Australia, but abounding with monu

ments of early antiquity, the impor

tance and extent of which imagination

cannot fathom, and no conjectural es

timate can possibly determine. It is

daring and adventurous to explore the

primeval forests of America, the inter

minable prairies of the Far West, the

scorching deserts of Africa, the wilds

of Borneo, or the jungles of Madagas

car and New Zealand. In all theso

regions, nature revels in unbounded

majesty, and the impress of human
civilisation is unfelt and unacknow

ledged. But the older countries of

the world, and, above all, the Biblical

lands, are invested with historical as

sociations, and clothed in a garment of

classical antiquity, which simple gran

deur of scenery fails to rival. A bridge,

an aqueduct, a mouldering temple, or

a crumbling wall—vestigesW. COn

nect the works of man with those of

his Creator; which tell of earthly re

volutions, the destruction of cities, and

the overthrow of kingdoms, whether

produced by Divine wrath or human

agency; these memorials are eloquent

in silence, and preach dumb homilies,

more impressive in moral and religious

application than the unbroken solitudes

of the New World, which have never

echoed with the sounds of human la

bour, and contain no relics of human

ingenuity. The forests of Lebanon,

the quarries of Baalbek, the mines of

Ophir," have remote associations pe—

culiar to themselves, which we cannot

attach or extend to the back-woods of

Ohio or Kentucky, the embowelled

riches of Potosi, or the treasure-bear

ing rocks of California. The name of

Jordan possesses a charm which Sacra

mento and all its golden streams can

never supersede or wash away. There

is something grand in surmounting the

Cordilleras, and in sitting, wrapt up

in contemplation, “on a peak in Da

rien;” but it is yet more interesting

to stand on Calvary, to ruminate over

Jerusalem from the Mount of Olives,

and to ride round her ancient walls,

while we carry back our thoughts to

the events they have witnessed, and

the changes they have undergone.

Two very extraordinary volumes are

now before us, lately published in Pa

ris, and simultaneously in an English

translation in London.f They treat

talents.”—1 Kings, ix. 28.

“And they came to Ophir, and fetched from thence gold, four hundred and twenty

“And the navy also of Hiram, that brought gold from Ophir, brought in from Ophir great

*nty of almug trees and precious stones."—1 KINGs, x. 11.

f "Narrative of a Journey round the Dead Sea, and in the Bible Lands, in 1850 and 1851."
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of lands less accessible than remote;

but abound with startling incident and

adventure, and establish facts which

would be rejected as fables, were they

not attested by evidence which proves

itself. They comprise the narrative

of a journey, lately undertaken, by

Monsieur F. de Saulcy, a scholar and

a man of science, as also a distin

guished member of the French Insti

tute. The results of his exploring

tour, in districts of the Holy Land

seldom trodden by European feet, will

achieve for him an enduring reputa

tion, and inscribe his name in the re

cords of posterity with those of Bruce,

Burckhardt, Belzoni, Mungo Park,

Vaillant, Denham, Clapperton, the

Landers, and other early pioneers, who

have laid open paths, and suggested

subjects of enterprise to succeeding

travellers. At every step, the disco

veries here enumerated attest the truth

of the Mosaic history, and may be re

ferred to as a valuable commentary on

the sacred writings. The author is

strongly impressed with religious con

viction, and invariably appeals to the

Bible as his first and best authority.

He is, we presume, a Roman Catholic;

but his opinions are untinged by bi

otry or sectarian prejudice, and he

introduces no long dissertations on ab

struse points of doctrine, which inter

rupt without enlightening the reader,

and weary oftener than they convince.

M. de Saulcy appears to be well ac

quainted with the Hebrew, Arabic,

and Greek languages. Whenever he

has occasion to apply or compare a par
ticular passage of the Bible, he labours

zealously to give the intended mean

ing, to reconcile apparent discrepan

cies, and to purify the true text from

the errors of wilful or ignorant mis

translation. He is an acute theolo

gian as well as a clear mathematical

reasoner, who handles his subject with

equal reverence and skill. We have

heard it said, but cannot vouch for the

truth of the statement, that in the ear

lier and less reflecting period of life,

he was an unbeliever, and convinced

himself of his error by a close study

of the evidences he was inclined to

reject. It is equally remarkable and

satisfactory, that every new addition

to our previous knowledge of the coun

try inhabited by Abraham and the

patriarchs—the land bestowed upon

the chosen people—confirms, even to

the most minute details, the accounts

of the holy annalists who, under Di

vine inspiration, have bequeathed to

us the history of man and his transac

tions.

Mons. de Saulcy was induced to

travel by the pressure of a domestic

calamity, which made him anxious to

seek the relief of variety by change of

scene, and to divert his thoughts in

active employment. He also desired

to render his intended journey produc

tive of some advantage to the learned

body of which he was an associate.

Accordingly he turned his attention

towards the East, where Botta had

been so long actively and profitably en:

gaged, avoiding the hackneyed ground

of every-day tourists. At first he in

tended to traverse the whole of Asia

Minor and Armenia, but Syria and

Palestine arrested him by their rich

stores of archaeological treasure, and

he found therein comprised within a

small circuit, full materials to exhaust

the time and resources he had at com

mand. He was accompanied by his

son, a youth just emancipated from

the university, a very dear friend

and brother savant, the Abbé de St.

Michon,” and several other chosen
companions selected for their intelli

gence and activity. Each travelled

at his own expense, but all placed

themselves under the command of one,

with the discipline of obedient soldiers,

They were well supplied with letters of

credit, those powerful sinews of war,

which smooth more difficulties than

cannon balls or Minié rifles. A jour:

ney such as De Sauley contemplated

could only be successfully accomplished

by men with a good balance at their

banker's, able to endure fatigue and

privation, cool and self-possessed in

unforeseen difficulty, and of a steady

temper under incidental danger, 0.

provocation. The sequel showed that

they had ample occasion to exerciº

these qualities, which, under a proteº

ing Providence, carried them lightly

By F de Saulcy, Member of the French Institute. In two vols. 8vo. London: Bentley.

1853.

* The learned Abbé has in the press his own account of the expedition, entitle, “A

Narrative of a Religious Journey in the East,” which may be looked forward to with the

promise of much additional information.
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over many opposing obstacles. A

numerous company has seldom passed

through the perils of travel and climate

with such a§: amount of casualty,

and so little disappointment. Much

of this success must, in fairness, be

attributed to the clear judgment and

tact of the leader of the caravan. The

Patriarchal hospitality of the wander

ing tribes of Arabia has long been eu

logised; but it exists rather in tradi

tion than reality, and is dangerous to

conſide in, unless propitiated by a well

stocked purse, and a goodly display of

arms and ammunition in case of a mis

understanding. The symbolic inter

change of bread and salt must be pur

chased by a stipulated treaty. These

nomadic brethren of the desert are

generally at feud with each other, but

suspend local animosities, and post

Pone the adjustment of private quar

rels, when their tents are visited by

strangers ready and able to pay for

protection. Burckhardt travelled alone

and in disguise; Irby and Mangles

fºllowed his track without molestation.

Captain Lynch and his adventurous

companions circumnavigated the Dead

Sea in their avowed character of

American officers, employed by their

government on an exploring expedi

tion. De Saulcy and his party travel

led openly as Europeans and French

inen, chargés d'une mission scienti

Jique en Orient, attended by a trust

worthy body-guard of cavalry and

infantry, and a large accompanying

Caravan of many beasts of burthen,

laden with presents and the produce

of their scientific researches. They

paid their way liberally, and were

ºqually prepared to force it resolutely,

iſ driven upon that alternative. More

than once they were as near coming to

hows with predatory Bedouins, as

Russia and Turkey appear to be at

Present with each other, and it required

almost equal diplomacy to ward off im

Pending hostilities. Mons. de Saulcy

may also congratulate himself that he

had associates in toil and danger who

returned with him, and are ready to

*test, as eye-witnesses, the integrity
of his descriptions and res gesta, which

*te sure to be disputed or denied by

*greeable critics, who sit at home in

* arm chair, and contradict every

*g, He is not in the predicament

ºf Velasquez, the Spaniard, who tells
of the wonders of Iximaya, but can

* up no living testimony to cor

roborate his bold assertions. The

chances are, that his story is one fic

tion founded on another, and will be

so treated until stronger evidence is

produced.

Mons. de Saulcy had long looked

towards the shores of the Dead Sea,

and the land of the Moabites, as a

mysterious terra incognita, of which

so many strange legends had been

promulgated, that he became ardently

desirous to examine them on the spot,

and separate, if possible, the real from

the imaginary, by personal investiga

tion. In this difficult journey very

few had preceded him. From a close

perusal of Scriptural texts and classical

authorities, in the original tongues, he

had adopted certain theories of his

own, in opposition to others sanction

ed by long currency and general ac

ceptation ; particularly as regards the

condemned cities of the Pentapolis,

including the guilty Sodom and Go

morrah. Why, in the face of direct

assertion to the contrary, it should

ever have been supposed that these

cities were submerged under the sea,

which there and then was elevated for

the purpose, it seems difficult to under

stand ; but the fallacy once started,

established itself by degrees, and has

been perpetuated by hereditary descent.

There have not been wanting writers

who have declared, that at low water,

and on a clear day, they are sometimes

visible; as Ovid relates of the Grecian

cities of Helicé and Buris, in the Bay

of Corinth; and the peasants of Antrim

still believe of the imaginary castles

and palaces reflected in Lough Neagh.

The visible ruins of the Cities of the

Plains our author believed to be still

in existence; he expected to find,

searched for, and found them ; not

under the troubled and infected waters

of the salt inland lake, so erroneously

set down as being at once their shroud

and sepulchre, but on the shores and

in the valleys where they originally

stood, and where he and his com

panions looked upon and rode amongst

their widely extended remains, lying

as they were overthrown, blasted by

the fire of heaven, and scattered in

awful desolation. Man has removed

them not, and time has spared them

for man's instruction. There is a pur

pose in everything, and a very profound

one is manifested when long-hidden

facts like these are clearly developed to

the eye and the understanding.
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When this unexpected narrative is

first laid before the reader, he will

start, shake his head incredulously,

and fancy the imagination of the au

thor is imposing upon him a delusion

more shadowy than the Fata Morgana

of the Sicilian Straits, * or the mirage

of the African desert. “I am be

guiled,” he will say, “by a mere

traveller's story, more fanciful than

an Eastern apologue, or a fairy tale;

these things are impossible, even in

this age of proved impossibilities 1"

Before he closes the volumes he will

see that nothing is advanced except

on convincing evidence, no inference

drawn without sound reasoning, and

that De Saulcy has described faith

fully what he actually saw, and other

eyes besides his own looked on at the

same time. On his return to France

with many curious relics, including the

cover of King David's sarcophagus, he

was, as he expected, vehemently as

sailed by brother savants, who had

never seen the countries he had so

lately visited, and defended himself

and his theories in a pamphlet, while

his larger and more elaborate work

was preparing for publication.

Our author left Paris on the 28th

September, 1850. The entire party

assembled at Trieste, by previous ar

rangement, and proceeded at once in

a steamer to Athens, where they land

ed. A month was given to the ex

amination of the Morea, where they

prepared themselves, by initiatory

practice, for the greater fatigues they

expected to encounter in Syria. He

passes over this first stage of their tour

with only a slight notice of the unheal

thiness of the climate (at least during

that particular year), and the inciden

tal fevers which bestowed unwelcome

reminiscences on several of his com

º The classic land of Greece

as been minutely dissected in every

limb and artery, examined and de

scribed in every corner, and contains

neither city, village, nor monastery,

mountain, valley, nor river, which has

not been commemorated in song and

narrative, until the ear is wearied of

the oft-repeated names. From the

Morea, Mons. de Sauley went on to

Constantinople, in the hope of obtain

ing from the Turkish authorities, fir

mans to enable him to carry off from

the Nahr-el-Kelb, in the neighbour

hood of Beyrout, one or more of the

reputed Assyrian bas reliefs, which had

been elaborately described, and their

E. positively affirmed by credu

ous or incompetent travellers. He

was disappointed in this expectation,
and when he afterwards visited the

spot, satisfied himself that he had lost

nothing, and that no such monuments

had ever existed in that locality. He

landed at Beyrout on the 7th Decem

ber, 1850, and being anxious to wit–

ness the festival of the Nativity at

Bethlehem, on Christmas-day, hasten

ed on towards Jerusalem, after a few

days' pause, occasioned by bad weather

and the necessary preparations. They

commenced with a good specimen of

the minor vexations and impediments

which are inseparable from travels in a

country where as yet there are neither

railroads nor mail-coaches, and no

change has taken place in the habits

and customs of the people for three

thousand years. The first start is de

scribed as follows:–

“The man who has not begun a journey,

having to depend on Syrian muleteers (mou

kris), can have no idea how angry he can

be with his fellow-men, without breaking

every bone in their bodies. At seven in the

morning we are quite ready; the sky is

beautifully clear. Well, let us be off! Wait

a little; the mules are not yet loaded; the

horses are not harnessed. Patience: Ano

ther hour goes by ; again the same story.

At nine we feel hungry, and to divert our ill

humour, we determine to breakfast in Bey

rout, expecting to get on horseback imme

diately afterwards, and to make up for the

time lost by marching on without a halt

We have just emptied the stirrup-cup.

Everything must be ready now, so let us

go down. Oh, the wretches there they

are, chattering, or rather bawling, as if they

thought each other deaf; but not a beast is

loaded. Every one seems to think his neigh

bour is to do his business for him. As we

should never start at this rate, we begin to

get angry. They take this opportunity to

ask us for a backshish (present). We give

them plenty of abuse and some thrashing.

Little by little, however, through keeping

our eyes upon them, we get the muletters to

load our beasts. Every bundle is packed.

We are fortunate, indeed Well, we are off

this time! Stay a minute. Master Con

stantine (the cook) has bought so many

good things for our table, that he must have

two more mules, which he wants us to pay

* A reflection of many objects under fantastic forms, sometimes witnessed in the Straits

of Messina.-See “Swinburne's Travels.”
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for. This time it is rather too much of a

good thing for a joke, so we leave our scoun

drel to get out of the difficulty as he best

can, and set out at last, at half-past eleven.

It has taken something like five hours to

load and harness twenty horses and mules:

a very promising beginning. If we are to

have the same comedy every day, we may

chance to reach Jerusalem in a month.”

A few days later, on approaching

Naplouse, a little episode occurred, on

an occasion when they were benighted

on the road, which served as an intro

ductory prelude to what they might

expect in the pilgrimage before them,

and a hint that travelling in the dark

was not a desirable practice. They

had been delayed by the escape of two

refractory chargers, who had been

badly tethered when they halted to

breakfast, and led them a chase of

several hours before they submitted to

be recaptured:—

“Towards seven o'clock we are moving

on through the darkest night, but far

from dreaming of any mishap, when Mo

hammed (a faithful Turkish non-commis

signed officer, who attended them all through,

as a kind of henchman), thinking he is

speaking to my son, whom he supposes close

behind him, but from whom he is separated

by Philippe, points out a narrow field, on the

left-hand side of a rocky defile, which we

are treading, and says, in a whisper,

‘Fih, nas' fih, harami! nemchi aleihim—

(See, men—thieves' let us rush down upon

them). Philippe, who does not understand

the invitation, makes no answer, of course.

Mohammed insists: ‘Nemchi!" (Let us go).

Still no answer. Here the gallant fellow,

in a fury, rushes forward, with his gun at

his shoulder, and we hear the following

words: “Aich ente?" (Who goes there?)

A silence. “Aich ente, ea kelb 2' (Who

goes there, you dogs?) The same silence

again, immediately broken, this time, by

the explosion of Mohammed's gun, accom

panied by the usual form of malediction,

“Allah ula anek, ona abouk, ona abou

abouk!’ (May Allah damn thee, thee and

thy father, and the father of thy father')

On the shot being fired, a dark form rose

up, and tried to run off, but fell again

heavily upon the earth, without uttering a

groan. Other dark forms fled rapidly

towards the mountain. Mohammed rides

up to the man he has just slain–compels

his horse to touch him with his foot, and

then comes back quietly towards us. “Aich

kan º' say I to him (What is the matter?)

* Houa mirt' (He is dead). “Allah akbar!"

(God is great () “Nestaajeh’ (Let us make

haste); and he fills his tehibouk, and

lights it as quietly as if he was sitting on

the divan of a coffee-house. It was nine

o'clock when we entered Naplouse, somewhat

concerned, I confess, for the possible conse

quences of the ill-timed adventure we had

encountered on the way. All agree as to

the necessity of being silent on the subject.

In this country, scoring out a debt of blood

shed is no subject for a jest, and we had

every reason to be uneasy at the account we

had run up this evening. The Abbé, who

sees none but honest people everywhere, is

very angry at what has happened. In his

opinion, the man who has been shot was

quietly enjoying a walk after dinner, in

tending no harm, and our consciences are

burthened with a foul murder. This excel

lent friend obstinately retained his convic

tion with respect to Arab morals, until one

day, when, looking out for plants, quite

alone, as usual, and at some distance from

the caravan, he found, near Saydah, in the

safest country in the world, according to his

estimate, a hollow, containing objects very

different from the rare plants he was

searching for—two dead bodies of men just

slaughtered, and for the miserable sum of

one hundred piastres. No one ever took

the trouble of inquiring by whom the deed

had been done; and the perfect indifference

of the people who passed by, when called

upon by the Abbé to come and look on this

horrid spectacle, made him reflect, no doubt,

that the police constitutes an excellent in

stitution in general, and might not be super

fluous in Syria in particular.”

On returning by the same road,

some months later, the travellers re

lieved their consciences by ascertain

ing that the defunct Arab, so uncere

moniously disposed of by Mohammed,

was one of about a dozen rogues, who,

allured by the sight of their baggage

animals, i. lain in ambuscade to rob

and murder them as they passed by.

On the shot being fired, which killed

the nearest robber on the spot, they

concluded that, by mistake, they had

fallen in with a detachment of Turkish

cavalry, known to be on the march;

and, not deeming it prudent to conti

nue their night-walk, had fled incon

tinently to the hills, without looking

behind them, or waiting to carry off

the dead body of their comrade.

The hſians, or houses of public ac

eommodation in the East, which do

duty for hotels, are miserable resting

places, destitute of everything, except

vermin in interminable variety, and

with a pungency of attack no European

skin can resist. To escape from this

perpetual siege, a tent in the open air,

or a bivouac under the blue canopy of

the sky in fine weather, is much to be

preferred. Privacy or quiet is not to



370 [Sept.Late Important Discoveries

be looked for in dens more crowded

with heterogeneous inmatesthan Noah's

ark; and repose is scarcely possible

where it is as difficult to obtain six

feet square for exclusive accommoda

tion, as in the iron cages constructed

by Louis XI. for the victims of his

tyranny. But these small matters are

nothing, where there is good health

and a buoyant temperament. On the

23rd December our travellers caught a

glimpse of the Holy City, which they

saluted with becoming reverence, and

paused to look on from the very emi

nence where Alexander the Great

halted his victorious army, and received

the deputation of the trembling Jews,

headed by their high-priest Jaddua, as

minutely described in the pages of Jo

sephus. They made a long circuit of

the walls, and entered by the Gate of

Hebron, as it appears all new-comers

are compelled to do, owing to some

quarantine formalities. The outward

aspect of Jerusalem has little that is

attractive on first acquaintance. M.

De Sauley says:–

“The works built by the Turks are of a

very imposing but melancholy aspect. The

streets are narrow, filthy, and loathsome, as

they are in all Oriental towns; the vaulted

roofs, which usually cover them over, pro

duce, in these narrow passages, a dampness

and a stench exceedingly disagreeable; and,

lastly, the pavement is dreadfully out of

order, so that people run the risk, at every

step, of breaking their horses legs or their

own necks. So much for the physical im

pression. As to the moral effect, that is

quite a different affair: we are in Jeru

salem. Everything is comprised in that

word.”

The many interesting relics of anti

quity abounding in Jerusalem were

carefully investigated by M. de Sauley,

in three separate visits, the substance

of which he has embodied under one

head, in the second volume. He has

added much to our previous informa

tion on the subject, which is even now

far from being exhausted, notwith

standing the learned labours of Doctors

Clarke and Robinson, Messrs. Smith,

Maundrell, Williams, Wilde, and

Schultz. The latest traveller has cor

rected many errors and omissions of

his predecessors, and has also estab

lished the identity of several important

monuments, which have either not been

described before, or mistaken for some

thing different from what they actually

are. Conscientious explorers are occa

sionally lazy, worn out with fatigue,

enfeebled by sickness, or pressed for

time. Under either of these circum

stances, they take reports at second

hand of what they are unable to visit

or examine personally, trusting to au

thority which is not always to be

depended on. And this appears to

us the most reasonable mode of ac

counting for strange incongruities in

the descriptions of the same localities

from different sources. Sometimes

(but not often) details thus acquired

prove to be correct, as in the case of

Sebbeh, the ancient fortress of Masa

da, which Robinson and Smith only

saw from the heights of Ayn-Djedy,

but which, nevertheless, they have

truthfully described, trusting to the

intelligence of the Arabs whom they

had an opportunity of consulting. The

proceeding is not to be recommended

for general practice, as the chances

are heavily on the side of failure.

Having witnessed the festival of Christ

mas at Bethlehem, De Saulcy pre

pared to enter on the most arduous

ortion of his projected tour—the

journey round the shores of the Dead

Sea. M. Botta, the French consul,

whom he consulted, pronounced the

undertaking diſlicult, but far from im

possible. The man who had assisted

to dis-inter Nineveh was not likely to

discourage an adventurous enterprise.

The younger De Saulcy being reduced

by fever, and altogether unequal to the

necessary exertion, his father judged

it prudent to sanction his return to

France; and as the kind Abbé Michon

accompanied him to Beyrout, their

little band was diminished in conse

quence, and the cause was not calcu

lated to rouse their spirits. A trusty

sheikh of the tribe of the Thaamerahs,

strongly recommended by M. Botta,

engaged to furnish the necessary es

cort; and, on the 5th January, they

issued from the gates of the city. The

distance they were about to travel

was nothing in itself; but it was in an

unknown land, scarcely accessible, and

full of peculiar perils:–

“‘Shall we ever see Jerusalem again?’

says De Sauley. “Allah aalem!" (Allah

only knows) exclaim the Arabs; and so we

think too, if we don't utter our thoughts. In

fact, we are not the only people who feel

anxious about this journey. Every one,

excepting our brave consul and the Bedouins,

considers our undertaking as rash in the ex

treme; our servants and moukris, who un
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derstand that they are in for a share of the

dangers we are likely to run, are somewhat

downcast, and some of them are crying.

Is it through fright, or from regret at leav

ing so agreeable a sojourn as Jerusalem 2 I

cannot say ; but, at any rate, our starting

is anything but joyful. We are off! Now

the die is cast, and we must be prepared for

every chance that happens. The shiekh

Hamdan, mounted on a noble grey mare,

rides foremost, flanked by two gallant cava

liers, Meidany and El-Khatib. The last is

thus named from his functions, which con

sist in repeating the Khotbah, or Friday

prayer, before his brethren of the tribe.

Then follow our five foot-guards, strong,

well-made, and active—leaping, like goats,

frºm one side of the road to the other. They

are all armed with long guns or match

locks, swords, and yataghans. Hamdan is

the only one who carries pistols, and a pow

der-flask slung across his green robe, over

which he wears a cloak of brown and white

stripes. A yellow and red kafieh forms a

turban, which sets off admirably his fine

countenance. Meidany has rather a sinister

lºok, though he is really a very good sort

of fellow, and so is the Khatib, who has

much more the appearance of a brigand

than of an Iman. Among them there is

one clothed only in a long black robe, with

a small sheepskin cloak over his shoulders,

much worn out, and with the hair outside.

This is Ahouad, the shiekh's nephew, the

most devoted, obliging, and indefatigable of

our escort. We soon become sworn friends,

and he scarcely ever leaves my horse's side.”

Travelling in Arabia, en grand

seigneur, with a body-guard, is a mat

ter of heavy expenditure, which re

quires a well-replenished exchequer.

The salary, and the never-failing back

shish must be forthcoming when de

manded. Passing again through Beth

lehem, the party on the following day,

not far from the monastery of Mar-Saba,

reached the summit of a hill, from which

they obtained a view of the shores of

the Dead Sea, and paused for several

minutes to indulge their surprise and

admiration. The spectacle was grand

and imposing as that which met the

eyes of Vasco Nunez de Balboa, when

he climbed the mountain ridge of Pa

nama, and saw the boundless Pacific

rolling majestically in the distance.

Colonel Conynghame, in his volume

entitled “A Glimpse at the Great

Western Republic,” enumerates as the

four greatest phenomena of nature he

as ever witnessed, an eruption of

Mount Etna, the Glaciers of Switzer

land, a thunderstorm in the Indian

Ocean, and the Falls of Niagara—the

last being, in his opinion, by many de

grees the most sublime and awfully

grand of the number. To these might

be added an earthquake, such an

earthquake as that of Lisbon, Mes

sina, or Guadaloupe, which equals

any or all in appalling sublimity.

Captain Basil Hall includes the city of

Canton, although the latter is rather

an artificial than a natural curiosity.

The Dead Sea yields to none of these

in exciting interest, and surpasses them

in the tremendous associations with

which it is connected. Battle fields

which have influenced the destinies of

nations, sites of early piety, or re

markable events; Marathon and Iona,

Tadmor in the Wilderness, Thebes of

the Hundred Gates, the round towers

of Ireland, Stonehenge, and Carnac,

the venerable relics of the seven

churches of Asia—to look on these ex

cites the deepest emotion, and kindles

up the most phlegmatic temperament.

But we can conceive nothing more ap

pallingly impressive, more calculated

to make the beholder restrain breath

and utterance, and gaze long in silent

contemplation, than the first aspect of

that dismal, deserted lake, the scene

of the most awful catastrophe which

has fallen on guilty man since the

universal deluge. There repose those

gloomy waters, connected with which

the historical facts and fabulous in

ventions are equally extraordinary.

No sounds of the busy stirring world

without can penetrate the frowning

barrier of volcanic ramparts, hurled

upon each other in wild confusion, by

which they are encircled. Heavy and

motionless they lie, under the scorch

ing sun, like a sheet of molten lead,

unfurrowed by a keel, unenlivened by

the white sail of the fisherman's skiff,

and affording no channel to facilitate

human intercourse. A never-failing

but profitless supply of water in the

arid desert, which slakes no thirst, and

fertilises no adjacent strand by period

ical overflows. Teeming with sul

phuric salt and bituminous slime, in

vested with vague, undefined attributes

of woe and terror, and fraught with

the most repulsive reminiscences.

The monks of Mar-Saba, to the su

perior of whom they were specially re

commended by the Greek patriarch of

Jerusalem, received the travellers with

warm hospitality, and hastened to dis

Play the marvels of their monastery.

These consist chiefly in a small chapel,
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crowded, according to the Greek

fashion, with miserable pictures, in the

worst possible taste; and in many caves

perforated in the rocks overhanging

the banks of the Kedron, and supposed

to be coeval with the early Essenian

anchorites, a sect of Jewish enthusiasts,

by whom they were constructed for

their only habitation. According to

Josephus, these ascetic visionaries ab

jured the world and its ways, admitted

neither wives nor servants, shared

everything in common, and were

equally destitute of money, natural

affections, amusement, or occupation.

They amounted to about four thousand

in number, existing for centuries with.

out propagation, by the enrolment of

candidates who sought repose from care,

in utter solitude. The present inhabi

tants of this convent-prison, vegetate

in a state of monotonous existence, be

tween life and death, with a little more

ofutility than theirancient predecessors,

inasmuch as they administer to the

convenience of the few adventurers

led by curiosity to their secluded walls.

For the rest, they dream over time in

religious observances, in cultivating a

small garden, planted with orange

trees, and in feeding a colony of black

birds with yellow wings, who sing

merrily, in spite of the surrounding

gloom, and seem to have been pro

vided by Providence for the especial

recreation of the simple fathers:—

“Yen, thus they live, if such can life be called,

Where moving shadows mock the parts of men :

Day follows day, and prayer succeeds to prayer,

Bell echoes bell, till the last welcome summons,

Which tolls an end to listless vacancy.”

Here the worthy sheikh, Hamdan,

suggested the necessity of adding to

the escort, as the dangers and difficul

ties were now about to commence in

earnest. “Thou hast,” says he, ad

dressing the leader of the party, “man

loaded mules, the sight of which is

sure to excite the cupidity of the Be

douins we are likely to ài in with.

Of course they must kill us all before

they touch a single hair of your heads;

but our number is too small to keep a

sufficient watch, night and day, and

to defend thee, if need be, from such

attacks as are likely to be directed

against thy caravan. If thou dost not

double the number on foot as well as

on horseback, who march with me,

assuredly we shall all perish. Now that

I have warned thee, choose what thou

wilt do.” There was no mistaking the

announcement, which was much more

straightforward and intelligible than

Count Nesselrode's recent manifestoes.

An answer in the affirmative was return

ed at once, and with the following dawn

the reinforcement arrived. The expe

dition now constituted a little army,

ready to join battle with any predatory

tribe that might be rash enough to as

sail them. On the evening of the

same day they reached the shores of

the Asphaltic lake, descending by a dif

ficult pass from the mountains of Ca

naan, and pitched, their tents by the

side of a spring, called Ayn-el. Rhoueyr

(the brook of the little morass). The

weather was warm, the air extremely

ure; and, when the moon added her

ight to that of the stars, the sea, the

camp, and the surrounding scenery

completed a panorama so striking and

picturesque, that all felt deeply moved,

and gazed in ceaseless admiration on a

spectacle so new to wondering Pa

risians. The tricolor flag was hoisted

over one of the tents, astonished, no

doubt, at flying for the first time on the

shores of the Dead Sea. But the stars

and stripes of America had already pre

ceded the national banner of republican

France, as displayed from the boats of

Captain Lynch, in his maritime expedi

tion. For more than twenty nights De

Saulcy and his companionsencamped on

the shores and in the neighbourhood

of this dreaded lake, without accident

or malady—generally in places where

there was no lack of fresh water, ve

getation, or animal life, and sometimes

in spots of surpassing loveliness. Their

course is accurately laid down in the

map which forms a frontispiece to the

second volume, taken at the time by

compass and mathematical observation.

The ruins of Masada, to which he as

cended with much toil and danger, and

in the neighbourhood of which he saw,

and distinctly traced, the remains of

the siege works constructed by the

Roman army under Silva, are de

scribed with a minuteness and accu

racy which will afford the reader equal

pleasure and information. The history

of the celebrated fortress, the defence

and self-sacrifice of Eleazer and his de

voted garrison, the actual site and

existing remains, are little known and

seldom referred to, although subjects

* Maturin’s “Bertram,” Act iii.
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of undying interest. The passage in

which they are treated of is one of the

most prominent sections in the present

work, but the entire extract is too

long for the limits of a review, and

mutilation or compression would de

stroy it. Many conflicting assertions

as regards the Dead Sea, without im

mediate reference to the great disco

very of the overthrown cities, and se

veral contradictory legends, may now

be considered as finally disposed of.

There are no pestilential vapours which

render it impossible to breathe or live.

The climate is not worse than the ave

rage of places in the same latitude,

nor more affected by incidental objec

tions. There are trees and verdure in

the neighbourhood, and on the shore,

birds singing in the thickets, and

sometimes resting on the waves, in

sects under the stones, and flying in

the air, with flowers and shrubs amongst

the tall reeds, and twining round the

volcanic rocks. The fruit which turns

to ashes is an idle exaggeration, and

the alleged impossibility of horses wad

ing through the waters, or of man or

animals swimming on them without

turning over, in consequence of the un

natural density which would make

them lose their balance, constitutes a

wild fable, resting on no foundation,

and which, like many other fallacies,

has been repeated at pleasure, without

contradiction—thus acquiring progres

sive and increasing currency in the nar

ratives of succeeding travellers. Some

of Captain Lynch's party bathed in the

lake without difficulty or mischievous

consequences, although the bath was

unpleasant and unrefreshing. Pliny

states that certain rich Romans had

water from this sea conveyed to them

to bathe in, under the impression that

it possessed medicinal qualities. M.

De Saulcy and his companions crossed

on horseback from the northern point

to the small island called Redjom-Loath

(Lot's wall of stones), a distance of

one hundred yards in shallow water.

But it is equally certain that the Dead

Sea contains no fish, and that none

could live there, if the experiment of

introducing them were tried. Fresh

water fish of a small species, and a

few shells are occasionally washed down

by the violence of the winter torrents,

but are thrown back upon the beach

by re-action, and are found dead and

decomposed. The water itself is more

nauseous than can be easily imagined,

and totally unfit to drink, as the fol

lowing description will show:—

“We have a favourable opportunity of

testing the quality of the water of the Dead

Sea, at this particular spot (the south point),

and we are too conscientious not to take ad

vantage of it. One of our Bedouins goes to

fill two bottles as a sample. I scarcely be

lieve the world produces any water more

abominably offensive, although clear and

limpid in appearance. At first it seems to

have the taste of ordinary salt water; but

in less than a second it acts with such nau

seous effect upon the lips, the tongue, and

the palate, that your stomach instantly re

jects it with insufferable disgust. It seems

to be a compound of salt, coloquintida, and oil,

with the additional property of inflicting an

acute sensation of burning. In vain you

clear your mouth of this horrible liquid; it

acts so violently on the mucous system that

the taste remains for many minutes, causing

at the same time a painful contraction of the

throat. The water of the Dead Sea at the

northern point is atrociously bitter and salt,

but it is lemonade in comparison with what

we so rashly tasted at Rabath-el-Djamous.”

On one occasion the party were un

fortunate enough to select an encamp

ing ground, where there was no water.

The case was desperate, but without

remedy; so they summoned their phi

losophy, and resigned themselves to

the chance of hydrophobia. The Be

douins of the escort were furnished

with more to eat, as there was nothing

to drink, and the evening passed on

more merrily than might have been ex

pected. The description is animated

and characteristic:—

“The ground is parched and arid—rocks,

which seem to have been toasted for ages,

excoriae and fragments of lava; such are

the components of this attractive soil, the

aspect of which would alone suffice to make

patience itself irritable and thirsty. It may

be readily supposed that our dinner passes

heavily; but, to our surprise, when night

comes on, we hear our whole suite singing.

Truly miraculous is the effect of a supple

mental ration of flour and oil on the heart of

a Bedouin! The fellows are as gay and joy

ous as if each had drank a bottle of cham

pagne. They dance as well as sing. Let us

hasten to enjoy this curious sight. The

dance our Arabs are executing is called the

“sword dance.” Eight performers, holding

each other by the arms, but with their hands

thrown forward, chant a burden, which is

repeated ad libitum. The four on the right

begin. They clap their hands in cadence,

whilst swinging their bodies either from right

to left, or backwards and forwards. When
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they have done, the four on the left repeat

the same words, clap their hands in the same

manner, and perform exactly the same con

tortions. Fronting them stands another

actor, who is silent, and keeps time with the

blade of his sword striking against the faces

of the singers. Sometimes he advances upon

them, when they draw back ; then he re

treats in turn, and they advance on him,

bending down, and almost crouching to the

ground. As they spring up, they send forth

a shrill, guttural cry, which gives a fiendish

effect to the whole performance. As the

singing and dancing become more and more

energetic, their faces assume an expression

of increased ferocity; and after half-an-hour

of this strange exercise, they resemble so

many wild monsters, anticipating a projected

murder. This spectacle, witnessed by night,

in such a place, and by the light of the bi

vouac fires, is highly exciting, as much to

ourselves, as to our Bedouins, who remind

us of red Indians and their savage pastime.

Those who are not engaged in singing, ac

company with their hands. The Khatib

himself—their chaplain-in-ordinary—leads

the choristers; and Meidany is the actor

with the sword, at the same time gathering

up the skirt of his gown with his left hand,

that his rapid motions may meet with no

impediment.

“This performance has already lasted a

whole hour, when our moukri, Schariar,

takes the place of Meidany, and exhibits his

artistic skill. Never was sabre handled with

such dexterity; he seems surrounded with a

circle of steel, so rapid are the rotations of

his blade in every direction. Meidany is

but a novice, when compared to Schariar.

But the “sword dance’ soon finishes, and

our moukri, who is well known as a choice

spirit, and the most accomplished vocalist of

Beyrout, volunteers a succession of songs, as

highly flavoured with salt as the waters of

the Dead Sea, embellishing the words with

most expressive gestures. The enthusiasm

of the Bedouins exceeds all bounds. Their

sun-burnt faces gleam with rapturous admi

ration, and Schariar's unrivalled exhibition

is greeted with loud bursts of applause.”

After having reached the shore, and

travelled along it for some distance, it

became suddenly impassable. Ac

cording to the report of the shiekh

Hamdan, nothing was left but to climb

the mountains again, and occupy two

days at least in winding through the

desert of Canaan to reach a point not

four leagues distant in a direct line.

It was useless to remonstrate. On

this new route they travel sed in safety

a defile appropriately named Break

neck Valley, and which, by way of en

couragement, the Arabs informed

them, the army of Ibrahim Pacha es

caped from with moderate loss. An

hour carried them over fifty yards, as

narrow and slippery as the bridge of

Al Sirat, which all true Mohammedans

must pass before they enter Paradise,

and where a single false step would

have terminated their travels for ever.

Passing a well, renowned in name, but

without water, they reached Ayn

Djedy, the scriptural Engedi, and

found themselves in an enchanting

oasis, with an abundant spring, birds

warbling harmoniously in a grove of

trees bending under attractive-looking

fruit, and an unknown vegetation,

beautiful and variegated as fancy can

inmagine. The reader must not sup

pose that this luxuriant landscape is a

prevailing feature, but a very unusual

exception. Here they were visited by

another powerful shiekh, whose pro

tection they were obliged to propitiate

by a subsidy and the engagement of

another addition to their escort; thus

ascertaining that the worthy Hamdan,

when he represented the road along

the coast as impracticable, was, in his

anxiety for their safety, equally desi

rous of obtaining a job for a friend.

He began to mistrust his own power, and

almost repented of his engagements.

The description of these new allies can

scarcely be omitted :-

“The shiekh, Dhaif-oullah-Abou Daouk,

who is a mighty personage, lording it

absolutely over all the country we are about

to travel through, is a tall fellow, nearly six

feet high. He looks sixty, though strong

and muscular as a bull. His brown face is

smiling; his cheeks plump; his nose acqui

line; his mouth enormous. When he un

folds it, three or four teeth, as long as the

keys of a piano, and rari mantes in gurgite

rasto, protrude at least half an inch. His

voice is hoarse; his eyes bloodshot, and aſ

fected by acute ophthalmia—a valuable ob

servation ' I will cure the shiekh with

some Regent's pomatum, and expect ever

after to become his dearest friend. The

costume of the desert monarch is shabby in

the extreme. His gown is threadbare; his

cloak no better; his turban scarcely retain.”

any distinguishable colour; and his boots,

originally red, are in a state of dilapidation

painful to contemplate. Another happy dis

covery. Here is a ready opportunity to dis

pose of a complete equipment from our

stores, and another avenue to the affections

of the honourable shiekh. On his right

hand sits his brother, a fine old man, with

the expression of a benevolent bandit; al

ways smiling, while his large black eyes ºf

brace your whole person. The dress º wº

magnate consists of a ragged shirt, a \\
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and turban equally tattered, and a pair of

boots in even worse condition than those of

Abou-Daouk. It is quite evident a second

suit of clothes will be in speedy requisition.

“Let us pass to the two others. I am

much mistaken if the first is not the cun

ningest old rogue within thirty leagues. His

nose and lips are thin ; his eyes black, and

piercing as a terrier's; his body as lean as

that of a cuckoo. The second, a tall, trucu

lent-looking fellow, between thirty and

forty. A glance convinces me that he would

strangle both father and mother for twenty

piastres.”

They soon, however, became sworn

friends, as they generally did with all

the Arabs enlisted in their service.

Towards the close of the expedition.

the chief of the Beni-Sakhars had

conceived such an affection for De

Saulcy, that he proposed to adopt him

as a brother of the tribe, to instal him

as a shiekh, and to endow him with

three wives, chosen from the fairest

daughters of the race. He resisted

the offer, and with little reluctance

when he had seen the rival goddesses

who were likely to have entered into

the competition.

Travelling along the line ofshore from

the mouth of the Kedron, on the north

west, to that of the Arnon, in the east

ern land of the Amorites, or more

than three-quarters of the whole cir

cumference of the sea, they struck in

land to the south, and ventured boldly

into Karak, the modern capital

of Moab, a den of thieves and cut

throats, where their escort prophesied

to them that they would all be plun

dered and slain, but from which dan

ger they escaped with their usual good

fortune. They then returned by a

different route, and passed successively

through the ruins of Zeboim, Sodom,

Zoar, and Admah, never before identi

fied, or believed to be in existence, but

palpable and traceable in their full ex

tent, placed exactly where Scriptural

and dº authorities combine to

place them,º reduced to their

present state by volcanic agency and

the effect of fire, and exceeding in an

tiquity the earliest of the pyramids.

These were flourishing cities, prior to

the birth of Abraham, and as far back

as two thousand years before the

Christian era. . Such extraordinary

facts will only be admitted upon evi

dence of the clearest and most conclu

sive nature; and this evidence is amply

supplied in the present instance. It

may be disputed, as the most self-evi

dent truths are open to contradiction,

but cannot be set aside or shaken, ex

cept by those who are predetermined to

be convinced by no evidence whatever.

The disciples of Hume and infidelity

point with a triumphant air to his

vaunted argument, that human tes

. is insufficient to establish a

miracle, inasmuch as it is more pro

bable that men should lie, than that

an aberration from the laws of nature

should ever take place. The sophistry

has been disproved a thousand times,

and confutes itself in the simple fact,

that none of these false philosophers

can account, from natural causes, for

the reasoning faculty with which they

are endowed, which raises them above

the brute creation, and is, in itself, a

miracle of the most stupendous quality.

Thus, people are ever ready to deny

what they have long accustomed them

selves to consider impossible, and to

regard the propounders of new theories

as impostors or enthusiasts. That

they are sometimes either, or both, is

equally certain; but where facts are

alleged as the basis of conclusions, a

fair comparison of the value of wit

nesses is the only just mode of settling

the question. Asfarasourownjudgment

is concerned, we think the arguments

of M. de Saulcy, in support of his dis

coveries, are unanswerable; and as

they are supported by many credible

and intelligent corroborators, they will

force their way, and establish them

selves, despite the ordinary torrent of

opposition. It will be observed, all

through M. de Sauley's volumes, that

he lays great stress on the value of

tradition, and the similarity between

ancient and modern names—two points

of extreme importance in a country

where nothing has changed, and where

the influence of successive fashions and

improvements has ever been unfelt and

unknown. While he clearly establishes

the ruins of the cities of i. Pentapo

lis, our author denies the pillar of salt

which Captain Lynch saw and de

scribes, as being what the American

officer evidently implies—the identical

pillar into which Lot's wife was trans

formed, and which Josephus says he

had seen with his own eyes. The

Djebel-Esdoum, or salt mountain of

Sodom, situated at the extreme south

of the Dead Sea, crumbles down after

the heavy rains of winter, and forms

detached pyramidal columns, which are
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numerous or few, according to the

action of the weather. Had the Ame

rican officer visited the spot in the

rainy season, the French traveller says

he would have discovered a hundred

Lot's wives as easily as one. The po

sition of this pillar, retreating back

towards the ascent of the mountain,

certainly cannot agree with the route

pursued by Lot and his family, when

escaping from Sodom to Zoar. It must

have stood detached on the plain be

tween the two cities; and if they were

buried under the Asphaltic lake, as

Captain Lynch, adopting the received

theory, supposes, the pillar must have

been submerged along with them. But

there they are, still on the ground,

which has never been covered over by

the waters of the sea; and the disap

arance of the pillar is accounted for

|. De Sauley, on a very apparent

and probable process.

Speculators on the Royal Exchange

will smile incredulously at the idea of

contracting a loan in the deserts of

Arabia; yet the French travellers con

trived to effect this miracle, which is

quite asnovel and surprising as any they

have placed on record. Their treasury,

from repeated drains, had fallen into

a consumption, so that they ran a con

siderable risk of returning to Jerusa

lem without their clothes, even if they

were fortunate enough to return at all,

which at one time seemed a very un

likely contingency. There was attach

ed to the caravan a cattle-dealer, called

Mohammed-el-Quodsy, who was on his

way to Karak, with the intention of

purchasing sheep, as a mercantile trans

action. He carried with him a bag of

2000 piastres in gold, to which he ex

pected to add eighthundred, by the sale

of the said sheep. De Sauley proposed

to borrow his two thousand piastres,

and to give him in exchange two thou

sand eight hundred on the day when

they re-entered Jerusalem. He agreed

willingly to the proposal, but an awk

ward dilemma arose—a good Mussul

man cannot lend money on interest—

the Koran positively forbids it. It was,

therefore, necessary to hit on some con

trivance to cheat the Prophet; and thus

the delicate negotiation was reconciled

to the consciences of the contracting

parties. Mohammed, the cattle-dealer,

sold his horse to Matteo, the drago

man, for a thousand piastres, and Mat

teo resold it back to him for two hun

dred, which established a balance of

eight hundred in favour ofMohammed.

All the Imans of the Mosque of

Omar could not find this to be usury;

it was a fair exchange on a clear un

derstanding. This sum Matteo bound

himself to pay at Jerusalem, in the

manner and at the date prescribed.

The double bargain was concluded

with many pings of the hands, de

livered in token of mutual good faith.

A bill for two thousand piastres was

delivered to Mohammed, to be paid at

the banker's, on demand, and he forth

with relinquished his bag of gold, which

soon changed masters again, and dis

persed itself amongst the insatiable

Bedouins.

Crossing the dangerous swamp of the

Sabk-hah, saturated with the heavy

rains, and in danger of being swallow

ed up in the mud at every step, they

surmounted this dreaded defile, with

one or two false alarms, and the actual

loss of a horse and a donkey; and, halt

ing for a night at Hebron, re-entered

Jerusalem, on the 25th of January, in

excellent health and spirits, glowing

with the successful issue ef their jour

ney. They found the deaths of the

whole party had been confidently re

ported for a week, with many inge

nious particulars, sufficiently distress

ing to their friends, who, being without

certain information, knew not what to

believe or apprehend. Here the Abbé

Michon rejoined the party, having seen

the younger De Saulcy embark at

Beyrout in a satisfactory state of

health. The first portion of the jour

ney was now accomplished. They had

been absent from Jerusalem only twen

ty days, and their discoveries had ex

ceeded their most sanguine expecta

tions. The table inserted at page 456,

vol. i., shows an enumeration of fourteen

important Bible localities in the land of

the Moabites, now for the first time es

tablished and identified. On the 5th of

February, M. de Saulcy and his party

again left Jerusalem, to visit the banks

of the Jordan, and investigate the

northern extremity of the Dead Sea,

where he had the additional good for

tune of discovering and identifying the

site and ruins of Gomorrah, extend

'i over the space of four continuous

miles. A glance at the map will show

the exact position of this city, nearly

opposite to Sodom, at the southern

ſº of the lake, and separated from it

y a distance exceeding seventy miles.

Dr. Robinson passed very near these
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ruins, but missed them by keeping

too near to the water's edge, thus leav

ing to M. de Saulcy the honour of the

discovery which he might have antici

pated. On the evening of the 5th,

they reached Jericho, and encamped in

a spot covered with a luxuriant ver

dure, adorned by myriads of beautiful

flowers, and under the softest sky that

can be found in the world. The whole

population of the village, as might be

supposed, crowded round the strangers

in eager curiosity, but they were per

feetly inoffensive in manner, and ap

peared to seek nothing beyond the plea

sure of admiring them at their ease.

In the evening they were treated with

a theatrical exhibition, of a very ori

ginal character:—

“After our meal, we hear singing amongst

cur Arabs; and as we have retained a fa

vourable remembrance of the evening at Seb

beh, we hurry from our tents to participate

once more in national Bedouin recreations. On

this occasion our expectations are more than

realised: and we witness a real burlesque

drama, executed by some young lads, dressed

in strange-looking rags, with false hair and

false beards, made of tow. I must decline

treating my readers to the minute details of

the performance, or a full programme of the

piece exhibited before us, and shall merely

observe that one of the two actors is killed by

the other, and remains stretched upon his

back, refusing to return to life at the entrea

ties of his murderer, who thereupon makes a

show of the most violent despair. He plucks

out the hair of his false beard, scatters sand

and ashes upon his head, strikes his face and

chest with innocuous blows, and then cries,

groans, and howls in rotation; he shakes

the dead man, pulling the body about

in every direction, and bitterly deplor

ing his poverty, that leaves him un

able to provide for the funeral of the deceas

ed. On this a begging-box goes round, and

the rogue pockets a harvest of piastres, still

incessantly repeating his lamentations and

contortions of despair. What most particu

larly struck and surprised me was, that

the spectators appeared not in the least scan

lalised by this fellow's jesting with Mussul

inan devotions, and that they did not break

his bones at once, in payment of the unseen

ly sacrilege. The Bedouins, then, it ap

pears, are beginning to turn prayers into ri

dicule—a certain symptom of advanced civi

lisation. I question whether buffoons would

have dared to venture on this license before

the Egyptian sovereignty. When our knave

has gathered in all the retribution money

he can expect to filch, he snatches a live

firebrand from the bivouac fire, in front of

which the farce is going on ; he brings it as

close as possible to the back of the deceased,

who revives immediately at this stirring con

tact. Then commences between the two a

furious dance, with accompaniments of kicks

and blows, and the piece is over. Altoge

ther I found it amusing enough, but the

assisting Arabs showed by their shouts of joy,

and continual bursts of laughter, the absorb

ing interest with which they witnessed this

humorous exhibition, performed in the open

air. Such is a fair specimen of the Bedouin

drama, and we are all satisfied with having

gratified our curiosity by the trifling sacri

fice of a few piastres.”

M. de Sauley finds great difficulty

in satisfying himself as to the exact si

tuation of Mount Pisgah, where Moses

died, and in reconciling the passages

which mention this locality. He in

troduces a long dissertation on the

subject, and compares the evidence

with patient research. Again the si

milarity of names presents itself, and

the modern Djebel Fechkah appears

to offer the required identity; but

there are still some discrepancies which

prevent him from forming his decision

with the same assured conviction as in

other cases. This second excursion

occupied only four days, and on the

8th of February the party returned to

Jerusalem. The wet weather, which

had now set in with determined per

severance, confined them within the

cells of the Casa Santa for nearly a fort

night. Such was the effect of the

heavy rains, that nearly forty houses

were undermined and thrown down,

and the streets in many places barri

caded by broken walls. When the

sun, at intervals, exhibited the faintest

ray, they made their escape into the

country, and traversed the plain of

Esdraélon, regardless of the bogs, in

the ardour of antiquarian research.

All that portion of the second volume

which contains an archaeological review

of the monuments of the Holy Cit

is most valuable, and contains much

information entirely new ; while, at the

same time, it corrects many erroneous

and ill-founded suppositions of earlier

writers — additional instances of mis

takesperpetuated withoutinvestigation,

and adopted on very slender authority.

The Qbour-el-Molouk, or “Tombs of

the Kings,” a funereal monument of the

greatest magnificence, we think M. de

Saulcy proves incontestibly to be the

place where the monarchs of the house

of David were interred. None but a

royal dynasty could have furnished the

funds necessary for this expensive un
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dertaking; and the Scriptural passages

on which, as usual, he relies for the

basis and structure of his arguments, ac

cord with most remarkable coincidence

with the actual distribution of the

building, which has never before been

examined or described with such care

ful accuracy. A correct ground plan

is given, and the measurement of the

different chambers set down with mi

nute precision. -

Jerusalem is, beyond all question,

the most interesting city in the world;

whether described by the ordinary tra

veller, who seeks to gratify general cu

riosity; the professed antiquarian who

desires to instruct others, while he

increases his own knowledge; or the

religious pilgrim, whose devotion glows

with warmer ardour, and whose faith

expands as he traverses the Via Dolo

rosa, ascends to Calvary, and looks

around upon the scene of the hallowed

catastrophe by which the redemption

of man was consummated. In com

paring the works of the different

writers who have visited Judaea, we

are struck with the varieties of opinion

they exhibit, and the doubts expressed

with regard to many existing monu

ments, the correct identity of which

has never yet been established. M. de

Sauley has cleared up many of these

doubts by a more minute personal in

vestigation than that of his predeces

sors, to whose researches he renders

ample justice, while, at the same time,

he claims, on powerful evidence, to

have corrected their errors and sup

plied their omissions. Amongst the

objects of investigation to which he

particularly directed himself, and con

cerning which he has given us much

information both new and valuable,

are, in addition to the Tombs of the

Kings, the enclosure of the Temple, the

remains of the original walls con

structed by Solomon, the tomb of the

Prophets, the tombs of the valleys of

Jehoshaphat and Hinnom, the monoli

thic monument of Siloam (which has

never been described before), the tomb

of the Judges (one of the most magnifi

cent funereal structures in the Hol

City, previously examined byWilliams,

to whose plan the present writer has

added many important particulars);

the tomb of the family of Herod, of

Helena, queen of Adiabene, and her

son Izates; of the High Priest John,

and of Alexander Janneus, the arcade

of the “Ecce Homo,” the towers, gates,

and various fountains and pools, com

memorated in sacred and profane his–

tory, and of all of which ample and

undeniable vestiges are still apparent.

When we consider that the greater

number of these constructions date back

nearly three thousand years, or half

the period of the world's existence,

since it was newly fashioned out of pre

existing... for the reception of

man, we can scarcely wonder that

some readers are sceptical as to this re

mote antiquity, and consider that the

enthusiasm of the learned investigator

has overlaid his sober reason, and led

him to wander a little in the regions of

imagination. More than oneof his bre

thren of the institute have attacked his

conclusions, and disputed their accu

racy; but without, at the same time,

proposing more acceptable ones to sup

§ their places. To those who dispute

is facts, he answers readily, go and

disprove or verify them by personal

examination. To others, who only

deny his arguments, he says, show

me more solid ones, and I give up

my own views to adopt yours. “Good

reasons must perforce give place to

better;" but, hitherto, the opponents

of M. de Saulcy, have confined then

selves to contradiction without proof.

He maintains his opinions stoutly, but

without assumptive arrogance, and

winds up with the following general

observations, which may be received

without offence even by professed op

ponents:–

“I have now finished the examination of

all the ancient monuments, which I had lei

sure to study during my three different so

journs in Jerusalem. No doubt, many readers

will think I have devoted too many pages to

tedious discussions concerning ruins which

they may be disposed to consider as being of

small importance. But I cannot, I confess,

coincide with this severe judgment. When

treating of a city like Jerusalem, the birth

place of our religious faith, and the theatre

of the greatest event that ever took place

upon earth, I cannot allow that a conscien

tious discussion of a point, the most trifling

in appearance, can ever be considered as su

perfluous. To those who think so, I reply—

‘Shut up my book, it was not written for

you.' To those who approve of my endea

vours to throw light upon facts, that were

still buried in obscurity, I will say—‘Do as

I have done; go and examine for yourselves;

lay aside readily pre-conceived theories, fan

cifully elaborated in the corner of a study.

The best descriptive book that ever was

written is not worth an hour spent in re

connoitring the ground. If, however, your



1853.]
379In Syria and the Holy Land.

Sirenmstances will not allow you to do so,

be thankful to the traveller who, without

any prejudices, without any system chosen

beforehand, has encountered fatigue and

danger, to gather a harvest of facts, which he

row gives to the public, in the hope that

they may be fairly discussed, of course, and

interpreted honestly; but, also, that they

may be received with some little sentiment

of gratitude.’”

We have mentioned above the

“Monolithic Monument of Siloam,” a

very remarkable specimen of early ar

chitecture still remaining entire, and

the remote antiquity of which can never

be questioned. M. de Sauley is the

first to have discovered and described

this ancient structure, which is the

more extraordinary as it lies in a com

mon thoroughfare, strikingly visible to

the eyes ofevery passer-by. An exact

engraving is given at page 245 of the

second volume. Either this has been

a tomb, or a religious edifice. If a

tomb, it must be traced back to the

Jebusites, who occupied the territory

of Jerusalem before the arrival of the

Israelites, and who never were entirel

expelled. If a sacellum, or chapeſ,

dedicated to religious purposes, M. de

Saulcy conceives it to have been erect

ed by King Solomon for the use of his

wife, the Egyptian princess, daughter

of Pharaoh, and who could not have

been permitted either to dwell or wor

ship her strange gods within the sacred

precincts of Mount Zion. The monu

ment, in form and decoration, bears a

true resemblance to the smaller Egyp

tian monolithic ediculi, which are to be

seen in more than one museum. The

cornice by which it is covered coincides

exactly with that of one of the Ninivite

structures, dug out by M. Botta from

the ruins of Khorsabad, with this dif.

ference only, that the Assyrian build

ing is on a more extensive scale. M.

de Saulcy supports his opinion by a

reference to some very apposite texts

of Scripture, which bear directly on the

point. This singular edifice consists

of a single block of stone, detached on

three. only, the fourth, or rear face,

resting against, and connected with the

original mass of rock. The entrance

is to the westward. The interior of

the building is now full of filth, used

as litter by some of the peasants of

the village, which renders it extremely

difficult to ascertain the exact form

and dimensions. The door, opening

through a wall ten inches thick, leads

WOL. XLII.-NO. CCXLIX.

into a small square antechamber of

two and a half feet on each side, at

the further end of which another small

low door, two feet wide, opens through

a second wall, also ten inches thick.

This door leads into another square

room, of rather more than seven feet

on each side, containing, in the left

and rear walls, at a height of about two

feet three inches above the ground,

two arched recesses. The wall on the

right is quite naked. Assuredly we

have here a building too small for a

chapel, and more resembling a tomb,

which is still further corroborated by

the fact of the excavations and the

arched recesses, which resemble the

receptacles for coffins, or stone sarco

phagi, so frequently recurring in the

previous description of the Tombs of

the Kings. The “Mount of Scandal”

also points out the place whereSolomon

built heathen temples for his foreign

wives, asthename was adopted from that

circumstance. The close similarity of

the cornices connects the Judaic monu

ment with that of Nineveh. The archi

tects who planned both had manifestly

studied in the same school, and learned

the same principles. The one was an As

syrian, who lived at least six hundred

and twenty-five years before the Chris

tian era; the other was neither Greek

nor Roman, and must have lived prior

to, and not after, the introduction of

the classic models. Under any cir

cumstances of identification, the monu

ment is a great curiosity, and one of

the most novel results of M. de Saulcy's

active researches. We take leave of

Jerusalem, with a short extract, em

bodying a coup d'ail from the highest

point of the Mount of Olives:–

“From this summit, as from that of the

Ascension, the view is surpassingly fine, and

I doubt if the world can produce another

to be compared with it. To the westward,

you behold Jerusalem, the scene of the most

marvellous event that ever took place upon

earth, and the range of hills extending be

yond towards the sea; to the southward, the

plain leading to Bethlehem; at your feet the

valley of Hinnom, the valley of the Kedron

(which takes the name of Ouad-en-Nar, as

soon as it leaves the valley of Hinnom),

and the valley of Jehoshaphat; to the north

ward the ridges rising successively over each

other, like the steps of a ladder, in the direc

tion of Naplouse; and, lastly, behind you,

the desert of Judaea, the valley of the Jordan,

the Dead Sea looking like an immense cal

dron, full of molten lead; and still further

on, the dark, rigid outline of the*
C
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of Moab and Ammon. This is a spectacle

one might gaze on for ever with the deepest

emotion, and which cannot be left without re

gret, often turning back to enjoy the sensation

it gives birth to, as long as possible."

There are views more extensive and

sublime in natural grandeur and ex

panded proportions; such, for instance,

as that developed by the rising sun

from the come of Etna, which we once

witnessed with rapture in early youth,

in all the unclouded radiance of a Me

diterranean atmosphere. But there is

nothing which can compete with this,

in the local associations, in the thoughts

produced, the feelings excited, and

the impressions stamped for ever after

on the tablet of memory.

On the 21st February, 1851, De

Saulcy and his party left Jerusalem,

roceeding by their former route to

amaria, now Sebastieh, the examina

tion of which place they had postponed

until their return. Here their disco

veries were much more important than

they had anticipated. Vast ruins cover

the site of the capital of the Kings of

Israel, and the ancient temple of the

Samaritans, built by Sanballat, under

permission of Alexander the Great,

more than three hundred years before

the Christian era, is still traceable in

its fullest extent. A ground-plan of

this enormous ruin forms the frontis

piece to the first volume of the present

work. The temple has been observed

before, but has never until now been

measured or identified. Dr. Robin

son considers it a Roman fortress;

but the learned divine, in this in

stance, has wandered from his usual

accuracy. The attentive reader of

De Saulcy's volumes will be forced

to admit that his conclusion is the

sounder one, and that his accurate

survey of the Samaritan temple is

in itself a sufficient reward for the la

borious and expensive journey he had

so successfully accomplished. Our au

thor writes in raptures of the situation

of Samaria, and lauds the good taste

of the kings of Israel in fixing the me

tropolis of their dominions on this en

chanting spot. He was rather pressed

for time, but strongly recommends this

locality to the notice of future travel.

lers willing to employ their money and

labour to profitable advantage. The ex

nse of digging here would be exceed

ingly moderate; as, even at Nineveh,

so much more distant, and beset with

obstacles, it is far less than might

be supposed.” It appears certain, that

if any scientific inquirer would devotes

few days to Sebastieh, securing, in the

first instance, the good-will of the in

habitants (easily obtained by the never

failing backshish), he could not fail to

make archaeological discoveries of the

highest importance.

Passing by Zerayn, which has suc

ceeded to the Jezreel of the Bible, and

traversing a most delightful country,

consisting of valleys and meadows, well

watered and blooming with cultivation,

the travellers reached Nazareth, and

were a second time received with warm

hospitality by the Fathers at the con;

vent of the Casa Nova. Nazareth is still

celebrated for the unrivalled beauty of

its environs, the Cave of the Annun

ciation, and the loveliness of the wo

men. The fair Nazarenes haveº

been distinguished for their persona

attractions. Antoninus the Martyr

wrote, in the sixth century, that there

were in Nazareth a number of women

exceedingly beautiful, who pretended

that they had been blessed with this

precious gift by the Virgin Mary, M.

de Sauley does not undertake to say

whether the holy virgin has had any

thing to do with the beauty of the

Christian and Mahommedan women at

present living in Nazareth; but he

warmly asserts that this beauty is not

imaginary, and that the fair possessºrs

have every reason to be proud of the

distinction. From Nazareth, they

journeyed on to Kafr-Kenna, which lo

cality, in opposition to the judgment

of the Rev. Dr. Robinson, De Sauley

maintains to be the Cana of Galilee,

where the first miracle of our Saviour

was performed. As usual, he main;

tains his opinion by a chain of logi

argument, deduced from Scriptu

passages, and based on personal ex

amination of the place, an advantagº

of which Robinson omitted to avail

himself, and decided in favour of

another and a neighbouring locality,

Kana-el-Djalil, pointed out to him

* By the society now forming under the auspices of Prince Albert, to prosecute the dis

coveries of Layard, it is calculated that ten thousand pounds will suffice for a year, to carry

on excavations on a very extended scale.
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in the far distance by his guide, and

translated Cana of Galilee. “The

words, Cana of Galilee,” says De

Sauley, “ supposing even that the

eountry of Galilee should ever have

been called El-Djalil in Arabic, could

never have been expressed by Kana

el-Djalil. This last word is positively

an adjective, meaning great or illus

trious. I then most conscientiously

declare that, according to my inter

pretation — and, I ºf. bold to say,

according to the interpretation of any

native scholar – the words El-Djalil,

in Arabic, cannot have any other

meaning than that of Kana the Great,

or Kana the Illustrious.” This is close

reasoning against the reverend doctor,

and shows how difficult it is for even

the most diligent inquirer to be always

right, and the danger of trusting to

any secondary report. De Saulcy

proves clearly that there were two

Canas, and that Kafr—Kenna, and not

Kana-el-Djalil (which latter cannot

be made to agree with the Gospel of St.

John), was the place of the miracle.

“It is much to be regretted,” he ob

serves, “ that this learned expositor

(Dr. Robinson) should have neglected

(I cannot guess for what reason) to

visit Kafr Kenna. By not studying

this place de visu, he has exposed him

self to the charge of acting like a

judge, who pronounces condemnation

without hearing the case.” From

Kafr–Kenna to Tabarieh, they passed

two spots, memorable in recent and

mediaeval history—the village of Ech

Chedjara, at the foot of Mount Tabor,

where, on the 16th of April, 1799, a

handful of French soldiers, led by

Bonaparte and Kleber, scattered a

Turkish army of 25,000 men; and

the plain of Hattin, where, in the

eleventh century, King Guy de Lusig

nan and his gallant knights sustained

and lost the disastrous battle with

Saladin, which extinguished the Latin

kingdom of Jerusalem.

* The modern Tabarieh is an ill-fated

city, destined apparently to be conti

nually overthrown by earthquakes, as

fast as it rises from the ruins of a pre

ceding catastrophe. Yet the inhabi

tants cling to their cherished locality,

as the swallow builds his nest again

where the first was destroyed, and the

ant re-constructs his mound where the

Fº or the harrow has dissipated

is preceding labours. . The Lake of

Genesareth and the ruins of Tiberias

are attractive in themselves, and teem

ing with recollections. The feelings

of the author, while contemplating

this delightful spot, are eloquently ex

pressed in the subjoined passage:–

“We are now outside the walls of Taba

rich. There is not a cloud in the sky! Every

corner of the ground is decked with a lovely

garment of plants and flowers; everywhere on

the waters that reflect the azure sky, are

thousands of water-fowl, flying, sporting,

and diving. Before us lie the ruins of the

Tiberias of Herod, levelled with the ground,

and over which the plough passes with each

succeeding year, displacing the innumerable

shafts of columns that still rise above the

fields. Where these columns terminate are

now two or three decayed buildings, ruins of

yesterday, built by Ibrahim Pacha, over

the warm springs of Emmaus. In the far

horizon lies the green valley of the Jordan,

limited to the westward by the mountains

of Judaea, and to the eastward by the high

lands of the country of the Ammonites; and

though last, not least, on the opposite side

of the lake, are the rich and beautiful moun

tains of Haouran. In whatever direction

you turn, you look on the soil marked by

the footsteps of our Saviour and his beloved

disciples, and the waters upon which they

sailed; and all bright and glowing with

the most translucent atmosphere. You

may traverse the world without finding

a panorama to compete with this. It was

impossible to restrain our emotions while

contemplating this magnificent creation of

the Lord, this blessed and hallowed spot,

where the Messiah has left at every step a

token of his presence.”

Having satisfied himself that he had

discovered the ancient Taricheae in the

modern Kedes, M. De Saulcy conti

nued his journey to Damascus, passin

over the mountain ridge of the Anti

Libanus. Everywhere, except only on

the highest land, he found ruins scat

tered profusely over the ground—some,

of the most gigantic proportions, and

extending without interval for several

miles. Amongst them he identifies

Capernaum, Bethsaida, Chorazin, Dan,

and Hazor, a vast city, the capital of

Jabin, principal king of the land of

Canaan, a metropolis built long before

the days of Moses, first burnt by Jo

shua, and finally reduced by Nebu

chadrezzar, King of Babylon, to the

state of desolation which it now pre

sents. Hazor must have been of enor

mous extent, and conveys the idea of

having been inhabited by a race of

giants, such as the Anakims, Emims,

and Rephaims, who are expressly
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mentioned in the Holy Scriptures.

Our author and his companions gazed

on these colossal vestiges with bewil

dered astonishment. The Abbé Mi

chon was inclined to look upon them

as antediluvian, an hypothesis in which

De Saulcy is by no means disposed to

coincide. On the 8th of March, they

reached Damascus. The outward as

pect of this far-famed city, the pearl

of the east, much disappointed them,

but they were consoled by finding a

superb hotel, with the most luxurious

accommodation. The houses of Da

mascus are generally built of mud and

plaster, and out of repair. The Turks

seldom attempt to arrest the encroach

ments of time, who thus operates as

their most persevering enemy. Until

a very recent date, all Christians were

compelled to alight and cross the gate

of Damascus on foot, but this humi

liating regulation no longer exists,

having been abolished since 1850, by

the energetic interference of M. De

Ségur Duperron, the French consul.

The ladies of Damascus are represented

as being exceedingly handsome, , but

disfigured by ungraceful decorations,

and a most defective style of costume.

The following passage indicates a

strange and primitive fashion, still

universal amongst the female natives,

and which shows itself everywhere as

you approach the city:—

“This fashion is by no means a new one,

since it can be traced back to the most re

mote antiquity; I mean a small gold button,

often ornamented with a turquoise, and

which females insert into their nostrils, in

imitation of a shirt-button. We learn some

thing on this subject from the Bible, when

Abraham's servant was sent into Mesopota

mia, to seek a wife for Isaac, the son of his

master. Cohen translates the passage as

follows: “I then put a ring to her face, and

bracelets to her hands.' The Hebrew text

says literally, “I put the nezem to her nose,

and the bracelets to her hands.' This word

nezem has been translated by Mendelsohn,

nose-bob, although the Septuagint had ren

dered it ear-drops. In the 22nd verse of the

same chapter it is said, “And it came to

pass, as the camels had done drinking, that

the man took a golden ear-ring of half a

shekel weight, and two bracelets for her

hands of ten shekels weight of gold.' The

Samaritan text, after the mention of the

first ornament, adds, “and he put it to her

nose.' Any traveller who has passed through

the villages in the neighbourhood of Damas

cus and Bāalbek, can have no doubt as to

the meaning of these two verses; the orna

ment in question is unquestionably the same

which the females still wear appended to

their noses, and has no resemblance either

to a ring or a drop, but is a real button.”

Damascus has been so often de

scribed, that little can be added to

what we already know. One of the

most ancient places in the world pre

sents scarcely any vestiges to interest

the antiquary. But that many exist

under the ground of the modern city,

and might be dis-interred by a series of

diggings on an extensive scale, is a

question which can scarcely be dis

puted, although the undertaking is so

difficult as to be impracticable at the

present moment. A few years more

may effect wonders in this quarter.

Bãalbek detained De Saulcy and his

party for three days. They would

willingly have remained a month, had

their arrangements permitted. The

account of these magnificent ruins is

one of the most attractive passages in

the book. And here again several

errors in the descriptions of earlier

travellers are carefully noted and cor

rected. The size of some of the

stones employed in the Temples of Ju

º and the Sun, and the power

y which they were raised to their

position, exceeds all that we can ima

gine of mechanical process, and leave

us utterly unable to calculate how such

miracles of architecture can have been

effected in remote periods.

On the 20th of March, the enter

|. French travellers arrived at

eyrout without accident, after an ab

sence of three months, thus closing a

most perilous and difficult expedition

with triumphant success, and contri

..". our geographical and histo

rical knowledge a series of discoveries

equal in importance and extent to any

which human intelligence and perse

verance have accomplished since Co

lumbus passed the Atlantic Ocean, and

added a new and boundless field for

the exercise of human energy. M. de

Saulcy has done much, where little was

reviously known, and declares that

e has left still more to be accom

plished by others, whose emulation

may be excited by a very encouraging

example. The short synopsis we have

been enabled to give, will afford the

reader but an inadequate idea of the

information and amusement he wi

surely extract from the perusal

these extraordinary volumes.

J. W. C.
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THE LEAVES OF OCTOBER,

THE radiant mornings, the glowing noons, theº sunsets, are all gone.

Gone, too, is the sweet breath of early autumn, that set the green leaves a-trem

bling, but shook them not down from the sprays. And now come the grey

mornings, cold and fresh ; and the clouds are denser, and more frequent by day;

and the evenings fade away through a shorter twilight into the night that is

chill with the hoar-frost. The breezes, too, forget their gentleness, and grow

wild and gusty, rending away the leaves from the boughs, whirling them through

the air, and scattering them along the earth. The beautiful leaves How they

have changed “from glory to glory,” from their prime in summer to their de

cadence in autumn, as the features of the early-dying grow pure with a lus

trous beauty, beneath the touch of disease ! ... See how yon beech glows, like bur

nished copper. What a pallid, sickly yellow is spreading over the ash leaf.

Look at the russet livery of the oak– the pale silver of the birch—the brilliant

yellow and the deep brown with which the nipping frost and the chill wind have

painted here and there the foliage of the forest. Yes, the leaves have fulfilled

their mission of beauty, and now fall away, as the hoary locks fall from the head

of age. Well, be it so. Thank heaven l man lives not upon the loveliness of

external nature alone; and when that fades, he can turn to the charms of

things spiritual and intellectual, that are as bright and blooming in winter as in

summer. Come, let us see if we have not some such pleasures at hand for you,

dear readers, to win you from thoughts of sadness, if, indeed, nature suggests

such thoughts to you. Is there not a spiritual wind that breathes and blows over

human souls, first awakening, then stimulating and next ripening the fancy and

the genius and the intellect?—and then, at last, that “wind of the Spirit "sweeps

the soul with a more impetuous gust; and the matured thought, like the matured

leaf, is severed from its parent, and cast abroad to the world—but oh! not like

the leaf, to wither and die and be forgotten. No ; it remains ever fragrant,

unfading, incorruptible, like those flowers which botanists tell us never perish.

Here, then, are a few leaves out of many which have fallen ripe to our hand,

and we commit them to that giant spirit of civilisation, which “bloweth where

it listeth,” and penetrates all regions of the earth — the spirit of the PRINTING

PREss. Something we have culled to please every taste, to appeal to the

intellect, or the fancy, or the heart:–

I.

Tri E. F. Lo W E R S OF T H E T R o P I c. s.

By dex is rior exce: M*c Arthy.

“C'est ninsi qu’elle a mis, entre les tropigues, la plupart des fleurs apparentes sur des arbres. Jºy enai vu

blen peu dans les prairies, mais beaucoup dans les forets. Dans ces pays, il faut lever les yeux en haut pour

y voir des fleurs; dans le notre, il faut les baisser a terre."—SAINT PIERH E. Etudes de la Nature.

IN the soft sunny regions that circle the waist

Of the globe with a girdle of topaz and gold,

Which heave with the throbbings of life where they're placed,

And glow with the fire of the heart they enfold:
Wol. XLII.-NO, CCL. 2 D
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Where to live, where to breathe, seems a paradise-dream—

A dream of some world more elysian than this—

Where if death and if sin were away, it would seem

Not the foretaste alone, but the fulness of bliss.

Where all that can gladden the sense or the sight—

Fresh fruitage as cool and as crimson as Even—

Where the richness and rankness of nature unite

To build the frail walls of the Sybarite's heaven.

But oh should the heart feel the desolate dearth

Of some purer enjoyment to speed the bright hours,

In vain through the leafy luxuriance of earth

Looks the languid-lit eye for the freshness of flowers.

No, its glance must be turned from the earth to the sky—

From the clay-rooted grass to the heaven-branching trees–

And there, oh! enchantment for soul and for eye,

Hang blossoms so pure that an angel might seize:

Thus, when pleasure begins from its sweetness to cloy,

And the warm heart grows rank like a soil over-ripe,

We must turn from the earth for some promise of joy,

And look up to Heaven for a helier type.

In the climes of the north, which alternately shine—

Now warm with the sunshine, now white with the snow.—

And which, like the breast of the earth they entwine,

Grow chill with its chilness, or glow with its glow.

In those climes where the soul on more vigorous wing

Rises soaring to Heaven in its rapturous flight,

And led ever on by the radiance they fling,

Tracketh star after star through infinitude's night.

How oft doth the seer, from his watch-tower on high,

Scan the depths of the heavens with his wonderful glass,

And, like Noah of old, when earth's creatures went by,

Name the orbs and the sun-lighted spheres as they pass!

IIow often, when drooping, and weary, and worn,

With fire-throbbing temples and star-dazzled eyes,

Does he turn from his glass at the breaking of morn,

And exchanges for flowers all the wealth of the skies!

Ah 1 thus should we mingle the far and the near,

And while striving to pierce what the Godhead conceals,

From the far heights of science look down with a fear

To the lowliest truths the same Godhead reveals.

When the rich fruit of joy glads the heart and the mouth,

Or the bold wing of thought leads the daring soul forth,

Let us pause and look up as for Flowers of the South–

Let us humbly look down as for Flowers of the North.

II.

oN THE DEATH OF GENERAL SIR CHARLES NAPIER.

Would War were dead! . . . Yet when a warrior dies

Like this one, to his knell a pulse rebounds—

Our world is poorer by a noble man.

NAPIER is hush'd—fierce conqueror of Scinde

And righteous ruler. Through a sickly frame,

Shatter'd with war, the spiritual fire

Blazed torchlike on the battle's vanward surge;

And over great submissive monarchies

Shone steady and benign. From east to west

All true men hail'd the heroic fulgency
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Lit from Truth's altar; but the false and mean

Transfix'd with rays like bayonets, cower'd and curs'd.

A noble man—in two words, not in one,

And England bankrupt for the difference

Yet England knew him, and a richer wreath

Had crown'd, in proof, the statue of his fame,

Were they, from all who could not reach so high,

The best and not the impudentest few,

Upon the platform. As the record is,

NAPIER ennobles ENGLAND. Be it so.

Sleep, thou war-shatter'd framel Brave spirit, rise

From the yet warlike Earth to a grander world,

And clothe thyself in God's eternal peace!

W. ALLINGHAM.

III.

DoxiiNICK's CAve.

BY A. s. r.

[This eave, now tenantless and overgrown, its doorway draperied with wild roses, is situated in an almost

inaccessiºlº part of the steep wood of Kilcara, which, with its beautiful indigenous trees, overhangs the river

Feale, not far from Abbeyfeale, in the county Kerry. The story of Dominick, so wild and deeply suggestive,

was related in this wood to the author some years ago.]

The cuckoo speaketh" loud and clear in sweet Kilcara wood,

With joyous heart she speaketh out in the full solitude,

While all unheeded at her side, enchained by wondering fear,

The gubbethawnt mid shaded leaves in silence sitteth near.

The robin flitteth here and there with gladsome holy note,

While high and lone the cloistered thrush swelleth her regal throat;

Through all the steep wood is a sound of restless twittering things,

Though the still leaves with kisses lure to rest the busy wings.

Far out the hills lie silent, as if lost in dreams unknown,

Now sinking softly nearer earth, now sweeping upward lone;

Their brows are lying heavenward, but their life is all a trance,

While a busy life low at their feet mirrors heaven's countenance.

Oh, Fealel how surely, earnestly, she seeks the unseen deep,

Past the proud gloom of Purtenard, soft sighing as in sleep,

Now under wild Kilcara wood, with shadowed bosom creeping,

And now down sweet Duagh's wide vale, in openjoyance sweeping.

How bright the living waters flow among the dream-lock'd hills 1

How cheeringly their airy voice the slumbering valley fills 1

Rough is that way o'er which they stray, heaven-lit in crystal gladness,

While here, where wide and smooth they glide, their depths are filled with
sadness.

Oh, deeply sink those waters pure beneath Kilcara wood

They seem to pause and deepen down on some sad tale to brood;

My thoughts flow with them, gathering in upon the tender wave,

For o'er this spot, though we see it not, is Dominick's empty cave.

High up within the steep wild wood lies hid that lonely home,

There did he dwell, that robber bold, where never foot did come,

Therein stole Spring, with spirit breath to warm the iced boughs,

And Autumn bare, with her still air, so pure on passionate brows.

* This word, so peculiarly expressive of the cuckoo's note, the author has from the poor

about Kilcara; only they would call it “spakes."

t This word comes from the same source as the above—being the Irish name for the little

bird that follows the cuckoo.
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Such were his only visitors, thus did they come and go,

But of their speech with him so lone, I cannot guess nor know ;

Unchidden carrolled the gay birds, nor shrank before his eye,

And the tiny flowers about his bed, unblamed did bloom and die.

Yet while the meek flowers with mild glee looked up into his face,

And the poor with deep impassioned love kept safe | lurking place,

Fearfully rang throughout the land the robber's evil fame,

And gentle tongues, in quiet halls, with shuddering spoke his name.

He had seen the rich men travelling past in greatness and in pride,

He had seen the poor, wrestling with want, grow death pale at his side;

In dark he walked, nor looked to God for patience and for cure,

But rushed forth mad on those who had, and robb'd them for the poor.

They have sought him long and wearily the Kerry woods amid;

In every cabin have they asked where Dominick lieth hid,

But they may seek him wearily and long both night and day,

Before they find, in hedge or hut, one tongue that will betray!

How carelessly sits Dominick beneath the evening red,

Among the ferns and bloomy flowers—with a price upon his head

A silvery birchen bough above him rocketh 'neath the sky,

And a robin rocketh 'mid its leaves, and singeth tenderly.

Alone he sits, but never a thought of care or fear will have—

He trusteth to the steep rough wood and to his hidden cave;

He sits in sun and cleans from blood both sword and dagger bright,

And smiles to himself with a proud glad smile as they catch the western light.

There as he sits, a stealthy eye and foot the woodpaths find.

What matters it They will pass as erst, and leave him safe behind.

So had they passed, but a sudden gleam hath struck that passing eye,

And, searching deep the wood's soft sleep, it is raised intent on high.

Yes; there he sitteth full in sight, with his rugged hero-brow,

Upon whose heat the shadows sweet drop cool from bird and bough,

His brightening sword beams glad on its lord, upguiding straight the while

Death's steadfast bolt to his very heart, with its silent traitor-smile !

Forth bursts that bolt, and all the wood seems stricken into death,

So breathless is the sudden hush, above, around, beneath;

Then softly song by song awoke, till all was as before,

But Dominick lay, still as the clay, and never wakened more.

Fast o'er the wild flowers—fast, oh fast—the noble heart flows forth:

It gushes out, and sinks, sinks down fast in the drinking earth,

A noble heart? Yes, yes, though rough and ruined in its mould,

It sinned not in ruthlessness, nor selfish thirst for gold.

And still in sweet Kilcara wood is Dominick's lonely cave,

Not to be gained by any but a footstep eager-brave;

And when earth groweth full of flowers, God hangeth in the sight,

Before that dark cave's desolate door, a veil of roses white.

They spring from clay, and every spray windeth in earthly bands,

Yet fair they are, as if let down from heaven by angel hands,

As pitying sad as thoughts that fill the Christian's radiant ark,

At sight of brother heart without lone heaving in the dark.

But hark' the cuckoo speaks again, and wakes me with clear tone,

A dove that tells of Eden-joy, and will not mourn it gone;

She follows Spring's swift-flying wings, and visits our cold years,

To waken up our sleeping hope, and start us from our tears!
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Glad, homeless dove, that cannot find rest for thy joyful foot,

Which will not brook a withering world where life and joy are mute;

When thou dost speak of heavenly peace that is “not dead but sleeps,”

Shall souls redeemed thy ardours hear, nor answer from their deeps?

Rejoicing bird, thy prophet voice hath won my heart within,

I see the new heavens and new earth unshaded by our sin,

That is the dream that stills those hills—the smile upon that wave,

And the tender light of those roses white that hide poor Dominick's cavel

IV.

The FALSE ONE.

The summer stars were burning on the sea,

The moon was soft upon the purple lea,

When oh, my love, I sat alone with thee.

My happiness had made my manhood weak—

I felt thy sweet breath blowing on my cheek;

My heart was full of love—I could not speak.

Thy kisses fell like showers on my brow;

The hand I clasped was soft as mountain snow;

My heart, oh, break fond heart, is colder now.

The rain is weeping on the homeless hills;

The streams are wild around the silent mills—

All things are desolate ; my bosom fills

With longings wild and sorrowful!—Oh, vain

I strive to clasp her starlike form again—

False—false—is burnt upon my weary brain.

Oh, give me rest, the stars above have rest;

The warm earth slumbers on the ocean's breast—

My bosom gives no echo to their rest.

Fierce as a tempest battling in a glen;

Cold as the rushes shivering on the fen;

So fierce—so cold are all my thoughts within.

False—false—my heart is whirling blind and strong,

Like a star-shivered planet. Oh, how long

Must I endure the throbbing of this wrong! J

. S.

v.

SpARTACUS.

Above me rose the arches of the Hall–

Before me stood a bronze. In clear relief

Rose that bold figure in the gaze of all ;

Each muscle braced with might that could not sleep.

The head thrown back, and full of ire and life;

The frame instinct, and burning for the strife;

The strength of those proud hands; the hatred deep,

Seated like thunders on thy Roman brow,

And the wild forward glance that haunts my spirit now.
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But that foul thing—what is it that I see?

A chain Oh, deep, unutterable wrong

Could that heart beat, and beat in slavery 2

Never! Those links are rentl—and hark, a song

Comes on my brain, like surgings of a stream,

Heard through the shaggy pines, when evening's gleam

Slants down the forest. How that anthem strong

Thrills through the heart, from echoing times of old—

The lay of Spartacus—the gladiator bold !

A lay of freedom I See'st thou not, oh man

That smile triumphal and that gathering scorn;

That short, firm sword—the seven-hilled city's ban–

Right to his tyrant's heart its path hath torn ?

Learn'st thou no lesson 2 Men are equal. Go,

Honour the fact; defend the truth you know;

Arise and prophesy, 'till freedom's morn

Break beautiful upon the mountain height,

And earth's warm bosom burst in flowers to hail its light!

A lay of freedom . Oh, ye slaves that now

Cramp the broad mind to fashion, form, and rite,

Sweep an unfettered hand across your brow;

#. like a falcon to the living light;

Free the undying thought from licensed lies,

Till like a river bursting from its ice,

And whirling error to its native night,

Brimming with freedom, through a golden land

It rolls, loud, bright, and broad, impetuously grand 1

S. A. B.

VI.

IN MEMORLAM.

A N G E L s' foo T s T E P. s.

Beside an Infant, newly born,

The angels of the young life stand;

Celestial rays their brows adorn,

Celestial flowers are in their hand.

“Seraph sister,” whisper they,

“We bring thee tokens from above;

Chosen for Immortality

Thy mission upon earth is Love.

“We seal on thy sweet, serious brow

The cross of holy love and fear;

That all who look on thee may know

Thou art not meant to rest thee here.

“From that all-radiant bow that bends

The arch of peace around the Throne,

This glorious beam the Spirit sends,

To make the Seraph's smile thine own.

“To veil thine eye's deep tenderness,

See, Pity's holy tear is given;

And, that thy every step may bless,

Behold, from crystal streams of heaven
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“These flowers of memory we bring,

That by thy footfall, child of God!

Heaven's own “Forget-me-not' may spring,

To tell where angel-footsteps trod.”

The Seraphim the new-born's cot

Then strewed with flowers of azure pale;

And whispering, “Forget me not,”

Each sped some younger life to hail.

Fair, fair the infant seraph grew,

And holier from day to day;

So gentle, so benign, so true—

She was not meant on earth to stay.

She past us on her pilgrimage,

n her young hand sweet flowers she bore;

Ah! never childhood, youth, or age,

Forgot the smile that seraph wore.

And as she went she scattered round

Those azure flowers upon the sod;

God's own Forget-me-not is found

Where'er her gentle footsteps trod.

We marked on her sweet, serious brow

The cross of holy fear and love;

And yet we strove to keep below

Her who was chosen for above I

Fondly we prayed her yet to stay

Awhile, earth's fullest joys to share;

But she would upward look, and say,

“Come thou with me—my home is there.”

Thus, sweetly smiling to the last,

A denizen of worlds to come,

Scatt'ring bright flowers, the pilgrim past

Away, to her own Heaven-home.

Where bends the emerald arch of peace,

In radiant iris-hues of glory;

Where the redeemed never cease

The praise of Hallelujah! Holy

Where the pellucid, crystal sea

Reflects the loved ones of the world ;

And floats the flood of memory,

The seraph stands with wings unfurled.

She watches for the holy hour

When sleep enchains the thoughts of sin;

And mortal vision hath no power

To mar the spotless seraphim.

Then from that sea and iris' dyes,

Gathering more flowers and brighter beams,

The seraph angel hither flies,

To bless her loved ones in their dreams.

Through leafy trees the mourner's eye

Still sees, at dawn, from yonder sod,

That blue Forget-me-nots on high,

Mark where her angel-footsteps trod.

MARA.
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vii.

sorrow on the sea.

“There is sorrow on the sea, it cannot be quiet.”—JEREMIAH, xlix. 23.

Sorrow upon thy drear expanse, thou broad, unbounded main;

Is this the reason why we hear thy moaning voice complain 2

Sorrow, a tenant of the cells, far down beneath thy breast,

Is this the secret of thy gloom—the source of thine unrest ?

That ceaseless tossing to and fro, alike by night and day,

Is it the heaving of the grief that passeth not away ?

It well may be, for earth has those within whose hearts lie deep,

The bitter springs of hidden woe that will not let them sleep;

There are amidst its busy throng, and not a few, o'er whom

Still hangs a sadness like to thine, and haunts them to the tomb ;

And such will ever seek thy shore, as though they found from thee

A more than mortal fellowship, than human sympathyl

But wherefore sorrowest thou, wild seal why should'st thou have to share

The burden of the troubled doom which erring man must bear 2

Is it that vain remorse is thine for deeds that thou hast done,

The darkest and the cruellest eler wrought beneath the sun ?

Is it that thou dost mourn for those, the young, the bright, the brave,

Whom thou has swept relentlessly 'neath thine engulphing wave 2

Or sorrowest thou that it should be thy lot to keep apart

Full many a friend's embracing hand, and lover's yearning heart,

From those for whom their tears are pour’d, their sighs are spent in vain,

Whom 'twere for earth too deep a bliss to meet but once again 2

The sternest of dividers thou, save Death, art ever found,

And well may sadness shroud thy face, and mingle with thy sound !

Whate'er its source, this much we know, that sorrow broods o'er thee,

And will not let thy waters rest, thou melancholy sea!

We know that as the rain and dew from thee are lent to earth,

To bid its valleys laugh and sing, and clothe its hills with mirth;

So still from thee shall rise the cloud to darken sky and shore,

Till sorrow's type and sorrow's self with thee shall be no more!" C

R. C.

But the wind comes gustily from yon hill-top, and all across the upland. Now

it rushes through the pleasant nook where we have been sitting this half hour

selecting these spirit-leaves for you, and it flutters them, and well-nigh snatches

them from our hands; and there now it speeds on, and whirls through our

favourite grove ; and the trees sigh and murmur from out their green hearts;

then the leaves come pattering down like rain upon the gravelled alleys, where

they lie like a carpet of many hues, soon, alas ! to be soiled with the rain, and to

rot in the dew, and be trodden under foot. Well, be it so. New leaves will

bud in spring-time, and swell in summer, and drop again in autumn—dying

ever, yet ever renewing. And so, for a season, farewell.

ANThony PopLAR.

* “And there was no more sea."—Rev. xxi. 1.
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The Tolka.

The scenery in the neighbourhood of

Dublin has been a theme of praise to

every Irish tourist, from Giraldus

Cambrensis to S. C. Hall. Its beau

ties have been compared to various

models of the picturesque, with various

degrees of propriety, from the just

comparison of its bay to the bay of

Naples, to the complimentary one of

an unfinished mill on the canal, to

the ruins of the Colosseum. It has a

point of resemblance to Athens,

too. The Tolka and Dodder are the

Cephissus and Ilissus of Dublin; and,

in some of their associations, may chal

lenge comparison with the rivers that

watered the city of Minerva.

The Tolka lies on the north of the

city. It springs in a dead flat; and

its uniform, sluggish stream, sur

rounded by pastures and farms, is, un

til it approaches within six miles of

I}ublin, by no means picturesque.

The first towns to be passed are Dun

boyne and Mullahuddart, now misera

ble villages, but once, ere corporation

reform was dreamed of, boroughs. The

latter place is under the special pro

tection of the Blessed Virgin. It has

one of the numerous Irish wells dedi

cated to her, which was once a place of

º much resorted to. It also

lasted of an ancient society, estab

lished so early as the reign of Henry

WI., A.D. 1532, the “Guild or frater

nity of the Blessed Virgin Mary of

Mullahuddart.” This guild is stated

by Mr. Mason (Hist. St. Patrick's Ca

thedral) to have been established by

Act of Parliament, convened byRichard

Talbot, Archbishop of Dublin, and

then Lord Justice. It was possessed of

some property. Near the ruined church

there rests, among others of minor

note, the dust of one man, remarkable

in Irish history, Richard Beling, Se

cretary to the Supreme Council of the

Confederate Catholics at Kilkenny,

after the rebellion of 1641, the emissary

from that body to the Pope, and the

man who brought Cardinal Rinuccini

to Ireland. On Cromwell's arrival he

fled to France, where he is supposed to

have written “Windicia, Catholicorum

Hibernia.” At the restoration he re

turned to Dublin, and his ashes repose

in the country which he spent his life

in inflaming.

The next village the tourist will pass

on his way to Dublin is Clonsillagh.

It is under the special protection of St.

Mochta, the disciple of St. Patrick;

but the good saint has left nothing to

identify him with the place, save the

uestionable virtues of a holy well.

ll Irish saints had wells, like eastern

patriarchs; but they were not so re

stricted in the allowance, for St. Pa

trick alone has some hundreds to his

own share, including one we shall pre

sently pass at Finglas ; – it is to be

|. to prove their temperate

abits, and, perhaps, their cleanliness—

though early saints do not appear to

have been at all of John Wesley's opi

nion, that cleanliness is near akin to

godliness. The denial of the luxury of

washing was a special mark of sanctity.

One holy virgin, much renowned in

eastern hagiology, Silvania of Jerusa

lem, could boast, at three score, that

she had never washed her hands, or

any part of her whole body, except

the tips of her fingers, to receive the

communion. Probably her sanctity

would have been less conspicuous among

the native Irish where dirt was a less

common virtue. However that may be,

may not this custom as to wells be an

other item to connect ancient Irish

Christianity with the East 2

From Clonsillagh, the interest of the

journey to the mouth of the Tolkara

pidly increases. The river runs through

a well-planted valley, overshadowed

by magnificent trees, as perfect a spe

cimen as could be found of that rich

and peaceful landscape which the Eng

lish pen and pencil love to paint, parti

cularly in the neighbourhood of Sheep

hill, Scribblestown (or Skebrystown),

and Cardiff's Bridge.

On the high ground at the left, as

we descend the river, stands the obser

vatory of Trinity College, at Dunsink.

It owes its origin to a bequest of Pro
vost Andrews, who died in 1774, out

of which, with large additions made by
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the Board, it was erected in 1785. The

Professor of Astronomy lives here. The

first who held the office was Dr. Henry

Ussher, who was succeeded by Dr.

Brinkley; and on his promotion to the

bishopric of Cloyne, the present pro

fessor, Sir Wm. R. Hamilton, was ap

ointed. The character of the two

atter in the world of science is well

known.

At Cardiff's Bridge there is an iron

factory, which, though insignificant in

comparison to the giant creations of

modern mechanics, is curious for its

antiquity; it was an iron mill in the

sixteenth century. A little lower down

the river, on the opposite bank, there

are the remains of an old tannery, and a

curious irregular old house. This house,

with its square “look-out” rising stifly

from the roof–its red tiles and black

ened walls, unsheltered by a tree— is

very conspicuous on the top of the hill,

looking as wild and rigid as an elec

trified tortoise-shell cat. It is one of

the places in the neighbourhood which

claims the honour offiaving entertained

James II. in his flight from the Boyne

to Dublin. Tradition assigns the same

distinction to the mansion-house of

Johnstown, in the neighbourhood of

Glasnevin, of which the site only now

remains, the old house having quite

disappeared. It is most probable both

claims are equally unfounded. After

the battle, James fled as fast as horse

could carry him to the Castle of Dub

lin. He arrived at night, not having,

as he told Lady Tyrconnell, “appetite

for supper after such a breakfast.” It

isiº,possible he would have stopped

within two or three miles of the city

on such a journey, in such a mood.

But though theTolka was not honor

ed by the last of the Stuarts, its banks

were, no doubt, the residence of his

illustrious successor during his brief

visit to our capital. The site of the

house in which he abode is at the next

bridge as we descend the river, at the

icturesque village of Finglas Bridge.

|. the high road to Fiuglas, the

traveller will observe, on the low ground

under the bank on which Dr. Gregory's

asylum stands, a small manufactory,

lately used for iron. This building stands

on the site of a very ancient mill, which

was burnt down in the year 1827. It

was, in 1690, the manor mill, and there

was a mansion-house attached to it. In

that house William reposed for the

week during which he remained in the

neighbourhood of Dublin, after the de

cisive victory of the Boyne. On July

the 1st, as all men know, that famous

battle was fought. On the day but

one after, William marched southward,

and on the 4th pitched his camp at

Finglas. The encampment extended

along the slope which lies above the

river, extending from this place to

Finglas ; and the house referred to,

being at the extremity nearest Dublin,

became the royal residence. Here

William passed what were, probably,

the least anxious nights he experienced

during many years of his singular ca

reer. On the 6th he made his triumphal

entry into Dublin, but returned to Fin

glas; and on the 7th received there

deputations from the bishops and clergy

then in Dublin, to congratulate him.

The following day he reviewed his

army.

But the germ of matters more

weighty than the visits of bishops, or

the parade of troops, sprung during

William's sojourn in that now forgot.
ten mill. n the 7th of July, the

third day after his arrival, was issued

his, proclamation, promising pardon,

with some exceptions and limitations,

to sugh of his enemy's adherents as

should come into his allegiance before

the 1st of August. This was the first

foundation of the celebrated commis

sion for inquiring into and seizing the

forfeitures accrued to the crown by the

(so called) rebellion of the Irish. The

first commission of seizures issued five

days after, on the 12th of July, the

source of such protracted and angry

disputes between William and the Eng

lish parliament, and commencement o

those extensive forfeitures in which

upwards of a million of acres of Irish

estates were involved.

On the 9th he broke up his camp at

Finglas, and marched southward with

a portion of his army, dispatching the

remainder to the west. Before his de

parture was prepared the proclamation,

which issued on the following day, ºn

a pecuniary subject of less magnitude

than the forfeitures, but with which

the “glorious memory” is even more

intimately associated in popular recol

lection—the brass money. The circu

lation of the brass money was not

wholly prohibited until the following

year; but, by the proclamation of th:

10th of July, 1690, its value was cri

down — the large half-crowns an

crowns to pass for one penny, the
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small half-crowns at three farthings,

and the shillings and sixpences at a

farthing. This reduction, great as it

was, was insufficient. The intrinsic

value of twenty shillings of the money

was only two pence. The mint es

tablished by James in Dublin in the

preceding year had coined old brass

and pewter into crowns and half

crowns, and the half-crowns had been

re-stamped and issued as crowns. The

money so issued was rumoured to be

£1,000,000, or more, and Luttrell had

threatened to hang any man who would

refuse it. The suppression of such

“raps” formed nearly as important a

feature in William's merits in the eyes

of the Dublin tradesmen as the delive

rance from the twin evils of “Popery

and slavery.”

Nearly 115 years after William's de

parture, a memento of his residence at

the old mill-house was oddly found.

In 1804 the mill was taken for the

purpose of being used in the cotton

manufacture, in which it continued to

be employed until it was burnt down.

A gentleman (Mr. Cockson) who was

then residing in the house, returned

home late one night, and as he was

going for a light along a passage from

one room to another, trod upon some

nuts which had fallen through a mouse

hole from the room above. He lighted

a candle, and on going to look at the

nuts, found among them what appear

ed to be a tarnished halfpenny, but

heavier, and which, on being rubbed,

proved to be a new guinea of the reign

of Charles II. Surprised at finding

such a curiosity on the floor of a

common passage, used and swept every

day, he searched for the place it came

from, and put his hand on the top of a

corbel stone, which protruded from the

wall a little above his head, leaving a

few inches between it and the ceiling.

Here, enveloped in dust and cobweb,

he found a little pillar consisting of no

less than twenty similar pieces. They

had been deposited there by some one

about the person of William, and, for

gotten in the hurry of his departure,

had remained untouched for upwards

of a century, for want of a housemaid

sufficiently diligent to dust their rest

ing-place, though during the entire

time the house had been inhabited.

Finglas was an unlucky locality for

the family of Stuart. Forty years be

fore William's arrival, the same ground

that his camp occupied had held ano

ther encampment, and been the scene

of other deliberations, connected with

the first great disaster of their house,

and which, like the victory of the

Boyne, preceded by a few months the

then impending ruin of their cause.

In 1649 Lord Ormond was making the

last stand for Charles I. On June

19th, he encamped with a portion of

his army at Finglas, where he had his

head quarters. Dublin was then held

by Jones, with the Parliamentary

forces, and Ormond's camp was not

broken up until the defeat of Rath.

mines. There are at Finglas the re

mains of two old military mounds or

batteries; one situated just at the back

of the modernglebe-house, and theother

in a neighbouring field. They consist

of high embankments, enclosed be

tween stone walls, about twenty feet

broad, ending with a perpendicular wall

at one end and in an inclined plane

at the other. The tradition of the

neighbourhood is, that they are the

remains of the camp of William. The

field in which the one last-mentioned

stands,is still called “The King's Field,”

and the two batteries would have com

manded the road which then led to

Dublin. But William's troops stayed

there only a few days, and it seems

more likely that such substantial works

were thrown up by Ormond's army,

whose sojourn there lasted for months.

The military fame of the Tolka is,

indeed, of very ancient date. Accord

ing to Mr. Dalton (Hist. Co. Dublin)

it would seem that it was the scene of

the battle of the Wood of Tolka, cele

brated in Irish history as the last

struggle made by the Hynial dynasty

with Brian Boroihme. Malachi, the

reigning prince of that house, resigned

his throne and the palace of Tara

to Brian in 1001. Aodh, the heir

presumptive to Malachi, however, de

termined to make the effort from which

the more prudent Malachi shrunk; he

collected what forces he could, and

met the conqueror in a pitched battle,

but was defeated. The restoration

of Malachi to be the first of the Irish

princes, took place in the same neigh

bourhood. On Good Friday, 1014,

was fought the famous battle of Clon

tarf; when, on the death of Brian and

his son, Malachi resumed the com

mand. The Irish army was, previous

to the battle, encamped at Kilmainham,

and as the struggle is supposed to have

closed near the sea-shore at Clontarf,
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the Tolka must have witnessed much

of the fighting. Finglas was also the

scene of one of the triumphs of Miles

de Cogan and Reginald le Gros, at

the time of King Henry's conquest.

They, with 500 men, routed there, ac

cording to the English accounts, some

thousands of the Irish, who, under

Roderic O'Connor, were then ineflec

tually attempting to reduce Dublin by

a siege.

Having brought the reader to Fin

glas, we will carry him back to remoter

ages still. There is nothing in the

ruined and dirty village to please his

eye; but there is much in its traditions

to amuse his fancy. It was a favourite

resort of St. Patrick, and the site of a

church and abbey founded by him.

He endowed his holy well there with

many virtues, and, looking down from

this elevated site on Dublin, prophesied

that it would become a great city, and

the capital of Ireland. The parish

church was dedicated to St. Canice.

That holy person died about A.D. 600.

He was born in Ulster and educated in

Britain, and, like many of our other

early saints, spent much of his time in

propagating Christianity; and the learn

ing of his age, among the then more

barbarous nations of the Continent;

but his native country was also the

field of many of his labours, and the

Christian community at Finglas par

took of his care. He himself planted

several yew trees about the original

church, which, in the twelfth century,

had attained a great degree of sanctity.

Shortly after the victory of Miles de

Cogan, above-mentioned, some of the

English archers, coveting the goodly

trees for bows, laid sacrilegious hands

upon them. The indignation of the

blessed saint was awakened, and line

sinful archers, with many of their com

anions, perished by a plague. This

incident is recorded by Giraldus Cam

brensis, the first Englishman who pub

lished an Irish tour, and if the reader

will not believe it, there is little use in

telling him (though the fact be record

ed by Mr. Dalton) that the old trees

lately standing in the grave-yard are

the veritable blessed yews in question.

There is, at the gate of the old church

yard, a monument of less questionable

authenticity, viz., a very perfect old

cross. In the opinion of some anti

quarians this was one of the crosses

used to mark the districts which, from

a very early age of the Irish Church,

were subjected to the jurisdiction of

the bishops, and known as croceſe, or

cross lands. Finglas belonged to the

See of Dublin. According to another

theory, the cross is a sepulchral monu

ment. It was the practice with the an

cient Irish Christians to mark the grave

of a man of peculiar sanctity with a

cross; and monuments similar to that

in Finglas, used for this purpose, are

assignable in date to a period prior to

the ninth century. The abbey and

church of Finglas counted aunong its

inmates, from the eighth to the eleventh

centuries, many a holy anchorite and

abbot, or bishop (for the titles seem

used indifferently in the Irish annals).

The cross may have been erected over

some of them.

But whatever the origin of this cross

may be, after it hadbeen long forgotten,

the cross itself attained a high deſiree of

sanctity. Upon the arrival of Cromwell,

his soldiers, on their march from Dublin

to Drogheda, indulged their habitual

zealagainstimages and relics, by break

ing the shaft of the cross and prostrating

it. Some pious neighbours, to pre

serve the relic from further desecration,

determined to hide it until the danger

of its destruction should be passed;

the two fragments of it were accord.

ingly buried. It had been concealedand

almost forgotten for more than 150

years, the place of its sepulture being

preserved only in the traditionary learn

ing of some of the peasantry, when

Dr. Walsh, the late vicar of the parish,

and who was, in 1812, its curate, heard

the story of the cross from a very old

parishioner, named White. White him

self had heard it from his father, who

had died at a very great age. He was a

Roman Catholic, and was at first un

willing to tell the place, from a fear

that the Protestant clergyman intend

ed some desecration to the venerable

stone; but was induced to overcome

his fears, and showed a spot near the

gate of the oll churchyard, not far frºm

the place where the cross now stands.

After digging for a few feet under the

surface, the cross was found. Dr.

Walsh had it exhumed and erected in

its present position. The fracture of the

shaft is apparent, but in other repec."

it is quite perfect. It is a little ornº.

mented, and is made of granite, a stºº

not found within several miles of this

neighbourhood, so that it must have

been brought from the southern side."

Dublin. It would be a great imprº"
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ment if this curious piece of antiquity
were moved from the obscure nook

where it stands to the open space op

Posite the new church.

The Parish of Finglas was among

the parishes confirmed by the bull of

Pope Celestine III., A.D. 1191, to John

Comyn, Archbishop of Dublin, as part

of the College of St. Patrick. The

tesult of the grant was, that the tithes

of the parish, instead of being devoted

to their legitimate object of paying the

spiritual pastors of the parishioners,

were soon attached to support the

dignity of one of the officials, Finglas,

with some other livings, being assigned

to the chancellor of the cathedral.

This annexation was made in 1219,

by one of the most celebrated men

among the Irish hierarchy—Henry de

Londres, Archbishop of Dublin; Mar

tin Thomas de Castello, the then pre

bend of Finglas, was the first chan

tellor of the cathedral. The rectory

has ever since continued to be devoted

to the same purposes, and is annexed

tº the living of St. Werburgh's, in

the city of Dublin. How the spiritual

wants of the Finglassians were pro

vided for, prior to the Reformation,

dºes not appear. There were subser

Yient to the Church three chapelries —

St. Margaret's, St. Bridget's at the

War, and St. Nicholas's at Artane ;

and it may be that the various oppor

finities which then existed of opening

Purses of the faithful, supplied

*ufficient funds to pay the clergy. But

at the Reformation these all failed,

ºul, the necessity of providing some

fund for a resident clergyman in the

Pºlish became apparent. The resto

ºtion ºf a part of the emoluments to

* legitimate purpose is due to
another illustrious name, among the

Jºy greatest in the history of the Irish

Church. In 1621, James Ussher was

Chancellor of St. Patrick's. With

* conscientious zeal for religion

º characterised every act of his
ſe, he appropriated a part of the

*luments of his office to the endow

i. ofº: at Finglas. The

On of the profits of the rector

Made by him*i. gave place º,

.* one of small and great

*; but the endowment has never

." Maried, and the same impolitic

º.. money paid, from the
- l -

tinues to thisºons who pay it, con

"g the illustrious dead who died

at Finglas, there are two Archbishops

of Dublin–Fulk de Sandford (1271),

and Archbishop Fitzsimon (1511).

The ruin of the old church is associat

ed with one name which deserves more

articular mention. It was originally

uilt on its present site in the age of

St. Canice; but the first chapel and

monastic buildings had perished, and,

in 1609, the church, of which the

ruin is now standing, was rebuilt. Its

original shape was a long rectangle.

The visitor will observe another aisle

at right-angles to the main portion of

the building. In the days of the vil

lage's prosperity, this limb was thrown

into the church, which had become too

small for its congregation; but it was

originally separate, and was intended

for a library, and erected by the exer

tions of the poet Parnell, who ended

his days as vicar of the parish.

Through the interest principally of

Swift, he was, in 1716, promoted to

this living, at that time a handsome

referment. Goldsmith and Johnson,

is biographers, kill the poet, in the

following}. 1717; but he lived for

at least one year longer than they allow

him, for there is an entry in the parish

vestry book, dated April 12, 1718, and

signed with Parnell's name, in his own

handwriting. He went to London

shortly afterwards. Iſis plan of found

ing a library was commenced, and

resolutions of the vestry for com

|. it were forwarded to him there;

ut he died on his way back.

Among the eminent literary names

associated with Finglas, its late vicar,

the Rev. Dr. Walsh, is not to be

omitted, whose kind and unobtrusive

manners endeared him to his friends,

as much as his talents and learning

won the favour of the public.

There is a patent, dated the 16th

June, 1718, to the Archbishop of Dub

lin, for holding two fairs on the 25th

April and 29th ofjº and

weekly markets at Finglas ; but for a

century none have been held, and, in

lieu of them, an annual festival was

celebrated on the first of every May.

The name of the village is derived

from “Fion-glass,” the “pleasant

green.” There stood there, until

within the last few years, on the trian

gular patch of grass in the centre of

the village, the§º. The only

other, May-pole near Dublin was at

Harold's-cross, but it was an obscure

concern, when compared with its Fin
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glas rival. A new pole was from time

to time provided, as the old one decayed

and became unsafe to climb. It was

painted once a-year, usually at Easter,

and sometimes in a very fantastic fa

shion, with stripes of bright colours like

a barber's sign. Maying was a very

ancient English custom, as every read

er of Chaucer knows, and was fashion

able ages before the Bluebeard Henry

VIII. profaned it. A pole, painted with

alternate dark and light colours, em

blematic of the division of summer and

winter, was a usual accompaniment:

but this was not an Irish custom. A

budding bush was, and is, Paddy's more

appropriate symbol of opening spring.

It is not easy to ascertain when the

pole was erected at Finglas. It was

prior to the Union, when the village

was a favourite watering place, the

resort of the fashionable and wealthy,

and counted several noblemen among

its inhabitants. The pole was proba

bly erected, in those days of its prospe

rity, by some aristocratic admirer of

English pastimes; and the sports about it

were originally altogether in the English

model, consisting of a Queen of the May

(“maid Marian"), dancing round the

|. &c. But “the May" at Fing

as attained the height of its celebrity

at a later period, about forty years

ago, after the society of the village had

lost its aristocratic, and assumed a

more jovial and rollicking, caste. Noble

men and M.P.'s were succeeded by

Smithfield dealers and Dublin shop

keepers—several of whom helped to

keep up the sports, and also to change

their character. A gentleman named

Shew contributed with his purse,

and two well-known characters, Watty

Cox and Bryan Maguire, aided by

their exertions to sustain the sports

with spirit. About twenty-five years

ago, they were beginning to decline,

and a club was formed who, for a few

years longer, sustained them. In its

}. days the May of Finglas rivalled

onnybrook Fair. The sports consisted

of climbing the pole, to the top of

which was suspended a leg of mutton,

or a pair of breeches; donkey-races, in

which each man rode his neighbour's

ass, and the last won; running in sacks,

in which the man or woman who did

not run was sure to win ; chasing pigs

with soaped tails, grinning through

collars, and other like exercises, which,

if less athletic, were more merry than

their prototypes at the Olympic Games.

These were open to all comers, and the

prizes were provided from funds sub

scribed for the purpose by the patrons

of the sports and residents in the

neighbourhood. Had the meetingsended

thus, they might still have survived;

but as the neighbourhood became less

populous these games were less pa

tronised, and gave place to orgies of a

very different class. Attempts were

made for some years to put a stop to

the proceedings by police interference;

and when the last May-pole, in the year

1843, was cut down, some gentlemen

interested in the welfare of the neigh

bourhood, very judiciously discouraged

the erection of another. The celebra

tion of the May has been for the last

five or six years interrupted, and will

probably never be renewed.

Among the ancient celebrities of

Finglas is St. Patrick's Well. It is

now a neglected hole in a field at the

rere of the parish school-house, with

the remains of a small building or arch

over it, which was erected by one of

the Plunkets of Dunsoughly, about

1756. It was greatly resorted to, espe

cially in the summer of 1768, when,

according to Dr. Rutty, “it un

doubtedly produced some notably good

effects in the cure of divers impetigi

nous disorders, sore eyes, and invete

rate and ill-conditioned ulcers.” It

was used by applying wet rags to the

place affected, and by drinking it. It

continued in good repute when Rutly

wrote (about 1770). In 1811, the arch

over it is stated to have been in good

repair, and to have formed a bath, six

ards long and three broad. It was

i. and made a subject of export.

It was much used byl)r. Achmet Burom

borad, of whom the reader may find

a caricature, with some truth, in “Bar

rington's Sketches." He in his day

was in Dublin as great a man as St.

John Long in London, and contrived

to get large grants of the public

money for his baths and quackeries.

The Finglas well was, according to

tradition, especially blessed by our pa

tron saint. It has now, however, lost

all its virtues; and except by a few old

women, for whom hagiology has more

charms than chemistry, and who trust

to faith more than physic, it is now

never resorted to.

The Tolka boasted of another spa,

in a field near Drumcondra bridge.

About thirty years ago it was brought

into note by an enterprising dancing
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master named Duval, the builder of

the house now called Clonturk House,

in the lawn attached to which the

supposed spa water was drunk. If

spas had half the virtues ascribed to

them, every citizen of Dublin might

rival old Parr in longevity. In 1732

another spa was opened at Temple

ogue, near the bridge over the Dodder.

Rutty enumerates no less than eleven

spas in the city, and others, at various

times, obtained celebrity at Golden

bridge, Leixlip, in the Phoenix Park,

and at Lucan. With the exception of

the two last, they are all now forgotten,

and the Lucan spa alone is seriously

used for medicinal purposes.

Descending the river from Finglass

bridge, we come to the classic neigh

bourhood of Glasnevin–Glasseeneven,

“the pleasant little field"—once the re

sidence of Steele, Tickell, and Delany,

and the occasional resort of their illus

trious friends, Swift and Addison. As

he stands on the bridge, a round house

with a conical roof, which looks like a

squat Esquimaux variety of one of our

genuine Irish round towers, cannot

fail to attract the reader's notice.

That odd building is an inconvenient

Parish school-house, built by the good

natured and hobbyhorsical Delany; it

was his little whim. If the reader

raises his eyes, he will see at the top

of the hill a high roof, and four staring

windows appearing over a dashed wall

and large wooden gate, the ascent to

which is a continuance of the village

street, straight up the steep hill. This

was the doctor's great whim—the far

funed. Delville, designed and named

Y philosophers, ridiculed and immor

!alised by wits and statesmen. Here

“thellean,” the first of Ireland's patriots

*l of England's wits, has often met

the affectionate friends with whom he

lºwed to mix, when “the cold weather

$ºthered together Dr. Delany's set.”

Here he thought, and wrote, perhaps

Printed, some of his bitterest invec

ºs. Dr. Delany was a fellow of

Trinity College, who lived here till

ºr his death, in 1768, at the ripe

old age of eighty-three. He is buried

in the churchyard of Glasnevin, his

ºlument adjoining the boundary wall

ºf his favourite lawn. Not far from

repose." Delany had also some pre

ferments in the Church. But whether

it was that his fellowship was not pro

fitable, or that the purse of men of his

disposition is as impossible to be filled as

the tubs of the Danaides, he was still

a struggling man; and this same house,

and his passion for building and beau

tifying, was no small cause of his en

barrassments. In 1729 he wrote his

well-known “Address to Lord Car

taret,” and he sums up his wishes in a

distich which gives a prominent posi

tion to his hobby—

“My lord, I wish to pay the debts I owe ;

I'd wish beside to build and to bestow."

The address was unsuccessful; but

in 1735 he was made Dean of Down,

and in 1743 he married his second wife,

Mrs. Pendarvis, a widow with a for

tune. These accessions to his means

enabled him abundantly to satisfy the

two last wishes, though their gratifica

tion prevented him from ever attaining

to the first. The address, if it did

not gain him promotion, procured for

him abundant notoriety; and a war

of squibs was waged, in which Delville

forms a favourite topic. The “Christ

mas-box for Dr. Delany,” evoked “An

Answer to the Christmas-box.” De

lany is described as–

“Quite ruined and bankrupt, reduced to a farthing,

By making too much of a very small garden.

You, for ooth, you: all must inuander

On that poor spot called Delville, yonder.”

Swift's mock description of it con

cludes thus—

“In short, in all your boasted seat

There's nothing but yourself is great."

When the villa was finished, its po

sition, on the top of the hill of Glasne

vin, looking down upon the city of

Dublin (of which, by the way, it com

mands a very striking view), suggested

the motto still legible in a small temple

in the grounds, “Fastigio despicit ur

bem.” The same punning propensities

suggested the name of Delville. It

was planned by Delany himself, in

conjunction with his friend, Dr. Hel

sham; and as a memento of their

joint labours it was christened with the

first syllable of each of their names–

Hel-Del-Ville; but, as the commence

ment of this name suggested uncom

* tomb the remains of another fel- fortable associations, it was soon

ºw, the eccentricº.jackey Barrett,” dropped.

* See a Memoir of Barrett, ante, vol. XVIII. p. 350.

2 EVol. XLII.-No, col.
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Many years ago, in removing some

old lumber from an out office a concealed

printing press was discovered, which is

supposed to have been used in printing

the “Legion Club.” This ferocious

satire was printed by Swift in 1736,

and he passed the summer of 1735 at

Delville. Twice before, Swift's printers

had been endangered for publishing his

pamphlets—once for “The Public Spi

rit of the Whigs,” in 1714, and, ten

years subsequently, for the fourth

“Drapier's Letter.” These publications

were comparatively mild. The mad

virulence of the “Legion Club” natu

rally frightened any Dublin printer

from venturing openly to publish it.

The tradition, that Swift printed it pri

vately at his friend's, is therefore not

without probability. In the small tem

ple before referred to there is a medal

lion likeness, still in tolerably good

preservation, of Mrs. Johnston, the

celebrated Stella. It has been engraved,

with some other likenesses of her, in

Wilde's Notes on Swift. The portrait

at Delville presents a less pleasing im

pression of her personal appearance

than the others.

It is impossible to visit Delville—to

see its many old-fashioned rooms, its

temples and terraces—without fancying

its old proprietor and his friends before

us. Delany's simplicity and vanity;

his almost childish gratification at

Swift's praises; his sincere veneration

for his friend; his unsophisticated ig

norance of the world, and voluntary

exposure of himself to ridicule; his in

nocent, though absurd self-conceit ;

his constant hospitality, and no less

constant pecuniary embarrassments,

form a character so distinct, it is easy

to summon the picture of the man who

was always in debt; who got from his

friend the Dean a recommendation to

Bolingbroke of a rogue and a whore;

and who, after soliciting the honour of

preaching before George II., came late

to the church, and threw the service

into confusion, from his neglect of the

usual forms—

“Let the Dean say what he will,

Delany, you're Delany still.”

It is less easy to realise the eccentric

character of the great Irish patriot–

the vigorous and original genius, who

truly boasted that he never borrowed

an idea; who, without a model, hasbeen

without a rival; who, like Lorenzo de

Medici, unaided by the weight of office,

was courted by the most powerful of

statesmen and swayed the most im

portant councils of the nation; whose

pen determined the peace of Europe;

whose daring courage evoked from the

death-like stillness of Irish subservien

cy the first healthful breath of inde

pendence ; whose versatile powers

could shine in the most childish trifles;

whose fastidious dirtiness could revel

over the most degrading necessities of

every-day life, and whose reforming

mania descended to the wants of a cob

bler and the duties of a kitchen-maid.

Yet the host and the chief and most

frequent guest at Delville, are not the

only characters that stand prominently

forward in Glasnevin society. The

tasteful Parnell, who, as before-men

tioned, was vicar of the adjoining par

rish of Finglas, often figured in the

circle. Tickell “Whiggissimus,” as he

was nicknamed, another poet of no

mean pretensions, was proprietor of

the premises now occupied by the Bo

tanic Gardens. Here, too, was seen

the brilliant pertinacity of the factious

and spiteful spendthrift, Steele, then

proprietor of Hampstead, immediately

adjoining Delville. Occasionally a

Whig more illustrious still appears.

The awkward shyness of the elegant,

but too frugal, Addison mixes with the

scene, and the great luminary of the

Whigs is pictured chatting with the

giant of the Tories. Nor are we to

forget the sprightly trifles and droll ex

travagance of the elder Sheridan ; Hel

sham, Stella, Mrs. Delany, and many

others now forgotten, but who then

made no obscure figure in society, fill

up the crowd. How different was the

intercourse of Boswell and Johnson

from that of Swift with his friends

Delany and Sheridan How pleasing

their intercourse, contrasted with the

mean subservience of the Prince of

Toadies to his ponderous idol. With

every wish to paint the amiable side of

his character, Boswell exhibits to us a

selfish, overbearing tyrant, crushing all

opposition to his own opinions or pre

judices. We see Swift, on the con

trary, courting a return of the blows

he gave, and good-humouredly enter

ing the lists in the war of trifles which

his friends excelled in. Yet, strange to

say, the popular impression generally

recurs to the good-nature of Johnson

and the moroseness of Swift. It is not

more strange than that the former

should be held up as a model of austere
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virtue, though Boswell confesses, with

ain, his Eastern sensuality; while the

atter, whose chastity was his crime, is

quoted as the great master of ribaldry

and grossness.

But the by-gone days of Glasnevin

will lead to endless digressions, if we

indulge these fancies. It is now a de

clining village, and, like its neighbour

Finglass, mourns over the fickleness of

fashion. About fifty years ago, Fin

glas was described (in Archer's Dub

lin) as a “large and handsome town.”

Even then(1801) theneighbourhood was

decaying. Glasnevin, until nearly the

same time, had a considerable tavern,

a celebrated resort of Dublin citizens

on Sundays. Finglas is now but a

single street, of ruinous, beggarly

houses, and but few of them. The

large mansions have long lost their ti

tled proprietors, and are either con

verted into lunatic asylums, or left as

desolate as their humbler neighbours.

The modern predilection of the citizens

of Dublin for the sea has, in a great

measure, caused this. But the neigh

bourhood has had a worse evil to con

tend with—the curse of turnpikes is

upon it.

Before leaving Glasnevin the reader

should visit the National Institution at

Claremont, for Educating the Deaf

and Dumb. Immediately above the

bridge the river is bordered by the

Botanic Gardens of the Royal Dublin

Society on one side, and at the oppo

site side by a demesne which was once

one of the “show places" of Dublin,

belonging to a gentleman named Mit

chell. It was lately occupied by the

“last” bishop of Kildare, with whom

the see was extinguished. It is men
tioned as an incident connected with

Christ's Church, the deanery of which

was attached to this see, that it was

built by the first bishop, and rebuilt by

the last. He was an amiable man,

but excited some popular dislike by

establishing a large dairy, of which he

sold the milk. He was then christened

by the dairy boys “the buttermilk

bishop." He once got into personal

cºllision with a drayman, who was at
the wrong side of the road, and a cari

Sature was published of him as “the

boxing bishop.”

The Botanic Gardens are on the

site of the house and demesne for

merly occupied by Tickell, the poet.

He first came to Ireland in 1714, with

his friend Addison ; but in 1725, was

himself made Secretary to the Lords

Justices. He married in 1726 a lady

who was a native of Dublin, and soon

afterwards settled at Glasnevin. The

house which he occupied is still stand

ing, and the ornamented ceiling of the

room used for lectures in botany is

said to be his design. He is supposed

to have here composed the pleasing

ballad of “Colin and Lucy.” There

is a walk between yew trees, called Ad

dison's-walk, in the gardens, which is

popularly said to have been planted

by Addison himself; but as Tickell did

not go to live there until 1726, and

Addison died in 1719, that is not likely.

The walk was probably named as a

tribute of affection from Tickell to his

friend. The lands were purchased by

the Royal Dublin Society, in 1795,

from Major Tickell, a member of the

poet's family.

It is an odd coincidence, that the

ublication of the first work on Irish

otany was cotemporaneous with Tic

kell's own acquisition of the place. In

1726, Dr. Threlkeld published his

“Synopsis Stirpium Hibernicarum,”

which was the first modern attempt

made to illustrate the flora of this

country. The origin of the garden is

due to the zealand energy of Dr. Wade,

backed by the strenuous assistance of

Mr. Speaker Foster (Lord Oriel). In

1790, Wade drew up a petition, which

was presented to Parliament by Mr.

Toler (Lord Norbury), and out of the

sum then voted to the Dublin Society

£300 was allocated towards the foun

dation of a botanic garden. Additions

were made in the following years.

Among the grants proposed in the last
session of the Irish Parliament, in

1800, one of the few devoted to a me

ritorious object was the large increase

of the vote to the Dublin Society, of

which £1,500 was appropriated to

complete this garden. The grounds

include about thirty acres. Though

the first botanic garden was established

so late * in Ireland, the management

of the institution has made up for the

* The earliest establishment of this kind in Europe is said to have been the garden at

adua, opened in 1540, under the auspices of the Medici. In the next century, similar

“stablishments were set on foot in different parts both of Great Britain and the Continent.
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delay. In beauty of situation, and

taste in their arrangement, the gardens

at Glasnevin are unrivalled, and, in a

scientific point of view, the collection

is most excellent. The principal de

partment was originally on the Lin

naean classification, with other divisions

of plants distributed according to their

uses. This complicated arrangement

has recently been greatly improved.

The fashion (which has discarded Lin

naeus) has been followed, and the col

lection is now classified according to the

natural orders. A department of the

garden is devoted to experimental pur

poses, and the conservatories contain a

splendid collection of exotics. By the

liberality of the 1)ublin Society, the

citizens of Dublin have free access to

this magnificent and attractive school,

as well as to the lectures delivered by

the Society's Professor of Botany.

The Glasnevin Botanic Gardens are

bounded on one side by the Pros

pect Cemetery. At the mouth of the

river Tolka we meet another cemetery

belonging to the Jews. It was always

the custom of that people to bury out

side cities; but their Christian neigh

bours here, as elsewhere, adhered to

the revolting and unhealthy practice

of crowding the most populous neigh

bourhoods with corpses. . The first

extramural Christian burial-ground

established in Dublin was the burial

ground of St. George's parish, adjoin

ing the Royal Canal. In 1829, a

cemetery principally used by Roman

Catholics was established at Golden

Bridge. It was originally projected in

consequence of an illiberal regulation

enforced by Archbishop Magee, pro

hibiting Roman Catholic clergymen

from officiating in churchyards. It

was followed by a cemetery at Harold's-

Cross. In February, 1832, the cemetery

at Glasneyin was opened; it originally

comprised only nine acres, but is now

enlarged to forty acres. In 1846 an

Act of Parliament was procured for its

management. It is a favourite bury

ing-place with Itoman Catholics; and

up to January, 1853, 82,606 bodies

had been interred in the part appro

priated to general burial, and 34,001

in the ground appropriated to the poor.

Its success is greatly due to the philan

thropic exertions of Mathias J. O'Kelly,

Esq. The approach was formerly

filled with public houses, where crowds

of mourners betook themselves to the

“Cottage of Content,” and other

taverns, havingnamescontrasting oddly

with the vicinity. It contains the tomb

of John Philpot Curran. His remains

were buried in England, and no stone

or monument in Ireland commemo–

rated his fame, until the committee of

Prospect Cemetery redeemed this na

tional reproach. IIis ashes now re

pose beneath a handsome tomb, de

signed by Papworth. It is a fac-simile

of the antique, known as the tomb of

Scipio Barbatius. It is made of Irish

granite, a stone peculiarly well adapted

to designs of massive grandeur. The

cemetery also contains O'Connell's

tomb. The present monument to him

is only temporary, the one intended

to be permanent being still in course

of preparation; it has been designed

by Petrie, and will be an exact copy

of an ancient Irish church and round

tower, every stone being cut with strict

regard to the architecture of the

ancient ecclesiastical models. Near

O'Connell's tomb are the remains of

his#" Achates, Tom Steele.

The Jewish burial-ground at Bally

bough-bridge is of very small size,

scarcely exceeding a quarter of an

acre. It is of ancient date, probably

cotemporaneous with the settlement of
Jews in Dublin in the time of Crom

well. It was part of his policy to

encourage this industrious people, and

in his time there were several of the

community in our capital; but their

numbers declined, and until the last

thirty years there were not enough to

keep open a synagogue. It is their

custom never to bury one body in the

grave over another; and ever since

Abraham purchased the field of Mach

pelah, it has been the passionate desire

of his sons to be buried with their

fathers; yet this little burial-ground,

probably the only Jewish place of

sepulture in Ireland, is not yet full.

From Glasnevin we pass on the

river Tolka to Drumcondra. The ad

joining church contains the monument

of F. Grose, the antiquarian. The

following is the inscription, which has

the singular merit, for an epitaph, of

being literally true :-

“To the Memory of

Captain FRANcis GRose, F.R.S.,

Who, whilst in cheerful conversation with

his friends,

Expired in their arms without a sigh,

18th of May, 1791.

Aged 60."
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He died telling a story after dinner,

a short time after his arrival in Dub

lin, to prepare the learned work which

was subsequently finished by Dr. Led

wich.

The Tolka falls into the sea in a

very populous, but not thriving-looking

neighbourhood. Immediately at its

mouth there are extensive chemical

works, where great quantities of vitriol

are made, and the suffocating effluvia

produced by this manufacture makes

the immediate neighbourhood nearly

as uninhabitable as the crater of Ve

suvius.

Up to the year 1716, the tide covered

the entire district between Ballybough

bridge and the Liffey, near the Custom

house, from the street now known as

the North Strand, to the North-wall

Lighthouse. By an Act of Assembly of

the 18th of January, 1716, the Lord

Mayor, sheriffs, and citizens, who were

owners in fee of the soil, divided the

entire of the strand, from the Liffey to

the sheds of Clontarf, into convenient

plots, and passed a resolution for en

dosing and draining it. It was accord

ingly mapped out, and the various di

visions were distributed, by casting

lots, among the several members of the

corporation. They were of two classes.

Some were called acre lots, which in

cluded all except those abutting on the

quay intended to be made along the

Liffey, which latter were called foot

lots. The sums originally appointed

to be paid by the allottees were quite

insufficient for the intended work; and

an Act of Parliament was obtained in

1727, to raise further funds by a tax.

At that time the Tolka meandered

through the extensive mud, in a course

different from that which Annesley

bridge has since marked out for it.

From the mode in which the enclosure

commenced, the district has been all

termed “the North Lots.” Thesouthern

wall of the intended new channel of

the Tolka, and the northern wall of the

Liffey, were made and connected by

the bank, at the corner of which the

North-wall Lighthouse now stands; but

the enclosure intended to have been

made between the Tolka and Clontarf

(about one-half of the design in extent)

has never been completed.

Parallel to the Tolka, as it approach

es this locality, is the road called

“Jones's,” or “Buck Jones's Road.” It

was so named after Jones, the cele

brated theatrical manager. He lived at

The Tolka.

* TS

44,

ſº wº
the house now called Clonliff, and

converted into a barrack for revenueº

police, the grounds of which extend

from this road back to the Talka. This

residence was, in his day, known as

“Fortick's Grove;" and he wou it in a

night's gambling from Lord Mountjoy.”

He was a favourite with the Duke of .

Richmond, when Lord Lieutenant.

The extravagance and splendour of

the entertainments at Fortick's Grove,

caused its proprietor to end his days in

poverty, but acquired for his house the

reputation of great wealth. In the

year 1806, while Jones occupied this

house, a gentleman named Rammidge,

who held a place in the Post-office, re

sided at the opposite side of the river

at Richmond. He used, according to

the then common practice, to keep the

money which passed through his office

in his own hands until settling day,

carrying it home to Richmond with

him. A gang of robbers, attracted by

the grandeur of Fortick's Grove and

reputed riches of Rammidge's house,

laid a plan of, perhaps, the most ex

tensive robbery ever designed in Dub

lin—viz., to plunder the entire neigh

bourhood in a single night. Jones's

ardener was, as he alleged, forced to

join the plot. Either from repentance

or affection for his master, he disclosed

to him the night on which the attack

was to be made, and that his house

and Mr. Rammidge's, being considered

the principal prizes, would be the first

attacked. Jones, in the course of

the preceding day, had a detachment

of soldiers secretly conveyed into his

house, who, with their muskets loaded,

were prepared for the robbers' attack.

It was arranged that the gardener

should wear a signal in his hat, and

should be spared if the soldiers fired.

Fortick's Grove was the first assailed.

The door was accidentally left open,

and the gang got into the hall before

any alarm could be given. One of

them, opening the parlour door, and

seeing gentlemen in uniform, fired into

the room, and wounded an officer. The

soldiers, alarmed by the shot, rushed

from the upper rooms and kitchens,

where they were waiting, and fired

from both sides on the crowd of rob

bers in the hall. Nine of them were

shot dead, and several more wounded.

Among the dead was the unfortunate

gardener, whose signal was not seen

in the darkness and hurry. This

bloody catastrophe, of course, destroy

*
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ed the gang. The nine ghastly corpses

of the dead men lay for several days,

according to the then revolting prac.

tice in such cases, at the side of the

cross-roads where Jones's-road joins

Ballybough-bridge. None of them

were even claimed, and they were ul

timately buried in the corner of the

adjoining field. Dead bodies were af.

terwards found in the hedges in the

neighbourhood and Lord Charlemont's

lantation, which were ascertained to

e the corpses of some who had been

badly wounded, and had not strength

to escape further.

Near Annesley-bridge is Marino,

built by, and the favourite residence of,

the accomplished Lord Charlemont,

whose pure patriotism and blameless

life so well deserved the eminent posi

tion he long held in the most brilliant

era of Irish politics. At the opposite

side lies the classic neighbourhood of

“Mud Island.” Within the last thirty

years this district was celebrated as

the resort of a character, known as

the King of Mud Island. His name

was M*Donnell; he owned some house

hold property in the neighbourhood,

but was an uneducated man, altogether

in the rank of a peasant. He possessed

extraordinary influence with the mob.

He was guardian of some minor chil

dren, and having been guilty of a con

tempt of court, an attachment was is

sued against him; but it was found im

possible to execute it by the ordinary

means of a bailiff, and, within half-a-

mile of the city of Dublin, the sheriff

found it necessary to take out a regi

ment of soldiers and a troop of artil

lery to arrest this modern specimen of

Celtic royalty. His residence was well

known, and he was known to be in it ;

so the troops advanced to the attack.

His Majesty's subjects, of course, imme

diately assembled in force, but the ap

pearance of artillery, the great mob

queller, kept them quiet. M'Donnell's

wife, a second Helen M*Gregor, pre

sented a pistol from the window, swear

ing she would shoot any one who dared

to enter. In the meantime, he was

dressed in woman's clothes, and so

effectually disguised himself, that he

stayed quietly among the crowd, mix

ing with the soldiers and bailiffs in

pursuit of him, while they were break

ing open his house. When he had

stayed long enough to test his friends,

and gratify his taste for excitement, he

leisurely walked away. On another oc

casion, the sheriff succeeded in arrest

ing him, and he was almost imme

diately rescued by a company of coal

porters. M'Donnell enforced justice

to himself by a more summary me

thod. When a tenant was in arrear,

he walked into the house and took and

kept whatever he could lay his hands

on to the value of the rent. This trou

blesome monarch died about 1847.

He was said to have had three wives;

no more than one, however, sur

vived him, and this Queen-dowager of

Mud Island died only a few years

ago.

Another hero of the same stamp,

but without the excuse ofhumble birth

or neglected education, is associated

with the river Tolka. Finglas and

Clontarf were successively the resi

dence of Bryan Maguire. He was the

last of that race of gentlemen (?) of

whom Fighting Fitzgerald,TigerRoche,

Pat Power, &c., are well-known ex

amples, whose vices and violence have

been too hastily imputed to a larger

section of their countrymen, and have

so much lowered the English estimate

of Irish character. Maguire was de

scended from an ancient family, to

whom the whole county of Fermanagh

had once belonged. He boasted his

lineal relationship to the chieftain of

the sixteenth century, who sent the

message to the Lord Deputy, “If your

excellency sends a sheriff to my county,

I shall be happy to receive him; butlet

me know his eric, that I may be pre

pared to send the proper amount to

the Castle of Dublin, when my people

cut his head off.” The message ex

hibits a greater respect for the law

than appears to have been hereditary

in the family. By successive confisca

tions andcontinued improvidence, their

vast estates were exhausted, and the

small patrimony which Bryan inherited

was early squandered. He obtained a

commission in the army, as his royal de

scent would not allow him to stoop to

any other merely useful employment.

He soon left even that. With a prince's

pride and a pauper's purse, his position

in society was anything but enviable.

But he had one friend sufficient to

silence the most importunate dun, and

cow the most Quixotic acquaintance—

and that was his pistol. With this wea

pon he had acquired such extraordi

nary skill, that he used, with a bullet

from it, to snuff a candle held by his

wife in her hand, or hit a crown-piece
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held between her fingers; and so con

fident was she of his aim that her nerves

never discomposed it by shaking these

extraordinary targets. He had fought

numerous duels; ſis favourite distance

was eight paces, at which he could kill

or wing his adversary, as it suited his

pleasure. Such a redoubtable cham

F. found few willing to encounter

im. He had travelled in various parts

of the world. It was towards the close

of his career that he came to live at

Finglas. He resided there for many

ears, and was a great patron of “the

May.” He usually appeared in publicina

faded half-dress uniform, and was never

without his pistols. He was continually

beset by bailiffs, by whom he was often

unsuccessfully pursued. His overbear

ing Inanners and duelling propensities

made him shunned, for he had the mis

fortune to be born too late, when the

boast of defrauding one's creditors and

shooting one's friends had ceased to be

a favourable introduction in society.

He took to habits of gross intempe

rance, which undermined his health and

accelerated his total ruin; and the

imaginary descendant of kings, the real

representativeof a house once possessed

of princely estates and an honourable

name, died an inmate of Kilmainham,

a pauper at the debtor's side of the

prison.

Yet this bugbear of society was not

devoid of some noble qualities. Cou

rage he unquestionably possessed; and

this he occasionally used with a gene

rous and laudable object. As an in

stance, the following anecdote may be

cited, which occurred while Maguire

was at St. Helena, and which he was

fond of recounting. He was one day

going up-stairs at a billiard room, and

met a young ensign coming down,

crying bitterly like a child. Maguire

asked the cause, and the young man

informed him that he had been grossly

ill-treated by some officers above stairs,

who were in the habit of insulting him,

because his father was a London trades

man. “Come back with me,” said

Maguire, taking him by the hand. En

tering the room, he met the officers,

and asked them, “Which of you now

will have the courage to insult this

young man 2" upon which a general

attack, was made upon him. They

drew their swords, and pressed round,

crying, “Throw him out of the win

dow,” towards which he was backing

slowly, with a pistolin his hand (without

which he never travelled). The max

im, that self-defence is the first law of

nature, suggested itself to his mind,

and, marking a line across the floor, he

swore that the first man who crossed

it should receive the contents of the

pistol in his body. The colonel of the

regiment advanced his foot beyond the

line, and immediately fell a corpse be

fore him. Maguire was tried for the

murder, but acquitted upon the grounds

that he did the act in self-defence. He

had good reason to suppose that the

party were in earnest in their threats of

throwing him out of the window; and

it was so high, that the fall would have

inevitably killed him.

Near the close of his career, a youn

entleman, sub-sheriff of Dublin, foun

imself unexpectedly called upon to

execute an habere against the house

at Clontarf then occupied by Maguire.

There were, at the same time, in the

sheriff's hands—as there always were—

several writs against Maguire's person.

The inexperienced sub was cautioned

that the utmost care was required in

executing the process, as Maguire

would think as little of picking down a

sheriff as of shooting a snipe. The

sheriff was, however, determined to do

his duty. IIe summoned to his assist

ance some of the local police, who all

appeared to have a timid respect for

the redoubted duellist. They cautious

ly approached the house. The door

was slowly opened by an old woman,

the only living inmate beside Maguire

himself. She implored them, as they

valued their lives, not to approach the

room in which he lay, or even the first

floor, and then hobbled off as fast as

her tottering limbs would permit, ut

tering prayers for their safety, and

curses at their temerity. The door of

the dreaded chamber was riddled with

holes, and the opposite wall bore evi

dence that the balls were not spent

before reaching it. One of the police

sergeants, whose voice was known to

Maguire, commenced the negotiations,

by stating, that the sheriff himself, out

of respect to Maguire, had come per

sonally, and that he was acting, most

unwillingly, in discharge of a painful

duty. After much swearing, and in

numerable protestations of his inten

tion to blow out the brains of the

sheriff, or the Lord Chief Justice

himself, if he dared to disturb him, he

was at length made to understand that

the writ was not against him perso
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nally, but his landlord, or rather against

the house. He then consented to let

them in. They heard a bolt with

drawn, and a shuffling inside, as of

some one rushing back to bed. They

entered, and stood in presence of the

dreaded hero. He was sitting up in

the bed, with a red night-cap, his face

unshaven and unwashed, and a pistol

in his hand. The sheriff told him his

mission; and his gentlemanly manner

so won upon Maguire, that he con

sented to allow him to perform his

duty, at the same time protesting that it

was of his own free will and accord, as

no earthly power could bully him. In

all these propositions the sheriff pru

dently and promptly acquiesced ; and

then hinted that it would be necessary

for Maguire to get up and dress him

self, as he should, for form sake, leave

the house, to enable the sheriff to give

possession. The descendant of royalty

begged the sheriff to approach, and

then whispered to him the difficulty

which prevented his compliance. All

his clothes were pawned for thirty shil

lings, and he had not the means of re

deeming them. ... The sheriff at once

despatched a policeman for the clothes,

and sent another messenger for some

whiskey—a stroke of policy suggested

by the friendly sergeant. They soon

became great friends. The officer of

the law sat on the bed beside Maguire,

who entertained him with details

(which he was fond of giving) of his

numerous duelling exploits. One of

the few articles in the room was a por

trait of George the Fourth hanging

over the chimneypiece. Maguire told

the sherift to look over the right eye

of this picture. He saw a bullet-hole,

and the bullet lodged in the wall.

“That,” said Maguire, “is my doing.

I was lying here, after recovering from

a fever. Some friends came to see me;

and seeing me so weak and low, in

sulted me with their pity. “Give me

my pistols,” said I, and I will show

you that my hand is as steady as in my

best days.” They did so, and told me

to hit that spot. You see the result."

The sheriff asked permission to extract

and keep the bullet as a memento,

which Maguire, evidently with much

exultation, assented to. The officer

soon returned with the clothes; but,

when about to depart, a sudden change

appeared to come over Maguire. He

took a key from under his pillow; his

eyes filled with tears. “I have,” he

said, “but one request to make of you,

as I am about to leave this house: I am

sure, from your kindness, you will at

tend to it. Take this key: in that

closet you will find the remains of my

darling child. Have him buried when

I leave this. I have no place to keep

him; and after I am gone, the people

here might treat him roughly.”

Immediately on Maguire's depar

ture, the sub-sheriff unlocked the door

of the closet which opened off the bed

room in which he had found Maguire

lying. To his infinite surprise he found

in it the body of Maguire's child, who

had died twenty years previously. The

unhappy father had himself embalmed

the body, and carried it with him from

lodging to lodging. That one object

had power to melt the hardened des

perado, to sober the maddened drunk

ard; and as he went forth, houseless,

from his last lodging, was the sole ob

ject of his care.

Maguire had not long left the house

when he was arrested by some special

bailifís, charged with the execution of

some of the writs against his person.

They had heard of the mission of the

sheriff, and followed him in the hopes

of the opportunity in which they had

so often been disappointed before. The

unfortunate man was soon afterwards,

on the ground of ill health, removed to

Kilmainham, where, as we already men.

tioned, he ended his days.
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THE aspirant who struggles with for

tune for fame ought to be prepared for

reverses, and know how to meet them.

His duty is to bend before them, but

rise up after they are past, and pursue

his course. A long-continued effort of

this kind, when it becomes conspicuous,

is called heroism; it often results in

success.

But there is something more wanted

than mere obstinacy of intention in

the face of obstacles, to justify the

epithet and realize thatlofty character.

An insane shaking of the bars of his

dungeon by a madman, though it were

continued ever so long, would never

command our admiration. And, on

the other hand, petulance, ill-humour,

vindictiveness,. and despair,

exhibited by the struggler, deprive us

of the power of appropriately designat

ing his struggles as heroic. That dis

appointment should be nobly borne is

essentially necessary to the sympathy

of the world for it. And no man can

expect to be canonized in its affections

who proves himself undeserving of its

respect.

Although, therefore, there are dis

tinct reasons for our directing the read

er's attention for a few moments to

wards the memoirs of a very remark

able individual, we must not be under

stood as by any means adopting the

unhappy artist's creed, as regarded

either himself or his treatment by

others. His whole career was a mis

take— a mistake which ended fatally

for himself. He believed he was born

to be a great historical painter, and

never could be brought to suspect that

the cause of his failure might possibly lie

in his own incapacity as well as in the

stolidity of the public, the corruption of

the Academy, and the culpable apathy

of Government. He wrote a partial

autobiography, and a journal almost as

comprehensive as an autobiography, as

a warning to students of art—for so he

expressly says;–but only meant to be

so as far as regarded the vexations

and repulses that would beset them

throughout their career, no matter

what their talents and deserts might

be ;-not by any means intending that

his own reverses should put them upon

a rigid self-scrutiny, with a view to pre

vent that collision between them and

the world, in which the odds are so fear

fully against the individual. In short,

we must read the book before us from

the beginning in the light of its close,

and accept the revelation as another

leaf in that mysterious record, the hu

man heart, held up to us to humble our

pride, and to reconcile us to our lot, by

showing us what too fierce a resistance

to it comes to at last.

Meanwhile, a great deal of instruc

tion, and still more of amusement, is to

be extracted from this work. The ex

travagant self-glorification of the writer

does not interfere with his genuine en

thusiasm for art and graphic powers

of description; and we may safely say

that few books of the present day con

tain more genuine touches of humour,

pathos,j even genius. The man, as

we have been informed by one who

knew him well and was well qualified

to judge, was gifted with rare conver

sational powers; and this colloquial

facility is transferred to the pages of

his diary, which evidently runs fresh

from his fancy, and sparkles with the

enthusiasm that gushed from the well

springs of his nature. This it is re

freshing to feel ; at the same time

it is too evident, in many places, that

the journal was intended to be seen—to

be, in fact, the posthumous explanation

of the man to the world. Hence we

must suppose that numerous passages

are written for effect. This, palpable

as it is, does not, however, in his in

stance, deprive the diary of its truth

fulness. His imagination was too

warm, his energy too absorbing, to

have permitted him to act a part for

any length of time together in these

private memoranda of his. There is

truth in the very wildness of his ex

travagancies; for they consist all

throughout with each other, and with

the man's character in general.

Of the career of Benjamin Robert

* “Life of Benjamin Robert Haydon, Historical Painter, from his Autobiography and

Journals.”

London, 1853.

Edited and Compiled by Tom Taylor, of the Inner Temple, Esq. 3 vols., 8vo,
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Haydon we can attempt no regular

epitome. The young artist, after due

difficulties, established himself in Lon

don, full of confidence and assurance

—over-confidence, as it turned out—

over-assurance, as his best friends

could not help admitting. This was

in 1804. His eyes were weak; but he

contrived to study, and made the ac

ºf of Northcote, Opie, and

useli. This latter he had an instinc

tive dread of before seeing him. His

father said, “God speed you with the

terrible Fuseli 1 "-

“This sort of preparation made every

thing worse, and I was quite nervous when

the day arrived. I walked away with my

drawings up Wardour-street. I remembered

that Berners-street had a golden lion on the

right corner house, and blundered on, till

without knowing how, or remembering why,

I found myself at Fuseli's door! I delibe

rated a minute or two, and at last making up

my mind to see the enchanter, I jerked up

the knocker so nervously that it stuck in

the air. I looked at it, so much as to say,

“is this fair?" and then drove it down, with

such a devil of a blow that the door rang

again. The maid came rushing up in as

tonishment. I followed her into a gallery,

or show room, enough to frighten anybody

at twilight. Galvanized devils – malicious

witches, brewing their incantations — Satan

bridging Chaos, and springing upwards, like

a pyramid of fire – Lady Macbeth – Paolo

and Francesca—Falstaffand Mrs. Quickly—

humour, pathos, terror, blood, and murder,

met one at every look? I expected the floor

to give way — I fancied Fuseli himself to be

a giant. I heard his footsteps, and saw a

little bony hand slide round the edge of the

door, followed by a little white-headed, lion

faced man, in an old flannel dressing-gown,

tied round his waist with a piece of rope, and

upon his head the bottom of Mrs. Fuseli's

work-basket.”—Vol. i. p. 25.

A year or two later we find Haydon

commencing his career in “high art,”

by ordering a canvas six feet by four, on

which was to be painted “Joseph and

Mary resting on the Road to Egypt.”

“On October 1st, 1806, setting my pa

lette, and taking brush in hand, I knelt

down and prayed God to bless my career,

to grant me energy to create a new era in

art, and to rouse the people and patrons to a

just estimate of the moral value of historical

painting. I poured forth my gratitude for

His kind protection during my preparatory

studies, and for early directing me in the

right way, and implored Him in His mercy

to continue that protection which had hi

therto been granted to me. I arose with

that peculiar calm which in me always ac

companies such expressions of deep gratitude,

and looking fearlessly at my unblemished

canvas, in a species of spasmodic fury, I

dashed down the first touch. I stopped, and

said: “Now I have begun; never can that

last moment be recalled. Another touch—

and another—and before noon I had rubbed

in the whole picture."—Vol. i. pp. 49, 50.

This is an average specimen of the

author's style in speaking of his own

pictures. He never begins a large one

without prayer; and always expects to

immortalise himself with each successive

effort. Some of these entries are too cu

rious to be passed over. “Dentatus,”

a picture well known by the admirable

wood-engraving of Harvey, was thus

inaugurated:—

“I knelt down before my picture last

night, and prayed to God to give me strength

of mind and vigour of body to go through

the work with a firm spirit, not to be daunted

by any difficulties, however great; not to

suffer my youth to be an excuse for inade

quacy; not to think of that for a moment,

but to consider how soon I may die, and if

unexpectedly that I may be taken doing all a

human being can do to advance the art, and

raise the reputation of my dear country; but

that if it pleased Him to prolong my life, that

it would also please Him to bless with success

all my efforts, through Jesus Christ my Sa

viour. Amen.”—Vol. i. p. 104.

Of another, the commencement is

recorded thus solemnly –

“My canvas came home for Solomon,

twelve feet ten inches, by ten feet ten

inches; a grand size. God in heaven

grant me strength of body and vigour of

mind to cover it with excellence. Amen, on

my knees.”—Vol. i. pp. 170, 171.

And thus he approaches the first

cartoon, with which he entered the

competition of 1843 –

“Huzza—huzza—huzza; and one cheer

more!

“My cartoon is up, and makes my heart

beat, as all large bare spaces do, and ever

have done. Difficulties to conquer. Victo

ries to win. Enemies to beat. The nation to

please. The honour of England to be kept

up."—Wol. iii. p. 209.

In another place he says:–

“The moment I touch a great canvas, I

think I see my Creator smiling on all my

efforts. The moment I do mean things

for subsistence, I feel as if He had turned

his back, and what's more, I believe it."—

Vol. iii. p. 225.
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Who can wonder, that with a tem

perament thus constituted, and such

aspirations, more than ordinary mor

tification should follow upon failure?

In May, 1843, the exhibition of car

toons opened. By September, his hopes

were at an end:—

“Went and removed my cartoons. Thus

ends the cartoon contest; and as the very

first inventor and beginner of this mode

of rousing the people when they were pro

nounced incapable of relishing refined works

of art without colour, I am deeply wounded

at the insult inflicted. These journals wit

ness under what trials I began them; how I

called on my Creator for His blessing; how

I trusted in Him, and how I have been de

graded, insulted, and harassed. O, Lord!

Thou knowest best. I submit. Amen.”—

Wol. iii. p. 237.

There is something affecting even in

the homeliness of the next entry:-

“Awoke again physically depressed. I

got up, saying, ‘Is this Benjamin Robert

Haydon 2 I'll see if I'll be conquered by

cartoons.' I resolved to do some violent

bodily exercise; so I moved out all my plas

ters, cleaned the windows myself (I don't

wonder servants have good appetites), I

dusted, and got smothered; liſted till my

back creaked, and rowed the servant for not

cleaning my plate (two forks, one table-spoon,

and six teaspoons, one pepper-box, and one

salt-spoon). In fact, by perspiration and

violent effort I cleaned out the cobwebs, and

felt my dignity revive.”—Vol. iii. pp. 237,

238.

Observing the spirit in which he

worked, the fervid and almost fierce

determination with which he strove to

wrench success out of effort, we be

come better prepared to understand

what the man's feelings must have

been, as he found, year after year, the

public looking with a colder eye upon

him, his difficulties increasing, his

friends shunning him, his patrons wea

ried with importunate demands, and

his self-respect forfeited. His belief

in his own powers never flagged. He

was a faithful worshipper of his own

genius. Everything but that might

be a delusion. The stupid public was

set against him; the academy envied,

feared, persecuted, tortured him;

great men found him too great for

themselves, and stood nervously aloof;

in short, the whole world conspired

against him. So, he would have it;

and he took pains to provoke at

tacks, just to prove that his view of

the matter was the true one. It is a

very curious circumstance, as con

nected with the psychology of Hay

don's character, that his journal, up

to the day and hour of the unhappy

event that terminated his existence, is

filled with Christian sentiments of the

purest and most unexceptionable kind,

including resignation, the virtue which

ought to have effectually protected him

against the crime with which he closed

his life. In this respect, too, there

is a curious inconsistency. It is, in

short, characteristic of the man,

that all throughout these journals, we

see strong sense in most directions

coupled with a striking deficiency in

some one particular. Seldom into the

most brilliant crystals of his thoughts

are we enabled to look narrowly with

out detecting a flaw.

IIoping, striving, contending, chaf

ing on, the artist contrived to live,

through some triumphs and unnum

bered disappointments, for sixty years.

But then a blow was prepared for him

which he could not stand. His ser

vices for the decoration of the new

Houses of Parliament were rejected.

It is plain that this was .. He

never recovered this complete and

public repudiation of his claims to be

considered an English historical pain

ter. The reader will not the less un

derrate the severity of the stroke, that

his journals do not as openly ac

knowledge its violence as they do

many other inflictions of comparative

insignificance. A mortal wound a

man strives to hide, when he will make

a moan about trivial hurts.

We have not time to dwell as we

would wish on the final scene of the

tragedy. It is deeply instructive, and

certainly not wanting in the pathetic,

though something of the tableau is per

ceptible even in these ultimate ar

rangements.

On the 3rd of May, 1846, he be

speaks our confidence by the following

entry :—

“I put down in my journal everything

which passes through a human mind, that

its weaknesses, its follies, its superstitions,

may be balanced against its vigour, pro

priety, and sound convictions.”— Wol. iii. p.

3.10.

On the 6th of June, he finds himself,

as the editor expresses it, “at bay.”

“I sat from two till five staring at my

picture like an idiot. My brain pressed
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down by anxiety and anxious looks of my

dear Mary and children, whom I was com

pelled to inform. I dined, after having

raised money on all our silver, to keep us

from want in case of accidents; and Roch

fort, the respectable old man in Brewer

street, having expressed great sympathy for

my misfortunes, as I saw white locks under

his cap, I said, ‘Rochfort, take off your cap.”

He took it off, and showed a fine head of sil

very hair. ‘This is the very thing I want,

come and sit.' He smiled, and looked

through me. “When?' ‘Saturday, at nine.'

“I will, sir;' and would any man believe, I

went home with a lighter heart at having

found a model for the hair of the kneeling

figure in Alfred? This is as good as any

thing I remember of Wilkie in my early

days. I came home, and sat as I describe.

I had written to Sir R. Peel, Duke of Beau

fort, and Lord Brougham, saying I had a

heavy sum to pay. I offered the Duke's

Study to the Duke of Beaufort for £50.

“Who answered first? Tormented by

Disraeli, harassed by public business, up

came the following letter:—

“‘SIR-I am sorry to hear of your con

tinual embarrassments. From a limited

fund which is at my disposal, I send as a

contribution towards your relief from those

embarrassments, the sum of £50.

“‘I am, sir, your obedient servant,

“‘RobERT PEEL.

“‘Be so good as to sign and return the

accompanying receipt."

“And this Peel is the man who has no

heart | - - - - - -

“18th.–O God, bless me through the

evils of this day. Great anxiety. My land

lord, Newton, called. I said, ‘I see a quar

ter's rent in thy face, but none from me.'

I appointed to-morrow night to see him, and

lay before him every iota of my position.

Good-hearted Newton' I said, ‘Don’t put

in an execution.” “Nothing of the sort,' he

replied, half hurt.

“I sent the Duke, Wordsworth, dear

Fred, and Mary's heads to Miss Barrett to

protect. I have the Duke's boots and hat,

and Lord Grey's coat, and some more heads.

“20th.—O God, bless us all through the

evils of this day. Amen.

“21st.—Slept horribly.

row, and got up in agitation.

“22nd.—God forgive me. Amen.

Finis

of

B. R. Haydon.

“‘Stretch me no longer on this rough world.'"

—Lear.

—Vol. iii. pp. 316–318.

What followed is thus detailed by

the editor:— -

Prayed in sor

“This closing entry was made between

half-past ten and a quarter to eleven o'clock,

on the morning of Monday, the 22nd of

June. Before eleven, the hand that wrote it

was stiff and cold in self-inflicted death. On

the morning of that Monday, Haydon rose

early, and went out, returning, apparently

fatigued, at nine. He then wrote. At ten

he entered his painting-room, and soon after

saw his wife, then dressing to visit a friend

at Brixton, by her husband's special desire.

He embraced her fervently, and returned to

his painting-room. About a quarter to

eleven, his wife and daughter heard the re

port of fire-arms; but took little notice of it,

as they supposed it to proceed from the

troops then exercising in the Park. Mrs.

IIaydon went out. About an hour after,

Miss Haydon entered the painting-room, and

found her father stretched out dead, before

the easel on which stood his unfinished pic

ture of Alfred and the first British Jury—

his white hairs dabbled in blood, a half-open

razor smeared with blood, at his side, near

it, a small pistol recently discharged, in his

throat a frightful gash, and a bullet-wound

in his skull. A portrait of his wife stood on

a smaller easel facing his large picture. On

a table near was his Diary open at the page

of that last entry, his watch, a prayer-book

open at the Gospel for the sixth Sunday after

the Epiphany, letters addressed to his wife

and children, and this paper, headed ‘Last

Thoughts of B. R. Haydon, half-past ten.'"—

Wol. iii. p. 318, 319.

His will lay beside this paper.

“The coroner's jury found that the suicide

was in an unsound state of mind when he

committed the act.

“Haydon's debts at his death amounted

to about £3,000. The assets were incon

siderable.

“Sir Robert Peel's kindness did not close

with the painter's life. Liberal and imme

diate assistance was extended to the bereaved

widow and family, and such comfort as the

sympathy and help of friends could give was

not wanting to those whom this unhappy

and unfortunate man left behind him.”—

Vol. iii. p. 322.

It would be easy to adduce passages

scattered up and down through the

journals of the suicide, corroborative

of the verdict of the coroner's jury.

Take this early passage, occurring

under the date of January, 1814:—

“After the most dreadful application, in

fluenced by an enthusiasm stimulated by

despair almost to delirium, living for a fort

night upon potatoes because I would not

cloud my mind with the fumes of indigestion,

I broke down, nor have I to this day (1843,

25th May) ever entirely recovered.”—Wol.

i. p. 216.
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Take, ain, the few last words,

written at half-past ten o'clock on the

fatal morning:—

“No man should use certain evil for pro

bable good, however great the object. Evil

is the prerogative of the Deity.

“I create good—I create—I the Lord do

these things.

“Wellington never used evil if the good

was not certain. Napoleon had no such

scruples, and I fear the glitter of his genius

rather dazzled me; but had I been encou

raged, Lothing but good would have come

frºm me, because when encouraged I paid

everybody. God forgive the evil for the

sake of the good. Amen."—Vol. iii. p. 319.

There would, in truth, be little dif.

ficulty in accumulating this sort of

evidence to any amount, and substan

tiating the conclusion, that from first

to last there was a ſlickering flame of

mental derangement shooting up ever

and anon from some depth of his na

ture, through the fissures caused by

the convulsions of successive calamities.

We might exhibit his outward qualities

crusted over the fires of lunacy, upon

the surface flourishing at the same

time so rich and tropical a vegetation

of luxuriant fancy, that few would be

ready to suspect before the final catas

trophe, that it did not spring from the

genial heat of a healthy and vigorous

organisation. This would be an easy

task. For many reasons, however,

we prefer giving the author the cre

dit of being in his senses, and deal

ing with him as if all these escapades

were mere ordinary eccentricities.

Haydon was fortunate in the friend

ship of most of the men of his day

who were remarkable either in litera

ture or in the arts. Keats, Hazlitt,

Lamb, Coleridge, Wordsworth, Scott,

all associated with him on terms of in

timacy. Wilkie was from the first his

fellow-student and companion. East

lake and the Landseers were his pupils.

Add to this, that his art, as .." his

public and private efforts to further it,

introduced him to nearly all that was

eminent in rank and political talent in

England; and it may well be imagined

that, gifted as he was with such singular

powers of conversation and singular

perseverance in journalising, he should

have collected vast materials to illus

trate the age he lived in. A few trifling

specimens may be admitted. Sir Tho

mas Hammond was fond of talking of

his court experiences —

“He told me an anecdote of the late

King which illustrates the “asides’ of a

coronation. When the bishops were kissing

the King, and doing homage, and the music

was roaring, the Bishop of Oxford (whom

they used to call mother somebody) ap

proached and kissed the King. The King

said, “Thankee, my dear.’ This is exactly

like him.”—Vol. ii. p. 301.

Into a large picture was to be intro

duced the portrait of O'Connell.

“22nd [Feb. 1834].—A very interesting

day. At twelve I went to O'Connell's, and

certainly his appearance was very different

from what it is in the House of Commons.

It was on the whole hilarous and good

natured. ISut there was a cunning look.

He has an eye like a weasel. Light seemed

hanging at the bottom, and he looked out

with a searching ken, like Brougham, some

thing, but not with his depth of insight.

“I was first shown into his private room.

A shirt hanging by the fire, a hand-glass

tied to the window-bolt, papers, hats, brushes,

wet towels, and dirty shoes, gave intimation

of ‘Dear Ireland." After a few moments

O'Connell rolled in in a morning gown,

a loose black handkerchief tied round his

neck, God knows how, a wig, and a foraging

cap bordered with gold lace. As a specimen

of character, he began, ‘Mr. Haydon, you

and I must understand each other about this

picture. They say I must pay for this like

ness.’ “Not at all, sir.’ This is the only

thing of the sort that has happened to me.

“He sat down, and I sketched him. We

talked of repeal. “What did ye think of

me when I first started the question?’ ‘That

you were mad,” said I. “Do you not think,

sir,' I said, ‘that Ireland, being the smaller,

must always be subject to England, the

larger island?' 'No,' said O'Connell. “Is

not Portugal a smaller country than Spain º'

‘Yes, but she is a separate country.'

“‘One great mistake of the Liberals,' said

he, ‘is their infidelity. Now, there are no

infidels in Ireland.’ ‘No,' said I, ‘they are

too poetical." O'Connell looked at me as if

the thought was new and true. I succeeded

in his head. It is a head of hilarity and

good-humour, while his nose and eyes denote

keen cunning. His voice is melodious and

persuasive, and there is a natural poetry

about his mind that renders him interesting.

There were no less than five papers in the

room, in which O'Connell read alternately.

He said, ‘I got a scolding from Peel last night.

I told him I spared him this once—but the

next time— ”

“I then varied the conversation, and told

him some Irish stories, which he laughed at

and retorted. I told him the highest com

pliment which was ever paid me was by an

Irishman:—“It is a pity that the hand which
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painted that picture should ever be under

the turf." O'Connell was amazingly pleased.

He told me some capital stories. Some great

big Irish counsellor said to Curran, “If you

go on so I'll put you in my pocket.' . By

God, if you do,” said Curran, “you'll have

more law in your pocket than ever you had

in your head.’”—Vol. ii. pp. 351–353.

Here is a curious piece of light and
shade —

“13th [Jan. 1836].—I was obliged to

take my black coat out of pawn to lecture

in ; and this morning, when all my friends

are congratulating me, in walks an execution

for £50. I wrote to Lord Melbourne, Peel,

and Duke of Bedford. Lord Melbourne sent

me directly a cheque for £70. This was

kind-hearted. He told me I must not think

him hard, but decidedly he could not repeat

it. I concluded my grateful reply by telling

him that I should think nothing hard but his

building the House of Lords without pic

tures—at which he laughed heartily I will

be bound.”—Vol. iii. p. 27.

An excellent picture of the Lake

poet deserves framing :-

“Wordsworth called to-day, and we went

to church together. There was no seat to

be got at the chapel near us, belonging to

the rectory of Paddington, and we sat among

publicans and sinners. I determined to try

him, so advised our staying, as we could

hear more easily. He agreed like a Chris

tian ; and 1 was much interested in seeing

his venerable white head close to a servant

in livery, and on the same level. The ser

vant in livery fell asleep, and so did Words

worth. I jogged him at the Gospel, and he

opened his eyes and read well A preacher

preached when we expected another, so

it was a disappointment. We afterwards

walked to Rogers's, across the park. He had

a party to lunch, so I went in to the pictures,

and sucked Rembrandt, IReynolds, Veronese,

Raffaele, Bassan, and Tintoretto. Words

worth said, ‘Haydon is down stairs.” “Ah,'

said Rogers, he is better employed than

chattering nonsense up stairs.” As Words

worth and I crossed the park, we said, ‘Scott,

Wilkie, Keats, Hazlitt, Beaumont, Jackson,

Charles Lamb, are all gone—we only are

left.” He said, ‘How old are you?’ ‘Fifty

six,” I replied. ‘How old are you?’ ‘Se

venty-three,' he said: “in my seventy-third

year. I was born in 1770.” “And I in

1786.’ ‘You have many years before you.’

“I trust I have ; and you, too, I hope. Let

us cut out Titian, who was ninety-nine.'

“Was he ninety-nine º' said Wordsworth.

‘Yes,’ said I, and his death was a moral ;

for as he lay dying of the plague, he was

plundered, and could not help himself.' We

got on Wakley's abuse. We laughed at him.

I quoted his own beautiful address to the

stock dove. He said, once in a wood, Mrs.

Wordsworth and a lady were walking, when

the stock dove was cooing. A farmer's wife

coming by, said to herself, ‘Oh, I do like

stock doves." Mrs. Wordsworth, in all her

enthusiasm for Wordsworth's poetry, took the

old woman to her heart; ‘but, continued the

old woman, “some like them in a pie; for

my part there's nothing like 'em stewed in

onions.'"—Vol. iii. pp. 199, 200.

We have no room for Haydon's

visit to Walmer. The following en

try exhibits the “Great Duke” at

church :—

“A few moments after the service had

begun, the Duke and Mr. Arbuthnot came

up—no pomp, no servants in livery with a

pile of books. The Duke came into the

presence of his Maker without cant, without

affectation, a simple human being.

“From the bare wainscot, the absence of

curtains, the dirty green footstools, and com

mon chairs, I feared I was in the wrong pew,

and very quietly sat myself down in the

Duke's place. Mr. Arbuthnot squeezed my

arm before it was too late, and I crossed in

an instant. The Duke pulled out his prayer

book, and followed the clergyman in the

simplest way. I got deeply affected. Here

was the greatest hero in the world, who had

conquered the greatest genius, prostrating his

heart and being before his God in his venerable

age, and praying for his mercy. However

high his destiny above my own, here we

were at least equal before our Creator. Here

we were stripped of extrinsic distinctions;

and I looked at this wonderful man with an

interest and feeling that touched my imagi

nation beyond belief. The silence and em

bosomed solitude of the village church, the

simplicity of its architecture, rather deepened

than decreased the depth of my sensibilities.

At the name of Jesus Christ the Duke bowed

his silvery hairs like the humblest labourer,

and yet not more than others, but to the

same degree. He seemed to wish for no

distinction. At the epistle he stood upright,

like a soldier, and when the blessing was

pronounced, he buried his head in one hand,

and uttered his prayer as if it came from his

heart in humbleness.”—Vol. iii. pp. 114, 115.

It is difficult for us to pass over the

abundant stores of what is simply

amusing in these volumes. Enough to

fill a dozen articles might be selected;

and we can well believe the editor, that

as much remains unpublished in the am

plitude of the twenty-sixfolios which the

painter left behind him. But one object

we think it so necessary to recur to,

that we restrain ourselves within its

scope, though at a considerable effort, in
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order to illustrate what we commenced

by asserting. Of Haydon, as we have

said, the one capital error was his

not seeing his own position. He had

constituted himself from the first the

great witness, or martyr of high art in

England. This was a self-assumed

office—nay, acknowledged to be such

thirty years before his death. In 1812

..he decided, calmly and deliberately,

upon attacking the Royal Academy.

This first attack he inserted in the

Eraminer. He says:–

“The idea of being a Luther or John Knox

in art got the better of my reason. Leigh

Hunt encouraged my feelings; and, without

reflection, and in spite of Wilkie's entreaties,

I resºlved to assault."—Vol. i. p. 164.

The casus belli was, his picture of

Macbeth not being hung in a good

place at the Academy exhibition.

“I was twenty-six years of age when I

attacked the Academy. I exposed their petty

intrigues; I laid open their ungrateful, cruel,

and heartless treatment of Wilkie. I anni

hilated Payne Knight's absurd theories

against great works. I proved his ignorance

of Pliny; and, having thus swept the path,

I laid down rules to guide the student which

time must confirm—rules, the result of my

own failures, collected and digested within

six years — rules which posterity will refer

to, and confirm, early acquired without a

master or instructor, settled in spite of folly,

and put forth in spite of ignorance or rank.”

—Vol. i. pp. 165, 166.

Observe how clearly he saw the po

sition he had placed himself in:—

“The thing was done, and there was an

end. I did not anticipate the consequences,

but I defied them now they were come."—

Wol. i. p. 166.

He had thus deliberately, and with

his eyes open, set himself at strife with

the only associated body representing

art in the country. Although he did

not foresee the consequences, he bound

himself solemnly to abide by them.

But further, he had likewisesº
ed his intention of fighting the battle

of high art against its degradation, as

practised in his day. Here are some

of his observations on the subject,

penned in this year (1812):—

“Do you really expect to raise art by en

couraging pictures two feet long and three

feet wide? Do you also agree with the

Edinburgh reviewers, that Raphaele would

have deserved more praise had he painted

pictures of more moderate dimensions? He

has done so, and what are they Fat, oily,

and leaden. He has painted easel pictures

of a moderate size: let us cut off his great

works—how high would he rank 2

“But people can't afford—people have not

room—I know it—we do not want private

people to afford such assistance—we want

and expect you, who are assembled as repre

sentatives of the people of England, you who

are peers of taste, we want you who stand

high in station to act as becomes your sta

tion. One of your own class has asserted,

that an historical picture of acknowledged

merit, with a price proportioned to its skill,

would be the longest unsold on the walls of

the British Gallery; and would not he, as one

of the patrons, be to blame? Certainly. He

forgets he implicates himself. If the churches

are not to be open (and why St. Paul's

should not be open as well as St. Peter's—

why pictures should not be admitted as well

as statues, no reason on earth can be given),

let the public halls be adorned with subjects

characteristic of their relations—let the ar

tists be desired to send sketches, and let the

best be chosen. At the same time, for the

support and encouragement of the rising stu

dents, let premiums still be given of one

hundred guineas and fifty guineas, which

will enable the best to advance on sure

ground— open a prospect to students in the

first instance, and enable then, after being

thus lifted, to look forward to steady assist

ance if they display equal improvement and

equal industry in the second stage. With

out such regular and systematic encourage

ment nothing will, nothing can be done in

England. Men of ardour and enthusiasm

may risk their lives and ruin their health by

privations, and may produce excellence; but,

if they are suffered to pass unheeded and ne

glected, what must be the end ?

“Individual effort, without support, can

go to a certain extent, and its efforts may be

great when enmity and prejudice have ceased.

But the artist must be sacrificed before the

effect can be produced. No man of genius

would refuse such a fate if necessary. He

has not the proper fire if he shrink from be

coming the Decius of art; but surely he would

prefer succeeding whilst alive, and confirm

ing his early successes by subsequent ex

ertions.”—Vol. i. pp. 192, 193.

Nothing can be clearer than the ar

tist's recognition, in this passage, of

the alternative he had voluntarily ac

cepted. But it is equally clear from

it, that by sacrifice he never meant

to imply suicide. The expression is

evidently metaphorical; and we may

gather from it that in the writer's

estimation, the pilgrim of the sublimer

walks of art ought to feel happy in
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foregoing all worldly, or rather tempo

rary and social advantages for the sake

of the propagation of his principles

throughout the world.

In order, therefore, to act in con

formity with this character, he should

have accepted the terms of the contest

cheerfully in all its consequences; and,

still more, he ought to have been

able to see how he was really acting

it out successfully through life. This

it is which, as we conceive, was the ca

pital mistake of Haydon– that is, as

suming that he was sincere in those

early expressions of his. According to

his own rule, he had actually achieved,

before the termination of his life, the

very objects he had set before him at

its commencement. Those objects

were, first, to raise the public standard

of taste; and secondly, to obtain pub

lic or state patronage for high art. As

to the former, we have his own judg

ment deliberately pronounced several

years before his death. It is thus he

writes in January, 1837 –

“I find after thirty-three years' struggle,

the state of art certainly with a better pros

pect—the Academy completely exposed, the

people getting more enlightened, a School of

Design begun ; and I more than hope the

House of Lords will be adorned with pictures.

“O God! spare my intellect—my eyes—

my health—my life, to see that accomplish

ed.—Wol. iii. p. 62.

He adds, indeed :-

“To see my devotion—my sincerity—my

perseverance rewarded and acknowledged;

to see my honour proved by the payment of

my debts, and my dear family established in

virtue and credit, and I will yield my breath

with cheering. Amen, with all my soul."—

Vol. iii. p. 62.

Thus, he leads us to suspect that, after

all, his zeal for art might not have been

so entirely disinterested as he would

have had us believe at the outset. Ne

vertheless, we have a right to take his

case as he himself originally stated it;

and thusto expect that he would hail the

accomplishmentof this object, achieved,

as he no doubt felt it was, in no incon

siderable degree through his personal

instrumentality, as a triumph grandly

conspicuous, and brilliant enough to

tº mere private and personal em

arrassments from casting any appre

ciable shadow over it.

The second of the terminal points

he had set before him, as it was of more

difficult attainment, so when attained

the glory would be only the greater.

State encouragement to high art—this

was the burden of his song, year after

year; – a song as monotonous, and

apparently as ineffectual, as a dirge

over a dead body. Ineffectual for

years; but at length, to this aspiration

also fate seemed reluctantly favourable;

softening, stimulating, urging states

men's minds, bringin ground circum

stances, and finally, by an inconceiv

ably-unexpected catastrophe, opening

wide the door of opportunity, by which

all these influences could rush in toge

ther, and bear the lifelong preacher

forward and upward upon the tide of

his own success.

Towards the close of 1832, Hay

don was called upon to paint a pic

ture of a banquet, into which were

to be introduced portraits of most of

the leading men of liberal politics in

England. This gave him access to

men in power; and he made use of the

opportunity with characteristic per

severance, never omitting to take ad

vantage of the slightest real or imagi

nary opening to urge the claims of art

to state patronage upon his (often re

luctant) sitter. There can be little

doubt that these efforts had their weight.

But it might have been long before

any practical good would have come of

them, had not the month of October,

1834, been made memorable by a tre

mendous conflagration—

“16th.-Good God! I am just returned

from the terrific burning of the Houses of

Parliament. Mary and I went in a cab, and

drove over the bridge. From the bridge it

was sublime. We alighted, and went into a

room of a public-house, which was full. The

feeling among the people was extraordinary;

jokes and radicalism universal. If ministers

had heard the shrewd sense and intelligence

of these drunken remarks! I hurried Mary

away. Good God, and are that throne and

tapestry gone with all their associations!"—

Vol. ii. pp. 362, 363.

Here, then, was the way made plain.

A few years later, the Fine Arts Com

mission gave notice of the conditions for

the cartoon competition, intended to test

the capacity of English artists for the

style of art suited to the decoration of the

new Houses of Parliament, by that time

in a state of forwardness. This again

ought, according to the theory, to have

been matter of unalloyed satisfaction to
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Haydon. But no; bitterness was his

portion to drink, because he was him

self unsuccessful in the competition. He

laboured at the study of fresco with

the desperate hope that he might be

one of those chosen to adorn the walls.

Here is a letter written to his own

pupil, showing the personal light in

which he viewed the matter:—

“My pear EAsrl.AKE,- I am delighted,

because being a permanent plan it has

broken the ice, and will ultimately end in de

cºration. I depend on yours and the com

missiºners' judgments; it was doing the thing

rightly and with energy; no mincing the

matter. Go on, and God prosper us all.

“I appeal to the Royal Commission, to

the First Lord, to you the secretary, to Barry

the architect, if I ought not to be indulged

in my hereditary right to do this, viz., that

when the houses are ready, cartoons done,

colours mixed, and all at their posts, I shall

be allowed, employed or not employed, to take

the first brush and dip into the first colour,

and put the first touch on theJirst intonaco.

If that is not granted, I'll haunt every noble

lord and you, till you join my disturbed

spirit on the banks of the Styx. Keep that

in view if you regard my peace of mind, my

ambition, my pride, and my glory.

“Ever yours,

“B. R. HAYDON.”

—Wol. iii. pp. 223, 224.

But through this, as through vo

lumes of the diary, runs the same grand

inconsistency. Ambition took the

guise of disinterested enthusiasm; and

that success which he achieved for his

country, and ought to have gloried in,

Proved fatal to him, because he was

not destined to be the immediate in

*"Tument as well as the remote means

ºf its accomplishment. The magni.

ſcent compartments of those halls

in which the councils of the Em

Pire were thenceforward to be held,

were not to be enriched by the crea

tions of his fervid imagination. This,

which would have been a bearable dis

*PPointment to artistic patriotism, was

**ath-stab– a lethalis arundo — to

Yanity. And the “white hairs dabbled

in blood" spoke, in the affecting lan

#nage which is the last solution of the

life-riddle, that Haydon was blind to

the last—blind to his own true merit,

to his position, to his success, to his real

fame; allowing himself only to see what

“boasted of being blind to—namely,

Pety and paltry vexations.

ere is a moral in all this. It is a

gerous thing to write so much, and

Vol. XLII.-No. ccL.

so well, about one's self, as Haydon

did. The world, thus enlightened, will

probe the autobiographer's heart better

than he thought. He will be seen

through where he flattered himself

he had interposed the opacity of

language as a screen between himself

and us. His words will become con

ductors, and radiate a truth which

lies deeper than themselves. Out

of this truth we draw our lesson. Ne

ver let us assume the office of apos

tle, priest, or martyr, without first

merging self once and for ever in

the cause to which we have devoted

ourselves. The triumph of the cause

will then be our own; and for us

ruin can never arrive, as long as the

cause is triumphant.

ThatHaydon was practically deficient

in taste, perhaps nobody will be found to

deny. The reader of these volumes must

certainly admit it. Those who have seen

his works, as we have done, have had

glaring proof of it. But at the same

time it must also be allowed, that sel

dom has criticism on art been so elo

quently and copiously poured forth as

through the numerous channelsby which

Haydon loved to communicate with

the world. His letters, these journals,

his petitions to Parliament, his me.

morials to public men, as well as his

published lectures, are manuals of art

instruction. Even Sir Joshua, if more

elegant, was less vigorous. The ele

vated, the poetical, the imaginative,

towards such he ever strove to liſt pub

lic and private interest; and, as the

means to this end, constantly urged the

study of the antique, which at the

opening of his life was very generally

neglected. He it was who first set

himself to a critical examination and a

faithful anatomising of the Elgin mar

bles, about which public taste was for

a time divided. He discouraged—he

scouted—portrait painting. He hurled

contempt upon cabinet and familiar

subjects, though he was forced during

his life to try all of these in turn. In

combating prevailing errors, indeed, he

attacked those who had adopted them;

and, spurning the excellent advice

É. him by some one, to “paint down

is enemies,” he brandished his cuchillo,

the pen, and dipped it in poison before

he thrust with it. Ibut, although the

venom was his own, the dart went

home to prevalent abuses; and even

the Academy—the life-long incubus of

his existeuce—was sensibly affected in

2 F
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the long run by the powers of the

truth he plied it with.

These achievements of his will sur

vive his name and his painted works.

He will be best known by the reflec

tion of his mind in the performances of

others; and thus will he prove vir

tually, after Barry, the regenerator, if

not the originator, of high art in Eng

land.

This cursory notice of Haydon's es

says in criticism induces us to glance

for a moment, before we conclude, at

another work dealing with the same

subject, as different in its form, sub

stance, and spirit as the authors of

the two are from each other in every

conceivable particular. M. Guizot's

Treatise on the Fine Arts" is impressed

with the character of that writer's

mind. Refined, instructed, chaste, and

elegant, it forms an admirable correc

tive to the extravagancies of the Eng

lish enthusiast; while it must be allowed

to want the soul-informing energy, the

bright and bold originality of concep

tion which it may serve to temper, but

cannot pretend to rival. Guizot de

votes a preliminary essay to comparing

and contrasting painting, sculpture,

and engraving ; executing his task, as

he always does, with tact and ability.

But in doing so, as it appears to us,

he falls into mistakes here and there,

which we were searcely prepared to

meet with in so accomplished a writer.

In his definition, for instance, of the

distinctive aims of the sculptor and

painter, he adopts an erroneous stand

ard, which Haydon, with all his zeal for

antique correctness of details, would

never have admitted. The sculptor's

manner of proceeding he states to be

this:—

and finally envelops all with the flesh which

is to give the proportions and the living form

of man. It is thus that the gems of anti

quity show us Prometheus over his awful

work. When marble has been substituted

for clay, and has been impressed by the hand

of the master with the delicate form of the

human features; when its surface has as

sumed the gentle undulations of flesh, and

those forms which conceal, while they allow

us to conjecture, the shape of what is below;

when this is done, the man of stone will be

found to differ from his living prototype only

in substance, colour, and weight, and, in

fact, to possess even in detail, all the out

ward characteristics of the human body.”—

pp. 10, 11.

As far as the latter part, or result,

of the process is concerned, the critic

is quite right; but we believe and feel

that the steps by which the sculptor

arrives at that result are misstated, or

at least not stated in their pro

order. When Guizot says, that “his

first act is to set up a scaffolding of

bones,” we can believe Haydon, with

all his idolatry of the antique and of

anatomical skill, to be the first to ex

claim, No! the first act is to represent,

upon the surface of the clay the surface

of the thought. If he do not realise this

to a certain extent in the first instance,

he will have accomplished nothing. The

poetic conception, utterly irrespective

of either detail or structure, flies to

embody itself as it can. It models it

self into a rude outline, keeps the ori

ginal idea prominently forward, pre

serving every line of grace or vigour,

but passing for the moment over

structural niceties, which would at

this stage only tend to obscure and

obliterate the one bright and glowing

ideal, around which crystalises the

substantial creation of art. It is only

when all this is worked out to the ut

termost that the sculptor begins to

exercise his corrective skill, or judg

ment, as distinguished from the imagi

native or poetic faculty, and to chasten

and examine his work by the rules of

his art, enriched, as they ought to be,

from the amplest and most varied stores

of knowledge. Here the Greek pre

cision will come appropriately into

play. Anatomy and every structural

nicety should be brought to bear upon

the model— every limb, every muscle

should be subjected to the most rigid

“He takes a mass of clay; his model is

present to his eyes as, according to Plato,

that of the archetypal man was in the crea

tive mind of God: he walks in spirit round

it, examines it on all sides, and takes its di

mensions thoroughly. He is acquainted too

with its frame-work, with the form, the

length, and the thickness of the bones; he

knows how they are connected. and what the

muscles are which clothe and move them.

His first act is to set up in imagination this

scaffolding of bones; he then covers it with

muscles, to which he gives the attitude and

degree of motion necessary for his statue,

* “The Fine Arts: their Nature and Relations.”

With Illustrations drawn on wood, by Georgeassistance of the Author, by George Grove.

Scharf, jun. London: 1853.

By M. Guizot. Translated, with the
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scrutiny; but the main outline must be

left intact, to have the poetic spirit

preserved. This spirit, not existing in

any part, but in the whole as a whole,

is as volatile as it is essential, and will

byº means bear to be tampered

with.

M. Guizot, to our mind, makes

somewhat too little of this paramount

and primary quality, which can never

be sufficiently recommended as the one

thing to which the artist is to direct his

mind in the first instance.

It is gratifying to find that this mis

take does not affect the criticism upon

special subjects of art which occu

#: the bulk of M. Guizot's volume.

he author feels better than he defines.

His sentiment of beauty keeps him

right, in spite of an erroneous theory.

We may trust ourselves to his taste,

when we should hesitate about con

fijing in his principles. Any one who

wishes to be satisfied on this, has only

tº read his criticisms on Domenichino's

ºctures, and on those of Lesueur.

The true asthesis breathes through

these remarks, as well as those upon

Michael Angelo; and we feel a diffi

culty in reconciling the introductory

and abstract principles with the prac

tical application of them to particular

subjects.

We are less confident of our ground

(and, indeed, it is with diffidence wo

venture to dissent from him upon any

point) in finding fault with his reasons

for objecting to the use of the round

by the student of painting. In the

ºbjection itself we thoroughly concur.

Up to a certain stage it may be bene

ficial, but it should cease, we hold, at

a very early one—much earlier than it

is now the fashion to relinquish it.

Drawing figures from the round is very

analogous to the practice, now so

much resorted to, of drawing land

scape from the photograph. The very

accuracy of the work betrays its origin.

A certain feeling is absent, which,

strange as it may appear, seems to be

communicated by a slight deviation

from truth and there remains in its

Place a rigidity which can scarcely be

defined as a fault, though it so far sa

crifices the poetry of the subject. But

it strikes us that the chief cause of the

failure of statues and casts to discipline

the student to the adequate represen

tation of nature lies in their absolute

uniformity of hue, as well as in that

hue being generally white. A certain

colour has certain laws of light and

shade, by which it may be said to be

characterised. Black has broad shades

and isolated lights; bronze, if it be

polished, less deep shades, but sharper

and higher lights — neither having

much reflected light. White, on the

contrary, has broad lights, scarcely

any half tints, and little shade. The

reflected lights are so numerous and

strong as often to interfere with the

shadows, rendering the form difficult to

be discerned. Hence these uniformly

coloured masses, especially if they ap

proach to white, seldom accurately re

present flesh or drapery, and never sup

ply that variety of effect which what is

called texture gives. And the student

who imbues his mind too thoroughly

with the idea of uniform surface and

colour, will find it difficult to shake it

off after abandoning models too long

kept before his eyes.

et these hasty and slight remarks

suffice by way of criticism on M.

Guizot's principles of art. They scarce

ly amount to objections; but, if they

§. they are all we can offer as dissent

where everything else is so thoroughly

and gracefully true. The finest

taste everywhere guides the pen of this

accomplished writer, and we have

scarcely less occasion to admire him

here, than we had when we recently”

took occasion to introduce to the read

er his masterly dissertations upon the

French and English dramas. Had

poor Haydon but possessed this ele

ment of TAste, along with his energy

and, we may add, genius, his words

would now be the standard authority

on all such matters, and his works

might have secured the place he as

pired to for them. But talent is, for

tunately for mediocrity, scattered in

discriminately amongst men, and it is

the exception where it falls in all its

completeness upon one individual —

where it does, it produces Michael

Angelos, Rafaelles, Reynoldses.

* DUBLIN UNIVERSITY MAGAZINE, Vol. XL. p. 187.
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A DAY IN the SAVOY ALPs.

Hotel des Alpes, August, 1853.

DEAR ANTHoNY,—In the strictest con

fidence and secrecy, I have resolved to

entrust to you my grand geographical

discovery. There is no longer any

doubt that the Lake of Geneva–like

most questions — has two sides to it.

Not, perhaps, that you ever doubted

the mathematical fact, when calmly

º as an abstract proposition,

ut will you kindly inquire of the

thousands of travellers that, I hear,

daily throng your Dublin Exhibition,

if any one of them have practically ob

served more than one side 2 With a

guide-book in one hand and an um

brella in the other, every moment ap

propriated to some inevitable “lion,”

they tear, in the impatient steamer,

through the blue waters of the lake;

make a descent on Lausanne : see

Vevay by dining at a table d'hôte with

their backs to the windows, lest the

prospect should interrupt them; “do”

Chillon with business-like despatch,

and disappear through Villeneuve to

the Italian passes, or to the noted

Alpine glories. Having thus skirted

the northern side, they fancy they have

seen the entire, and never pause along

the neglected south; nay, though they

gaze with passing wonder at the splen

did scene above St. Gingoulph, they

do not reflect upon its noble historic

associations, and forget that were it

not for its humble name, and its tu

telary saint, our Cockney's might never

have been able to swear “ by Jingo "

True, the towering mountains be

hind for seven long wintry months shut

out the rays of the sun, and squalid

overty and disease sink upon its few

inhabitants, nor wholly rise from them

in the more genial season ; but this

scarcely meets the eye in the glorious

light of midsummer, when the chestnut

and the ash clothe the landscape with

the freshest green, hiding the marks

of man's poverty amid the riches of

nature's beauties. Its little inn then pre

pares itself for the annual influx of ci

tizens from Geneva; and there amongst

them I found a French gentleman en

deavouring to solace himself for having

lost the luxuries of Parisian society,

for reasons best known to the govern

ment, but which he calls his “patriot

ism.” Monsieur D. had never shaved,

it is true : his whiskers, suggested the

republique rouge, and he looked a little

ferocious at first sight, but there never

was a gentler creature or a kinder

heart. He was a pleasant companion

too, and having now great experience

as a mountaineer, considered himself

an immensely better pedestrian than

any other man—at least who was not a

Frenchman . We had arranged to as

cend together that summit of the

Dent d' Oche, which lies furthest in

land, and is seldom visited. We con

sulted the wise people, who all gave

different advice — as wise people

usually do—and left us in woeful per

plexity. Only in one thing all agreed,

to our great grief, that we could not

from the summit obtain a view of

Mont Blanc, as divers mountains would

intervene to shut it out. They proved

clearly it was impossible; and there

fore, when the next evening Ireported

that we had actually seen the snowy

monarch, I mentioned it merely as an

error made by the mountains, who

must have mistaken their position, and

not by my accurate informants.

At length, a glorious evening pro

mises a settled day; we pack a small

knapsack, and fix the morrow for our

venture. Accordingly, at the first

grey, we stole forth from the sleeping

inn about four o'clock. For an hour

and a-half we followed the zigzag

course of a dashing torrent, by a path

cut in the midst of trees, with the

usual allowance of rustic bridges, wa

terfalls, and wooded cliffs ; a scene

that, were it anywhere but in Switzer

land, would be visited for itself, not

made use of merely as a passage to

more glorious regions, and such as

would make the fortune of half-a-dozen

of our counties in England. Steadily

rising at every step, we reached a small

wooden village, with a chapel, as usual

in an inaccessible place, and plenty of

dirt and squalor—in this respect con

trasting markedly with the flourishing

canton opposite. We then advanced

by a dreadfully rough path, with foot

ing such as might be obtained by tear

ing up the paving-stones in the strand,
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andº them in confusion on

Greenwich hill; and, emerging from

the narrow ravines, we caught the

beams of the now risen sun. Behind,

however, lay a line of gathering clouds,

that shut out the lake from view, ex

cept when some opening in the veil

gave us a passingº: of beauty at

the word below. Without difficulty,

but with considerable fatigue, we rose

to that important point in all Alpine

ascents, the last chalet; aſter which,

the traveller need look for no further

help from man, and must trust to his

own wits, if he have no better guide.

There we found a wild, mountain

youth, who, in French unintelligible

to the Frenchman, assured us that the

path we proposed to go would be a

great round, and offered to bring us a

short cut, which we had not the good

sense to decline. We yielded, indeed,

the more readily, as it would evidently

bring us under some very grand cliffs

that frowned before us, and our ex

cursion had been planned solely to see

sºme such specimens amongst these

nven mountains, said to be as re

markable as any in the Alps. He

accordingly led us to the foot of a

precipice, perhaps some two thou

sand feet high ; there he pointed

to a track, which, he said, wound

through fissures and ravines, by a patch

of snow, that looked very like a sheet

spread out to dry, but which we after

wards found to be a respectably-sized

field. It was about eight o'clock when

he left us to make the best of our way

up,

The problem was quite plain. Here

were we ; there was the mountain;

the day was scarce begun; nothing re

mained, but just to do it. D pro

•ed breakfast as an assistance ; but

ing still fresh, and braced by the

frosty air of that height, I thought the

labour of digestion would only retard

us, and that the breakfast should be

kept in prospective, as a reward for

Our exertions; so we gallantly rushed

atakind of hillock, that led to a fissure

in the rocks above, determined to take

it by storm. The footing was firm,

and we made great way, and were not

longere we started two chamois from

alongst the rocks, and presently two

more, who bolted away with an ease

that excited our envy. After some

time, we pulled out our watches, and,

though not yet over our “hillock,”

ſound that e-quarters of an hour

had gone by. It would, in fact, have

made a very comfortable little moun

tain in itself; but of that the eye had

failed to warn us beforehand, utterly

baffled by the gigantic scale of every

object around. At length, arrived at

the critical point, where our hillock

ceased, and the rocks overhung on

every side, we discover that our little

path had been carried off by some win

ter torrent, but see it bravely reappear

again above us, and so determine to

cross the abyss. I went first, and

gained a point where I could stand,

tied a long string (brought for such

purposes) to my Alpine stock, and so

drew across the knapsack, and then

D followed in safety. The path

was now toilsome and dangerous, on

cliffs where no earth or green thin

rested. However, by renderingºi

assistance, we advanced where we could

see a safe resting-place not far off;

that once attained, the rest seemed

easy. “Eufin, mous sommes sauvés.”

Hold 1 where is the path º Gone; ut

terly swept away, and in its place the

desolate track of an avalanche, going

down, down, till the eye sickens fol

lowing it. No footing there; it is too

steep for anything to rest on it. I

placed a stone to try, but it went down

as though it fell through the air. What

a misfortune 1 We must retrace our

steps. Look back; this is no longer

possible. The cloud has risen thickly

not an hundred feet below. To de

scend in it would be madness; to wait

for its clearing too precarious ; but it

is probable it will not rise further. In

fine summer weather like this, these

mountains have alwaysagirdle of cloud,

called “la ceinture,” at about four

thousand feet high, that encircles their

waist, and leaves their summits and

base clear. It is therefore better to

mount at once, if we can.

The ground here was of hard gravel,

perfectly smooth and frozen so hard

that the foot could make no impression

on it. Fancy, dear Anthony, your

drawing-room floor placed nearly per

º, and then try to walk on it.

Iowever, the difficulty was only one

of nerve and toil; with my pointed

stick I cut a firm step; planting a foot

on this, I worked at another, and so

yº slowly and laboriously.

very stone and pebble I detached

bounded down with a harsh sound till

out of sight, to show us where we too

should follow if we slipped. D—
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carried the knapsack in these tracks,

and, to avoid the stones that I hurled

down in my work, I advanced in a

zigzag, while he kept, as it were,

always on the opposite tack. A few

hundred feet of this work was quite

sufficiently exhausting ; and at length

we stood on a level neck of ground,

underneath the summit cliff of one

Dent, whose solid mass of rock

towered above our heads, and at

the foot of the way that leads to

the higher. We rush along this nar

row ridge in eager haste; it narrows

yet more ; to the right it is perfectly

plumb, three yards to the left it is

nearly so. Iłow can any material

stand in such a position without break

ing 2 I pause, take a stone, lie down

on my face, extend my hand over the

cliff, and let the stone drop ; it is eight

seconds before it strikes anything, and

then rolls down hopelessly on. The

exact height mathematicians may

“calculate,” but we “guess" it must

be at least 1,000 feet. But here is

another difficulty. The ridge has nar

rowed to a sharp-edged rock, on which

not even a chamois could walk. Yet

others certainly have passed here be

fore, if we are to believe that this

quasi-path led to the summit at all.

How did they pass it? Evidently

they must have got straddlelegs on it,

as on a horse, and worked along it

thus. That is it; no danger but the

one, that the head will sicken at such

a height.

“Now is the moment for a drop of

brandy,” said the Frenchman.

“Pardon ; what you please after,

but not before.”

The distance was not more than

thirty feet, but that was enough. I

remained motionless a few seconds at

the commencement of my ride, to test

my head. Finding it stand the trial,

I proceeded, and we both soon crossed

in safety. A few minutes more, and,

at eleven o'clock, we stood on the noble

summit, with emotions impossible to

describe, in presence of the grandest

and most beautiful forms that nature

can present.

There is a scenery that can be de

scribed, or at least its general impres

sion sufficiently conveyed; and there

are beauties in the Alps, such as nar

row gorges and giddy passes, of which

a drawing gives a not inadequate pic

ture; but scenes of this varied and

stupendous character baffle alike the

powers of language and the art of the

painter. They give what Locke calls

a new simple idea, and can as little be

embodied in words as the conception of

colours can be fully imparted to a

blind man. They are, however, ca

pable of comparison ; and the expe

rienced travellers who have seen both

will bear me out in saying that views

from summits are far better, when

there are yet higher peaks to be looked

up at than when the whole is flat

tened down, by the eye being placed

completely above it. Those who

go up Mont Blanc do not see Mont

Blanc itself, the best feature in the

view ; and, if they were not fain to

exalt their feat, would own that they

had had better views half way up,

or from much lower peaks opposite,

not to mention the utter impossi

bility of enjoyment, exhausted by

fatigue, the eyes blinded from walking

in the snow, the limbs frozen, and the

langs refusing to do their office, till

some of the adventurers usually turn

black in the face in the midst of their

fancied pleasure! Here we could sit

down in a bracing but not unpleasant

atmosphere, and pore upon the out

stretched scene below. Its extent was

quite sufficient, being certainly as

great as the eye is capable of appre

ciating. It embraced the Oberland

Alps, not dimly, but as though near

at hand; the chain of Mont Blanc, with

his peaks and glaciers, some twenty

miles off, and sparkling in the sun; the

most of Savoy, even into Italy itself;

the green hills and blue lake below ;

while between, and at the bases of the

mountains, lay scattered masses of

clouds, not dark, as when overhead,

but soft and white, under the glorious

sun, like pure and beautiful lakes.

But we have had seven hours, tough

work, and ascended about 6,000 feet;

we must therefore calm our emotions,

and come down from the sublime to

what is not at all the ridiculous. Let us

e'en smoke a cigar, eat our breakfast,

and study our map, Keller's famous

“Reise-Karte.” Bien ; nous allons

done dejeuner a la carte.” Despite the

badness of the pun, only excusable at

such an elevation, our appetites were

unblunted, and soon lightened the con

tents of our scanty knapsacks, which

two superb eagles seemed to eye wist

fully, circling fearlessly about us, as

though to hint we were intruders on

their domains. We then collected
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some dry grass and turf, and made a

small fire to temper the keenness of

the air, and perfect our enjoyment.

Suddenly the clouds below were dis

turbed, as though convulsed by some

electric power,and were tossed to and fro,

like the water in a seething caldron;

what the elements intended we knew

not, and awaited the result with anxi

ety. It soon became evident that they

were about to rise to a higher level;

they mounted to where we sat, and

wrapped us for some time in mist and

impenetrable gloom. Now and then,

through apertures, as through rents in

the cloudy mantle, we caught passing

glimpses of extraordinary beauty, while

below us two men, unseen, sang toge

ther the Renz des Vaches, with stento

rian voices, the notes ringing back

from the opposite rocks, and the tink

ling of their cows' bells rising mysteri

ously to us through the fog.

Soon the great curtain of clouds

around us began to rise above our

heads, and, bit by bit, disclose the

scene below us. First, we saw the blue

lake, its clear azure so like the hue of

a cloudless sky, that it produced, for a

moment, a positive confusion in our

sensations, giving a kind of impression

that we must be turned upside down,

and standing on our ..". for how

else could the sky be beneath our feet?

Presently, mountain after mountain

was left uncovered; and the same scene

that we had before gazed upon parti

ally above the clouds, we now saw fully

revealed below them; but the enchant

ment was gone. It was a glorious view,

but it was earthly and intelligible; in

stead of mistery and error, the eye

bewildered and baffled by height and

distance, it all lay plainly before us,

lowered to a mere matter-of-fact, a pal

pable actuality; one could map it down,

and study geography.

Our ascent having given us quite

enough of our “short-cut,” and Al

pine experience having taught us that

“the long way round " is, in those re

gions, “the short way home," we com

menced our descent in another direc

tion, and towards our friends the singers

of the Renz des Vaches. We soon

reached them, and got directions from

them not only as to our route, but as to

where to find water, for which my com

panion was now rather clamorous. . It

was close at hand, and most thoroughly

iced, so that a little brandy was an essen

tial addition. A few teaspoonfuls in a

tumbler of water sufficed me, and formed

my only drink during the entire day.

My friend, on the contrary, did not

scruple to take an ample draught when

ever he felt thirsty. The result was

precisely that which would be expected

by those who have tried both systems

in hard and continued exercise. The

stimulus once used, is soon exhausted,

produces a reaction, slight at first, but

always increasing, and, if repeated, must

from time to time be continued. Thus,

every hour of our march he slaked his

thirst, and every hour he felt his thirst

renewed, and had to make the mixture

of brandy more potent; so that, ere the

day closed, he had finished the pint

bottle. I, on the contrary, by resist

ing at first the inclination, soon found

it disappear, was much less distressed

when exposed to a scorching sun, play

ing perpendicularly on the side | the

mountain, and came in far fresher, and

with more healthful appetite. Drink,

dear Anthony—it will do you no harm

—after your day's labour, but not be

fore or during it.

A couple of hours, always descend

ing, brought us to a village whose

name it is no loss to be unable to re

cord, as it did not number half-a-dozen

wooden cottages. Here we found we

had a choice of two passes— the one

direct home, simple, but impossible to

accomplish before nightfall; the other

to La Meillerie, on the lake, difficult,

but possible. Preferring the possible

to the impossible, we commenced a

fresh ascent of considerable height,

and then a descent that seemed in

terminable. We were beginning to

get tired of going down perpetu

ally, and were expecting every mo

ment to find ourselves on the grande

route, when the path unexpectedly be

came steeper and steeper, and soon

degenerated into a rapid “coulisse,'

or wood-slide, down which a tree could

slip with due rapidity, and a traveller

follow it with marvellous facility, but

on which it was impossible to walk with

propriety. Our resource, therefore,

was to climb along its side from tree

to tree. Presently a rapid little stream

fell into this narrow track, and after a

few yards reached the edge of a cliff,

whence we saw La Meillerie hopelessly

below us, and there both path and

rivulet leaped over the rock, leaving

us a picturesque cataract to admire,

but exceedingly discouraging prospects

of further advance. However, it was
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plain that we had not missed the path,

such as it was, and that, consequently,

it must be some way down this cata

ract; and, on the principle that we

could go where others had gone before,

we set to work to study the position.

The rock was peculiar: its horizontal

strata, one above another, were worn

away unevenly, and thus presented

jagged projections at alternate sides;

and, as the waterfall was in the angle of

the rock, we soon found that, by cross

ing from side to side, with an occasional

shower-bath, it was possible to take

advantage of these uncouth stairs, if

not with luxurious convenience, at

least without danger. Once down, a

brief half hour, over rugged stones and

amid overhanging trees, brought us to

la grande route, near Meillerie, beside

the lake. I plunged into its warm velvet
waters, while Monsieur D blended

a more icy draught from a neighbour

ing stream with the last drops of his

brandy-flask. Once more on the level,

our velocity seemed doubled—some

what like the sensation of getting into a

railway train after jogging along in a

slow coach—and a short stretch of six

miles, walked with hungry rapidity,

brought us to St. Gingoulph again.

Need I say that mine host of La Poste

made but slender profits on his modest

charge for our voracious suppers after

such a day in the Savoy Alps ? Would,

dear Anthony, thou too werthere—but

no! thou art more usefully employed

than in listening to thine absent friend,

LielNRich.

To Anthony Poplar, Esq.

A.

T H E N IM R U D O B E L L S K.

by Rev. Edward H1Ncks, D.D.

The obelisk which Mr. Layard disco

vered in the centre of the mound at

Nimrūd, and which is now standing in

the middle of the central Assyrian room

in the British Museum, is one of the

most interesting monuments in the col

lection. It contains the annals of the son

of that king whose bas-reliefs cover the

walls of the gallery leading to it, and

whose statue is at the other end of this

gallery. These annals extend over

thirty-one years, beginning about the

eighteenth year of Alab, that is, ac

cording to the received chronology,

90 l B. c., and ending about the fif

teenth year of Jehu, 870 B. c. These

dates are determined by the succession

of the kings of Syria, as given in 2

Kings, viii. 7–15; Benhadad being re

presented in the Annals as reigning in

the fourteenth year, and Hazael in the

eighteenth.

Theobelisk contains 190lines of cune

atic writing, exclusive of five epigraphs,

descriptive of as many bas-reliefs,

which go round the entire obelisk. The

first seventy-two lines are above the

uppermost epigraph; eighteen being

on each side, divided by the steps into

four, four, four, and six. The por

tions of the four sides below the bas

reliefs contain twenty-three, twenty

eight, twenty-nine, and thirty-eight

lines respectively.

The first fourteen lines contain an

invocation of the thirteen great As

syrian deities, Assur, Anū, Bil, Dagan,

Tsin, Ban, Shamash, Marduk, Bar,

Nirgil, Nabū, Gula, and Ishtar. Of

these names eight are certain, being

expressed here or elsewhere by known

phonographs. The name of the god

of war may also be read phonetically,

Bar; but whether it was so may be

doubted, owing to the same combina

tion of characters being used for

“iron.” The names Dagan, Ban, and

Gula, have been found written phone

tically ; but they have not been de

monstratively identified with the ideo

graphic compounds, or monograms,

here used, which respectively repre

sent the deities supposed to preside

over the sea, fire or wind, and love,

or the Neptune, Jupiter, and Venus

of the Greeks. Col. Rawlinson has

recently identified some divine name

with the Nergil of Scripture; and I

presume, but am not certain, that it is

the tenth in this list.

The seven lines which follow the

divine names, contain the names and

titles of the king who made the obelisk,

his father, and his grandfather. His
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own name is Dimmanu-Bara, i. e.,

“the likeness of Mars.” It may be

well to remark here, that names, and

parts of names, of which the reading is

uncertain, are printed in italics. The

same type is also used in the transla

tion, to denote that the meaning of a

word is not satisfactorily ascertained.

Brackets imº a greater degree of un

certainty. racketed words are, in

deed, in several instances supplied con

jecturally, merely to avoid leaving a

vacant space in the translation. This,

however, is only done when the gram

matical construction is known.

The name of the king's father is

Assur-Yuchura-bal, i. e., “Assur has

formed a son.” A name very similar to

this was Assur-iddana-bal, “Assur has

given a son;” out of which the Greeks

made Sardanapalus. Both names seem

to have been borne by the son of As

sur-akh-iddan. The name last men

tioned signifies, “Assur has given a

brother;” as the name of his father,

Tsin-akhi'-irib, signifies “Tsin has

multiplied brethren.” We may infer

that the first of these three names

was given to the eldest son of his fa

ther, the next to a second son, and the

last to one who had at least two elder

brethren. Analogous to the first of

these, is the name of the Chaldean

king, Marduk-bal-iddan, “Marduk

has given a son.” He is called, in the

present text of Isaiah, xxxix. 1, the

son of Baladan, an unmeaning, and

therefore impossible name. We may,

with a high degree of probability, re

store Bil-bal-iddan, “Bil has given a

son.” A similar name, Nabû-bal-id

dan, “Nabu has given a son,” was

borne by the King of Chaldea cotem

orary with the father of the obelisk

Ing.

Similar again to this is Nabû-bal

yuchur,” “Nebo has formed a son,”

the name of the father of the conquerer

of Judea. This king's own name,

Nabû-kudurri'-yuchur, has for its mid

dle element a plural noun, the signifi

cation of which I have not yet ascer

tained. I may add, that the name

Nabonassor seems to represent Nabun

akh-yuchur, “Nebo has formed a bro

ther;” the nasal which terminates the

name of the god being sounded before

a vowel.

The name of the grandfather of

Dimmanu-Bara is uncertain as to both

its elements. The latter is the same

as the latter element in his own name,

signifying “ of Mars.” The former

seems connected with, but is not quite

the same as, the first element in the

name of Diglat-Bal-itsri, “the arrow

of the son of the country house ;” the

latter part of the name being probably

a mystic appellation of some deity.

This is the “Tiglath Pileser” of the

Hebrew Scriptures. The Assyrians

had the same peculiarity of pronuncia

tion as the Welsh, and were apt to use

t and p for d and b. It is possible that

the name before us may be Diglat

Bara, “the arrow of Mars; but it is

possible, also, that the first element

may have been read otherwise, in some

manner as yet unascertained. I should

add, that the first element in this name

occurs also in the name of the most

ancient Assyrian king of whom we

have any monuments, Diglat-Bal-itsri,

or Tiglath Pileser I.” In his reign

(1121, B. c.), Nineveh was taken and

destroyed by Marduk-iddana-akhim,

“Marduk has given brethren,” King of

Babylon; but he afterwards carried

on successful wars to the North and

West, having his seat of government at

Kalah Shergāt.

In the inscriptions of this king, he

mentions the names of his four imme

diate ancestors; all of whom he calls

kings of Assyria. And, what is a

matter of intense interest, he also

speaks of a more remote ancestor,

Shamshi-Bana, “the servant of Ban,”

son of Ishmi-Dagan, “Dagan has

heard ;", to which two persons he

gives a title not elsewhere used, and

which may signify priest or champion

of Assur. It would seem as if they

lived before the establishment of the

monarchy, and yet not before the ex

istence of chronological records; for

the king says that Shamshi-Bana had

erected a temple (at Kalah Shergāt)

641 years ago; which temple had been

taken down by his great-grandfather,

and had lain in ruins sixty years. This

temple he rebuilt; and he says that

* Unless, indeed, the stone of Michaux, at Paris, should prove to be the work of the great

great-grandfather of Tiglath Pileser I. The name seems to be the same, and the curious

maledictions which are found on both monuments against those who should hide them, or

destroy them, seem ground for referring them to about the same period of time. The objec

tion is, that the author of Michaux's inscription assumes no royal titles.
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he not only put in it his own tablets

and sculptures, but, that having found

the sculptures of Shamshi-Band, his

ancestor, he placed them in it along

with his own. It is probable, there

fore, that if the mound at Kalah Sher

gāt were explored, there would be

ſound in it monuments of the eigh

teenth century before Christ.

To return, however, to the obelisk:

the inscription from the twenty-second

line to the end is occupied with an

account of the events in each year of

thirty-one, or rather thirty-two ; the

expedition first mentioned occurring

in what would be called the last year

of Assur-yuchura-bal. The first year

of a king was, contrary to what many

chronologers have assumed, that which

commenced next after his accession.

The following is offered as a translation

of these annals:—

In the beginning of my reign, when

I had sat in state upon the royal throne,

I collected my chariots and my army;

I passed through the defiles of Mount

Tsammitsi, and took Aridu, the strong

hold of Ninni.

In my first year, I crossed the

Luphrates in deep water. I went to

the sea of the setting sun. I put up

my arrows in their quiver at the sea,

and offered sacrifices to my gods. I

went up to Mount Khamani, and cut

down beams, pillars, and [planks]. I

went up to Kullar, and there I set up

an image of my majesty.

In my second year, I arrived at Til

Bartsahib, and took some towns be

longing to Akhuni, the son of Adini.

I shut him up in his city. I crossed

the Euphrates through deep water, and

took Dabigu, the frontier city of Khat

ti, with the towns that depended upon

it.

In my third year, Akhuni, the son of

Adini, being afraid of my powerful

arrows, abandoned Til-Bartsahib, his

royal city, and crossed the Euphrates.

I selected a city for an accession to As

syria," which the people of Khatti call

Pitru, being on the River Tsagamri,

on the far side of the Euphrates. I

took it for my guides. In my return

I passed through the defile of Alji.

Alji, Tsuhi, Dayahinni, Nummi, Ar

jaskun, the royal city of Arami the

tºilian (i.e., Armenian), Giljan,

and Khutuskia, were watched by Di

kutassur.f

(In my fourth year) I departed from

Nineveh. I crossed the Euphrates

through deep water, and went after

Akhuni the son of Adini. He occupied a

strong position on the broken summit

of a hill overhanging the Euphrates. I

attacked and captured the summit of

the hill. I carried away, Akhuni with

his gods, his chariots, his horses, his

sons, his daughters, and his army, and

brought them to my city, Assur. In

the same year, passing through Kullar,

I went down to Jamua, which adjoins

it. I went to the towns of Nigdi, and

took Idaya [where Nigdi was].

In my fifth year, I went up to Mount

Biyari and took eleven strong towns.

I shut up Ankhitti, of Ruri, in his

city, and received from him large tri

bute.

In my sixth year, I arrived at the

towns on the banks of the Balikhi.

Gihammu, their governor [being ter

rified], passed over to Til-Dhurakhin.

I crossed the Euphrates through dee
water, and received tribute from .#

the kings of Khatti. At that time,

Ban-idri of Tüshu (i.e., Damascus),

and Irkhulina ofAmatí (i.e., Haumath),

with the kings of Khatti, and of the sea

coast, relying on the strength (literally

hands) of one another, came to meet

me, offering battle. . By the help of

Assur, the powerful lord, my lord, I

fought with them and conquered them.

* Literally, “for Assur.” Perhaps this is what he afterwards calls “my city, Assur;"

The date which follows is not in the

though Colonel Rawlinson believes that name to belong to Kalah-Shergāt.

f His general : see below. The places here named were on the northern frontier, extend

ing from the Euphrates to the east of the lake of Van.

original. It has evidently been omitted by inadvertence.

f Ban-idri is evidently the Benhadad of Scripture; the Septuagint read the name with a

final r instead of d. This seems to determine the value of the divine name, which is the first

element in that of the king; and yet other considerations lead me to suspend my opinion on

that question. I will in future write the proper names of the places here mentioned by their

equivalents in common use. The Hittites, whose country is called Khatti, seem to have con

sisted of two branches—the northern Hittites, who lived about Bir, on the Euphrates, and to

the north of it; and the southern Hittites, whose territory adjoined Hamath and Damascus.

The former paid tribute on this occasion; the latter went to war.
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I deprived them of their chariots, their

moring-towers, and their implements of

war. I slew in battle (literally with

arrows) 20,500 of their fighting men.

In my seventh year, I went to the

towns of Khabini of Til-abnin. I took

Til-abnin, his stronghold, with the

towns that depended upon it. I went

on as far as the highground over the

affluents of the Tigris, where the wa

ters go forth. I there put up the ar

rows of Assur, and offered sacrifices to

my gods. I made [a new temple]. I

made an image of my majesty in a

shrine. I [recorded the .. of As

sur my Lord. I inscribed upon it my

successes, everything that I had done

in the different countries; and I set it

up there.

In my eighth year, Marduk-shum

is him being King of Cardunias, Mar

duk-bil-santsatin, his [younger] bro

ther made war against him. They

were equally strong. I went to the

assistance of Marduk-shum-ishim, and

took [several towns].

In my ninth year, I went a second

time to the land of Akkadin. I came

in sight of the city of Gananatin. Mar

duk-bil-santsatin, when fear of the pre

sence of Assur and Marduk had pros

trated him, went up to a hill, in order

to save his life. I went after him and

slew with arrows Marduk-bil-santsatin,

along with the guilty men that were

with him. I went to the Great Pos

sessions.” I offered sacrifices in Ba

bylon, Bardshap, and Dictin. I cut

out shrines for the great gods. I went

down to Kaldi (i. e., Chaldea). I took

towns of theirs, and received the tri

bute of the Kings of Chaldea. The

shooting of my arrows struck terror as

far as the sea.

In my tenth year I crossed the Eu

phrates for the eighth time, and took

the towns of Sangara of Carcanish.f I

arrived at the towns of Araini, and

took Arnin, his royal city, with a hun

dred of his towns.

In my eleventh year, I crossed the

Euphrates for the ninth time, and took

towns without number. I went down

to the towns of Khatti and the Hama

thites, and took seventy-nine towns.

Banidri of Damascus and twelve kings

of Khatti strengthened one another's

hands; but I gained a victory over

them.

In my twelfth year I crossed the

Euphrates for the tenth time. I went

to Pagarkhubuna, and carried away

their spoil.

In my thirteenth year, I went up to

Yahitti, and carried away their spoil.

tº The whole of this part of the

Annals is given at much greater length

in the inscriptions on the colossal bulls.

I translate the portion of the bull in

scription which relates to the next

year, as it is peculiarly interesting.

In my fourteenth year, I collected

the people in multitudes, which were

not to be counted. I crossed the Eu

phrates through deep water, with

102,000 of my soldiers. At that time

Banidri of Damascus, and Irkhulinna

of Hamath, with twelve kings from

the shores of the Upper and the Lower

Seas, collected their soldiers in great

numbers, which were not to be counted.

They came to meet me. I fought with

them, and defeated them. I deprived

them of their chariots, their moving

towers, and their implements of war.

They went off to save their lives.

In my fifteenth year, I went to the

high grounds over the affluents of the

Tigris and the Euphrates. I set up

an image of my majesty on that eleva
tion.

In my sixteenth year, I crossed the

Jab. I went to Namri. Marduk mis

sijabih, King of Namri, fled to save

his life. I brought his slaves, his sol

diers, and his gods to Assyria. I ap

pointed Yanju, the son of Khaban, to

be king over them.

In my seventeenth year, I crossed

the Euphrates. I went up to Mount

Khamana, and cut beams and pillars.

tº The transactions of the next

year are given much more fully on the

bulls than on the obelisk. I translate

them from the former.

In my eighteenth year, I crossed the

* A name applied to the district immediately surrounding Babylon, which seems to have

been accounted sacred. The land of Akkadin lay to the north of this; Cardunias to the

south ; and Kaldi or Chaldea to the south of this, extending to the Persian gulf.

* Carcanish is generally supposed to be the modern Kerkesiah ; but it appears from seve

ral passages in the inscriptions that it was on the opposite side of the river and far higher

up. It was the capital of the northern Hittites, and must have been at or near the modern

Bir.

maine.

The name Kerkesiah signifies “a race course,” and has no connexion with the ancient
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Euphrates for the sixteenth time.

Khajail (i.e., Hazael) of Damascus,

relving on the multitude of his soldiers,

collected his soldiers in great numbers.

He took up a strong position upon

Tsaniru, a mountain range opposite

to Libnana (i. e., Lebanon). I fought

with him, and defeated him. I slew

in battle 16,000 of his warriors, and

deprived him of 1121 of his chariots,

460 of his moving tourers, and his camp.

In my nineteenth year, I crossed

the Euphrates for the eighteenth time.

I went up to Mount Khamana. I cut

beams and pillars.

In my twentieth year, I crossed the

Euphrates for the twentieth time. I

went down to the Cawin. I took their

towns and carried away their spoil.

In my twenty-first year, I crossed

the Euphrates for the twenty-first

time. I went to the towns of Hazael

of Damascus, and took part of his

provisions. I received the tributes of

the Churaya, the Chidunaya (i.e., the

Tyrians and the Sidonians), and the

Gubalaya.

In my twenty-second year, I crossed

the Euphrates for the twenty-second

time. I went down to Tabali. At

that time I received the tributes of

twenty-four kings of Tabali. I went

to the mines of silver, of rock-salt,

and of alabaster.

In my twenty-third year, I crossed

the Euphrates, and took Uhittash,

the stronghold of Lallah the Mili

dian. The kings of Tabali came to me,

and I received their tributes.

In my twenty-fourth year, I crossed

the lower Jab. I passed through

Rharkhar, and went down to Namri.

Yanju, king of Namri, being in dread

of my powerful arrows, fled to save

his life. I took his chief cities, Tsik

hishadakh, Bittasu, Bittsakkin, and

Bitsiddin. I slew his fighting men,

and carried away his spoil.” I threw

down, beat to pieces, and consumed

with fire the cities. A portion of them

went up to a hill. I attacked and

captured the summit of the hill. I

slew their fighting men; I brought

down their women and their female

slaves.t I departed from Namri, and

received the tribute of twenty-seven

kings of Partsua (i.e., Persia). I de

parted from Persia, and went down to

[try the strength of] Media, Arajias,

and Kharkhar.i I took Kuakinda,

Khajjanabí, Irsu, Kinaplila, and the

towns which depended upon them. I

slew their fighting men, and carried

away their spoil. I overthrew, beat

to pieces, and consumed with fire the

towns. I carred an image of my ma

jesty at Kharkhar. I carried away

Yanju, the son of Khaban, with his

slaves in great numbers, his gods, his

sons, his daughters, and numbers of

his soldiers, and brought them to As

syria.

In my twenty-fifth year, I crossed the

Euphrates, through deep water. I re

ceived the tributes of all the kings of

Khatti. I passed over Mount Kha

mana, and went down to the towns of

Kati of Cawin. I attacked and cap

tured Timur his stronghold. I slew

his fighting men, and carried away his

spoil. I overthrew, beat to pieces,

and consumed with fire towns without

number. In my return, I chose Muru,

a stronghold of Arami, the son of

Ashaltsi, to be a frontier city for my

guides. According to what I had pre

pared, I built a palace there, for the

residence of my majesty.

In my twenty-sixth year, I passed

through Mount Khamana, for the se

venth time, and went to the towns of

Kati of Cawin. I came in sight of Ta

nakun, the stronghold ofTulka. Fear of

the presence of Assur, my lord, having

prostrated him, they came out and

took on them my yoke. I accepted

his submission. I received his tribute

of silver, gold, iron, oxen, and sheep.

I departed from Tanakun, and went

to Laminu. The people fled, and oc

* I am afraid I give the king too much credit for mercy, when I make him slay the

fighting men only.

rendered spoil, probably signifies females.

The word used probably includes all the males, as the latter word, here

In fact, the word signifying “women or wives,”

is derived from the root which signifies “to spoil;" and it is certainly used both in the

sense of “women” and of “spoil.”

t The Saca and Sacati, or male and female Sacian or Scythian slaves, seem not to have

been regarded as men and women, but as a superior kind of cattle.

f What is here called Persia, was probably Khuziztan, afterwards called Nummaki and

Elam.
Kharkar was the country about Holwan; and Namri included the western part of

Luristan, extending from the mountains to the Tigris, between the two countries previously
named.
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cupied a precipitous hill. I attacked

and captured the summit of the hill.

Islew their fighting men, and brought

down from the hill their women, their

oxen, and their sheep. I overthrew,

beat to pieces, and consumed with fire

their towns. I then went to Khaiji.

They took on them my yoke; and I

received their tributes of silver and

gold. I appointed Kirri, the brother

of Kati, to the kingdom over them.

In my return I went up to Mount

Khamana, and cut beams and pillars,

took them away, and brought them to

my city Assur.

In my twenty-seventh year, I col

lected my chariots and my army. I

sent, in haste, Dikut-Assur, the gene

ral-in-chief of my whole army, in front

of my army, to Armenia. He went

down to Bit-Jamani, and through the

mountain-pass of Ammas. He crossed

the river Ariania. Tsindura the Ar

menian, having heard of this, and con

fiding in the multitude of his vast

army, came against me, offering bat

tle. I fought with him, and defeated

him. I filled his whole camp with the

“I. of his soldiers.

my 28th year, while I was stop

ping at Kalakh, tidings were brought

that the Shirutinians" had slain Lu

barna, their lord, and had set up

Tsurri, who was not entitled to the

throne, to be king over them. I sent,

in haste, Dikutassur, general-in-chief

of my whole army, in front of my

whole army. He crossed the Eu

phrates, through deep water. Tsurri,

who was not entitled to the throne,

caused [a catastrophe] in Kinalua, his

royal city. Fear of the presence of

Assur, my lord, having prostrated

him, he [inflicted death upon himself].

The Shirutinian people, |. in ter

ror before the slaughtering of my

powerful arrows, seized the sons of

Tsurri, with the men who were guilty,

and delivered them up. I bound those

persons with [chains]. Tsatsi, the son

of Ujja, took on him my yoke, and I

appointed him to govern them. I re

ceived silver, gold, rings of copper,

iron, and [bags of pearls] which were

not to be counted. I made an image

of my majesty, in a shrine,f and set it

up in Kinalua, his capital city, in the

house of his gods.

In my twenty-ninth year, I sent out,

in haste, my entire army. I went up

to Khirki. I overturned, beat to

pieces, and consumed with fire their

towns. I swept their country like a

heap of corn. I impressed on them

the fear of my presence.

In my thirtieth year, while I was

waiting in Kalakh, I sent out, in haste,

Dikutassur, the general-in-chief of my

whole army, in front of my army. He

crossed the Jab,t and arrived among

the towns of Khupuska. I received

the tribute of Datan, the Khupuskian.

I departed from the towns of the Khu

K. He arrived at the towns of

Magdubi the Madakhirian. I received

tribute. He departed from the towns

of the Madakhirians, and arrived

among the towns of Udaki the Man

nian. Udaki the Mannian, being in

dread of the slaughtering of my

powerful arrows, abandoned Jirta, his

royal city, and fled to save his life. I

pursued him, and brought back his

oxen, his sheep, and his slaves, beyond

counting. I overthrew, beat to pieces,

and consumed with fire his towns.

He departed from Mannas,Š and ar

rived at the towns of Sulutsunu of

Kharru. He took Mahirsuru, his ca

pital city, with the towns which de

ended on it. I set Sulutsunu with

is children [free], and restored him

to his country. I put upon him a stated

tribute of horses, trained to the yoke.

* Kalakh is the name of the city where the obelisk was found—the modern Nimrūd.

The people here spoken of, whose name is uncertain, occupied both banks of the Orontes,

from the confines of Hamath to the sea. They were bounded on the north-east by the

range of mountains between Antioch and Bir, which separated them from the northern

Khattin. They had been subjected by this king's father; and it is evident that they con,

tinued obedient through all the preceding years of which this obelisk contains the annals.

The king passed through their territory as through his own.

t Probably such a frame as surrounds his father's statue in the British Museum.

† Not the same river mentioned under the twenty-fourth year. This expedition was

through the Kurd Mountains, to the north-east. Kirkhi, invaded in the preceding year,

was to the west of Khupuska, probably extending to the Tigris.

§ This is the Minni of Scripture, the modern Anarbijan. The line of march is now to the

south, on the far side of the Kurd mountains. The confusion of person between the king and

his general is amusing. In relation to this, the original is exactly followed.
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He arrived at Surdira. I received the

tribute of Artahirri the Surdirian. I

went down to Persia, and received the

tribute of the kings of Persia. Of a

portion of the Persians who did not re

gard Assur, I took the towns, and

brought to Assyria their women and

their female slaves.

In my thirty-first year I [celebrated]

for the second time a [festival] of

Assur and Ban. At that time, while I

waited in Kalakh, I sent out in haste

Dikut-assur, general in chief of my

whole army in front of my whole

army. He arrived at the towns of

1)ata the Khupuskian, and I received

tribute. I went to Chapparia, the

stronghold of Machachira. I took

Chapparia, with forty-six towns of the

Machachirians. I went as far as the

land of the Armenians. I threw down,

beat to pieces, and consumed with fire

fifty of their towns. I went down to

Giljana. I received from Upt of

Giljani,” the Mannians, Puritsaya the

Kharranite, the Sasganians, the An

dians, and the rians, oxen, sheep,

and horses trained to the yoke. I went

down to the towns of I over

threw, beat to pieces, and burned with

fire Pirria and Sitihuaria, its strong

cities, with twenty-two towns that de

pended upon them. I impressed upon

them the fear of my presence. I at

tacked the towns of Persia. I took

Pustu, Salakhamanu, and Kinikha

manu, strong cities, with twenty-three

towns that depended upon them. I

slew their fighting men, and carried

away their women. I went down to

Namri. Fear of the presence of Assur

and Marduk prostrated them. They

abandoned their cities, and went up to

wild mountains. I overturned, beat

to pieces, and consumed with fire 250

of their towns. I came down through

the pass of Tsammitsi, on the top of

Mount Khalman.

The five epigraphs record the tributes

of five kings, or peoples. The first is

that of Tsua, the Giljanian, and in

cluded silver, gold, rings and bars of

copper, horses, and cannels. The na–

ture of other articles that are named

has yet to be determined.

The second tribute is that of Yahua,

the son of Khumri—that is, Jehu, the

son of Omri. This title is equivalent

to King of Samaria, the city which

Omri built. Similar titles are con

stantly met with in these inscriptions;

and according to a similar phraseology

Samaria is called Bit Khumri, or the

house of Omri. The tribute of Jehu

consisted almost entirely of silver, gold,

and articles of various kinds manufac

tured from gold.

The third tribute is of the Muchri,

the inhabitants of the Kurd mountains,

who gave double-humped camels, an

elephant of the river Tsakinya, mares,

heifers, monkeys, and baboons.

The fourth tribute is that of Marduk

bal-yuchur of Tsukki, which seems to

have been the country on both sides of

the Euphrates north of Babylon. He

gave, in addition to silver and gold,

some articles manufactured from gold,

bags of pearls, and cloth dyed crimson

and yellow.

The fifth is that of Garparunda,

the Shirutinian. He was king in the

fourteenth year of Divanu-bara, as

appears from the bull inscription. He is

there stated to have paid tribute, pro

bably on his accession to the govern

ment. It is natural to suppose that he

was the son of that Lubarna who was

conquered by Assur-yuchura-bal, and

the father of that Lubarna whose

untimely fate is recorded under the

28th year. He gave silver, gold, rings

of copper (that is, cubes, with ring

shaped handles, as distinctly represent

ed in the sculptures), bars of copper,

bags of pearls, and bows.

* In this part of the inscription, the only hiatus of any consequence occurs. The latter

part of the following name is supplied by conjecture, and two names afterwards are partly

lost, which I cannot venture to complete. The line of march in this campaign is very similar

to that in the last; but the general goes farther in a northerly direction, and then marches

southward to the east of his former route.

on the Caspian Sea.

Giljan seems to be the modern Ghilan, bordering
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scripTURE PIEces.

I.

“The shadows of evening are stretched out."—Jer. vi. 4. .

Far o'er the glades

Stretch the tall shades;

Dimly and dark in the waning light fades

Steeple and tower:

Oh! be thy smile

Brighter the while,

Still to beguile

The dark hour.

E'en as the day

Weareth away,

Sweetly the rage and the tumult allay

Of the rough blast:

Ere the light close,

Let thy repose

Steal o'er the woes

Of the past.

Sin doth beguile,

Grieve, and defile;

Still must we suffer the fever a while,

Deadly and sore;

Yet on thy breast

Calmly we rest,

Welcome and blest,

Evermore.

From the far sky

List to our cry;

Low at thy footstool thy children shall lie:

Till the sweet day

When the free’d soul

From earth's control,

Seeks her bright goal,

Far away.

II.

“Till the heavens be no more they shall not awake."—Job, xiv. 12.

They'll wake no more—their sunk eye ne'er behold

The bright sun's ray;

And mouldy sere-cloths, damp and chill, enfold

Their clay-cold, drear decay.

They'll wake no more—those withering fingers ne'er

Their forms adorn,

Nor weave the tresses of that mildewy hair,

As erst with chaplets worn.

They'll wake no more—each clear voice silent now,

Long since so gay;

Nor whisper low the soon-forgotten vow,

Nor frame those lips to pray.
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They'll wake no more—those bony feet have trod

A pathway still ;

Returned the trembling spirit to its God,

For changeless joy, or ill.

They'll wake no more—until the heavens around

Shall melt away;

Until the blast of that last trumpet sound

To hail the judgment day.

They'll waken then—I see the green sod heave,

Now open wide;

The livid dead prepare their couch to leave,

Long resting side by side.

They'll waken then. O God! my soul prepare,

My flesh renew ;

The glorious rising of thy saints to share,

Thy face in bliss to view.

III.

“Clear shining after rain.”—2 Sam. xxxiii. 4.

The wind doth moan, and the cold rain fall,

And the garden blooms no more;

But the dark clouds fly

- O'er the winter sky,

And the sweet flowers now that decaying lie

Shall the spring restore.

So care may come with a blighting breath,

And the hopes of life decline;

But the tear and sigh

With the hour flit by,

As the wind and rain from the cloudy sky,

'Neath the bright sunshine.

And Death his shadowy wing shall spread

O'er the young head, fair and gay;

As the flower shall fade

'Neath its baneful shade,

His youth in the bed that the worms invade

For the mouldering prey.

In vain the wind and the rain shall beat

O'er the dreamless sleeper there;

Though many a year

Shall the winter sere

Return with the howling tempest drear,

To the sons of care.

Howl on—for the winds be calm to him,

And his grave sweep softly o'er;

On his darkened eyes

Shall a dawning rise—

The sun of a cloudiess paradise,

To set in storms no more.

S. F. A. C.

Cloydagh.
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FRANCE, PAST AND PRESENT:

A few drsttrony Notes on Paris, with A Glax cre AT wri at was Don NG THERE IN AUGUst

LAST, AND THOUG his ox MANY Cin ANGES.

NEven be in a hurry when you travel

either for instruction, health, or amuse

ment. Reader, observe this maxim and

you will be a gainer. We do not mean

ereby to recommend you to select a

parliamentary train in preference to

the express, albeit the former is the

safest, and supplies less work for the

coroner; yet almost every body rushes

madly on in an agony of speed, and

dºubly so when they have no defined

object in view, with time and money

at command. There are only three

sound conditions under which it is ne

cessary or desirable to emulate the

electric telegraph; when you expect

promotion for carrying home despatches

announcing a victory; when you are

summoned to the bedside of a dying

friend; and when you are on your way

to take possession of a legacy or an es

tate. At all other times, look around

you as well as in front, and stop when

ºver you have an opportunity. There

is scarcely an obscure nook in which

Yºu may not find something to reward

delay. The greatest discoveries have

been made, by leaving the beaten

traºks and going into by-paths. Also,

avºid guide-books and local ciceroni—

dºll companions, who rob you of the
charm of exploring for yourself, and

tell you nothing but what you knew

fore, or can easily find out without

them. Again, when you venture into

*trange lands, look not for the familiar

faces of Regent-street, or the accents

"your cherished vernacular ; but rub

*P your rusty French, German, or Ita

**, as they may be alternately re

quired; live with the citizen of the soil,

ºld learn something of his ways.

Lastly, if you wish to enjoy yourself

ºrighly, take things as you find
them; submit to be moderately fleeced

(*You will be whether or no) without

*g your temper, or writing a letter
to The Times; and give up the de

\sºn, in which you have probably

gºwn old, that you are wiser than your

"ghbours, and, in fact, the represen
*Solomon of the nineteenth cen

Vol. XLII.-No. ccL.

tury. We think it is Rochefoucault

whosays, “Le vrai moyen d'etre trompé,

c'est dese croire plus fin que les autres”

(The sure mode of being deceived, is to

believe ourselves to be more cunning

and clever than the rest of the world).

This same Rochefoucault was a cour

tier, a wit, and a little of a roué be

sides ; but he wrote keen, practical

philosophy, understood human nature,

and knew how to turn life to the best

account.

Having a few days to spare from

many busy avocations, in August last,

with the additional inducement of being

franked to execute a commission for a

friend, we rejoiced in the opportunity

of taking a peep at Paris. Time and

tide have hurried on rapidly, with

many vicissitudes, since we first so

journed in that gay metropolis. We

remember it when there was no street

with a pavement for foot passengers,

except the “Rue de la Paix,” and be

fore gas had superseded the ancient

lamps suspended by ropes, which in

flicted darkness visible rather than

available light. Augustus boasted that

he found Rome a city of brick, and left

it of marble. George IV. said some

thing to the same effect as regarded

London during his own short reign.

The improvements of Paris, completed

and in progress, are worthy of a simi

lar eulogium. Thirty-eight years ago,

the inditer of this gossip formed a very

insignificant fraction of a mighty whole

which marched along the Boulevards,

under the shadow of the stately trees,

now sacrificed to liberty and equality,

with drums beating, and the standards

of various nations fluttering in the

breeze, arrayed in the proud panoply

of war, gorgeous in glittering uniforms,

and swelling with recent conquest.

“Sich a gittin' up stairs” has never

been seen again, and can scarcely be

looked for above once in twenty gene

rations. Many tens of thousands who

took part in that stirring scene have

been gathered in by the sickle which

spares no one; while we, with other

2 G
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survivors, have long subsided into the

noiseless obscurity of the half-pay list—

useless incumbrances, held in holy de

testation by Joseph Hume and the eco

nomists, who think we were called

upon, as disinterested patriots, to die

simultaneously by common consent, at

the conclusion of the great war. We

had done our work, and should have de

parted with it.

The elder Parisians dislike all recol

lections connected with the occupation

of their capital by the allied armies,

and peremptorily “burke” the subject

whenever it is introduced. The younger

ones deny it altogether as a fabulous

tradition, less authentic than the siege

of Troy, or the voyage of the Argo

nauts, and not to be admitted into the

º of respectable history. They

ave their own version of all these sup

posed events, much more soothing to

national vanity. Soon after the resto

ration of the Bourbons, in a compen

dium arranged for the use of schools,

it was written, how the king, Louis

XVIII., was a good, wise, and bene

ficent monarch, who loved his ease,

disliked war, cultivated the fine arts,

and lived many years in the adjacent

country of England. But the times

were troublous, and the enemies of

Prance waxed strong and haughty.

Fortunately for the national glory, the

king had a renowned general, called

“Le Marquis de Bonaparte,” who

commanded his armies, extended his do

minions, won many famous battles, and

looked after all his affairs in his absence.

At length the people desired the return

of the king. Then the great marquis

abdicated his post, made room for his

master, and rode on his right hand

when he entered Paris in triumph.

The details here are a little loose, but

the general summary may pass for as

reasonable an imitation of the truth as

popular chronicles contain on the ave

rage.

From London to Dover (now by a

ridiculous recent affectation changed

into Dovor) the express whirls you in

two hours. Having time on hand be

fore the packet sailed, I walked up to

“Shakspeare's Cliff;" and, when I

reached the summit, repeated the im

mortal bard's description to myself, the

crows, and the “murmuring surge,” as

in duty bound. The cliff must have

declined in height since that beautiful

imagery was composed, or is indebted to

the genius of the poet for exaggerated

g. My thoughts reverted to

unium and Leucadia, the temples of

Minerva and Apollo, Falconer's “Ship

wreck,” and the sacrifice of the love

sick Sappho. I had seen both the

classic headlands ofGreece, and thought

them more formidable. I looked for

the samphire gatherers, but either they

had gone to dinner, or the “dreadful

trade” has ceased its dangerous attrac

tions. While I was indulging in rumi

nation, “the world forgetting, by the

world forgot,” a worthy official of the

coast-guard, whose station was close

by, and singularly ill-placed for Pa

trolling the beach below, came up and

accosted me. He informed me that I

was standing on a very celebrated spot.

To this I assented readily; and then

inquired if he could tell me of anything

remarkable that had ever happened

there.

“Oh, yes,” he answered, “the Duke

of Gloucester was going to throw him

self over, only Mr. Shakspeare would

not let him.”

“How long ago did this happen?”

“A good many years.”

“What Duke of Gloucester?” Iven

tured to ask, hesitatingly.

This question puzzled my informant

for a moment. He had never heard but

of two, the late “Silly Billy,” and Ri

chard of evil fame, with the hump-back.

He knew, and had often seen them both

—the first in person, the last by deputy,

on the stage. He could not be quite

positive which, but one of these it was

most certainly. Noting down this new

reading of King Lear, as a valuable

contribution to the next volume of

Shakspearean notes and corrigenda, I

descended to thesteamer and embarked.

An hour and a-half, in the improved

state of navigation, carries you to Ca

lais. I was once twenty-three hours

making the return passage from Calais

to Dover, in the teeth of a gale of wind,

in a tub of a transport, with a party of

maimed invalids. We were unable to

fetch our port, as the sailors have it,

and as nearly wrecked as possible.

was then unmarried and in debt, and

my loss would have been a severe blow

—to my creditors.

On a clear day, when the sea is calm

(which, I believe, sometimes occurs,

although I have never seen it), and

going at the rate of twelve or thirteen

knots, the straits appear little more im:

portant than a wide river. I have read

that the packets are extremely commo
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dious and comfortable; and, as I am

not disputatious, but easily pleased,

shall say nothing to the contrary. Be

fore you lose sight of one harbour, you

appear close to the other—while Cape

Grisnez, on the high land between

Calais and Boulogne, looks almost near

enough to throw a biscuit on shore.

Now that steam laughs at distance,

and requires neither fair wind nor

depth of water, this proximity is dou

bly dangerous in case of war, and it

will require proportionate vigilance;

but Dover, when the tide is out, is as

ugly a coast for an enemy to approach

as its defenders could desire. An in

vading armament will never select that

for their point of landing. For con

venience, the passage from Folkstone

to Boulogne is to be preferred. The

º sail with the tide, the trains

ing regulated accordingly, and there

is no necessity of embarking in a small

boat, which at Dover not only causes

delay, but is sometimes a service of

danger.

The pier of Calais is very long, and

a favourite promenade. On the spot

where “Louis le Desiré" landed in

1814, a copperplate was let into the

stone, bearing an impression of his

gºuty foot, as he stepped on shore.

Many said at the time, it had but one

fault; it should have been turned the

other way. I looked for it, but it has

been removed. The French are not

a nation to feel much respect for the

memory of a king who was unable from

age and obesity to mount a horse, and

who, in the hour of danger, was com

pelled by his infirmities to say, “My

children, I cannot lead, but I will fol.

low you.” The anti-climax was into

lerable. Even while he was alive and

on the throne, they indulged in endless

caricatures and.. at his ex

pence. When he fled from Paris, on

the approach of Napoleon from Elba,

in an hour or two after, a huge placard

appeared on the gates of the Tuileries,

bearing this inscription — “Palais à

louer, bien meuble, si ce n'est la bat

terie de cuisine que le dernier proprie

taire a remporte avec lui.” Then,

when he returned from Ghent, with a

bodyguard of foreign bayonets, they

called him “Louis l'Inevitable,” and

“Louis des Huitres,” in allusion to his

supposed epicureanism. Soon after, a

caricature appeared with the head of

the King attached to the body of an

enormous hog, and underneath was

written—“A vendre, un gros cochon,

nourri en Angleterre; valu ä dix-huit

Louis, mais on preferera un seul Napo

leon.” These are evidences of the vola

tile character of a nation to whom a

pun is dearer than the ties of kindred

or loyalty. Yet Louis XVIII., not

withstanding his gastronomic weakness,

was in some respects an able monarch,

and in many more an amiable and

accomplished man. His early life was

dissolute, it could scarcely be other

wise, but his maturity and age were

respectable and religious. The family

have thrown away too many chances

ever to obtain another. Legitimacy,

so called, soon becomes obsolete when

there is no personal attachment, no

immediate presence, no commanding

individual supremacy to keep it alive.

The people must love the sovereign

better than the genealogy, or the rights

and influence of both will fade before

the strong current of circumstances,

the fluctuations of public opinion, and

the efforts of revolutionarydemagogues.

The Bourbons as a dynasty, have

ceased to maintain any hold on the

affections or sympathy of the French

people. Their return would mark an

era of retrogression rather than advance

—the revival of ignorance and super

stition, instead of the development of

intellect. They have few advocates

amongst the young and emergetic :

their supporters are the old and weary.

The history of that ill-starred race, as

blind and bigoted as our own Stuarts,

presents an equally impressive moral

for the study of future generations. A

line of many kings can show but one

truly great man, their founder, Henri

Quatre. We cannot admit the claims

of Louis the Magnificent (XIV.) to

that so often ill-appropriated title, un

less we could expunge from the annals

of the world the revocation of the

edict of Nantes, the reckless profusion

which burdened his subjects without

remorse, and the long ambitious wars,

aiming at universal sovereignty, which

recoiled on his old age in reiterated

disaster and disgrace.

There is little at Calais to induce

delay. To one who has never visited

the Continent before, the sudden tran

sition, in less than two hours, to a

country, people, and language so dis

tinct from England, is at first strange

and bewildering. The fortifications

are regular and extensive, and on the

land side are almost unattackable, from
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the power of inundating the surround

ing marshes. The sea defences have

lately been much increased, and as you

enter the harbour, exhibit batteries

mounted with cannon of the heaviest

calibre. There are still the old gates,

familiar to all in Hogarth's picture,

and Dessin's hotel, commemorated by

Sterne. While rolling along in the

train, instead of roaring yourself hoarse

by trying to talk through the noise,

you may think of Edward III., Queen

Philippa, and the devoted Eustache de

St. Pierre, with his gallant fellow

citizens. You may also call to mind

how this important fortress, one of the

eyes of France, remained in the hands

of the English for nearly two hundred

years after they had lost all their other

possessions in that country; and was

finally wrested from them by the Duke

de Guise (surnamed Le Balafré, from

a scar on his cheek), owing to the negli

gence of Queen Mary of unpopular

reputation, who suffered the garrison,

from ill-judged parsimony, to be re

duced in number, badly supplied, and

open to a daring coup-de-main, sending

no succour until it was too late. She

broke her heart (if she had any) in

consequence, but it mattered little in

the sequel, for Charles II. would cer

tainly have exchanged Calaisfor another

hundred thousand pounds, as a codicil

to Dunkirk, when he bartered that

stronghold for filthy lucre. The

“Merry Monarch " would have sold

the bones of his father when he wanted

money, if he could have found a pur

chaser.

By this time you have got to

St. Omer, where the current of your

thoughts will change to Jesuits, monas

teries, convents, and the saint who

gave his name to the place, and built

an abbey here in the seventh century.

About a league from the town is a large

morass, in which are some floating

islands, but you must stop if you want

to see them, for they lie inland towards

the east. In by-gone days we have

marched through all this country, and

regret much that we were too idle to

keep a journal of what we saw and

heard. The old high roads of France,

like our own, are superseded by the

railways, but they were less picturesque

and diversified than those of England,

and ran for leagues in straight lines

between stiff avenues of trees. The

endless succession of long perspective

fatigued the eye, and towards the end

of a journey appeared to double the

distance. The railroad passes near

Lille and Douay, and runs directly

through the walls of Arras. Lille is

well worth a halt of a couple of days.

It looks old-fashioned and massive, and

carries you back to the age of Condé

and Luxembourg. The fortifications

are very complete, and afford a most

profitable study to the military neo

phyte. The citadel is supposed to be

the strongest in Europe next to that

of Turin. The squares and streets are

full of noble buildings, and the public

structures are of great extent and mag

nificence. The capture of this place

(till then accounted impregnable), in

1708, by the Duke of Marlborough

and Prince Eugene, after a siege of

three months, and in presence of a

superior French army, was one of the

great strokes in war which illustrate

military science, and remain on record

for the example and instruction of fu

ture strategists. Fortresses considered

impregnable are sometimes taken with

astonishing ease. Peronne, surnamed

“La Pucelle,” or the Virgin, because

it had never yielded, was carried by

storm on the advance of the Duke of

Wellington's army to Paris, after the

battle of Waterloo, with very little

loss, and without delay or investment.

The boldness of the attack paralysed

defence. The wildest effort ever made,

in defiance of all reasonable calcula

tion, was, where a division under Sir

Thomas Graham, in 1814, attempted

the escalade of Bergen-op-Zoom, one

of the most regular fortresses in the

Netherlands, held by a garrison supe

rior in number to the assailants. They

mastered many bastions, drove the de

fenders to the centre of the town, and

would certainly have succeeded had

the reserve, as it ought, been close at

hand to support them. It will not do

to sin so heavily against rules when

you have to deal with an active and

gallant enemy, full of resources, and

ably commanded. This rash enter

prise ended in a useless loss of lives,

which ought never to have been sacri

ficed. Stop at Amiens by all means,

and visit the cathedral, not forgetting

that it was built by the English. The

interior is singularly elegant, and so

symmetrically proportioned, that it

looks much larger than it is. There

are also works, and a citadel erected

by Henri Quatre, three bridges over

the Somme, several ancient churches,
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and many manufactories. But the

town in general is dirty, and not redo

lent of agreeable odours.

From Calais to Paris, the greater

part of the line passes through a flat,

unpromising country, better cultivated

than it appears at a first glance. We

miss the green hedge-rows and parks

of England, as also the romantic vil

lages and spires of secluded churches.

From Creil, within thirty miles of the

capital, the railroad runs high and

clear, and affords a succession of fine

prospects. The immediate environs of

Paris, on every side, are extremely

beautiful. For the sake of variety,

return by Boulogne, which will afford

you an opportunity of seeing the old

town and cathedral of Abbeville, and

of halting at Rue, an unpretending

station, half-way between the last

named place and Montreiul, and

nearer to an object of great inte

rest than impatient travellers ima

gine. Alight at the station, and

proceed to the village, which lies to

the left, as you face Boulogne, and

towards the sea. Here are the exten

sive ruins of a very fine, large, and old

cathedral, built by the Norman Kings

of England, at which time Rue was a

place of much importance. These ruins,

so little known and seldom visited, are

almost equal to those of Tintern, Net

ley, or Fountain's Abbey, and of more

remote antiquity. We might enlight

en or mystify the reader with learned

technicalities, and a heavy dissertation

on naves, choirs, and transepts, foliage,

and tracery, crockets, gurgoyles, pen

dents, and bosses, with all the divi

sions and subdivisions of the Gothic

arch, but we are content to assume the

humble duties of a direction post, and

tell him to go and judge for him

self. He will occupy a few hours with

much satisfaction, always provided that

these matters are congenial with his

idiosyncracy. When you have done

with Rue, go back to the station, cross

to the other side, and you are within a

reasonable walk of Crecy, or Cressy,

a small village immortalised as the

scene of the great battle fought and

won by Edward III., in 1846. Agin

court, of equal celebrity, is not many

miles off, and may be easily visited on

the same day.

Arrived at Paris, and while you are

waiting in the hall of the station-house,

until your luggage is announced as

ready for the inspection of the custom

house officers, who give very little

trouble, you will be amused by the

various advertisements affixed to the

walls, generally accompanied by an

English translation, of which the fol.

lowing may be taken as a specimen:–

“The omnibus to the all wards of Pa

ris; also a hired coach to hold four,

six, or eight persons when it pleases.”

The constant influx of English visitors

has caused the language of our nation

to be almost as indispensable as French,

but the Saxon idiom is sometimes a

little de-composed. I read in the printed

list, at a café-restaurant, in one of the

most frequented quarters, this notice:

—“As the waiter is responsive for the .

all things, if broken it will be charged

in the bill at his just price.” And in

more than one shop window appears

this startling announcement:—“The

English spiked here.” Polyglot ad

vertisements are ingenious and con

venient, and are becoming popular

everywhere, in London as well as

on the Continent. The best of this

kind that ever appeared, was placed

under the signboard of a frontier inn,

but I cannot recollect the exact loca

lity:— -

“In questa casa troverete,

Tout ce que l'on peut souhaiter,

Vinum, panem, pisces, carnes,

Coaches, chaises, horses, harness.”

Meurice's is an excellent hotel, with

reasonable charges for first-rate accom

modation, and a table d'hôte every da

at half-past, five, not to be surpassed.

The only objection is, that being almost

exclusively a British colony, you still

fancy yourself at home. The guests

being English, all think themselves

called upon to speak, or try to speak,

French, in compliment to France. The

waiters being French, all endeavour to

deliver themselves in English, in com

pliment to England. This interchange

of the “entente cordiale,” leads to a

vast disbursement of unintelligible ba

bel, making it sometimes difficult to

obtain what you want, and in the

midst of which we once heard an iras

cible Londoner roar out—“Garsong,

d— your eyes, bring me une serviette!”

Paris is more improved than ex

tended. The population has increased

prodigiously, in spite of barricades,

revolutions, and deportations to the

colonies; but the circuit expands not

in a corresponding ratio. How this is

contrived is not very perceptible, for

many houses have been thrown down,
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the streets widened, and open spaces

cleared. But with a pair of compasses

it measures scarcely more than it did

in 1815; while London has swelled out

beyond all measurement.

The French metropolis is undoubt

edly the finest monumental city in the

world, with this additional advantage,

that it can always be seen from an ele

vated point, while London is usually

enveloped in smoke and mist, and pre

sents a gigantic outline, dim and un

defined. Ascend the column in the

“Place Vendôme,” the towers of No

tre Dame, the heights of Montmartre,

or Belleville, or the artificial mound

in the “Jardin des Plantes.” On

every side you have a bright, stereo

typed view. Look down on London

from the dome of St. Paul's, the Mo

nument, the keep of the Tower, or

Primrose-Hill, and you can seldom

distinguish anything beyond the circuit

inscribed within a radius of half a mile.

Nay, even on a summer's day, you

may post yourself on Waterloo-bridge,

and Westminster or Blackfriars are

scarcely distinguishable. This is less

the effect of climate than of the dense,

tangible vapour, engendered by an un

limited consumption of coal. Ourpub

lic buildings of Portland-stone, turn

dingy and black before the scaffoldings

are removed. The new colonnade of

the British Museum is already grievous

to behold. In Paris, the white gyp

seous freestone defies time and weather,

and looks as brilliant and as clear to

day as it did two hundred years ago.

The original Louvre is scarcely more

discoloured than the recent additions,

and the gates of St. Denis and St.

Martin are as fresh as when they were

erected. Let us do justice to the

beauties of the French capital. We

can show nothing to compete with the

palaces of the Louvre and the Tuile

ries, the Place de la Concorde, the

line of the Rue de Rivoli, the quays,

the statues, the fountains, and the ex

tended semicircle of the Boulevards,

even in the absence of the trees. But

we can produce good specimens of ar

chitecture in our bridges, in Westmin

ster Abbey and St. Paul's, in Somer

set House, in many churches, and in

the new Houses of Parliament, sup

posing they are finished before they

begin to decay. And, above all, we

can point to the forest of masts, ex

tending from London Bridge to Black

wall, Greenwich, and Deptford, which

the Seine cannot boast in all its wind

ings, from the Pont de Jena to Rouen

and Havre inclusive. These indicate

the presence of the world's commerce,

and the influence of the merchant

princes, who uphold tottering monar

chies by timely loans, and wield the

i. which controls everything. The

ords of the circulating medium are the

true sovereigns of Europe—

“Who hold the balance of the world? Who reign

O'er Congress, whether Royalist or Liberal *

Who keep the world, both old and new, in psin

Or pleasure ? Who make politics run glibber all?

The shade of Buonaparte's noble daring 2–

Jew Rothshild, and his fellow-Christian, Baring.”

Paris reigns pre-eminent in many

points, but must yield to London in

extent, in population, and in riches; to

St. Petersburg in regularity; to Con

stantinople, Lisbon, Naples, Genoa, and

Edinburgh in beauty of situation; and

to Rome in historical associations—be

fore which every other city must bow

down in reverential acknowledgment.

There is no place in Europe, in the

world, to be preferred to Paris for an

occasional visit, none where a month

can be passed so pleasantly; but for

many reasons it is the very last a re

flecting person would select either to

live or die in.

Louis Philippe expended many mil

lions (of francs) on the useless fortifi

cations of Paris. He told his people

it was to protect them from foreign in

vaders, who were not likely to come;

while in fact it was to protect himself

from his people, who did come, and

compelled him to go, in spite of the

fortifications. The throne which was

gained by one revolution in three days,

was lost by another in a few hours.

The forts and entrenchments intended

to keep down rebellion, are already

crumbling away, and perhaps ere long

will be razed to their foundations.

Louis Napoleon is expending greater

sums in completing the Louvre, in

building an industrial palace for per

manent exhibitions, in opening close

places, in perfecting the sewerage, and

in routing out many obnoxious impu

rities. The French people feel the

contrast, and admit the superior º

licy. These works are rising daily be

* “Don Juan.” Canto xii.
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fore their eyes, and have nothing si

nister in their aspect. They tell of

peace, stability, commercial activity,

and mutual confidence; while embra

sures frowning with cannon, ditches,

ramparts, and guard-houses, betoken

reciprocal distrust, and look as if the

government and governed doubted each

other, and expected an hourly colli

sion. It may be, as some alarmists

suppose, that France is not yet sick

ened of revolutions, and is even now a

slumbering volcano; but we think the

present Emperor is a wise man in his

generation, who has made very few

false moves, and thoroughly under

stands the people he has been called

to govern. #. may be shot in an

emewte, or from behind a wall or a win

dow, or blown up by an infernal ma

chine, for he exposes himself without

fear or precaution; but he has pre

cisely the aspect and demeanour of one

who will not escape by the back stair

case of the Tuileries. He will perish

at his post, and will make nothing but

a death-vacancy. The means by which

he carried the coup d'etat may not bear

close moral investigation, on abstract

principles of right and wrong, but

the end hitherto has been increased

prosperity to the country. Where the

money comes from is a profound enig

Ina, for the expenditure exceeds the

revenue; but France is full of money,

and the millions appear happy and

contented. But where are the old no

bility ? Utilitarian France will an

swer, “It does not much signify, we

can do without them.” But where are

the Polignacs, Choiseuls, Montmoren

cis, Grammonts, De Coucys, Rohans,

and Narbonnes? Are they hermetically

sealed in the Faubourg St. Germain,

or entombed in the mausoleums of their

country chateaux 2 Nobody can tell;

but they never appear, their names

are seldom mentioned, and nothing

strikes a stranger more forcibly in the

streets of Paris than the absence of im

posing equipages, so opposite to the

stately display of our English aristo

crats. Except the carriages of the

Imperial family and of the foreign am

bassadors, with a solitary tandem,

which looked out of date, I cannot say

that I detected a respectable “turn

out,” either in the Champs Elysées,

the Bois de Boulogne, or at Long

champs, while the majority of the

equestrians were poorly mounted and

rode like tailors.

One of my first visits was to Notre

Dame. The towers and western front

are “beautiful exceedingly,” as Cole

ridge sings of the Lady Cristabelle,

and are now undergoing a complete

restoration. The “parvis” in front

has been cleared all around, and affords

a noble view. There are portions of

Notre-Dame still in good preservation,

dating back to the early part of the

twelfth century, but the dimensions

are small, as compared to some of our

first-rate English cathedrals, such as

York, Winchester, Ely, or Canter

bury; neither are there any monu

ments in the interior to rival those of

Westminster. The Kings of France,

as everybody knows, were usually bu

ried at St. Denis, but very few remain

there, as the tombs were violated, and

bones dispersed, in the sacrilegious

fury of the first Revolution. There are

some fine paintings at Notre-Dame,

but all in a bad light. A polite old

gentleman, a sort of compound be

tween a verger and a sacristan, piloted

us through the curiosities, with many

tedious explanations. He showed us

the coronation robes of Napoleon I.,

which looked much fresher than when

we saw them last, and uncommonly

like a revival; also, the diadem, a

circlet of laurel leaves in gold, with

which he was crowned. Being light

and flexible, it shook and trembled as

he moved, which was remarked then

and after as a bad omen. When the

Archbishop of Canterbury placed the

crown of England upon the head of

James II., it would not fit him, and

fell off altogether. They used to show

here an undoubted piece of the wood of

the true cross, set in gold, and under

a glass-case. We inquired after the

relic, and were told that it was still in

statu quo, locked up in a press, but no

longer exhibited, as some daring infi

dels had publicly questioned its authen

ticity. Madame Mère, the mother of

the Bonapartes, was a devout collector

of relics, for which she paid fancy

prices, and bestowed them liberally

upon her friends. Pope Pius IX. ap

º to be equally well supplied, but

e dispenses his treasures with more

discretion. We observed many cle

ricals in the streets of Paris; they had

anything but a triumphant air, and

looked subdued and shabby, as if hold

ing their ground by sufferance rather

than ascendancy. The French have

long been set down as light and care
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less in matters of religion. After the

return of the Bourbons, when the

priests rapidly multiplied, we have

seen them mocked and jeered loudly

as they passed along. “Voila un prêtre:

Voila un vilain corbeau !” were the

common expressions by which they

were greeted. Now, there is, at least,

passive respect, if there is little real

conviction; but the total absence of any

thing like an observance of the Sab

bath, either as a day of rest or holi

ness, is a peculiarity to which English

men cannot reconcile themselves.

There is one locality in Paris hal

lowed above all others, by a tragic

event which can never be forgotten;

the spot where the late Archbishop,

M. d'Affré ſell in his duty, while ex

horting his flock to abstain from vio

lence and blood, during the insurrection

of 1848. A monument is erecting

there as a national tribute to piety and

virtue. All honour be to the memory

of a true Christian pastor, whose noble

martyrdom was worthy of the days of

the Apostles.

Every tenth house in Paris is a café,

and the entire population appear to

live in these convenient places of re

creation. It is a mistake to suppose

you can dine cheap ; that is, if you

want a reſined, classical dinner. You

may satisfy the cravings of hunger at

ten-pence, as you can in London, and

may gorge like a hog for that amount;

but if you wish to tickle your palate

with a select variety of delicate viands,

at a fashionable restaurateur's, you will

find the “carte payante" a formidable

consideration. If you are one of a

| ". economy and indulgence may

e combined by ordering small por

tions of many dishes. A bottle of

common wine (rin ordinaire) costs an

other ten-pence; but no sane traveller

ever ventures on that pernicious liquid

—one of those detestable thin pota

tions, which Falstaff so devoutly ana

thematises. You must pay if you wish

to drink good wine in Paris, as in other

places. National manners in different

countries are very dissimilar on the

same point. A Frenchman is familiar,

communicative, and garrulous. A

John Bull, sulky, reserved, and silent.

We have seen a party of six travel two

hundred miles in the same carriage

without exchanging a syllable. If a

Frenchman espies a countryman afar

off in the inmost adytum of a London

coffee-house, he rushes over to him in

extacies, and opens acquaintanceship

immediately. If an Englishman en

counters a compatriot in a Parisian

“salle-à-manger,” he moves to another

table in a distant corner, unless driven

to communicate by the necessity of

seeking a dragoman. One day, I was

dining with a brother officer I had met

by accident, and much more intent on

the field of battle before us than on

the manoeuvres at the camp of Satory,

which we had just witnessed. A fat

individual, with an undeniable Cheap

side stamp, and recking with perspira

tion, came across the room, and point

ing to a long name in the bill of fare in

his hand, asked me what that meant

in English. IIe had been referred to

us in signs, by a despairing “garçon,”

who had hopelessly tried to understand

him. I looked up stolidly, and said,

“Plait il, monsieur?" He repeated

his question, to which I again returned

my provoking “Plait il?” This con

founded him; but he muttered, half

audibly, “He looks very like an En

glishman for all that,” and applied to

my companion. He never looked up

at all, but said bluntly, “No speekee

English.” The querist staggered back,

and turning away in wrath, exclaimed,

“D—d humbugs, both of 'em I.’” He

then summoned a waiter, to whom he

finally made himself intelligible in a

mélange of oaths and hieroglyphics.

The French are a more theatrical

people than we are. The theatres are

always crowded. Their stage, like

our own, has had its age of giants, who

have passed away, and left some wor

thy successors. Talma has never been

approached. No living French trage

dian can be named with that consum

mate artist. Frederic Le Maitre is

perhaps superior to Gavaudan in his line.

Boutié and Ravel excel Brunet and

Poitier, who were strong mannerists.

Rose Cheri will scarcely bear compa

rison with Mars, but Rachel is far be

yond Georges, and equal to Duches

nois. Greater she cannot be, for Du

chesnois was the tragic muse personi

fied, with the exception of personal

beauty. August is an unfavourable

month for the theatres; several are

closed, and the principal actors “en

relache." The chief attractions dur

ing my short visit, were an English

pantomine, Harlequin Hudibras, at

the Porte St. Martin, and Pop goes

the Weazel, executed by Flexmore

and Co. at the Vaudeville. I saw
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several moral domestic dramas of

intense interest, which appeared to be

highly popular, and written to the

taste of the day. They all turn upon

the distresses of ladies who had com

mitted involuntary improprieties before

and after marriage, providing their

liege lords with “more heirs at love

than law.” They bully and blaspheme

alternately when found out, assume

the air of injured innocents, call their

husbands tyrants when they talk of a

divorce, produce sundry fatal duels,

and finally persuade their easy spouses

to forgive them, and wind up all with

this philanthropic sentiment, “Come to

my arms all, you are all my chil

dren!" For a generic illustration, read

L'Honneur Å. la Maison, anglicé

The Honour of the Family, which

has had an enormous run, and is still

acting with undiminished attraction.

La Dame aur Camelias, was refused

a license by the Lord Chamberlain,

when applied for by one of the London

managers. Angele, by Alexander Du

mas, is too gross to be described.

Then there is Heaven and Hell, a fan

tastic spectacle, in which the devil is

the principal performer, under his own

name, in his proper attributes, and

wherein he plays at cards with the hero

for the souls of several of the dra

matis personae, including his own.

The intended moral is, that Satan

is outwitted by Cupid. They have also

a fairy burlesque, called The Little

Red Man, an old story revived, in

which a white bear perpetrates some

practical jokes upon a sleeping buffo

(something in the style of the Dutch

Harlequin mentioned by Smollet), to

the great delight of the refined Pari

sians, who laugh immoderately when

an English audience would hiss in un

mitigated disgust. But no modern

pieces compete in broad indecency

with Susanna and the Elders, and The

Adventures of the Fifty Daughters of

King Danaus, which were represented

in strict fidelity, some eight-and-thirty

years ago, before the supposed fasti

dious court of Louis XVIII. We

once saw a printed volume, purporting

to be plays acted at the private theatre

of Versailles, before the royal family,

from 1775 to 1785, but it is scarcely

possible it could have been genuine.

Bourrienne mentions the anger of Na

oleon, when his brother and sister,

}. and Pauline, exhibited them

selves in an indelicate costume at St.

Cloud, in a court representation of the

Alzire of Voltaire.

A French audience is more patient

of delays than we are in London or

Dublin. Sometimes an interval of

twenty minutes occurs between the

acts, and not a murmur of discontent

is heard; but the tedium is relieved

by a rapid circulation of the evening

papers, which are sold, with loud cries

and eager competition. As Paris has

long been the acknowledged emporium

of taste and fashion, I naturally looked

in the boxes of the leading theatres for

a superior style in dress, but I saw no

thing of the kind. There appeared to

be no distinction of class or costume.

The young ladies, in general, were

animated and affable, but neither ele

gant nor handsome ; while the old ones

were, to speak the plain truth, incon

ceivably hideous. Except at an Italian

or Spanish conversazione, I have never

seen congregated together such a le

gion of repulsive-looking beldams. At

Paris, they seldom applaud until the

end of the scene, or act, and hush down

the slightest interruption with!.

tory decision. They come, one and all,

to see and listen to the performance,

and not to talk louder than the actors.

As I was anxious to obtain all the

insight I could into things as they are,

and my time was very limited, I threw

myself in the way of every Frenchman

I could obtain access to, whether civil

or military, and was invariably treated

with courtesy and respect. The old

dislike and jealousy of England are

wearing away. The army make no

secret of their desire to have another

brush with us, to wipe off a long arrear,

ending with Waterloo; and are fully

impressed with the idea that they

would beat us now in an equal field.

After that, they say, we should be the

best friends in the world. We can

afford to smile at the mistake, and the

trial is not likely to come to issue. In

the meantime, they fret a little under

the rust of idleness; are ready for any

customers that may offer; and were

greatly pleased at the late prospect of

coming to blows with Russia, in con

junction with Britain. The oppor

tunity and necessity may occur again

at no very distant period, and under

circumstances of less perfect unanimity.

Turkey is a mere stalking-horse, or

scape-goat, in the question, which lies

in reality between civilisation and bar

barism.
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The present force of the French

army amounts in round numbers to

about four hundred thousand men of

all arms, of which one quarter are em

ployed in Algeria and at Rome, while

the remainder are available at home.

The permanent garrison of Paris are

seventy thousand. The French, if left

to themselves, would prefer to open

the ball with Prussia, taking a side

dance into Belgium, pendente lite. They

set some value on the occupation of

Rome, as a good instalment on the

side of Italy, in case of a misunder

standing with Austria. The marriage

of the Duke of Brabant is unpopular

in Paris, but regarded as a proof of

sound diplomatic wisdom on the part

of Leopold, who has justly succeeded

to the title of the modernū. for

feited by his late father-in-law, Louis

Philippe. Glory hasan entrancing charm

for the ears ofa French soldier. For

that unsubstantial chimera he will dare

all, do all, endure all. The scorching

sands of Egypt, or the snows of Rus

sia, disappear before the magic word.

But there is no rule without an excep

tion; and even French heroism has

paused before rushing on immortality

against chance and hope. After the

disasters of the campaign of Moscow,

when the gaps in Napoleon's legions

were hastily filled up, and the young

guard was created upon the wrecks of

the old, it became necessary for the

Moniteur to announce that the new

levies were burning with enthusiasm,

and loudly demanded to be led against

the enemy. An old general assembled

several regiments who had scarcely be

gun their drill, or received their arms

and uniforms; he harangued them in

glowing terms; told them that the eyes

of all France were upon them; that a

desperate service required their imme

diate presence; that they were destined

to bring back victory to the Imperial

eagles; and called upon all who were

ready to follow him, to advance a pace

to the front. A dead silence ensued,

and a momentary pause. One dimi

nutive conscript alone, whose soul ex

anded beyond the dimensions of his

ody, stepped resolutely fºrward. The
rest remained motionless in the ranks.

The general was disgusted with their

apathy, and twirled his mustachios in

indignation. He then addressed the

solitary volunteer — “Vous etes un

brave,” said he ; “a gallant soldier,

a grenadier worthy of France, and an

honour to the grand army. You shall

march to the field of glory— you shall

march at once with me—with the Em

peror And you,” turning to the re

creant battalions, “yousneakingscoun

drels, (here he became almost inarti

culate with rage)—you—, you shall

march too, all the same.” The story

loses by being rendered into English,

for French oratory indulges in exple

tives which are not to be translated.

A Frenchman is habitually courteous

and polite to all strangers requiring in

formation. He will go a hundred yards

to directa bewildered foreigner who has

lost his bearings. Not so in England.

In nine cases out of ten, it is better to

trust to chance than to venture ques

tions. If you ask a passer-by which is

William-street, either he is a stranger,

and can't tell, or he is disobliging, and

won't. Once in Yorkshire, I.y re

quested a lout, who was swinging on a

gate, in all the lazy luxury of in

dependence, to tell me the road to

Barnsley. He took his pipe deli

berately from his mouth, said, in his

barbarous patois, “Go and ax ;”

and then burst into a horse-laugh

at his own wit. I was strongly tempt

ed to humanise him with a horsewhip;

but, unluckily, he was the abler of the

two. The incident contrasts unfavour

ably with the polished urbanity of a

Tuscan peasant, who being asked by a

traveller to direct him on the way to

Sienna, replied, in musical accents, and

a poetical strain, not unworthy of Tas

so or Guarini, “Passate il fiume, sa

lite il monte, lä si troverä Sienna"—

(“Cross the river, ascend the moun

tain, and there you will find Sienna").

The other day, in Paris, I gave an in

dividual, who looked like a beggar, a

couple of sous. He had not asked for

alms, but his face implied that he would

receive a donation. He took off what

had once been a cocked hat, bowed

nearly to the ground, and with a full

flourish of the right arm said, “ Mon

sieur, je vous remercie au nom de la

nation entiere" — (I thank you, sir, in

the name of the whole nation.)

Amongst the lions of Paris, the

“Ilotel des Invalides” has a never

failing attraction for a retired soldier.

The building, originally erected by

Louis XIV., is far superior to Chel

sea, but not to be compared to Green

wich. An old guardsman of the Em

ire, a relic of Marengo and Auster

itz, with a wooden leg and one eye,
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and a cross, bestowed by the hand of

the Great Napoleon himself, hobbled

out to do the honours, and showed us

the dining-rooms, the dormitories, and

the church, hung round with the tro

phies of many well-fought fields, and

adorned with the monuments of distin

guished generals. A few years since, a

friend of mine asked one of these grim

warriors where were the English flags?

To which he replied, abruptly, “Il n'y

en a pas”—(There are none). The

deficiency has been supplied; there are

now three, wherever they came from

– a large union jack, and two small

ones. Colours were undoubtedly taken

from us during the war, but without

either disgrace or defeat — as, for in

stance at Albuera, where we won the

victory by indomitable pluck, which we

had nearly lost by bad generalship, and

the unsteadiness of the Spaniards. We

saw no veterans of patriarchal age.

Three were pointed out to us who had

fought at Valuny and Jemappes; but

they were boys compared to old An

derson, whom many of our readers

may recollect at Kilmainham. He was

alive a few years ago, and told long

stories of Culloden, Fontenoy, and the

Heights of Abraham. We were much

disappointed in not being able to see

the tomb of Napoleon, which was

closed from the public during our stay.

The Museum of the Louvre sadly

puts to shame our National Gallery, in

the superiority of the collection, as

well as in the taste and care with which

it is arranged and preserved. A hur

ried visit to these matchless saloons

is tantalising in the extreme. They

require a week at least without inter

ruption. We remember the Louvre in

1814, before the conquests, or, rather,

the plundered treasures were dis

gorged, and while it yet, contained

the Venus de Medici, the Apollo

Belvidere, the Laocoon, the Dy

ing Gladiator, and the Transfigu

ration of Raphael; but the blank

spaces have been filled up, and

e walls are as crowded as for

merly. The Canalettis are still

bright and glorious, as if painted

esterday; there are many quaint

}. Peruginos, to praise which

Goldsmith said, ninety years ago, con

stituted the essence of connoisseurship ;

and there is one of the many undoubted

originals of Charles I. on horseback, by

Vandyke. The students, male and

female, who were copying in the gal

lery, struck me as being superior to

any I had observed at home. Amongst

them there was more than one in a

military uniform. The National Li

brary of France, in the Rue de Riche

lieu, founded in 1520 by Francis I.,

was long considered the most valuable

and extensive in Europe. It contains

500,000 printed volumes and 77,000

manuscripts. We have spent many

days there on former occasions, but

were only able this time to take a

passing glance. It has not advanced

during the late political commotions,

and is now inferior, both in bulk and

general rarity, to the great collection

of the British Museum, which has been

nearly doubled by donations and be

quests. But the French Library boasts

many gems of the highest value. Here

may be seen some of the earliest manu

scripts of the Gospels, the prayer-book

of Charlemagne, and the only copy in

existence of Servetus's pamphlet on

the Trinity, for which his brother re

former, Calvin, procured him to be

burnt by a slow fire at Geneva, and

witnessed the operation from his cham

ber-window. Servetus was a learned

doctor in medicine as well as in theo

logy, and is supposed by many to have

anticipated Harvey in the discovery of

the circulation of the blood. For a

full description of the great Library of

France, which it would be well to study

before a visit, we refer to Dibdin's

“Bibliographical Tour,” a book which,

once overpraised, has now fallen in re

pute, but contains nevertheless much

trustworthy information, conveyed in

a very agreeable form. The reverend

author was a gossip and a bibliomaniac

of the first water, but we remember

with gratitude the pleasant hours his

volumes have afforded us.

Public vehicles of all kinds are much

better regulated in Paris than in Lon

don. There is one uniform fare for a

set-down to any part of the city, with

a trifle to the driver, technically called

a “pour boire"—something to drink.

A penny suffices for this gratuity. In

London it is impossible to get in or out

of a cab without a dispute, and this

annoyance is not likely to be remedied

by the new act. Your Paris Jehu is

a more conscionable animal than Lon

don Cabby, and seldom “tries it on,”

even on a foreigner. If you meet with

an exception, tell him to drive to the

“prefecture de police,” which he dares

not refuse, and he gives in at once.
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He would rather resign a day's work

than face that dreaded tribunal, which

invariably decides against him, no

matter what may be the merits of the

case. The carriages are cleaner, more

comfortable than ours, and are driven

at a slow pace—an incalculable advan

tage to pedestrians, who have no occa

sion to be run over unless by free

choice, as Hindoo fanatics purposely

throw themselves in the way to be

crushed under the car of Juggernaut.

In London you require three pair of

eyes at least before you venture on a

crossing. A cab in Paris costs twelve

pence halfpenny for a single “course"

anywhere within the boundary, and

carries four persons at this rate; if

engaged by the hour, the charge is

eighteen pence. The city being circu

lar, there is scarcely any distance

amounting to five miles; the entire

circumference, without reckoning the

suburbs, is not more than fifteen. An

honest “cocher” asked me if it was

true, as he had heard, that “les cab

men" had lately made a revolution in

England, and obtained a parliament of

their own. I explained to him as well

as I could the particulars of the late

strike, and how his brethren of the

whip had gained nothing, but lost se

veral days' work by their folly. It

was useless, for he evidently considered

his version of the affair to be nearer

the truth than mine. Everywhere in

France English money is readily re

ceived : any shopkeeper will give you

twenty-five francs for a sovereign, and

will make something by the exchange.

There are few objects in or near

Paris of greater interest than the old

castle of Vincennes, with its Norman

donjon. It has undergone great al

terations, and is very different from

what it was when I first saw it. The

French colonel who commanded there

after Waterloo refused to surrender to

any summons, even after the allies

held undisputed possession of the city

and Bonaparte had abdicated. It

would have been found difficult to dis

lodge him, had he not been persuaded

by diplomacy to hoist the white flag.

The ditch where the Duke d'Enghien

was shot cannot be looked on without

emotion ; but the fortress is not now

open to the public, and unless you are

acquainted with some officer of the

garrison, permission to enter must be

obtained from the proper authorities.

The cemetery of “Pere la Chaise” and

the “Jardin des Plantes" are greatly

improved. Each is the oldest institu

tion of its kind, and has not been ex

ceeded by any subsequent imitations.

The latter has just obtained a live hip

popotamus, and the animals generally

are allowed more space, and are better

lodged than ours. The “Catacombs,”

which some years ago were amongst the

leading curiosities, are now closed up,

and no longer visitable. Nobody seems

to know or care much about them. For

merly they exhibited there the bones

of Abelard and Heloise, brought from

the Paraclete, but their identity has

been disputed, as well as those of

Clovis in the Church of St. Gene

vieve. It is much easier to deny

than to prove a pedigree open to so

many objections. The new church of

the “Madeleine,” both inside and with

out, is a beautiful modern building,

lit from the top, and designed after

the model of the Parthenon at Athens.

The “Exchange” is equally to be ad

mired, so is the “Hôtel de Ville,” an

ancient structure, lately restored and

completed. Reader, no matter how you

are hurried, whenever you go to Paris,

walk round the Palais Royale by day

and by night. This is one of the most

exhilirating centres of attraction, and

resembles a perpetual fair. Built ori

ginally by Richelieu for his private re

sidence, and called the “Palais Cardi

nal,” that regal churchman contrived

to fill the vast extent with his personal

retinue. When it fell into the posses.

sion of the Dukes of Orleans, the splen

did fêtes degenerated into gross de

baucheries and bacchanalian orgies,

and many of the most sumptuous

ranges ofº were parcelled

off into brothels and gambling-houses,

as profitable sources of revenue. The

entire secret history of the palace and

its occupants would be a fearful volume

to unfold. When the infamous Philip

Egalité was on his way to the guillotine

on the “Place de Grève,” he requested

the cortège to stop for a moment oppo

site his favourite residence, and allow

him to bid farewell to it in a partin

look. He stood up in the cart, .

gazed long and anxiously. “It must

be confessed,” said he, “we lived a

jolly life in yonder palace,” and then
desired the cart to drive on. The

Palais Royal is now destined for the

residence of Prince Jerome Napoleon,

ex-King of Westphalia, the Emperor's

surviving uncle. Many changes have
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taken place here within the last forty

years. The “Café des milles Colon

nes” has disappeared, with the flashy

goddess who used to sit enthroned

nightly to receive general homage, ac

counted to be the handsomest woman

in Paris, and from whom the Emperor

Alexander, it was said, purchased at a

costly price favours which, it was also

whispered, were rather promiscuously

bestowed. Neither can we now recog

mise the celebrated No. 154 of former

days, where Blucher played and lost

incalculable rouleaus, and more than

one young English officer was ruined

into suicide, ere too we saw Peter

O'Shaughnessy of the Royal Irish, half

strangle a soi-disant count, who had

cheated at the rouge-et-noir table, and

was then kicked down stairs by the

whole company in succession.

As often as you pass the Place Ven

dome, you stop to admire the noble

column, an exact copy of Trajan's

Pillar at Rome, crowned by a colossal

statue of the first Napoleon, and cased

with the cannon taken in the campaign

of Austerlitz. If you mount to the

top, you may revel for a long time in

the surrounding panorama. There

are horses again over the triumphal

arch in front of the Tuileries, but they

suggest painful reminiscences of the

brazen steeds of Lysippus we once saw

there, and the removal of which we

witnessed in 1815. That was a day of

woe for Paris, and many and deep were

the muttered groans and curses which

accompanied the operations of the

English engineers, who performed the

disagreeable duty for the Austrians.

The present occupants of the vacated

pedestal are as unsightly as the huge

statue of the Duke of Wellington op

posite Apsley House — a sin against

taste which requires much atonement.

The real horses are gone back to St.

Mark's at Venice. They have been

great travellers, but in the strict order

of restitution belonged to Rome, to

which city they were originally brought

by the Consul Mummius, amongst the

numerous spoils of Corinth. Constan

tine transferred them to his eastern

capital, and the old blind Doge, Dan

dolo, carried them as trophies to adorn

the queen of the Adriatic, when he

took Constantinople, in 1204. Napo

leon sent them to Paris after the break

ing up ofthe Venetian oligarchy at the

treaty of Campo Formio.

The Palace of the Tuileries, purified

from democratic desecration, has once

more become the abode of royalty.

But the situation is too much exposed

for domestic comfort or privacy. It is

literally living in public, and under the

gaze of all the loungers in Paris. The

present Emperor seldom resides there,

and then only for a few days, when

state ceremonies require his presence.

He prefers the seclusion and tranquil

lity of St. Cloud, and has lately pur

chased the Château de Beauregard in

the same neighbourhood, as a more

complete retreat when he wishes to

withdraw from all state affairs whatso

ever. The left wing of the Louvre, so

long in contemplation, is now complet

ing rapidly. When the two palaces

are joined, by both wings, and the in

termediate space entirely cleared and

levelled, the area will form a parade

#. not to be equalled in the world.

'ifty thousand men can be drawn up

and manoeuvre there without difficulty,

requiring only generals who know how

to 'handle them. The great stars of

the first Empire are gone, and their

successors have only been tried in fields

of comparative obscurity. The Alge

rine campaigns are more imposing on

the canvas in the galleries of Versailles,

than they will be in the pages of future

history; and even the leading com

manders are not at present in the ac

tive ranks of their country. Chan

arnier, Lamoriciere, Cavaignac, and

edeau are wandering in exile, and

their swords are rusting in the scab

bards. ... St. Arnaud and Magnan are

soldierlike looking men, who have

shown themselves ready with head and

hand in situations of trust and difficul

ty; but whether they are able to com

mand great armies in the field, and to

direct the fiery valour of France on a

new career of victory, should an oppor

tunity arise, is a question which cannot

be answered by any reference to their

recorded achievements. Of late years,

the French officers have scarcely had

as much experience as our own, the

wars of India being on a greater scale

than those of Africa; and yet it has

been asserted that a great autho

rity said of living English generals,

that if twenty thousand men were

marched into Hyde Park, there are

not five in the service who could get

them out again without confusion. If

this be really the case, the encamp

ment and manoeuvres at Chobham were

not thought of before they were want
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ed, and the Dublin reviews have been

merely playing at soldiers.

The enormous bodies of troops quar

tered in and around the French capital

appear strange to the eyes of an Eng

lishman, accustomed to see London

regulated by a few hundreds of police,

and two or three battalions of guards,

whose duties are principally confined

to mounting guard at the palaces, the

Tower, and the Bank. A casual visi

tor, observing the outward gaiety, bus

tling activity, endless pleasures, and

apparently happy condition of Paris,

can with difficulty persuade himself

that this great focus of many conflict

ing elements was so lately convulsed

by revolution in its wildest form, and

in danger of indiscriminate pillage.

The presence of an overwhelming gar

rison has much to do with the existence

of order and content. In spite of a coer

cive, absolute authority, a muzzled press,

and a lynx-eyed ministry of the in

terior, there are evil spirits ever on the

watch, and ready to break out if the

find an opportunity. Red Republi

cans and Socialists are subdued, but not

exterminated. There are some, even

under the uniform of the National

Guard—a suspicious body—more dan

gerous than serviceable, and equally

capable ofestablishingor subverting any

government. I remarked, in conver

sation with an intelligent bourgeois,

who was not at all backward in speak

ing his mind, that the National Guards

were an effective body, well armed and

disciplined, and that we had no similar

force in England. “You are much

better without them,” replied he, “and

if I was Emperor, I would abolish them

to-morrow. They are not to be de

pended on. ‘Les ntalons rouges,”

the infantry of the line, are the men

of battle, and without them Paris

would be in a constant uproar.” “If

it had not been for my old Algerines,”

said Cavaignac, when he carried the

barricades of 1848, “you were all done

for.”

At the coup d'etat of 1851, a certain

general, who did good service for Louis

Napoleon, came suddenly into high

office and reputation. He was noto

riously impecunious, but owed no

money, because no one would trust

him. He could not get credit for a

pair of boots, and was in want of many

appurtenances befitting his rank and
station. The influential citizens and

tradespeople of Paris thought that, now

he was in power, he might find means

of resenting their former want of con

fidence, and determined to propitiate

him by a free gift. Accordingly, they

subscribed a purse of 600,000 francs,

and a day being appointed, a deputa

tion waited on the gallant commander

to request his acceptance of this slight

token of their regard and esteem. “Et

que diable voulez vous que j'en fasse?”

replied he, sternly; “moi, qui dois un

million!” (“And what the devil do you

suppose I could do with such a paltry

sum ?—I, who owe a million!") With

many apologies and much confusion

they retired, made up the balance, re

turned a second time with the increased

offering, and were most graciously re

ceived. The anecdote was related to

us by one who said he was a party con

cerned, and our readers must receive

it accordingly. It went the round of

Paris at the time, and was considered

highly characteristic. As the Italians

say, “Sè non è vero, e ben trovato.”

On the 14th of August, 120,000 men

defiled before the Emperor in the Place

du Carousel. He took his station in

front of the centre pavilion of the Tui

leries a little before two o'clock. The

operations lasted until after five. The

troops consisted of 85,000 regulars, and

35,000 National Guards. It was a

sight to make a Frenchman proud, and

a foreigner respectful. I had not seen

so large a force together since the great

reviews of 1815–16, and examined

them with an eye of eager curiosity.

The impression left on my mind was,

that I had seen as handy an army as a

good general could wish to lead into

the field of battle—ready for service,

and fit for anything; well disciplined,

well appointed, quick in movement,

robust and intelligent. The ranks of

the National Guard contained more

fat citizens of the John Gilpin cut than

I thought Paris could produce. They

looked as if they would rather be be

hind their counters. The artillery was

superb, consisting entirely of brass

12-pounders and large howitzers. The

cavalry numbered about 20,000. They

are much better mounted than they

were during the last war, particularly

the heavy dragoons and cuirassiers;

still the men and their equipments are

too weighty for the horses. Every

regiment of hussars has a different uni

form; the endless mixture of colours

produces an effect somewhat bordering

on the theatrical. The lately estab
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lished corps of Guides appeared for

the first time in their full costume, and

a magnificent body they are ; formed

on the same model as those established

by Napoleon under the Consulate, and

evidently intended, as were their pre

decessors, for the nucleus of a future

Imperial Guard. The infantry of the

line are dressed alike, in plain blue

coatees, brick-dust coloured panta

loons, and close-fitting truncated sha

kos. The flank companies carry a

small straight Roman sword, in addi

tion to the musket and bayonet. The

dress is convenient for service, but not

showy. The men generally are of

small size, many of them mere boys.

Such a regiment as the 79th Came

ronian Highlanders, which I saw under

arms a few days afterwards at Chob

ham, covers half as much ground again,

when drawn up in line with a front of

the same number. In a hand-to-hand

fight, or in a charge of bayonets, they

would bear down three French batta

lions, by superior weight and muscular

strength. But the French infantry

soldiers are agile and dexterous, keep

well together, handle their arms as if

they knew how to use them, and are

exactly the same sort of light, manage

able materials with which Napoleon

negatived the heavy Austrian tactics

at Montenotte, and Massena confound

ed the dogged Russians at Zurich. A

Frenchman is naturally a soldier, and

acquires the mechanical training almost

by intuition. An English peasant,

taken from the plough, is slow at his

drill, and requires much more time

to master the rudiments. French sol

diers march more loosely than ours,

and are less erect and military in

their gait. Greater freedom is al

lowed in the ranks; and from the

general down to the drum-boy, every

body has a cigar in his mouth. The

regimental officers look as if they un

derstood their business, but very few

have the bearing of gentlemen. The

heavy marching-order is not so pon

derous as ours, and the knapsacks are

more convenient. If the French army

are badly paid, it is a mistake to sup

pose they are not well fed; they live

on all sorts of light condiments; and,

as every man is a cook, he can make

something savoury with a roll and an

onion. The bands are nothing parti

ticular, but the drums are the best in

the world. The Minie rifle is not likel

to come into general use. The ball is

found to be too heavy and elaborate.

A French army will assuredly beat any

other continental troops, on a fair field,

with equal numbers. But how would

it be in a battle with England under the

same conditions? Experience says that

we should win as before ; but the

laugh at experience, and tell us she is

a superannuated old lady, not to be

taken into the account. We have no

wish to see the trial, unless it is forced

upon us. When King Frederic Wil

liam of Prussia showed his tall regi

ment to Lord Stair, he asked him if he

thought an equal number of English

men could beat them? “I cannot tell,

your Majesty,” replied the ambassa

dor; “but I think a smaller number

would try.” In a contest with a Bri

tish army, the object of a skilful French

general would be to manoeuvre from a

distance, to harass by clouds of skir

mishers and batteries of artillery, to

turn the flanks, intercept the commu

nications, and to refuse close fighting.

The English commander, on the other

hand, would seek every opportunity of

bringing his troops into immediate col

lision; to decide matters by heavy vol

leys and the force of the bayonet. He

who best carries out his own plan of

tactics, will have the best chance of

success. It seems strange, that a na

tion so practised in arms as the French,

should persist in the old-fashioned in

fantry formation of three-deep, when

drawn up in line; a system which neu

tralises the third rank for all active

purposes, increases the number of

casualties when they are exposed to

fire, whether from artillery or small

arms, and demands more men to oc

cupy extended ground. They also in

variably assail in dense masses of deep

extent and narrow front, which cannot

deploy in the face of a steady, concen

trated fire. We have hitherto beaten

their heaviest columns of attack in a

slender line of two-deep, which has

never been forced. The column is the

obvious formation for complicated

movements; but the Duke of Welling

ton always fought in lines, and the

result of many battles proved that he

had no reason to think he was mistaken.

We speak of the science of war, with

out the slightest wish to see it illustra

ted by experiment.

In the evening, after the grand re

view, I saw the Emperor and Empress

at the Theatre François, and had a

good opportunity of observing them
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both attentively. They were unex

pected, and were received with warm

applause. There was not the clamor

ous enthusiasm which might have been

looked for from such an impulsive pub

lic; but there was evident respect, and

the feeling appeared to be unanimous.

The Emperor was in plain clothes,

without star or decoration, and looked

thoughtful, like a man who had the

cares of government in his head. Per

haps at that moment he was meditating

on the impending searcity of corn, and

the means of meeting the difficulty.

Louis Napoleon cannot boast an im

i. exterior, and bears no resem

lance to his great uncle. He appears

to most advantage when mounted and

in uniform, as he sits his horse well, with

a military bearing. The Empress look

ed pale and ill. She has rather a me

lancholy aspect; and I was less im

pressed with her beauty than I expect

ed from the portraits and many de

scriptions. Perhaps, too, I was drawn

from the Imperial star by the attrac

tions of Mademoiselle Brohan, who was

enacting Marguerite de Valois, and

struck me as by far the prettiest wo

man I had seen in Paris. In the course

of the play (Les Contes de la Reine

de Navarre), Francis I., then a pri

soner, loudly proclaims to Charles

V., that he would die rather than con

sent to any terms which shall disho

nour or dismember his kingdom. The

Emperor applauded this sentiment ve

hemently ; the whole audience then

took it up with waving of hats and

handkerchiefs, and loud cries of “Vive

l'Empereur !" The Imperial party

came and went without escort or pa

rade of any kind. In the morning,

when Louis Napoleon rode along the

Champs Elysees, he was entirely alone,

his generals and numerous staff follow

ing in a body several paces to the rear.

It was a first-rate opportunity to have

taken a shot at him, had any Fieschi

been lying in wait for the purpose.

But such confidence baffles conspira

cy, and wins him many partisans.

The fête of the 15th of August was

said by all who witnessed it to be the

finest thing of the kind that had

been seen in Paris for many years.

The weather, which lowered the day

before, became serene and propitious,

and not an angry element disturbed

the general harmony. The day was

ushered in by salvos of artillery from

the guns in front of the “ Invalides.”

All Paris poured into the streets, and

every face appeared animated with de

light and expectation. Provisions were

distributed to the poor in all the dif

ferent quarters.

The principal theatres were opened

gratuitously to the public at two

o'clock, so that the performances

might terminate by five. There were

boat-races on the Seine, between the

bridges of the Invalides and Jena, na

tional sports in several public places,

and many greased poles, surmounted

by hams and turkies, adorned with

ribbons, as prizes to tempt agile climb
ers. At six o'clock, M. Godard, a

celebrated atronaut, went up in a bal

loon, and came down in a parachute.

The Champ de Mars was a great cen

tre of attraction. There many thou

sands assembled early, and waited

patiently until the day was far spent to

see, a facsimile representation of the

Field of the Cloth of Gold, executed

by Franconi's equestrian troop, and

the artists of the Hippodrome. This

was followed by the storming of Lag

houat, an African fort, attacked by

real soldiers, and defended by sup

posed Arabs. But the crowning

triumphs of all were the illuminations

and fire-works, of which no description

can convey an adequate idea. The

marvels of the thousand and one

nights, and the enchanted gardens of

Armida, sink in the comparison.

These are arts in which the French

leave us at an immeasurable distance.

We may as well attempt to compete

with them in dancing and cookery.

The entire extent from the Tuileries,

along the Champs Elysees, to the arch

at the Barriere de l'Etoile, a distance

in a direct line exceeding a mile and

a-half, was entirely covered by millions

of variegated lamps, forming a succes

sion of Moorish palaces and castles,

designed in an endless variety of ele

ant and fantastic forms. All had

en many days in preparation, but

was suddenly lit up, as if by magic,

in less than half an hour. The hands by

which it was done were invisible.

The circular basin in the centre was

covered with a celestial globe, sur

mounted by a colossal eagle. The

coup d'eil from this point was a thing

to dream of for a month. The ex

pense, defrayed from the public trea.

sury, may be estimated within the

mark at £250,000: But no one grum

bled at the extravagant sum. On the
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contrary, universal disappointment and

ill-humour would have been expressed,

had economy been listened to on such

an occasion. A fete and an illumina

tion are essential to a Frenchman's

existence, and inseparable from his

notions of the national honour. Now,

John Bull has no objection to a holi

day, and will exhibit his candles cheer

fully enough when left to do so of his

own accord, but to be taxed for such

indulgences forms no part of his calcu

lation. How he would stare, and what

interminable harangues we should

have from the Opposition, if the Chan

cellor of the Exchequerrin his next

budget, should be deluded into pro

sing a quarter of a million for simi

tomfooleries.

A French crowd is much more good

tempered and accommodating than an

English one. They neither push nor

jostle; there are no drunken people

among them, and no horses or vehicles

are allowed on the line of an illumina

tion. If a Frenchman runs against

you by accident, or treads slightly on

your toes, he is “au desespoir,” and

asks a thousand pardons. I stood in

the middle of the Place de la Concorde,

and looked upon the surrounding

blaze, and the vast area peopled by a

dense mass of living humanity. Ex

cursive memory carried me back to

1793 and 4, and the far different scenes

which were enacted there, when

Louis XVI., Marie Antoinette, and

the Princess Elizabeth, were succes

sively led to the guillotine on that self

same spot, amidst scoffs and yells, pro

ceeding from the fathers and grand

fathers of that very crowd who now

appeared so harmless, joyous, and

contented. In the midst of all, the

moon rose with unclouded brilliancy,

as if to shame the artificial light; and

as I gazed upwards on the heavenly

luminary, I felt how mean and insig

nificant were the most ambitious works

of man, compared with those of his

Creator.

J. W. C.

The LIVEs or THE PoETs-LAUREATE.”

HERE is a book, the name of which

gives fair promise that it may serve to

while away an idle hour. With the

title of poet-laureate some curious

antiquarian questions are connected.

The men who claimed the title were

many of them of pith and likelihood.

There were some of them poverty
stricken, and, above all men, miserable.

Some, too, were among the poets

whom England delights to honour, and

whose works she will not willingly let

die. On the whole, the kind of inte

rest which is found in biography, is as

likely to arise from the perusal of the

lives of Jonson, and Dryden, and Cib

ber, as those of any other men, or set

of men, whom we can class together.

Johnson’s “Lives of the Poets” is not

less interesting than Johnson's— not

the same Johnson's– “Lives of the

Highwaymen;” a different class of va

abonds. That the Laureates should

have been of very different orders of

talents from each other, does not ren

der the book a less pleasant one.

It is probable that no country but

England has an officer of the house

hold circumstanced as, of very late

ſº the poet-laureate of England

as been. Twice in the year— on

New Year's Day and on the King's

birthday—an ode had to be produced.

These poems, for the last four or

five reigns, are to be found in the

Annual Registers, and, as might be

expected, seldom attained decent me

diocrity. Warton, probably, has been

the only laureate whose periodical odes

are of any value. Southey's have been

praised for no reason that we can dis

cover. They are in sentiment tumid

* “The Lives of the Poets-Laureate.

fice.”

M.A., Barrister-at-Law,

WOL. XLII,-NO, CCL.

With an Introductory Essay on the Title and Of

By Wiltshire Stanton Austin, jun., B.A., Exeter College, Oxon; and John Ralph,

London: Richard Bentley, New Burlington-street. 1853.
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commonplaces of street morality; and

in expression there is a total want of

power. They are windy, overstrained,

and presumptuous—the only works of

Southey's, in which he is altogether

unequal to himself. Wordsworth, who

was given the office free from any

other duty than his own sense of fit

ness might suggest, composed, we be

lieve, but one laureate ode—that on the

occasion of Prince Albert's installation

as Chancellor of the University of

Cambridge — a poem worthy of the

oet. To the state of George the

Third's health is, we believe, to be re

ferred the discontinuance of requiring

the formal verses with the musical ac

companiment; and the ceremony hav

ing died out, no person could think

of reviving it. The poets have been

somewhat too severely judged of in

these matters. Verses written expressly

for music have almost always been

indifferent. The full feeling may be

expressed by words or by music, sel

dom by both in combination. Most

often the poet has had to yield to the

fabricator of the music; and where he

was compelled to pare down his words

in accordance with the demands of the

musician, it became a matter of indif

ference what thought they expressed.

The absence of all thought was the

very perfection of his art— this the

laureates aimed at and attained. The

mistake is not in the creation of verses,

which are but for the amusement of an

hour — a portion of some passing pa

geant— but in the assumption that

such verses are to constitute a similar

claim to immortality with the happier

inspirations of genius, exercised in ren

dering visible and audible to others the

objects of its own proper contempla–

tions. The case of the laureate ode

is identical with that of the celebration

of the Lord Mayor's show in Pope;

the ephemeral brilliancy—

“Lives in Shadwell's numbers one day more.”

When the office was offered to Scott,

there was a feeling expressed in the

correspondence that passed between Sir

Walter and the Duke of Buccleuch, on

the occasion, that the oſlice was, some

how or other, a ridiculous one, “Only

think,” says the Duke, ‘‘ of bein

chanted and recitatived by a ºi
of hoarse and squeaking choristers on

a birthday, for the edification of the

bishops, pages, maids of honour, and

gentlemen pensioners Oh, horrible !

thrice horrible !” And in Scott's reply

we find the following:—“I certainly

never should have survived the recita

tive described by your Grace. It is a

part of the etiquette I was quite un

prepared for, and should have sunk

under it.”

Since that time the case has been

somewhat different. The discontinu

ance of the annual odes on each recur

rence of New-year's Day, or the royal

birthday, leaves the office free from

most of the old objections to it, and

adds one to the means, surely too few,

which the State has of providing for

men who make literature a profession.

It would appear that the designation

of poet laureate expressed, in its

origin, the fact that a man had taken an

University degree in grammar. Rheto

ric and versification were included in

the faculty of grammar. On taking a

degree in this faculty, a wreath of lau

rel was presented to the new graduate,

and from this he was designated

“Poeta Laureatus.” When the gram

marian who had thus graduated, was

afterwards licensed to teach, he was

ublicly presented with a rod and ferrel.

The laurel was, as far as we can ascer

tain, the symbol of the first degree—

the Baccalaureate : the rod and ferrel,

of the Doctorate. Warton, in whose

“IIistory of English Poetry” we find

a good many details on this subject,

gives us from the registries of Oxford

University, some entries, which exhi

bit the nature of the studies rewarded

by these degrees. In 1470, John

º,". a student in grammar, ob

tained a grace, or concession, to begra

duated and laureated in that science,

on condition that he composed one hun
dred Latin verses in praise of the Uni

versity, and a Latin comedy. To

another student, one hundred Latin

hexameters, to be affixed to the

great gate of St. Mary's church,

was the price charged for his lau

rel. About the same time, permis

sion was given to another, “a scholar in

rhetoric, to read lectures,” that is “to

take a degree in that faculty,” on con

dition that he should write one hundred

verses on the glory of the University,

and not suffer “Ovid's Art of Love,’and

the ‘Elegies of Pamphilus' to be studied

in his auditory.” The provision against

teaching those books is creditable to

Qxford, and yet a passage of Cole

ridge, in a note to his “Garden of

Boccaccio," made it come upon us with
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surprise." The registers mention ano

ther who is given a degree in rhetoric,

and on whom the duty is imposed of

explaining, without any pecuniary

emolument, the first book of “Tully's

Offices,” and the first of his “Epistles.”

A crown of laurel was placed on his

head by the hands of the Chancellor

of the University. The hundred Latin

verses, however, appear to have been

the narket-price of a degree, and the

gate of St. Mary's, the place of pub

lication. Robert Whittinton, of Lich

field, paid the price, and was honoured

with the laurel in 1512. Some works

of Whittinton's still exist, and his

titlepage would seem to make a claim

of precedence, which could not have

depended on his University degree,

over the poets of England. “Roberti

Whittintoni, Lichfieldensis, gramma

tices, magistri, PRotovAtis Angliae,

in florentissima Oxoniensi Academia

LAUREATI DE octo PARTIBU's ORA

Trosis.” The style of PRoto-vates of

England, together with the fact, that

among his remaining works are pane

gyrics on Henry VIII. and Cardinal

Wolsey, render it probable that he

was “Chief of the Royal Minstrelsy,”

and might have been properly included

in the series of laureates, whom the

authors before us undertake to biogra

ſº In the year 1489 Skelton was

aureated at Oxford, and in 1493, per

mitted to wear his laurel at Cam

bridge. There are two entries in the

university register at Cambridge, one

of the year 1493: “Conceditur Jo

hanai Skelton, in partibus transmarinis

atºue Oronii laurea ornato, ut apud nos

eddem decoraretur.” This would seem

equivalent to an ad eundem degree—

but any doubts as to this being the

meaning are removed by an entry of

1504–5 :—“Conceditur Johanni Skel

ton, poetae laureato, quod possit con

stare eodem gradu hic quo stetit Ox

onii, et quod posset uti habitu sibi con

cesso a rege.”

From a very early period we find

the mention of an officer called the

King's Versifier. In the reign of

Henry III., Warton mentions a poet

with a fixed salary, Henry de Avran

ches. He is styled “Master Henry,

the Versifier.” His stipend appears

to have been one hundred shillings a

year. We find him styled “Archi

octa,” which seems the same title as

Whittinton's “Protovates.” Warton

expresses some doubt whether in Henry

the Third's time the office of royal

versifier was distinct from the royal

minstrel, or joculator. The evidence

would lead one to think that it was,

though the pipe of wine given at that

period to the King's harper smacks of

the old perquisites of the laureate
ship.

}. is not possible to determine with

absolute certainty a matter, perhaps

even from the first somewhat unfixed.

When Latin was the language ofmany

public documents—when its use was

absolutely necessary in the communi

cations of princes with foreign courts,

if not with their own subjects — when

public compliments often assumed the

form of verse, an officer competent to

conduct such correspondence, in the

regulated style of i. period, could

not be dispensed with ; and the “ver

sificator" of the King—for such is the

first designation of the protovates—

was, if not an officer of considerable

importance, yet one whose services

could not be dispensed with. The

probability is, that a graduate of one

of the Universities— a laureate in the

faculty of rhetoric and composition—

would in general be selected; and

thus that the title arose. Skelton, who

never omits the mention of his laurel,

styles himself also “Orator Regius;”

and the passage which we have already

cited from the Cambridge records, al

lowing him to use the robe granted by

the prince, would seem to allude to

his holding his office by some solemn

investiture. In all old ceremonies

there was some accompanying symbol.

Selden gives an account of a laureation

in poetry at Strasburg. A document

Incomincio Racheo a mettere il suo

* “I know few more striking or more interesting proofs of the overwhelming influence

which the study of the Greek and Roman classics exercised on the judgments, feelings, and

imaginations of the literati of Europe at the commencement of the restoration of litera

ture, than the passage in the Filocopo of Boccaccio; where the sage instructor, Racheo, as

soon as the young prince and the beautiful girl, Biancofiore, had learned their letters, sets

them to study the holy book, Ovid's Art of Love.

E loro, in breve tempo, insegnato a conoscer leofficio in esecuzione con intera sollecitudine.

lettere, fece leggere il santo libro d'Ovvidio, nel quale il sommo poeta mostra, come i santi

fuochi di Venere si debuano ne' freddi cuori accendere."—Coleridge, Garden ºf Boccacio, Note.



448
[Oct.The Lives of the Poets-Laureate.

from the Count Palatine is read aloud;

the candidate's previous degrees are

recited; his skill in versifying spoken

of with laud; the Emperor's license is

then recited; a day appointed for the

exercises, at which all who have any

love for learning are entreated to

assist. On that day the candidate

recites a short Latin poem, supplicat

ing for the laurel. The Count Pala

time, in a Latin oration, extols the po

etical art; then the candidate recites

a Latin poem of three hundred lines.

The Emperor's patent, on which the

Count Palatine's right to confer the title

depends, is readaloud; the seal and sig

nature are examined; the oathofallegi

ance is administered to the candidate ;

another speech from the Count; and

then the laurel is placed on the poet's

head, and on his finger a ring of gold;

and then again a speech, in which the

Count explains the symbols of the

laurel and the ring; and so the cere

mony concludes.

The right of conferring the degree

of poet laureate which had belonged to

the Counts Palatine was, it seems, too

freely exercised, and was transferred

to the University of Strasburg, who

conferred it only on such as passed an

examination. In many of the foreign

schools, we believe that students, be

fore passing into the classes of Philo

sophy, and while still engaged in the

studies of the lower forms, are called

Ithetors, or Poetae, designations pro

bably arising from the old classification

of studies, which made Rhetoric and

Poetry subdivisions of the faculty of

Grammar, and placed them below#.

losophy.

In the case of Petrarch, we have this

thought of investiture dwelt upon.

Here also is something of the nature

of a degree. We find the poet men

tioning that, on the same day, he re

ceived communications from Rome and

the University of Paris, each offering

him the laurel. He had, he says, long

coveted it; it had been given to lawyers

and to divines, but more than a thou

sand years had passed since there had

been this recognition of a poet. There

were traditions of Virgil and other

poets having been crowned in the Capi

tol. Claudian was the last of whom any

similar record existed. Princes and

Universities that acknowledged and at

tested distinction in other sciences,

ought, he thought, give to the poet

some public reward. He claimed a

public recognition of general literature

as sustaining and dignifying Man more

than any one of the sciences already

recognised and rewarded, and his

claim was allowed. He, however,

thought it right to submit to an ex

amination, and Robert, Ring of Na

ples, went through the form of ex

amining him. When crowned in the

Capitol, he wore a robe given by

the King, with which he was formally

invested, and which is repeatedly men

tioned by him in his Latin poems.

We have in Skelton an account of

his own robe—

“A king to me my habit gave

At Oxford University.

I was advanced to that degree;

By whole consent of their senate

I was made poet laureate.”

The robe was white and green, and

had the word Calliope worked upon it

in silk and gold—

“Why wearye, “Calliope, embroider'd with

letters of gold?

Skelton Laureate, orator regius, maketh

this answer:

“Calliope,

As you may see,

Regent is she

Of poets all,

Which gave to me

The high degree

Laureate to be

Of fame royal ;

Whose name enrolled,

With silk and gold,

I dare be bold

Thus for to wear.

Of her I hold

And her household ;

Though I was old

And somewhat sere.

Yet is she fain,

Void of disdain,

Me to retain

Her servitor,

With her certain

I will remain

As my sovereign

Most of pleasure,

Malgré tous malheurs."

—p. 20.

Our readers may wish to see how

this doggrel appears in Latin—

“Curtibi contexta estaurea Calliope?

“RESPONsio EJusdºm varis.

“Candida Calliope vatum regina, coronans

Pierios lauro, radiante intexta sub auro,

Hanc ego Pierius, tanto diguabor honors
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Dum mihi vita manet, dum spiritus hos re

git artus

Quammuam conficior senio marcescoque

sensin

Ipse tamen gestare sua haec pia pignora

certo,

Assensuque suo placidis parebo camenis

Inclita Calliope et semper mea maxima

cura est.”

To us the Latin sounds far better

than the English; and our opinion of

the talents of King Henry's versifica

tor has been greatly increased by our

reading his Latin verses.

In the introduction to these lives of

the laureates, we have a less formal

account of Skelton's life than our au

thors feel it necessary to give of poets

of later date: a good many extracts

from his works are given, and the whole

is very interesting. The best passages

are those from what they call, by some

misprint, or mistake, “The Book of

William Sparrow.” We thought there

was not a compositor or “reader" on

earth who did not hear of Philip Spar

row. We thought his name even better

known than that of Jenny Wren.

We transcribe an amusing passage

from Skelton, the versification of which

. remind our readers of “Christa

Three Lancashire lasses come to

London, looking for service. The mis

tress of the “Eagle,” at Westminister,

wants a servant; and Dr. Skelton, “in

his mad, merry vein, blessing himself,

began thus:–

“Dominic, Dominie, unde hoc?

What is she in the gray cassock?

Methinks she is of a large length,

Of a tall pitch and a good strength,

With strong arms, and stiff bones;

This is a wench for the nones.

Her looks are bonny and blithe,

She seems neither lither nor lithe,

But young of age,

And of a merry visage,

Neither beastly nor bowsy,

Sleepy nor drowsy,

But fair-faced, and of a good size;

Therefore, hostess, if you be wise,

Once be ruled by me;

Take this wench to thee,

For this is plain,

She'll do more work than these twain,

I tell thee, hostess, I do not mock,

Take her in the gray cassock.”—p. 32.

Of Spenser, there is a short life.

Elizabeth granted him a pension of

£30 a-year; and this has led his bio

graphers now and then to call him lau

reate :-

“Spenser was of Cambridge, and entered

at Pembroke Hall as a sizar, 20th of May,

1569. He there contracted a friendship

with Gabriel Harvey, of Christ's College, or,

according to another account, of Pembroke

Hall, afterwards fellow of Trinity Hall, who,

like himself, was in reduced circumstances,

with powerful connexions, and became after

wards eminent as a poet and scholar. This

friendship endured through life, and Harvey

figures as Hobbinol in his friend's ‘Eclogues.’

“Spenser is recorded to have taken his

B.A. degree in January, 1573, and his M.A.

in June, 1576, and he then finally quitted

the University. There is some obscurity

hanging over this part of his career, but the

prevailing impression is that he left in

chagrin, being disappointed in his expecta

tions of a fellowship. This probably pre

vented him from taking orders. He always

remembered the University with gratitude,

and frequently mentions it with honour; but

it is a singular fact that Pembroke Hall is

never once referred to through the volumi

nous range of his compositions, strewed as

they are with allusions to his personal his

tory.

“On retiring from the University, he went

to live with his relatives in the north of

England. Here the sensitive poet ſell a

victim to the arts of a country girl, whom

he has immortalised under the name of Ro,

salind, but whose actual name is still a

mystery. An ingenious writer has attempted

a solution by resolving the anagram into

“Rose Linde,' averring that ‘Linde' is a

common surname in Kent, and “Rose' a

frequent feminine appellation everywhere.

He himself calls her ‘the widow's daughter

of the glen,' and writes as though she were

of low degree, though in the gloss on the

poems, written, probably, by Harvey, we

are told she was of gentle blood. The wily

maid encouraged his advances, and then left

him, to give her hand to another. The

heart-broken poet turned the incident to ac

count in some plaintive pastorals; and, under

the name of Menalcas, took satisfactory ven

geance on his rival in the shape of satire."—

pp. 35, 36.

The “Rosealinde" of Daniel was be

lieved by the late Mr. Halpin to have

been Rose Daniel, the sister of Daniel

the poet; and the name to have been

half concealed, half betrayed in the

poetical appellation, which was an ana

gram. Halpin published a paper on

the subject, in the proceedings of the

Royal Irish Academy:—

“Spenser was buried in Westminster Ab

bey, and placed where he wished, by the
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side of his favourite Chaucer. The pall was

held up by poets, who assembled round the

grave, and dropped in their farewell elegies

with the pens that wrote them, a touching

tribute to his memory. The charges of his

funeral were defrayed by the Earl of Essex,

and after an interval of upwards of thirty

years, his monument was erected by Anne,

Countess of Dorset. This was restored and

rectified, as to dates, in 1788, at the expense

of his college at Cambridge.

“Spenser was the last interpreter of those

waning modes of thought which had once

exercised so powerful an influence through

the wide extent of Christendom. With him

the romance of the mediaeval chivalry ex

pired, and his genius availed to immortalise

the splendid euthanasia."—p. 45.

A recognition of a man's poetical

}. by the Court was regarded as suf

cient to justify the style of Royal Lau

reate, and afterwards “laureate” sin

gly, being assumed by a man's self, or

applied by his friends. The grant of

a pension, we have seen, was supposed

to have given it in Spenser's case.

Daniel was encouraged by Anne, con

sort of James I. “He was nomi

nated gentleman extraordinary, and

afterwards one of the grooms of her

privy chamber." It is not surprising,

then, particularly as he wrote a good

deal of dutiful verse, that he was now

and then given the title of laureate,

though there is no record of the direct

appointment of Daniel to any office

designated by the name:—

“It was during the leisure afforded by

these offices, he composed the chief part of

his history. He likewise wrote several

masques for the entertainment of the Court;

but gradually declined the occupation, awed

or chagrined by the superior ascendant of

Ben Jonson. When in the ſervour of dra

matic composition, he generally withdrew

to the seclusion of a garden residence he oc

cupied in Old-street in the parish of St.

Luke's, then a suburban district. Here he

would remain for months together, patiently

weaving his solitary task.

“IBen Jonson said of him that he “was a

good honest man, had no children, and was

no poet,” poetical and connubial fecundity,

we presume, being usually associated. His

reputation, though equal to his deserts, fell

far short of what he had fondly anticipated,

and he at length retired altogether from

public view. He returned to his native

county, and occupied the intervals of stu

dious contemplation by the labours of his

farm at Beckington, near Philips-Norton.

He died October 13, 1619, and was buried

in the parish church.”—p. 48.

The poems of Daniel deserve more

study than is likely to be often given

to them. They are described by his

contemporaries, and by , many later

critics, in language calculated to mis

lead careless inquirers into the suppo

sition that the story of the wars of

York and Lancaster are told by him in

a style distinguished from prose only

by being measured into stanzas, and

that he has merely journalised events

that actually occurred, in verse devoid of

anything which would now or at any

time be called poetry; that his narra

tive is one dreary flat, in which nothing

rises into prominence. There is some

Fº in such statements. His

anguage is, throughout, sober and se

date; the language of a man habitually

thoughtful, and which, almost as dis

tinct as that which would be used to

enunciate truths of science, demands

from his reader, if not severe attention,

yet such attention as will not be given

by persons who take up a book for the
amusement of an idle hour. There is

through the work a sustained elevation

of tone, which prevents any one pas

sage from being distinctly prominent,

and renders it useless to print such ex

tracts as we find here. In Daniel's

“Civil Wars,” there are some passages

of exceeding º: The entry into

London of Bolingbroke with the ca

tive Richard, is, no doubt, faint in

comparison with Shakspeare's descrip

tion of the scene. But Daniel's picture

of the Queen of Richard witnessing

the procession, is one of those passages

which the compilers of extracts from

our old poets would do well to bring

before the public. It is at the end of

the second book. The passage is too

long for us to quote; and the effect

would be altogether destroyed, by se

parating, as we should otherwise wish

to do, a few stanzas from the context.

At some future time we may, perhaps,

call our reader's attention to this noble

old poet.

It would appear that the court poet

was the person expected to supply

masques and such entertainments. The

arrangements of scenery and music

were of more moment in such matters

than the fabrication of verses, little

likely to be attended to or heard at all

at such a season. From the court

masques to theatrical entertainments

the transition was an easy one ; and it

was natural that in the selection of a

laureate, talents for directing the kind
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of exhibition common to both should

be sought for—that at one time Ben

Jonson should have been the man, and

at another, when court masques had

altogether ceased, and the court still

patronised the theatre, Colley Cibber

should have worn what Southey calls

“England's laurel crown.” Work

was to be done, and the man able to

do it got it to do. The man might or

might not be a poet: his being a poet

was rather an objection to his being

made laureate, but it was not an insu

perable objection. If we want to learn

a language, we send for a language

master, not a philologist; and if the

inquiry whether he can teach the accent

be any higher or better accomplish

ment which he may possess, though not

an absolute disqualification, would be

regarded as out of place. Atone period,

considerations of economy made it de

sirable to do away with the office of

joculator, or master of the minstrels;

and the duties of the discontinued func

tionary were expected to be performed

by the poet in ordinary. At another,

the court fool died, and his office was

suffered to expire. The wits of the

day said that this, too, was provided

for, and that Cibber, a much cleverer

fellow than they allowed, and who was

fully competent to the double duty,

was both poet and fool. This, Cibber

said, was the language of envy.

Skelton and Daniel are disposed of

by our authors in their introductory

chapter. The life of Ben Jonson

is more formally drawn. It adds no

thing to what Gifford had already

done, but it is valuable as bringing

together a good deal of what has been

written about Jonson. We wish that

the passages in which Jonson refers

to Shakspeare had been given, as they

are repeatedly quoted for the purpose

of proving Jonson to have been actu

ated by unworthy jealousies, and as to

our understanding they prove the di

rect contrary. Nothing can be more

affectionate than his mention of Shak

speare, nothing more just than the es

timate which he forms of his powers

and of his works; and this would be

felt by every one, if it were not that

each day, as the study of Shakspeare

brings into more full light his unrival

led skill as well as his unequalled

powers—the latter of which was alone

acknowledged in his own day—it is

natural that we should be little satis

fied with anything whatever said at that

earlier period. The character of great

poetscan scarcely ever bejustly conceiv

ed by their immediate contemporaries.

Great fame is a thing to be conquered,

not conceded. What is properly ori

ginal is so far for a while unrecognised.

Of the poets of the Elizabethan period,

a truer estimate had been formed by

Dryden than by any critic of their own

age. His account of Jonson we find

in the volume before us, and from it we

give a few sentences:—

“As for Jonson, if we look upon him while

he was himself (for his last plays were but

his dotages), I think him the most learned

and judicious writer which any theatre ever

had. He was a most severe judge of him

self as well as others. One cannot say he

wanted wit, but rather that he was frugal

of it. In his works you find little to re

trench or alter. Wit, and language, and

humour also in some measure, we had before

him, but something of art was wanting to

the drama before he came. He managed

his strength to more advantage than any

one who preceded him. You seldom find

him making love in any of his scenes, or en

deavouring to move the passions; his genius

was too sullen and saturnine to do it grace

fully, especially when he knew he came after

those who had performed both to such a

height. Humour was his proper sphere,

and in that he delighted most to present

mechanical people. He was deeply conversant

in the ancients, both Greek aud Latin, and

he borrowed boldly from them. There is

scarce a poet or historian among the Roman

authors of those times whom he has not

translated in ‘Sejanus' or ‘Catiline.' But

he has done his robberies so openly, that one

may see he fears not to be taxed by any law.

He invades authors like a monarch, and

what would be theft in other poets is only

victory in him. With the spoils of these

writers, he so represents old Rome to us, in

its rites, ceremonies, and customs, that if one

of their poets had written either of his tra

gedies, we had seen less of it than in him.

If there was any fault in his language, it

was that he weaved it too closely and la

boriously, in his comedies especially ; per

haps, too, he did a little too much Romanize

our language, leaving the words he trans

lated almost as much Latin as he found

them, wherein, though he learnedly followed

their language, he did not enough comply

with the idiom of ours. If I would compare

him with Shakspeare, I must acknowledge

him the most correct poet, but Shakspeare

the greater wit. Shakspeare was the Homer

or father of dramatic poets, Jonson was the

Virgil, the pattern of elaborate writing. I

admire him; but I love Shakspeare.”—pp.

106, 107.

The works of Jonson have still a life



452 [Oct.The Lives of the Poets-Laureate.

in the language. Few persons in anyde

gree acquainted with our literature have

remained without having read some of

his plays, and his poems are now and

then dipped into. Of Daniel this can

scarcely be said, and of Davenant we

think there are not many living men

who could repeat a stanza, though

many a pearl is said to be hid under the

dead waters of “Gondibert.” Dave

nant was born in 1605. His father

was an innkeeper at Oxford. Shak

speare used to stop at the sign of “the

3. in his journeys between War

wickshire and London; and, it would

appear, was godfather of Davenant,

º en the boy showed some talent for

rhymes, and began to visit playhouses.

there were those who joked about the

matter; and Davenant himself, in his

cups, affected to believe a report that

he was Shakspeare's son. The fair

fame of the sprightly hostess is vindi

cated with great earnestness by our

biographers. Of Shakspeare's genius

there is but little trace in any of Sir

William's writings; and some of the

most execrable lines in the language

are those which he called “An Ode

in Remembrance of Master William

Shakspeare.” Davenant entered his

name as a student at Lincoln College,

but left the University without a de

gree. We find him soon after leaving

the University, described “as page to

the famous Frances, Duchess of Rich.

mond”:— -

“The eccentric career of this lady had ac

quired for her considerable notoriety, and in

her household she observed all the etiquette

and ceremony of a court. She was the

granddaughter of the third Duke of Nor

folk, had been thrice married, and, to com

plete her ambition, aspired to the august

dignity of Queen of England. Her first

match, which appears to have been made

through affection or caprice, was with ‘one

Prannel, a vintner's son,' for which, in her

after days of grandeur and magnificence she

was frequently and sharply twitted. Her

second husband was Edward Seymour, Earl

of Hertford. During her widowhood, she

had inspired one Sir George Rodney, a So

mersetshire gentleman, with so infatuated a

passion, that, on her marriage, his frenzy

acquired the mastery over his reason; and

retiring to an inn in the town in which the

Earl and Countess were staying, he com

posedly drew up a copy of verses, which he

transcribed in his own blood, sent to the

object of his extravagant ardour, and then

ran himself through with his sword. She

uext married Ludowick Stuart, Duke of

Lenox and Richmond. “After his decease,"

says Wilson, ‘Lenox and Richmond, with

the great title of Duchess, gave period to her

honour, which could not arrive at her mind,

she having the most glorious and transcen—

dant heights in speculation; for finding the

King a widower, she vowed, after so great a

Prince as Richmond, never to be blown with

the kisses, or eat at the table of a subject,

and this vow must be spread abroad that

the King might take notice of the bravery

of her spirit. But this bait would not catch

the old King, so that she missed her aim;

and to make good her resolution, she spe

ciously observed her rule to the last.’”—pp.

111, 112.

Davenant seems to have been some

what old to have served in the charac

ter of lady's page. We next find him

in the household of Fulke Greville— .

Lord Brooke. Lord Brooke was a

man of true genius—“a poet and phi

losopher — a patron of learning, and

the friend of Sir Philip Sydney.”

Brooke's establishment was broken up

by the murder of its master; and 1)a-

venant found himself, in an age when

men depended on patronage, thrown

upon his own resources. The theatre

was open to him. He had a few years

before tried his hand on a tragedy,

and he now again made the attempt.

It was successful, and at once brought

him into notice. It was printed, and,

as was then the custom, with such re

commendatory verses as could be pro

cured. Among those to Davenant's

“Albovine King of the Lombards "-

such is the name of the piece—there is

one by Hyde, afterwards Earl of Cla

rendon:—

“For the next eight years he resided con

stantly about the Court, in high favour with

the principal men of wit and fashion of the

age. He possessed a pleasing address, a

handsome person, buoyant spirits, and a

ready wit; and his society was courted and

enjoyed by the choicest intellects of the day.

The leaven of the courtier was strongly in

fused into his nature, but he exhibited only

its more alluring qualities.”—p. 113.

Some instances are given of the dif.

ficulties which the nature of his duties

imposed on the Master of the Revels,

who had the licensing of plays.

A memorandum of Sir Henry Her

bert, who then held the office, dated

the 9th of January, 1633, is worth

transcribing:—

“This morning being the 9th Jan., 1633,

the kinge was pleased to call mee into his
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withdrawinge chamber, to the windowe,

wher he went over all that I had croste in

Davenant's play-booke, and allowing of

faith and slight to bee asseverations only,

and no oathes, markt them to stande, and

some other few things, but in the greater

part allowed of my reformations. This was

done upon a complaint of Mr. Endymion

Porter's, in December.

“The kinge is pleased to take faith, death,

slight, for asseverations and no oaths, to

which I doe humbly submit, as my master's

judgment; but, under favour, conceive them

to be onthes, and enter them here to declare

my opinion and submission. . . . . .

“The 10th Jan., 1633, I returned unto

Mr. Davenant his play-bocke of ‘The

Witts, corrected by the kinge.

“The king would not take the booke at

Mr. Porter's hands, but commanded him to

bring it unto mee, which he did, and like

wise commanded Davenant to come to me

for it as I believe; otherwise he would not

have byn so civill.”—pp. 114, 115.

Davenant produced for the Court,

in 1634, “The Temple of Love,” “a

masque presented by the Queen's Ma

jesty and her Ladies at Whitehall.”

The Queen held Davenant in great fa

vour, and herself performed in this

masque. . In 1635, he produced the

“Triumphs of the Prince d'Amours.”

This was represented in the Middle

Temple Hall, and written, at the re

quest of the Benchers, for an enter

tainment given by the Inn to the

Prince Charles Elector Palatine, ne

phew of King Charles I. Sir William

Herbert says: — “The Queene was

pleased to e the entertainment by

putting off majesty to putt on a citi

zen's habit, and to sit upon the scaf

fold on the right-hand among her sub

jects; the Queene was attended in the

like habits by the Marques Hamilton,

the Countess of Denbighe, the Coun

tess of Holland, and the Lady Eliza

beth Fielding. Mrs. Basse, the law

woman (i.e., the woman who had the

care of the Hall) leade in this royal

citizen and her company. Henry

Lause and William Lause made the

music, and Mr. Corseilles made the

scenes.” . Of another of his masques,

presented before the King and Queen

at Whitehall, the 21st of Janury, 1639,

the scenery and ornaments were the

work of Inigo Jones:–

“Much ridicule has, in later times, been

heaped upon these diversions; and we have

been taught to smile at the grotesque taste

which was gratified with such fanciful exag

gerations; but there is this diversity be

tween a court pageant of the olden time and

a modern costume ball. In our advanced

stage of civilisation, we rely solely upon the

genius of the tailor and the milliner; while

our forefathers, less enlightened, called in

the additional aid of the poet and the artist.

The noble of the nineteenth century lounges

languidly through a quadrille, bedizened in

the coxcombry of an exploded fashion; the

noble of the seventeenth exercised both body

and mind, and betrayed a heartiness of en

joyment that would provoke only wonder

and contempt in a more refined and fasti

dious age.”—p. 117.

When Johnson died, in 1637, the

laurel was, after the delay of sixteen

months, given, through the interest of

the Queen, to Davenant. This appoint

ment provoked what seems unreason

able jealousy in May, whose claims as

a man of poetical talents were not

higher than Davenant's, and whose

. would have rendered it im

possible for him to have prepared court

masques or pageants.

The Queen's interest in Davenant

arose probably from their agreement in

religion. When it came to actual war

between Charles and the Parliament,

Davenant held a commission in the

King's service, and there was some ri

dicule at the thought of a military

laureate; but Davenant was a good

officer. “He was present at the siege

of Gloucester (September, 1643), and

received the honour of knighthood for

his signal services on that occasion."

He soon afterwards retired to France,

and conformed to the Church of

Rome:—

“The queen, who, as Lord Clarendon ob

serves, “was never advised by those who

either understood or valued his (the king's)

true interest,’ was induced about this time to

send an embassy to the king, to intreat him

to consult his own safety by sacrificing the

Church; and Sir William Davenant was se

lected, on account of his recent conversion,

to conduct this delicate negotiation. The

choice was as injudicious as the failure was

signal, and we read that, on Davenant urg

ing his reasons for the unpalatable course he

was suggesting, ‘the king was transported

with so much passion and indignation, that

he gave him more reproachful terms and a

sharper reprehension than he did ever to

wards any other man, and forbade him to

presume to come again into his presence,'

whereupon he returned, ‘exceedingly de

jected and afflicted.'"—p. 121.

Davenant was engaged, or accused
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of being engaged, in one of the plots

of the time, and he was removed to

the Tower, preparatory to being tried

for his life:–

“How he escaped we have no very au

thentic grounds for determining; but Mil

ton is said to have interceded for him, and

two aldermen of York, who had formerly

been his prisoners under Newcastle, and

whose escape he had favoured, hearing of his

distress, hastened to London, and exerted

themselves so effectually in his behalf as to

obtain his pardon. Aubrey says: ‘’Twas

Harry Martyn that saved Sir William's life;

in the house when they were talking of sa

crificing one, then said Henry, that in sacri

fices they were always offered pure and

without blemish; “now ye talk of making

a sacrifice of an old rotten rascal,” alluding

to the personal deformity caused by his irre

gular course of life, and on which the wits

were so “cruelly bold.” ". And not the wits

only, but others of less pretensions ventured

to indulge their raillery upon his unfortunate

peculiarity. One day, when pensively per

ambulating the mews, a beggar-woman fol

lowed him, and with frequent and earnest

tones implored heaven his eyesight might be

spared. Davenant, annoyed, at length

turned round, and asked why she was so

solicitous about his eyesight, as he felt no

symptoms of approaching blindness. “Per

haps not,' said she, “but if you ever should,

you have nothing to hang your spectacles

upon.'"—p. 123.

Davenant, under circumstances

which would seem almost hopeless, ob

tained a license, during the Protecto

rate, in which everything that bore the

name of “comedy” or “tragedy” was

discountenanced, to open a house fordra

matic “entertainments;” and in some

respects our present theatrical arrange

ments are derived from those then

adopted; but the history of the stage

would lead us too far, and we should

not wish to trespass upon ground

which our lively fellow-labourer, J.

W. C., has made his own.

Dryden is the subject of the next

chapter. Of Dryden we have not

time to speak as the subject would

require, and there is nothing in what

is brought before us in this volume

more than is found in every memoir of

this great poet. We think that, in

“Macaulay's History of England,”

extreme injustice has been done to

Dryden; and this, if nothing else,

would render it desirable that some

attempt were made to disabuse the pub

lic mind, which cannot but be affected

by what is said on such authority as

Macaulay's. But this may be better

discussed on some other occasion, when

we have more space and more time at

our command. At the Revolution

Dryden was deprived of the laureate

ship. The state of the law was then

such, that it was not in the power of

the Crown to have continued the pen

sion annexed to the office to a Roman

Catholic, nor could Dryden, if duty

songs were to be administered to King

William, have written them. We

remember his anger with the engraver

of the prints to his Virgil, whom he

accused of giving everywhere to Eneas

King William's nose, for the purpose of

compelling a dedication to the King,

which would have been an object to his

publisher.

Dryden's old enemy, Shadwell, was

now selected for the poetical crown.

The Earl of Dorset, when it was

pressed upon him that there were

better poets than Shadwell, replied,

“that he did not pretend to deter

mine how great a poet Shadwell

might be, but he was sure he was an

honest man.” By an “honest man"

meaning, in the cant of the hour, “a

Whig.” Shadwell's claims appear, in

addition to his being of the same poli

tics with the party in power, that he

had devoted his talents to the stage,

which, considering its influence upon

the public mind, and the kind of pa

tronage given it by the Court, was, at

this period, an indispensable qualifica

tion. Shadwell appears to have been

a respectable man, and in spite of

Dryden's dreadful satire, to have been

a man of considerable talents. Some

of Dryden's lines are singularly happy—

“curious,” as the Americans say, “if

true " :—

“Thy Tragic muse gives smiles; thy Comic,

sleep.”

“But though Heaven made him poor, with

reverence speaking,

IIe never was a poet of God's making.

The midwife laid her hand on his thick skull,

With this prophetic blessing:—‘Be thou dull,

Drink, swear, and roar: forbear no lewd

delight

Fit for thy bulk—do anything but write.

Eat opium, mingle arsenic with thy drink,

Still thou may'st live, avoiding pen and ink.

I see, I see, 'tis counsel given in vain,

For treason, botched in rhyme, may be thy

bane.

Rhyme is the rock on which thou art to

wreck,

'Tis fatal to thy fame and to thy neck.
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“‘A double noose thou on thy neck dost

pull,

For writing treason, and for writing dull.

To die for faction is a common evil,

But to be hanged for nonsense is the devil.’”

Shadwell died in 1692, and was suc

ceeded by Nahum Tate.

Nahum Tate had the claim of hav

ing produced some successful dramatic

pieces. This, and the sound of his

Christian name, were his claims to the

laureateship. If no poet could have

been worse than Tate, yet, it would

seem, that at the time none was much

better:—

“Pope was only at this time four years

old, and even with his precocity had not yet

‘lisped in numbers.’ Swift had written

one or more of his Pindaric Odes, but they

had merited the discouraging remark of his

relation, Dryden, and had been sufficiently

rewarded by the King teaching him, in Sir

W. Temple's garden, how to cut asparagus

in the Dutch way. Handsome provision

had been made for Montague and Prior.

Garth had only just passed his examination,

and become a fellow of the College of Physi

cians, and the world had not yet seen the

Dispensary. Butler had died in poverty

twelve years before; and that poverty, in

Tate's words, was a greater satire on the

age than his writings. Otway had shared

the same wretched fate. And the sweet

numbers of Waller were silent.”—p. 209.

Whatever has become of Tate's

laureate odes, there is one publication

of his that has had greater circulation

than any poetry in the language, and

if Tate has failed, who can be said to

have succeeded in the same task? The

metrical version of the Psalms used

now in most, if not all our churches,

is that by Tate and Brady. We do

not know whether it is now possible to

determine what parts of the version

belong to each of the partners in this

undertaking, but we think there are

many passages well executed.

Of Rowe, who succeeded Tate, and

was made laureate at the accession of

George I., our authors have little to

tell us. He was of a respectable fa

mily of Bedfordshire. His father ne

glected the cultivation of the family

estate, went to the Temple, became in

due time a serjeant-at-law, and now

lies buried in the Temple church.

Rowe was educated at Westminister

by Busby; he, too, was intended for

the bar : but his father died when he

was nineteen, and Rowe gave up his

legal studies, addicted himself to blank

verse, and lived on the hope of im

mortality, which is the daily bread of

poets.

His first play was The Ambitious

Stepmother, which obtained decided
success.

“It is a sacred piece, taken from the First

Book of Kings, the story turning upon the

establishment of Solomon upon the throne.

This performance exhibits great strength

and sweetness of diction, and a loftiness of

sentiment, conspicuous in all the after writ

ings of Rowe, while the characters are main

tained with discrimination ; and when we

reflect that Betterton, Booth, Mrs. Barry,

and Mrs. Bracegirdle exerted their rare and

varied powers in its representation, we cease

to wonder at its decided success. This was

followed by Tamerlane, a political play,

acted at the same theatre in 1702. Rowe

always regarded this production with the

fondest affection, and, doubtless, it excited

the noisiest applause. He had always been

a stanch supporter of the Hanovarian suc

cession, and the imaginary virtues with

which he encumbered Tamerlane were in

tended as a compliment to the reigning

King, William III. Tamerlane was per

formed by Betterton, and Bajazet, Emperor

of the Turks, in whom it was presumed

Louis XIV. was exhibited, by Verbruggen.

It was for a time regularly acted every 4th

of November, the anniversary of the landing

of William III. ; but at length, when that

King was dead and the two monarchies

were at peace, the impropriety of such a

distorted caricature of a great, though rival

sovereign, became manifest even to national

prejudice, and the representation was dis

countenanced.”—pp. 224, 225.

Rowe died early. He was loved by
his friends; and Pope honoured his

resting place in Westminster Abbey

with an epitaph.

The succession of the laureates would

seem now to be broken. Hitherto the

qualification seems always to have ex

isted of the candidate's in some waycon

tributing, if not to the permanent litera

ture of the country, yet to the enjoy

ments of the public, or of that portion of

the public—with whom the court was

principally concerned—those in whose

power it in a great measure was, to

give or to withhold popularity. The

choice now fell on a man who seems to

have been possessed of no qualification

whatever for the office, except the power

of administering adroit flattery. The

I) uke of Newcastle was at the time

chamberlain, and Eusden, who followed

Rowe in the list of poetical sovereigns,
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was lucky enough to have already cele

brated in rhyme the Duke's marriage,

and to have published a poem on

George the Second's accession. Among

Sheffield's poems is one which he calls,

“The Election of a Poet Laureate in

1719,” in which he makes Apollo say

he had never heard Eusden's name. In

Garth's Ovid are some Fables, or frag

ments of Fables, translated by Eusden,

which are neither better nor worse

than most of that strange farrago. He

ossessed the accomplishment of writ

ing Latin verse, and gratified Lord Ha

lifax by translating his “Battle of the

Boyne;" and Lord Roscommon by in the

same way complimenting his “Essay on

Translated Verse.” Whether his half

yearly “peppercorn of praise” was ex

acted or paid, we have not the means

of knowing; but he went to live in

Lincolnshire, where he made out a be

nefice, and took to drinking, and trans

lating Tasso. He is mentioned in a

letter of Gray's—“Eusden was a per

son of great hopes in his youth, though

at last he turned out a drunken par

son.”

The line of archipoetical succession

brings us to one who has a double

claim to immortality. The laurel of

England now devolved on Cibber.

Cibber, like Shadwell, even if one line

of his writing should not be preserved,

must remain for ever memorable, from

the way in which he is mentioned by a

reat poet. “The Macflecknoe” of Dry

5. and the “Dunciad” of Pope, will

preserve Shadwell and Cibber; |. had

they not been branded with this unen

viable distinction, they each had claims

on the remembrance of society. With

Cibber we are alone at the moment

concerned, and, it so happens, are in

f. humour with him, having ve

ately read his autobiography, of whic

we regret that our authors have not

made sufficient use. Indeed, a book

such as theirs would be of much more

value, if, instead oforiginal criticism, it

gave us the pictures of their heroes, as

drawn by themselves, whether con

sciously or unconsciously.

Cibber's father was a Dutchman—an

eminent statuary. The figures of Me

lancholy and Raving Madness at Beth

lehem Hospital, are his– “Cibber's

brazen, brainless brothers,” as Po

has called them. The elder Cibber

was twice married. The Colleys, the

family with whom he was connected by

his second marriage, lost considerable

property in the civil war. Colley was

the fruit of this second marriage.

Cibber had many opportunities of

advancement in the more regular oc

cupations of life; but what may be

called the theatrical passion, seized on

him early, and he found means to fas

ten himself on Drury-lane, then the

only theatre in London. He lingered

long, looking at actors with envy,

expecting to be given some part.

At last the happy moment came, and

he blundered so much through confu

sion, as by his awkwardness to destroy

the whole effect of the scene. Better

ton asked who it was that so bungled?

and the reply was, “Master Colley.”

“Fine him.” “Why, sir, he has no

salary," said the prompter. “No 2"

said Betterton; “then put him down

for a salary of ten shillings, and fine

him five.”

The first part in which he could

be said to have succeeded was the

chaplain, in Otway's Orphan. Good

man praised him, and Goodman's

{. brought tears to his eyes. Of

odman a strange story is told. The

stage did not give enough to support

him, and he took to the highway, was

apprehended, tried, and convicted.

ames pardoned him. Goodman, over

come with gratitude, proposed some

years afterwards to testify his sense of

what he owed to the King's mercy, by

proposing to assassinate William.

he secret of success in cvery profes

sion is the sort of preparation which

enables one to avail himself of the ac

cidents which are perpetually occurring.

At the Bar, theabsence ofsenior counsel

will occur, and the well-prepared junior

is, in virtue of such preparation, ready at

a moment's notice to perform the duty

which thus unexpectedly devolves on

him, and his fortune is made. On

the stage it is the same thing, and in

this way Cibber was brought early

forward in a prominent part. The

Queen had ordered Congreve's Dou

ble-Dealer. Kynaston was to act

Touchwood, but was ill, and unable

to perform. The part, by Congreve's

advice, was given to Cibber, “and

the author's judgment was vindicated

by the brilliant way in which Cibber

depicted the character.”

His salary was raised to twenty

shillings a week. His father allowed

him twenty pounds a-year, and so he

married.

His wife's father was wise enough to
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think this a rash match, but was fool

enough to be angry and resent it.

He had money, and rather than give

it to his daughter, laid it out in build

ing a retreat on the Thames, long after

wards known as Shore's Folly. When

his money was spent he became recon

ciled with the Cibbers. Verily, the

foolish old people are, to say the least

of it, as foolish as the young, with less

excus2.

We have an account of Cibber's se

veral dramatic productions. His co

medies were, for the most part, suc

cessful; his tragedies failures.

Cibber's account of the actors and

actresses of his day is exceedingly en

tertaining, but for this we have not

now time. As a manager of a theatre

he was eminently successful. The his

tory of the stage, during a very inte

resting period of its fortunes, is well

told by him. The changes of manners,

as indicated by the stage, are very

curious. In Davenant's patent, 1662,

it is stated, that “some have taken of.

fence at women's parts being acted by

men in the habits of women,” and per

mission is given that “all the women's

parts, may, for the time to come, be

performed by women.” The women

not only played their own parts, but

usurped those of the , men. Mrs.

Bracegirdle, we are told, “excelled

in male characters, and her gait was

free, manlike, and modest in breeches.”

The Scotch rebellion gave Cibber an

opportunity of proving his loyalty to

the House of Hanover. He plundered

retty freely from the Tartuffe of

$ii.e. and delighted all who dreaded

or disliked the Jacobites by his Non

Juror. The play was eminently suc

cessful on the stage. Lintot gave for

the copyright one hundred guineas, and

George iſ on being presented with

a copy, gave the author two hundred

pounds.

In 1730, he was made laureate:–

“Well, said Apollo, still 'tis mine

To give the real laurel;

For that my Pope, my son divine,

Of rivals ends the quarrel.

“But guessing who should have the luck

To be the birth-day fibber,

I thought of Dennis, Tibbald, Duck,

But never dreamed of Cibber.”

Pope embittered his own life by per

petual attacks on persons who gave him

no offence. Cibber was one whom he

mercilessly abused. Cibber was vain

and good-humoured, could not un

derstand the attacks, and in his sim

Slicity—or in a sort of humour which

imitates simplicity so well as to deceive

us – ascribes Pope's satire to envy.

Cibber lived to the age of eighty

Seven.

What a strange collection is that

lumbering book, which the booksellers

have called by the name of the “Bri

tish Poets 1” In that collection are two

writers of the name of Whitehead, one

of whom succeeded Cibber as lau

reate. He was a respectable man, and

if he could not escape conviction, when

tried for writing bad verses, he yet had

very respectable members of the fra

ternity of poets to give testimony that

the verses were not as bad as the pub

lic thought—that if his odes were not

read, they were yet readable— and

that so far from the laurel being un

worthily bestowed, he was far too good

for the post. Mason pressed onºft.

head the fitness of employing a deputy

to write all the occasional poetry, re

serving himself for great occasions.
Whitehead's father was a baker. A

fact which Mason apologises for, in a

Life of the Poet Laureate, and which

Campbell thinks requires no apology.

The baker not only made bread, but

made money; a very good reason for

making bread, and which furnishes a

better excuse than any which either of

his biographers suggests. Had he been

the son of a tailor, and a tailor himself—

the ninth part of the ninth part of a man

—it might be a reason for his being no

great poet, but still should be honestly

and manfully stated. The baker, how

ever, must take to farming and to

building. His son wrote plays—made

money—poet though he was—and paid

his father's debts. This, says Mason,

in what he thought was a witty and

pointed phrase, but in which we see

no meaning whatever, was “poetical

justice.”

Extracts are given from Whitehead's

plays, which seem of very consider

able merit, but we cannot speak of

them, as we have not seen the plays

themselves, Chalmers's Collection, for

the most part, excluding all poetry

that assumes a dramatic form —

“Cibber died in 1757. The laureateship

was offered to Gray, but Pope, Swift, and

the other wits had succeeded in making the

office so ridiculous by their attacks on
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Cibber, that Gray, though fearful of giving

ºffence to those by whom it was offered to

him, shrunk from it almost with disgust.

Mason, it is said, was passed by because in

orders, but Eusden before and Warton after

wards were both clergymen. Through the

advocacy of the Jerseys, Whitehead next

received an offer of the rejected laurel. It

had been offered to Gray as a sinecure. The

annual odes were to be dispensed with. Not

so with Whitehead; and this has excited

the surprise of Mason, who says, “the late

King would readily have dispensed with

hearing music for which he had no ear, and

poetry for which he had no taste." On

this Campbell remarks: ‘Ilis wonder is

quite misplaced. If the King had a taste

for poetry, he would have abolished the

laureate odes. As he had not they were

continued.'"—p. 304.

Whitehead worked hard at his odes.

“He wished,” says Mason, “to re

trieve the honours of that laurel which

came to him from the hand of Cibber

in a very shrivelled, or rather blasted

state. Iłut though his first ode was

calculated, from the heroic genealogy

which it contained, to be peculiarly

acceptable to the monarch for whose

birthday it was written, and though

its poetical merit had the very just ap

robation of Mr. Gray and other good

judges, it was relished in general.”

Chalmers gives us the ode, of which

we transcribe the first stanza:—

“When Othbert left the Italian plain,

And soft Ateste's green domain,

Attendant on imperial sway

Where Fame and Otho led the way,

The genius of the Julian hills,

Whose piny summits nod with snow,

Whose naiads pour their thousand rills

To swell the exulting Po,

An eager look prophetic cast,

And hailed the hero as he past.

“Hail, all hail, the woods replied,

And Echo on her airy tide,

Rolled the long murmurs down the

mountain's side.”

We cannot but think the strange

solemnity of this language—the whole

weight of the sentence thrown on the

rhyme in the eighth line—something

perhaps, too, of the ludicrous suggest

ed by what was intended to be the

picturesque imagery of the naiads,

pouring
“Their thousand rills

To swell the exulting Po,"

must have destroyed the feeling of se

riousness, with which, to produce any

effect, the poem ought to have been

regarded. We are not surprised at

Johnson's comment—“Cibber's fami

liar style was better than Whitehead's

assumed one. Grand nonsense is in

supportable.” Gibbon was offended at

the historical inaccuracy. “The poet,”

he said, “may deviate from the truth

of history; but every deviation ought

to be compensated by superior beauties

of fancy and fiction.”

Twenty-eight years was the length

of Whitehead's reign. Iſis periodical

odes were never neglected, and death

overtook him while employed in his

duty-work. “He had visited Lord

Harcourt in the morning, and went to

bed seemingly well; but expired the

next morning very suddenly, April the

14th, 1785, in the seventieth year of his

age.”

Warton was next. With our au

thors we have some complaint in the

case of Warton. With such assistance as

the late Bishop Mant's edition of War

ton placed in their hand, the account

of Warton might have been better

given. The facts, however, are few.

Warton was descended from a York

shire family, whose property suffered

greatly from their adherence to the

royal cause in the civil war. His

fº was a village rector in

ampshire, and his father a fellow of

Magdalene College, Oxford, and Uni

versity Professor of Poetry. In March,

1743, he was admitted a commoner of

Trinity College, Oxford; was succes

sively scholar and fellow ; “passed

there the remaining forty-seven years

of his life, and now sleeps in the Col

lege chapel.”

He early printed some poems; and

in 1749, when Mason wrote a severe

satire against Oxford, Warton replied,

in a poem, entitled, “The Triumph of

Isis.” Twenty-eight years after, Ma

son said that Warton had much ex

celled him “in poetical imagery, and

in the correct flow of his versification.”

In 1757 he was elected Professor of

Poetry. And to Blackstone's advice is

attributed his publication of a splendid

edition of Theocritus, in connexion

with his office. He also assisted John

son with notes on Shakspeare. John

son and he were separated by distance,

and by diversity of habits. Johnson

wrote rhymes depreciating Warton's

verses; and it is not wonderful, that

Warton shrunk from the encounter,

when they once met in a bookseller's

shop, and retired without speaking to
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him. Johnson is said to have shed tears

on the occasion.

Warton's was the life of a retired

and studious antiquarian. He has

done a great deal for English litera.

ture ; his notes on Spenser are of con

siderable value. His “History of En

glish Poetry” is a book which no student

can be without; his editions of Mil

ton's minor ins—for the two edi

tions essentially differ from each other

—above all praise.

In 1785 Warton accepted the lau

reateship. On the occasion was pub

lished a jeu d'esprit, entitled “Pro

bationary Odes." All were burlesque

except Warton's; with the burlesque

odes his genuine one was printed—an

inoffensive joke, we should have

thought, and are surprised at Southey's

speaking of it as a serious insult to

Warton—

“In person, Warton was at one time

short, slim, and handsome ; but, as he ad

vanced in years, attained that rotundity of

figure, which was the prevailing type of a

resident fellow in the past century, and of

which a few scattered specimens remain to

shame the more wearied workers of a diffe

rent age. Though silent and shy in com

pany, he was all mirth and hilarity among

his associates; an inveterate punster, when

such word-bandying gave the reputation of

wit: the life of the common room; without

a tincture of vulgar pretension, but always

ready to communicate the results of his ap

plication when the conversation turned upon

his peculiar studies. His manners, how

ever, were not graceful, he was negligent in

his dress; and Johnson, with expressive

cºarseness, compared his manner of speaking

to the gobble of a turkey-cock. Though

fond of society, and enjoying an extensive

circle of acquaintance, he seldom visited be

yond the walls of his College. He rose

early, devoted a portion of every day to

study, and under the guise of indolence,

whether sauntering by the Cherwell, or

lounging in the Bodleian, his mind was ever

active, methodising and classifying the ac

quirements of the morning's labour.”—p. 327.

Warton's habits were too social; he

would too often take his ale and smoke

his pipe in company with people of
humble rank. §. he visited at his

brother's he was a universal favourite,

and used to write their exercises for the

boys. “How many faults?” he would

ask, and according to the answer pre

pared the exercise; so that a boy was

as likely to be flogged for an exercise

of Warton's as of his own. “He was

often seen in the streets following the

drum and fife – a sound which was

known to have irresistible attractions

for his ears, or was a spectator at a

military parade, or even one amongst a

crowd at a public execution.”

Till his sixty-second year his health

was good; he was then attacked with

gout, which seemed to yield to the

treatment adopted. From Bath, whi

ther he had gone for relief, he returned

to his College; was, after a day of un

usually high spirits, seized with para

lysis, which soon proved fatal. Of

Warton'spoems we prefer thoseon"The

First Crusade,” and on “The Grave of

Arthur.” The sonnets are, perhaps, in

general more admired, and seem per

fect in their kind.

The next of the laureates is Pye–

“A man,” said Byron, “eminently re

spectable in everything but poetry.”

Pye was descended from a respectable

family, and numbered Hampden among

his ancestors. His father died just when

Pye came of age, owing fifty thousand

pounds, not chargeable on the estate

which Pye inherited. The poet paid

the debt.

Pye was an active magistrate, and

among other works published “A Sum

mary of the Duties of a Justice of the

Peace.”

IIe wrote a poem on shooting, in imi

tation of the “Georgics;” and, when

invasion was threatened, translated the

“Odes of Tyrtaeus,” to animate our sol

diers and deter the enemy. He was

for a while in parliament for the county

of Bucks. His birth-day odes are as

{º as any others we have seen except

Warton's. In the New-Year's odes

there are perpetual references to the

coming spring. In the dearth of topics

each tree and field-ſlower is described;

the lark, and every other bird that

could be brought into rhyme, were

sure to appear. In an old review we

remember to have seen this pleasantly

referred to—

“When the Pye was opened, the birds be

gan to sing:

And was not that a dainty dish to lay be

fore the king?"

The lives of Southey and Words

worth, with which the volume closes,

* Cary’s “Lives of English Poets," page 158.



460
[Oct.Sir Jasper Carew, Knt.

demand somewhat more attention than

we can give them at the close of an ar

ticle; and, in truth, they can scarcely

be regarded as persons to be in any

way classed with the later laureates of

Messrs. Austen and Ralph's biogra

phical work. It is, we think, to be

regretted that Southey allowed himself

to speak of the laurel as if it confer

red actual rank among the poets of

his country; and in this gave some

force to the traditional jests which

must have died away, or been disre

garded, as utterly pointless. Words

worth's acceptance of it was, we be

lieve, after repeated refusals, and by

it Peel, the Premier, was relieved from

some difficulties, as solicitations were

made for it, which it would have been

difficult to refuse, and not very easy

to have yielded to.

There is not much in this volume on

the subject of either Southey orWords

worth which can be new to the readers

of our popular literature for the last

few years; but such information as

Cuthbert Southey's life of his father,

and Canon Wordsworth's life of his

uncle gives, is carefully brought toge

ther. On the whole, this compila

tion, which places within reach a good

deal of the history of English poetry,

for a period of four or five hundred

years, though it will not, perhaps, be

referred to as a work of authority,

is not without considerable interest.

sIR JASPER CAREW, KNT.

His LIFE AND ExPERIENCEs, witH SOME Account of HIs over-REACHINGs AND short

CoMINGs Tileh EIN, Now FIRST GIVEN TO THE world BY HIMSELF.

CHAPTE:t XXxi.

HAVRE.

THE diligence passed our door, and

the conductor had orders to stop and

take me up, as he went by. That sup

r was a sorrowful meal to all of us.

hey had come to think of me as one

of themselves, and I felt as if I was

about to part with the last who would
ever befriend me.

There was but little said on any side,

and none of us ventured on a word al

luding to my departure. At last the old

Marquis, laying his hand on my shoul

der, said—

“These are not days in which one

can trust to the post, Jasper; but if

ever the occasion offer of letting us

hear of you by other means, you'll not

neglect it.”

“The Pere Tonsurd will manage

this for you,” broke in Ursule. “He

knows how to communicate, when, and

with whom he pleases.”

“But how am I to meet with him?"

asked I.

“This is his address, and this letter

will introduce you,” said she, giving

me a carefully-folded and well-sealed

packet. “Make a friend of him, Jas

º your happiness will be the re
ward.”

I thought that Margot's lip was up

turned at these words, with a ſaint ex

pression of disdainful meaning ; but I

may easily have been deceived, for as

I looked again, her features were calm

and unmoved.

“The Pere,” resumed Ursule, “was

superintendent of the “Chaise Dieu,'

and removed to be a Professor at Na

mur. He is a man of high acquire

ments and sincere piety, but his great

characteristic is his humility. With a

tenth of the ambition that others pos

sess, he had been a Prince of the

Church.”

Margot's eyes were downcast as

this was spoken, so that I could not

detect how the speech affected her;

but again it struck me that her mouth

was moved with an expression of scorn.

“There ! I hear the horn of the pos

tilion ; you havn't a moment to lose !”

cried Ursule.

A fond, close embrace with each in

turn, and a whispered word from

Margot, which I tried in vain to

catch, and I was gone! I buried

my head between my hands in shame,

for I was crying bitterly, and never

looked up till we were far away from
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the village, and traversing a wide, open

country, with great undulating fields of

corn, and few traces of habitation.

“Come, come, be a man,” broke in

the conducteur, with a rough good hu

mour. “You’re not the first who had

to leave his home for the conscription,

and some have gone back “chefs-de

escadron,' afterwards.”

I accepted the part he thus erringly

assigned me, and let him run on about

all the fortunes and chances of a sol

dier's life.

lf his conversation did not divert

my thoughts, it at least suffered me

to pursue them unmolested; and so I

travelled along through the whole of

that night and the following day, sel

dom speaking, or only in half mecha

nical assent to some remark of my com

Panion.

“They'll want to see your passport

here, citizen,” said he, as we approach

ed the gate of a fortified town; “so

get it ready, and don't delay the autho

rities.”

A few minutes more brought us

to the outworks of a fortification,

passing through which, we crossed a

drawbridge, over a deep moat, and

entered a long, dark archway. Here

the diligence drew up, and the pas

sengers were ordered to descend. I

overheard the conducteur say the word,

“conscript,” and began to fear that

be used it in relation to me, when sud

denly the official, opening my passport,

called out—

“Which of you is the citizen Ber

nard 7"

I at once remembered that it was

the name I recruited under, and an

swered—“It is I.”

“Step inside here,” said he, civilly;

“I have some directions with respect

to you.”

I walked into a small chamber off

the public room, when, having care

fully closed the door, he said—

“So you are going over to England,

monsieur?” -

The last word was accented deep

ly, and with an emphasis meant to

show that he who used it proclaimed

himself no partizan of republican prin

ciples, but one who held to the ancient

habits of the monarchy.

The manners of the time suggested

distrust on all sides, and I answered

guardedly, that I had some intention

of visiting England.

“You will see them, then,” re

vol. XLII.-NO, CCL,

sumed he, “and even that much is a

blessing in itself! How do I envy you!

Ah, monsieur, if the name should not

escape you, will you try and remember

Claude Mirepois? My father was head

postilion in the royal stables, and en:

joyed his pension to his death; and

I was educated by the order of the

rinces, and was to have been in the

ousehold, too.”

“Are we all right and regular, citi

zen 2" broke in the conducteur, putting

in his head.

“All right — quite right, citizen

Guichemar,” said the other, in some

confusion: “these are ticklish times—

I was anxious to see that this youth's

pass was regular.”

“Parbleut a conscript is always

en regle,” said the other, laughing, and

so hurried me away to the diligence;

and once more we rattled along on our

journey.

The whole of that night my mind

dwelt upon this incident. Amongst

the various parties that disputed

for pre-eminence in the country, I

had never, heard of any professing

royalist principles, except the Ven

deans; nor had I the slighest suspicion

that many concealed monarchists held

places of trust under the government

of the republic.

At Havre, I discovered that the

measures of the police were of the

very strictest kind; and that to obtain

a permission to embark, it was neces

sary to have a reference to some citi

zen of the town, who should stand

guarantee for your loyalty and inte

grity. Now, I had never been there

before— I knew none, not even by

name ; and what was I to do? Great

as my difficulty was, I did not suffer

it to appear so to the commissary, but

calmly said, that I'd return to my ho

tel, and run my eye over a list of the

merchants for one to be my bail.

The packet was to sail that evening

with the tide; and as the office of the

commissaire closed at four o'clock, there

was little time to lose. I wandered on

from street to street; I walked into

caſes; I sat down in the most public

places, scanning with eagerness every

face that passed me, and straining my

eyes to try and detect the features of

an acquaintance. The pursuit became

at length a perfect farce, and I hurried

to and fro with a burning brain, and a

restless impatience that was almost

maddening.

2 I
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“Parbleu / this is the fourth time

you've been in here to day !" cried a

short, thick-set man, past the prime of

life, and who kept a small slop-shop

near the quay. “What do you want

with me, my lad?"

I was turning to leave the spot with

out replying, when he closed the half

door of his shop, and placed his back

against it.

“Come, my friend, you shall, cer

tainly say what has brought you here,

ere you get away this time.”

“I am in search of some one—I am

looking for one of my acquaintances,”

said I, hurriedly.

“And expected to find him here?”

added he, half sneeringly.

“Here— anywhere,” said I, reck

lessly.

“Just so— I thought as much.

Well, my lad, you had better give a

more satisfactory account of yourself

to the commissary. Come along with

me to the police.”

“With all my heart,” cried I.

“Who are you?– whence do you

come 2" asked he, with somewhat of

kindliness in his voice.

“These are questions you have no

right to ask me, citizen,” replied I.

“Well, have I not a right to know

why you have been four several times

in my shop this forenoon, and never

bought nor asked for anything?"

“That you shall hear, freely and

frankly,” said I; “I have a passport

made out for England, whither I wish

to go. The authorities require that I

should have some reference to a citizen

of Havre, before they allow me to de

part. I am a stranger here—I know

of no one, not even by name. The

whole of this morning I have spent,

hurrying hither and thither to find out

some one I have seen before, but in

vain. All are strangers to me; none

know me. In my wanderings, it may

be that I have chanced to come here

as often as you say—perhaps I have

done so in twenty places, for my head

is distracted, and I cannot collect my

thoughts. There, then, is the answer

to your inquiry.”

* Have you a trade or a handicraft,

lad 2"

“ Not oither.”

“Nor any means of support 2"

“Quite sufficient for all my wants,”

replied I, boldly; and at the same

time .."; my purse, well stored

as it was with five-franc pieces.

“Ah, then, you belong to some of

the ‘emigers?'—you are going to join

your family 2" asked he, but in a lower

and more cautious voice.

“Don’t you think that I have been

candid enough already, friend?” said I;

“and do you not know sufficient of my

affairs without asking me more?”

“Not if it be for more than mere

curiosity,” said he, drawing nearer to

me. “Not if I ask from a sincere in

terest in you."

“But I ought, perhaps, to hear

something of him that questions me,”

said I, affecting an amount of circum

spection that was far from natural to

Ine.

“Then go out upon the quay yon

der, and ask who is Pierre Dubos. My

character and my name are well known

in Havre. You'll not have to ask often

without an answer.”

“Well, then, citizen, tell me what

more you wish to learn about me. I'll

tell you whatever you like, if I only

know it.”

“Have you dined yet, lad?” asked

he, quietly.

“ No; I have not had time.”

“Come, then, and partake of mine;”

and without waiting for an answer,

he let down the shutter that closed the

entrance to his shop, and led me by

the arm into a room behind it.

Pierre Dubos, though nearer to sixty

than fifty, was only a short time mar

ried to a very pretty and young wo

man, who, as he entered the room, was

arranging the table for dinner. She

received me with much courtesy,

scarcely heeding, if she even heard, the

explanation her husband gave to ac

count for my presence.

The meal was an excellent one, and

passed off with all that easy conviviality

that every class of Frenchmen know

how to display. Mons. Dubos seemed

somewhat of a character, and rather

piqued himself on doing things that

others might never have thought of.

His marriage appeared to have been

one of these ; his invitation to myself

was another.

“You know, Jeanette," said he,

“we might never have met if it had

not been for the ferry being delayed at

Honfleur. We made acquaintance on

the steps of the pier, and see what has

come of it! Now, I have come to know

Bernard here by a similar accident.

Who knows what may arise out of

that ?"
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Madame smiled benignly in assent

to the theory, the happy results of

which she seemed to acknowledge.

Coffee came after dinner; and then I

began to think how I should take my

leave. Ere I could solve the problem

to my satisfaction, Dubos said–

“Shall we all go to the comedy this

evening 2 They play a grand piece—

one of Deaumanhui's — and it will

amuse us.”

Madame hailed the proposition with

delight; and I really felt sorry as I

said—

“But this will never bring me to

England.”

“What need to go there?—why not

stay in France 2 Was it not a plea

santer country, and a better climate?

At all events, what urgent haste was

there?—would not to-morrow serve as

well as to-day 2"

These and such-like arguments were

showered upon me, and not a little

aided by many little coquetries of

look and gesture.

** One thing is quite certain,” said

Dubos : “it is now three — the bu

reau closes at four o'clock; and if you

know of any one in Havre who will be

your sponsor, the sooner you find him

the better.”

This speech was uttered with so

much gravity, that it completely mysti

fied me; nor did the next remark serve

greatly to elucidate matters, as his

wife said she hoped I'd “ have a plea

sant voyage.” After enjoying my as

tonished and puzzled look for a second

or two, they both burst into a roar of

laughter.

“Don’t you see, Bernard," said the

man, “that you have no other ac

quaintance in the city than ourselves;

and if we have a fancy for your com

pany, and do not care to part with it,

the option is with us?”

“But if you really do feel an interest

for me, you would befriend me,” said

I. “Is that not so *"

“And so I'm ready to do,” said he,

rising. “Say the word, and I'll go

with you this moment to the commis

sary.”

I arose, too. Already the syllables

were on my lips, when the sudden

thought flashed across me— whither

am I hurrying, and for what? Was I

returning to home, and family, and

country? Was I going back to kind

and loving friends, whose hearts were

yearning for my coming I paused,

and at the same instant the laugh

ing eyes of the young Frenchwoman

seemed to read my embarrassment.

“Well,” cried Dubos, “how is it

to be 3"

“Sit down, Pierre, and take your

coffee,” said she, smiling. “Citizen

Bernard has not the slightest intention

of leaving us. He knows, besides,

that you will be just as ready to serve

him any other day, and not the less

so when you will have been better ac

quainted.” -

“She is right,” said he, pressing me

down into my seat again. “Let's have

a ‘chasse' in ease and quick.”

I did not stop to reason the question.

If I had, perhaps I should only have

seen stronger cause to concur with ny

kind hosts. The world was a wide and

tractless ocean before me, and even the

humblest haven was a welcome har

bour to me for a day or two.

I stayed accordingly, and went to

the theatre with them. The following

day was Sunday, and we went over to

Honfleur, and dined at the “Trois

Pigeons;” and Pierre showed me the

spot where he first saw his pretty wife,

and said—

“Who knows but some day or other

I may be telling of the day, and the

hour, and the way I became acquainted

with you?"

As I parted with them each night,

some little plan or project was always

struck out for the morrow; and so I

lingered on from day to day, half list

less, and half pleased. At length, as

I was proceeding one morning towards

the house, I saw a crowd in front of a

café, all busily engaged in reading a

large placard which had just been af

fixed to the wall. It was an account

of the seizure by the English of the

very vessel I had intended to have

taken my passage in — for, strangely

enough, though the countries were at

war, a species of half intercourse was

kept up between them for some time,

and travellers often passed from one

shore to the other. This system was

now, it seemed, to have an end; and

it was curious to remark how bitter

were the commentaries the change ex

cited.

Pierre had learned the news by the

time I reached his house, and laugh

ingly remarked on the good luck that

always attended his inspirations.

“But for me,” said he, “and my

wise counsels, you had been a prisoner
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now, and all your claims to nationality

would only have got you hanged for a

traitor. From the first moment I saw

you, something whispered me that we

were destined to know more of each

other; and now l perceive that the

impression was well founded.”

“How do you infer that "asked I,

smiling.

“Because my instincts have never

betrayed me yet.”

“And what is to be the upshot of

our acquaintance, then?”

“Do you ask this seriously, Bernard,

or are you only jesting at my presenti

ments :''

“In all seriousness, and in all trust

fulnes,” replied I.

“You’ll stay here in Havre—join

me in my business—make money—be a

rich man—and—” he paused.

“Go on; I like the prophecy,” said

I, laughing.

--.# was going to say, just as

likely lose it all, some fine morning, as

easily as you earned it."

“But I have not a single requisite

for the part you assign me. I am ig

norant of every branch of trade and

traffic; nor, if I know myself, do I

possess one single quality that insures

success in them.”

“I’ll teach you, Bernard! There are

few secrets in my craft. We deal with

smugglers—we buy from them, and

sell to them . For the pedlar that

comes to us in our shop, in the ‘ltue

des Sol, we care little; for our cus

tomers, who drop in after nightfall, we

have a sincere affection. You have

hitherto regarded them in the light of

visiters and friends. You little sus

pected that through them we carried

on all our business; and just as little

did it ever occur to you, that you

yourself are already a great favourite

with them. Your stories, yºur re

marks--the views you take of life—all

your observations are quite novel and
amusing to poor fellows, whose whole

experience of the world is picked up

in stormy nights in the channel, or still

more perilous adventures on shºre.

Many have already asked me, when

you would be with me of an evening,

that they might come; others have

begged they might bring friends

along with them; and, in short, they

like you ; and they are fellows who,

when they have fancies, don't grudge

the price they pay for them.”

I laughed heartily as I heard this.

Assuredly, it had never occurred to

myself to observe the circumstance,

still less to make it a matter of profit

or speculation; but somehow, the coarse

flattery of even such admiration was

not without a certain charm for my

mind.

Still, it was a part I could not have

condescended to practise for gain, nor,

perhaps, had ºl been my intention,

could I have been equally successful.

Dubos, however, assigned me a duty,

which made a happy compromise be

tween my self-esteem and my desire

for employment. This was to make

acquaintance with all of that adventu

rous race comprised between the buc

canier and the smuggler; to learn their

various wants when they voyaged, and

for what, became my province. They

were a wild, ºl. and reckless

class, who loved far better to deal with

one who should stand to them in the

relation of a companion, than as a chap

man or a dealer.

If I am free to own that my occu

pation was not very dignified, I am

equally able to assert that I never

rostituted any influence I obtained

in this way to personal objects of pro

fit. On the contrary, I have repeat

edly been able to aid, by good counsel

and advice, men whose knowledge of

adventurous life was far greater than

my own; and oftentimes has it occur

red to me, to obtain for them quadru

ple the value they had themselves set

upon objects they possessed.

I can scarcely account to myself for

the extraordinary interest the pursuit

engendered—the characters, the places

they frequented, the habits, were all

of the strangest, and might reasonably

have amused one ardently fond of ad

venture; but there was, besides all

this, a degree of danger in the inter

course, that imparted a most intense

degree of interest to it.

Many of these men were great crimi

nals. Many of the valuables confided to

my keeping were obtained by the most

questionable means. They trafficked

not alone in articles of contraband, but

they dealt in the still more dangerous

wares of secret information to govern

ments; some were far less smugglers

than spies. All these curious traits

became revealed to me in our inter

course; and I learned to see by what

low and base agencies are often moved

the very greatest and most momentous

incidents of the world. It was not
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alone that many of these men were

employed by persons high in station,

but they were really often entrusted

with functions very disproportionate

to their own claim for either character

or fitness. At one time it would be

a state secret; at another, some dark

piece of treacherous vengeance, or

some scarcely less dark incident of

what fashion calls “gallantry;" while

occasionally a figure would cross the

scene of a very different order, and

men of unquestionable station be met

with in the garb and among the haunts

of the freebooter.

There was scarcely a leader of the

republican party with whom some

member of the exiled family had not

attempted the arts of seduction. With

many of them, it was said, they really

succeeded ; and others only waited

their opportunity to become their par

tisans. Whether the English Govern

ment actually adopted the same policy

or not, they assuredly had the credit

of doing so; and the sudden accession,

to wealth and affluence, of men who

had no visible road to fortune, greatly

favoured this impression. My friend

Pierre Dubos troubled his head very

little about these things. So long as his

“brandies could be run" upon the

shores of England, and his bales of

silk find their way to London without

encountering a custom-house, he cared

nothing for the world of politics and

state-craft; and it is not impossible

that his well-known indifference to

these matters contributed something

to the confidence with which they were

freely imparted to myself. Whatever

the cause, I soon became the trusted

depository of much that was valuable,

not alone in actual wealth, but in se

cret information. Jewels, sums of

money, securities to a great amount,

apers and documents of consequence,

all found their way to my hands; and

few went forth upon any expedition of

hazard, without first committing to

Jmy keeping whatever he possessed of

worth.

I was now living in privacy and

simplicity, it is true, but in the enjoy

ment of every comfort; but still with

all the sense of a precarious and even

a perilous existence. More than once

had I been warned that the authori

ties entertained suspicion of me; and

although the police, even to its highest

grades, was in our pay, it was yet pos

sible that they should find their in

terest, to betray us. It was just at

this time, that a secret envoy arrived

from Paris at Havre, en route for En

gland, and was arrested on entering

the town. His papers were all seized,

except one small packet, which was

conveyed by a safe hand to myself,

and ºnly advice and counsel requested

on the subject of it. The address was

simply “W.P.” and marked, “with the

greatest speed.” There was an inclo

sure that felt like a locket-case, or a

medallion, inside, and three large seals

without.

The envoy, who had contrived to

disburthen himself of this in the very

moment of his arrestation, at once

made a signal, indicative of its press

ing emergency; and his own rank and

position seemed to guarantee the fact.

One of our luggers was only waiting

for the tide to weigh anchor, and sail

for England; and the sudden resolve

struck me, to take charge of the letter,

and see if I could not discover for

whom it was meant. Both Dubos and

his wife did all in their power to dis

suade me from the project. They

spoke of the great peril of the attempt,

and its utter fruitlessness besides; but

for the former I had not many fears,

and as to the latter consideration, I

was fortified by a strong and deep-felt

conviction, that the locket was intend

ed for no less a personage than the

head of the English ministry, and that

“William Pitt" was designated by

the initials of the direction. I own

that the conjecture was mainly sug

gested to me by the constant reference

made to his name, and the frequent

allusions I had heard made to him by

many of the secret emissaries.

If I did not impart this impression

to Dubos, it was simply because I

knew how little interest the subject

would have for him, and that I should

frame very different reasons for my

journey if I looked for his concur

rence. I need not stop to record the

discussion that ensued between us.

Enough if I say that honest Pierre

made me an offer of partnership with

him, if I consented to forego my journey,

from which he steadily predicted that I

should return no more. This prophecy

had no power to deter me; nay, I half

suspect that it furnished an additional

argument for my going.

Having consigned to him, therefore,

all the objects of value that had been

left with une, and taking nothing but
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the few pººr. and letters belonging

to myself, I sailed that evening; and,

as day was breaking, I saw looming

through the distance the tall and

chalky cliffs of England. We were a

long way to the northward of the part

usually frequented by our skipper, and

it was not without difficulty that I

persuaded him to land me in a small

bay, in which a solitary cottage was

the only sign of habitation.

By noon I gained the hut of a fish

erman, who, though he had seen me

ut out from a craft that he knew to

e French, yet neither expressed any

surprise at my appearance, nor thought

it a matter for any questioning. The

shoal water and the breakers, it is

true, could have prevented the spot

being selected as a landing-place for

troops; but nothing was easier than

to use it to disembark either secret

emissaries, or even a small body

of men. I walked from this to a

small town about eight miles inland,

whence I started the same night by

coach for London. I cannot convey

my notion of the sense of freedom [

felt at wandering thus at will, unques

tioned by any one. Had I but tra

velled a dozen miles in France, I would

have been certain of encountering full

as many obstacles. Here none trou

bled their heads about me; and whence

I came, or whither I went, were not

asked by any. Some, indeed, stared

at my travel-worn dress, and looked

with surprise at my knapsack, covered

with undressed calf-skin ; but none

suspected that it was French, nor that

he who carried it had landed, but a

few hours before, from the land of

their dread and abhorrence. In fact,

the England and France of those days

were like countries widely separated

by distance, and the narrow strip of

sea between them was accounted as

a great ocean. No sooner had I ar

rived in London than I inquired for

the residence of the Prime Minister.

It was not a period when the parlia

ment was sitting. They told me that

I should rarely find him in town, but

was sure of meeting with him at

Hounslow, where he had taken a house

for his health, then much broken by

the cares and fatigues of office.

It wasevening—a fine, mellow autumn

evening—as I found myself in front of

a large, lonely house, in the midst of a

neglected-looking garden, the enclo

sure of which was a dilapidated wall,

broken in many places, and admitting

glimpses of the disorder and decay

within. I pulled the string of the

bell, but it was broken ; and, while I

stood uncertain what course to pursue,

I caught sight of a man who was lean

ing over a little balustrade, and appa

rently watching some fish in a pond at

his feet. He was thin and spare

looking, with somewhat the air of pre

mature age; and, though dressed in

the very simplest manner, there was

the unmistakable mark of a gentleman

in his appearance.

He seemed to have observed me, but

made no sign of recognition, as I came

towards him. He even turned his

head to look at me, and then resumed

his former attitude. I believe that I

would willingly have retreated at that

moment, if I knew how. I felt that

my presence there was like an intru

sion, and was already ashamed of it.

But it was now too late ; for, stand

ing erect, and with his hands behind

him, he fixed his eyes steadily on me,

and asked me my business there. I

replied that I wished to speak with

Mr. Pitt.

“Do so, then,” rejoined he. “I

am he.”

I hesitated for a second or two how to

open my communication, but he waited

for me without the slightest show of

impatience, till, gaining courage, I told

him in a few words by what means I

had become possessed of a letter, the

contents of which I had surmised might

by possibility have been intended for

him. Short as was my explanation, it

seemed to suffice, for he nodded twice

or thrice in assent as I went on, and

then taking the letter from my hand

said—

“Yes; this is for me.”

So saying he turned away into an

alley of the garden to peruse the letter

at his leisure.

I remember, as well as though it

were but yesterday, the strange crowd

of sensations that pressed upon mya

mind as I stood there waiting for his

return. Astonishment at finding my

self in such a presence was the first of

these ; the second was a surprise to

see with how little of awe or embarrass

ment I bore myself before one whose

haughty bearing was the terror of his

contemporaries. I did not know enough

of life to be aware that the very fact cf

my humble station was the levelling in

fluence that operated in my favour,
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and that if, instead of an unknown emis

sary, I had been the deputed envoy of

a great government, Ishould have ſound

the minister as coldly haughty as I had

heard him described.

While I was yet surmising and rea

soning with myself, he came up to me,

saying—

“They have arrested Monsieur Du

coste, you said. Is the affair like to be
serious 2"

“I believe not, sir. His only paper

of consequence was this.”

He opened the letter again, and

seemed lost in contemplation of some

thing it contained; at length he said—

“Have you brought any newspapers

or journals with you?”

“None, sir. fº away at a mo

ment's warning.”

“You are an Englishman. How

came it that you have been a resident

in France 2"

For the first time his face assumed

an expression of severity as he said

this, and I could not but feel that the

inquiry was one that touched my per

sonal honour. I replied, therefore,

promptly that I had come abroad from

causes of a family nature, and that

they were matters which could not in

terest a stranger.

“They do interest me, sir,” was his

reply, “and I have a right to know

m.”

If my first impulse was to resent

what I conceived to be a tyranny, my

second was to clear myself from any

possibility of an imputation. I believe

it was the wiser of the two; at all

events, I yielded to it, and apologising

for the intrusion upon time valuable as

his, I narrated, in a few minutes, the

leading features of my history.

“A singular story,” said he, as I

concluded; “the son of an Irish Op

position leader reduced to this 1 What

proofs have you of the correctness of

your account. Have you acquaint

ances? Letters?”

“Some letters, but not one ac

quaintance.”

“Let me see some of these. Come

hereto-morrow—fetch your papers with

you—and be here at eleven o'clock.”

“But excuse me, sir,” said I, “if

I ask wherefore I should do this. I came

here at considerable personal hazard to

render you a service. I have been

fortunate enough to succeed. I have

also made known to you certain cir

cumstances of a purely private nature,

and which only can concern myself.

You either believe them or you do not.”

“That is precisely the diſficulty that

I have not solved, young gentleman,”

said he,tº: “you may be

speaking in all the strongest conviction

of truthfulness, and yet be incorrect. I

desire to be satisfied on this head, and

I am equally ready to assure you that

the inquiry is not prompted by any

motive of mere curiosity.”

I remained silent for a minute or

two ; I tried to weigh the different

reasons for and against either course

in my mind, but I was too much agi

tated for the process. He seemed to

guess what was passing within me, and

said—

“Don't you perceive, sir, that I

am your debtor for a service, and that

before I attempt to acquit the obliga

tion I ought to know the rank and

station of my creditor? You would

not accept of a pecuniary reward ”

“Certainly not, and as little any

other.”

“But I might possibly present my

thanks in a form to be acceptable,"

said he, blandly; “and I wish you

would give me the opportunity.”

And with that he bowed deeply, and

walked slowly away. I returned to

London with a head full of my inter

view.

CHAPTER xxxii.

my rew Arad.

I Had taken up my quarters in one of

the small streets which lead from the

Strand to the river; a very humble

abode it was, and such as suited very

humble fortune. When I arrived

there, after the interview I have re

lated, I sat down, and wrote a short

account of the events of my life, so

far as they were known to me. I sub

joined any letters and documents that I

possessed which gave confirmation to

my statement, addressing the entire

to the minister, with the request that,

if my capacity could fit me for any

employment in the public service, he

would graciously make a trial of me;
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and if not, that he would enable me

to return to France, where a liveli

hood at least was procurable.

This I despatched on a Tuesday

morning, and it was not until the fol.

lowing Saturday that I obtained my

reply. I cannot think of that painful

interval even now without a shudder.

The torture of suspense had risen to a

fever, and for the last day and night

I neither ate nor slept. On Saturday

came a brief note, in these words:–

“J. C. may call at Hounslow before ten

to-morrow.”

It was not signed, nor even dated ;

and so I was left to surmise if it had

reached me in fitting time. It was

scarcely eight o'clock on Sunday

morning, as I found myself standing

beside the wicket of the garden, which

seemed as deserted and desolate as be

fore. At an open window, however,

of the ground floor, I saw a breakfast

table laid out ; and, as I looked, a

lady and gentleman entered, and took

their places at it. One was, I knew,

the minister. The lady, who was a

tall and dignified person, rather than

a handsome one, bore some resem

blance to him. Her quick glance de

tected me from afar, and as quickly

she called attention to my presence

there. Mr. Pitt arose, and beckoned

me to come forward, which I did

with no small shame and embarrass

ment. -

While I stood at the hall-door, un

certain whether to knock or wait, it

was opened by the minister himself,

who kindly wished me good morning,

and desired me to follow him.

“This is the youth himself, Hester,”

said he, as we entered the room, “and

I have no doubt he will be happy to

answer any questions you may put to

him.”

The lady motioned to me to be

seated, and in a grave, almost severe

tone, said—

“Who composed this paper—this

narrative of yours?”

“I did, madam.”

“The whole of it?”

“Yes, madam, the whole of it.”

“Where have you been educated?"

“At Reichenau, madam.”

“Where is that ?”

“In Switzerland, on the frontiers

of the Vorarlberg.”

“And your parents are both dead,

and you have actually none in the

shape of relatives?"

“Not one, madam.”

She whispered something here to

the minister, who quickly said—

“Certainly, if you wish it.”

“Tell me, sir,” said she, addressing

me again, “who is this same Count

de Gabriac, of whom mention is made

here. Is he the person called Couvre

Tête, in the circles of the Jacobins?”

“I never have heard him so called,

madam.”

“You know him at least to be of

that party?”

“No, madam. The very little I do

know of him personally would induce

me to suppose the opposite.”

She shook her head, and gave a

faint supercílious smile, as though in

total disbelief of my words.

“If you have read my memoir,

madam,” said I hastily, “you will

perceive how few have been the occa

sions of my meeting with the Count;

and that, whatever his politics, I may

be excused for not knowing them.”

“You say that you came along

with him to Paris?”

“Yes, madam, and never saw him

afterwards.”

“You have heard from him, however,

and are, in fact, in correspondence

with him 2"

“No, madam; nothing of the kind.”

As I said this, she threw the paper

indignantly on the table, and walked

away to the window. The minister

followed her, and said something in a

low whisper, to which she replied

aloud—

“Well, it's not my opinion. Time

will tell which of us was more right.”

“Tell me something of the condi

tion of parties in France,” said he,

drawing his chair in front of mine;

“are the divisions as wide as hereto

fore ?”

I will not go over the conversation

that ensued, since I was myself the

principal speaker. Enough if I say

that I told him whatever I knew or

had heard of the various subdivisions

of party—of the decline of the terror

ists, and the advent to power of men

who, with equal determination and

firmness, yet were resolute to uphold

the laws, and provide for the security

of life and property. In the course of

this I had to speak of the financial

condition of the country; and in the

few words that fell from me, came the
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[. of some of that teaching I

ad obtained from the Herr Robert.

“You appear to have devoted at

tention to these topics,” said he, with

a smile. “They are scarcely the sub

jects most attractive to youth. How

came that to pass?”

“By an accident, sir, which made

me acquainted with the son of one who,

if not a great financier, was at least the

most notorious one the world has ever

seen– Robert Law, of Lauriston.”

And at a sign from him to continue, I

related the whole incident I referred

to. He listened to me throughout

with deep attention.

“These papers that you speak of.”

said he, interrupting, would certainly

be curious, if not actually valuable.

They are still at the Rue Quincam

oix 2"

“I believe so, sir.”

“Well, the day may come when they

may be obtainable. Meanwhile, of

this Count, this Mons. de Gabriac

for I want to hear more of him—when

did he arrive in England?”

. “I did not know that he was here,

sir.”

He looked at me calmly, but with

eat intentness, as I said this; and

en, as if satisfied with his scrutiny,

drew a small case from his pocket, and

opening it, held it before me.

“Is this a portrait of the Count de

Gabriac 2"

“Yes; and a striking likeness,” re

plied I, promptly.

“And you know his business in

England, young man?” said the lady,

turning suddenly from the window to

address me.

“I do not, madam.”

“Then I will tell you," said she.

“No, no, Hester,” said the minis.

ter; “this is not necessary. You say

that this is like him – like enough to

lead to his recognition; that is quite

sufficient. Now, for yourself, Mr. Ca

rew, for it is time I should speak of

you. You have rendered a very con

siderable service to this Government,

and I am ready to requite it. What are

your own wishes in this respect?”

I bethought me for a moment what

reply to make; but the more I consi

dered, the more difficult became the

...; I might, by possibility, look

too highly ; or, by an equally probable

error, I might place myself on too

humble a level. He waited, with cour

teous patience, while this struggle last

ed; and then, as if seeing all the force

of embarrassment, he hastened to re

lieve it.

“My question was, perhaps, ill

judged,” said he, kindly. “I should

ave remembered that your knowledge

of this country and its habits is neces

sarily limited; and consequently, that

to choose a career in it, must be diffi

cult. If you will permit me, I will

myself make the choice for you; mean

while, and until the opportunity offer,

I will employ you. You speak foreign

languages—at least French and Ger

man—fluently. Well, these are ex

actly the qualifications I desire to find

at this moment.”

He paused for a second or two, and

then, as though abandoning some half

formed intention, he named a day for

me to wait on him at his official resi

dence, and dismissed me.

I have now come to a portion of my

history, of which I scruple to follow

rigorously the details. I cannot speak

of myself, without introducing facts,

and names, and events which became

known to me—some, in strict confi

dence—some, under solemn pledges of

secrecy, and some from the accident of

my position. I have practised neither

disguise nor mystery with my reader;

nor do I desire to do so now. No false

shame, as regards myself, would induce

me to stoop to this. But as I glance

over the notes and journals before me

—as I read, at random, snatches of the

letters that litter my table, I half re

gret that I have been led into revela

tions, which I must necessarily leave in

complete, or rashly involve myself in

disclosures which I have no right to

publish to the world.

So far as I can venture, however, I

will dare to go. And to resume where

I left off: From the time I saw the

minister at Hounslow, I never beheld

him again. A certain Mr. Addington

—one of his secretaries, I believe—re

ceived me when I called, and was the

means of intercourse between us. He

was uniformly polite in his manner, but

still cold and distant with me; treat

ing me with courtesy, but strenuously

declining all intimacy. For some weeks

I continued to wait in expectancy of

some employment. I sat my weary

hours in the antechamber, and walked

the lobbies with all the anxiety of a

suitor; but to all appearance I was

utterly forgotten, and the service I had

rendered ignored. At last, it was about
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ten weeks after my interview, that I

was proceeding one morning to my ac

customed haunt. Hope had almost de

serted me; and I persisted, more from

habit than any prospect of success,

when a servant, in the undress livery

of one of the departments of state, met

me in the street.

“Mr. Carew, I believe 2" said he,

touching his hat. “I have been over

half the town this morning, sir, in

search of you. You are wanted im

mediately, sir, at the Foreign Office.”

How my heart jumped at the words.

What a new spring of hope burst up

within me ! I questioned and cross

questioned the man, in the foolish ex

pectation that he could tell me any

thing I desired to know ; and in this

eager pursuit of some clue to the ſu

ture, I found myself ascending the

stairs to Mr. Addington's office. No

sooner had I appeared in the antechain

ber than I was ushered into the pre

sence of the secretary. There were

several persons—all strangers to me—

resent, who were conversing so eager.

y together that my entrance was for

some minutes unnoticed.

“Oh here is Carew," said Mr.

Addington, turning hastily from the

rest. “He can identify him at once.”

A large, elderly man, who I after

wards learned was a city magistrate,

came up at this, and, regarding me

steadily for a few seconds, said—

“You are well acquainted with the

person of a certain Count de Gabri

ac º'

“Yes, sir.”

“And could swear to his identity, if

required 7"

“I could.”

How long I had known him, where,

and under what circumstances, were

also asked of me; and finally, what

space of time had elapsed since I had

last seen him 2

While this inquiry was going for

ward, I was not unmindful of the re

marks and observations around me ,

and, although apparently only occu

pied with my own examination, was

shrewdly attending to every chance

word that fell at either side of me. I

collected quite enough from these to

perceive that the Count was at that

moment in England, and in custody,

under some very weighty charge ; that

the difficulty of identification was one

of the obstacles to his committal ; and

that this was believed to be surmount

able by my aid. Now, I never loved

him, nor did he, me; but yet I could not

forget how every care of my infancy

and childhood was owing to her who

bore his name and shared his fortunes,

and that for me to repay such kindness

with an injury, would have been the

very blackest ingratitude.

These thoughts passed rapidly through

my mind, and as hastily I determined

to act upon them. I asked Mr. Ad

dington to give me a couple of minutes'

audience in private; and he at once led

me into an inner room. In scarcely

more words than I have used here to

mention the fact, I told him in what

relationship I stood towards the Count,

and how impossible it would be for me

to use any knowledge I might possess,

to his detriment.

“I don't think that you have much

option in the matter, sir,” was his cold

reply. “You can be compelled to give

the evidence in question, so that your

very excellent scruples need in no wise

be offended.”

... “Compelled to speak, sir!” cried I
in amazement.

“Just so,” said he, with a faint

smile.

“And if I still refuse, sir?”

“Then the law must deal with you.

Have you anything more to say to
me 2"

“Nothing,” said I resolutely; for

now my mind was determined, and I

no longer hesitated what course to

pursue.

Mr. Addington now returned to the

adjoining room, and I followed him,

For a few moments a whispered con

versation was maintained between him

and one or two of the others, after

which the magistrate, a certain Mr.

Kirby, said to me—

“It appears, young man, that you

have a reluctance, from conscientious

scruples, about giving your evidence

in this case; but, probably, when I

tell you, all that is required of you is,

a simple act of identification, and,

moreover, that the charge against the

prisoner is the very weightiest in the

catalogue of crime, you will not any

longer hesitate about your obvious

duty.”

He waited for a few seconds, but as

I made no reply, he went on—

“This Frenchman is accused of no

thing less than the premeditation of a

murder; that he is, in fact, a hired

assassin, paid for the crime of mur
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dering the exiled King of France. The

evidence against him is exceedingly

strong; but, of course, the law will

place within his reach every possible

means of defence. It is needless to say,

that no private or personal feeling can

exist in such a case, and I really do

not see how you can decline your aid

to the cause of justice.”

I was still silent; my difficulties

were increasing every moment; and as

they thickened around me, I needed

time to decide how to proceed.

Perhaps my anxious appearance may

have struck him, for he quicky said—

“You will be specially warned

against saying anything which might

criminate yourself, so that you need

have no fears on that account.”

These words at once suggested my

course to me, and whatever peril there

might lie in the way, I determined to

take shelter under the pretence that I

was myself implicated in the conspiracy.

I do not seek to excuse myself for such

a subterfuge; it was the last refuge I

saw in the midst of my difficulties, and

I sought it in all the misery of half

desperation.

“I am not going to betray my con

federates, sir,” was my dogged reply

to his appeal, and no other could all

their argument and entreaties obtain

from me.

Some of those present could not be

lieve me guilty, and warmly pressed

ine to rescue myself, ere too late, from

the odious imputation; others but saw

their previous impressions confirmed

by what they called my confession; and

between them my poor head was racked

and tortured by turns. The scene

ended at last, by my being committed

to Newgate, under suspicion, and till

further evidence could be adduced

against me.

It was clear that either they greatly

doubted of my guilt, or were disposed

to regard me as very slightly implicat

ed, for I was not confined in a cell,

or with the other prisoners, but accom

modated with a room in the gaoler's

own apartment, and received as a guest

at his table.

I was not only treated with kindness

and attention here, but with a degree

of candour that amazed me. The daily

papers were freely placed before me,

and I read how a well-known member

of the “French Convention,” popu

larly called Couvre Tête, but styling

himself the Count de Gabriac, had

been brought up before the magistrates

under a charge of a grave description,

which, for the ends of justice, had been

investigated with closed doors. Several

others were in custody for their impli

cation in the same charge, it was add

ed—and great hopes maintained that

the guilty parties would be made

amenable to the law.

Mr. Holt, the gaoler, spoke of all

the passing events of the day freely in

my presence, and discussed the politics

and position of France, and the con

dition of parties, with all the ease of

old intimacy between us. At first, I

half-suspected this to be a mere artifice

to lure me on to some unguarded ex

pression, or even some frank admission

about myself; but I gradually grew

out of this impression, and saw him as

he really was, a straightforward, ho

nourable man, endeavouring to lighten

the gloom of a dreary duty by acts of

generosity and benevolence. Save

that it was captivity, I really had no

thing to complain of in my life at this

period. Mr. Holt's family was nume

rous, and daily some two or three

guests, generally persons in some degree

placed similarly to myself, were present

at his table, and with these my time

passed smoothly, and even swiftly

along.

The confinement, however, and a

depression of which I was not con

scious myself, at length made their

impression on my health, and one

morning Mr. Holt remarked to me,

that I was scarcely looking so well as

usual.

“It is this place, I have no doubt,"

said he, “disagrees with you; but you

will be liberated in a day or two.”

“How so?” asked I, in some sur

prise.

“Have you not heard of Gabriac's

death,” said he, “by suicide? He

was to have been brought up a second

time for examination on Friday last,

but he was found dead in his cell, by

poison, on Thursday evening.”

I scarcely heard him through the de

tials which followed. I only could catch

a stray expression here and there; but

I collected enough to learn that he had

written a full exculpation of all the

others who had been accused with him

self, and specially with regard to me,

of whom, also, it was said, he forward

ed some important papers to some one

high in station.

This conversation occurred on a Sa



472 [Oct.Sir Jasper Carew, Knt.

turday, and on the following Monday

I was liberated.

“I told you how it would be, Mr.

Carew,” said Holt, as he read me out

the order, “ and I hope sincerely there

are now better and pleasanter days be

fore you. More prosperous ones they

are likely to be, for I have a Secretary of

State's order to hand you one hundred

pounds, which, I can assure you, is a

rare event with those who leave this."

While I stood amazed at this intel

ligence, he went on—

“You are also requested to present

yourself at Treverton House, Rich

mond, to-morrow, at eleven o'clock,

where a person desires to see and speak

with you. This comes somewhat in

the shape of a command, and I hope

you'll not neglect it."

I promised rigid obedience to the

direction, and after a very grateful re

cognition of all I owed my kind host,

we parted warm and cordial friends,

and as such I have never ceased to

believe and regard him.

chapter xxxiii.

A G-LIMPse or a new PATs.

SHALL I own it, that when I once more

found myself at liberty, and with means

sufficient for the purpose, my first

thought was to leave England for ever?

So far as I was concerned, my country

had shown herself anything but a kind

mother to me. It was an impulse of

atriotism — a vague desire to serve

er — had brought me to her shores,

and yet my requital had been at first

neglect, and at last, imprisonment.

Had I the very slightest clue to where

“my Mother” and Raper were, Ishould

inevitably have set out to seek them,

but of the track I knew nothing what

ever. I ransacked my few letters and

papers, amongst which I found the yet

undelivered note to the Pere Tonsurd;

and this I determined to present on

that very day. The mere thought of

meeting with one to whom I could

speak of my kind friends at Linange,

was a comfort in the midst of all my

desolation.

On arriving at hislodgings, however,

I learned that he had gone to Rich

mond, and as suddenly I bethought me

of my own visit, the hour for which had

already gone by. Determining to re

pair my fault as well as I could, I set

out at once, and by three o'clock in

the afternoon, arrived at a neat-look

ing house, standing in a small park,

that descended to the river, and which

they told me was Treverton. All I

could ascertain of the proprietor was,

that he was a French gentleman, an

“Emigré,” who had lived there for

two years, and was popularly known

as the “General,” his servants al

ways giving him that title. I present

ed myself at his door, and sent, in my

card, with the request that I might be
admitted to an interview.

Before I could well believe that my

message was delivered, the servant re

turned to say that the General was ex

pecting me since morning, and desired

to see me at once. I followed him

through two or three rooms, till we

reached a door, covered with green

cloth, and which concealed another

behind it, on opening which I found

myself in a small chamber, fitted up

like a library, where two gentlemen

were seated at a table. One arose as

I entered, and in a polite, but some

what haughty tone, said—

“You are scarcely as punctual, sir,

as I had hoped. Eleven o'clock was,

I think, the hour mentioned.”

As the appointment had not been of

my seeking, I returned a very cold and

half careless apology for my tardy ap

pearance; but he stopped me quietly,

saying—

“Apparently, then, you have not

been informed as to the object of this

visit, nor by whom ->

A hasty gesture from the other in

terrupted his speed, and he stopped

short.

“I mean,” added he, “that you

are unaware of the reason for which

your presence here has been request

ed.”

“I have not the slightest knowledge

of it, sir,” was my reply.

“We wished to see and speak with

X. about many things in France, sir.

ou have latterly been there 2 We

are given to understand that you are a

shrewd observer, and we desire to learn

your views of events, and of the people

who direct them. Our own informant

induces us to believe that the tide of

popular favour is turning against the

men of violent opinions, and that a
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wiser and healthier tone pervades the

nation. Does that agree with your

experience?”

“Quite so, sir; there cannot be a

second opinion on the question.”

“And the old attachment to the

monarchy is again displaying itself, far

and near, through the country 2” add

ed he, warmly.

“There I cannot go with you, sir,”

was my answer; and although his

look was a fierce, almost an angry one,

I continued—“The military spirit is

that which now sways the nation, and

he who can best gratify the thirst of

glory, will be the ruler. The kings of

Fº have been but pageants of

te."

“Be discreet, sir. Speak of what

ou know, and do not dare to insult"—

e paused, and then added —“an an

cient follower of his sovereign.”

His age and his fervor repressed any

resentment the speech might have sug

gested, and I only said—

“You asked me for opinions, sir,

and I gave you mine frankly. You

must not be displeased if they do not

always chime with your own.”

“Monsieur is perfectly right. His

remark is a just one,” said the other,

who now spoke for the first time.

“I think he is mistaken, though,”

replied the former. “I fancy that he

is led away by that vulgar cant which

sees in the degradation of one solitary

individual the abasement of his whole

class and order. By the way, you

knew that same Count de Gabriac!"

I bowed my assent.

“You may speak freely of him now,

he is past the consequences of either

our censure or our praise. You know,

perhaps, that he completely exone

rated you from all share in his odious

scheme, and, at the same time, com

municated certain particulars about

yourself, which suggested the desire to

see you here.”

“’Yes,” said the other, with a ſaint

but very pleasing smile. “We are

relatives, Monsieur Carew; and if all

that I hear of you be true, I shall not

disown the relationship.”

“You knew my dear mother, then,”

cried I, wild with the glad thought.

“Pardon me,” said he, slowly, “I

had not that honour. I have, how

ever, frequently heard of her beauty

and her fascination; but I never saw

her.”

The General here whispered a few

words, to which the other replied

aloud—

“Be it so, then. My friend here,”

resumed he, addressing me, “is of

opinion that your information and ha

bits would well fit you for a task which

will be at once one of emolument and

trust. The English minister has al

ready pointed you out as a suitable

agent, and nothing but your own con

currence is now needed.”

I begged for a further explanation;

and he briefly told me that the

Royalist party, not alone throughout

France, but in different parts of the

Continent, where they had sought re

fuge, were distracted and broken u

for want of due intercourse with eac

other, and with the head of their party;

that false intelligence and fictitious

stories had been circulated indus

triously to sow discord and disunion

amongst them, and that nothing but

an actual, direct, and personal agenc

could efficiently counteract this peril,

and restore confidence and stability to

the party. , Many—some of them men

of the highest rank — had taken ser

vice in this way; some had conde

scended to accept of the very humblest

stations, and almost menial duties,

where they could obtain information

of value; and all were ready to risk

life and fortune for the Prince, to

whom they owed their allegiance.”

“But you forget, sir, that the

loyalty which reflects such honour on

them, would be wanting in my case—

I am not a Frenchman.”

“But your mother was French,"

said he who sat at the table; “and of

the best blood of France, too. I have

told you we are relations.”

A gesture of caution from the Ge

neral stopped him here, and he was

silent. |''. there was embarrass

ment somewhere; but on what ground

I knew not. More to relieve the

awkwardness of the moment than from

any other intention, I asked what my

duties might be in this capacity ?

“On that head you will receive the

fullest instructions,” said the General.

“Once say that you are ready, and at

our disposal, and we shall supply you

with every means, and every know

ledge you can wish for.”

“May I have a little time to con

sider of it, sir?" asked I. “A night,

for instance?”

“Yes, a night—certainly ; only re

member that whether you accept or
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refuse, this interview is a secret, and

not to be divulged to any one.”

“I shall so consider it,” said I.

“You will, then, be here to-morrow

at ten — at ten, remember, and this

time punctually.” And with that he

bowed me ceremoniously to the door,

the other waving his hand more fami

liarly, and wishing me a good-bye as I

passed out.

As I reached the outer gate of the

lawn, a servant hastily overtook me.

It was a gentleman, he said, who

wished to return to London, begged

permission to accompany me, if I

would so far oblige him?

“With pleasure,” said I.

you favour me with his name?"

“The Abbe Tonsurd.”

“The Abbe Tonsurd!—the very man

ofallothers I wished to meet;” and while

I was just rejoicing over my good for

tune on the occurrence, he came hur

rying forward to offer me his thanks.

“Chance has favoured me for once,

Monsieur l'Abbé,” said I, “since I

have the good fortune to see one to

whom I have a letter of introduction.

I called this very morning at your

lodgings, to deliver this.”

“Oh, the rare good luck, indeed,”

cried he, breaking open the seal, and

rapidly perusing the contents. “That

dear Ursule,” said he, with something

very near to a smile, “always so good,

and so confiding, trusts even after hope

has departed ; but tell me rather of

themselves, for this is the theme she

has not spoken of.”

I rapidly related all that I knew of

the family. I saw, however, that his

mind was wandering from the subject

ere I had finished.

“And you," said he, suddenly –

when do you set out on your mis

sion ?”

“I have not yet decided on accept

ing it "

“Not decided ! Can you hesitate—

can you waver for a moment? Has

not the Count himself charged you

with his commands?

“And who may the Count be?"

asked I.

“ Will

“His Majesty the rightful King of

France. You cannot be well versed in

physiognomy, or you must have recog

nised the royal features of his race. He

is every inch a Bourbon.”

“He who sat at the table 2"

“The same. The General Guer.

ronville is reckoned handsome, but he

is vulgar and commonplace, when seen

beside his Majesty.”

The Abbé, to whom, doubtless, the

letter imparted sufficient to give him

full confidence in me, spoke frankly

and openly of the Royalist party—their

hopes, and fears, and future prospects.

He even went so far as to say that they

were losing confidence in the English

Government, of whose designs for a

pºace they entertained deep suspicion.

Turning hastily from this, he urged

me earnestly not to decline the duty

roposed to me, and said at last—

“That if no other argument could

weigh with me, personal advantage

night, and that success in my enter

prise was my fortune made for ever.”

While he was thus speaking, I was

only dwelling upon what I could recall

of my late scene with the Count D'Ar

tois, and wondering what he possibly

could mean by a relationship between us.

The Abbé explained the difficulty away

by a careless reply, as to the various

small channels into which the Royal

blood had been diverted, by obscure

marriages, and the like.

“At all events,” said he, “if his

majesty could remember the tie, it

would come badly from you to forget it.

Accept his offer, therefore, and be as

sured that you will serve yourself even

more than his cause.”

It was not very difficult to persuade

me; and even where his arguments fail

ed, my own necessities urged me to ac

cept the offer. I therefore agreed,

and charging the Abbé to convey my

sentinents of gratitude for the trust

reposed in me, I stated my readiness

to set out at once, wherever it was

deemed necessary to employ me; and

with this, I lay down to rest, more at

i. in heart than I had felt for months

ong.
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The DireAnt of RAvan.

A Birsreity.

Is the caves of Eastern Sibyl, what

curious leaves lie hidden, or go whirling

in the windl written over with strange,

hieroglyphic characters, not without

deep meaning—akin to prophetic,-

Teste David cum Sibylla.

Fragmentary—incomplete— hard to

put together, yet furnishing here and

there, when the attempt is made, a

piece of chance mosaic that engages

our attention like the forms in the

moss-stone. Such a bundle of Sibyl

line leaves is the “Dream of Ravan,”

of which we propose to put together

and interpret some torn and ragged

fragments.

Valmika—in that musical epic, the

Ramayana, which stands beside the

Iliad for antique and stately simpli

city, and for the surpassing me

lody of its numbers, no less than

for its elevated morality, may fairly

challenge a comparison with any poem

in existence—has told us the main in

cidents in the history of Rama and

his Titanic enemy Ravan. We need

hardly inform our readers that the

Ramayana is, like the Iliad, the story

of a city besieged, for the sake of a

wife who has been unjustly carried off.

Rama, the son of Dasharatha, King of

Ayodhya, having been banished for

fourteen years by his father to gratify

the ambition of one of his younger

*. Kekaiyi, who wished to secure

he succession for her own son Bharata

(an admirable illustration of the work

ing of polygamy), proceeds with his

incomparable wife Sita, one of the

loveliest female creations of poetry,

and his brother the indomitable archer

Lakshmana, or as he is now popularly

called, Laxuman, to wander in the

wilds of the then thinly peopled India,

exploring and admiring the magnifi

cent forests, rivers, and mountains

which lie in their course; visiting the

holy sages and hermits who live far in

these wilds unknown to public view,

and slaying demons, goblins, and

giants innumerable.

Sita, though the heroine and central

female personage round whom the

whole action of the poem revolves, and

though the immediate cause of the war

between Rama, the religious or Bram

hanical prince of Ayodhya, the modern

Oude, and Ravan, the Titanic, or in

other words the anti-Bramhanical,

aboriginal, fetish-worshipping monarch

of Lanka or Ceylon,--was herself but

the secondary and occasional cause.

The original mover and teterrima

causa belli was a sister of Ravan, a

certain Rakshasi or Titanic Ogress,

whose nails were of the size and shape

of the Indian winnowing basket, and

who was thence called Shurpa-nakha,

or Basket-nails. This lady had as.

signed for her maintenance the forest

of Janasthana, covering an immense

tract in the South of India, and lived

here in considerable ease, with her

brother and a large train of attendant

Rakshasas, feeding upon the Munis or

hermits who resorted in great numbers

to the recesses of this forest, as in later

ages to the Thebaid, for the purpose

of leading, with their disciples, in its

silent solitudes, a life of holy contem

plation, and abstraction, and attaining

a perfection which was not possible

amid the uproar and the temptations

of the world. Considering the life of

mortification and self-denial which these

Munis led—that some stood on their

heads, some upon one leg, some with

one or both arms stretched over their

heads; some hanging by their feet from

the branches of trees, with their heads

downward, and this for tens, hundreds,

thousands of years; that the most lux

urious ate only leaves and roots, and

vast numbers were “Wata-bhakshas,”

or “wind-eaters"—we fear that Bas

ket-nails and her Titanic court, even

after the most successful day of hermit

bagging, must have had, after all, but

meagre fare. Still the ogress was

...}} in her condition, for she knew

not the pangs of love. One fatal day,

however, while prowling about in hopes

of picking up a stray Muni, she chanced

to spy the foot-print of a man, so ex

quisitely beautiful that she fell instantly

in love with its possessor; and track

ing it on through the thicket with the

sharp sense of a roamer in the forest,
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she came at last upon its owner, the

youthful and beautiful Rama. The

sequel we shall give as succinctly re

lated in the Adhyatma Ramayana—

[Aranya Kanda–Sarga V.].

Raghava, son or descendant of Ra

ghu, it should be stated, is a patrony

mic for Rama; Saumitri, or son of

Sumiträ, a similar patronymic for

Laxuman. The Rakshasas are the

Titans and giants of Hindu mythology,

the fiends and ghouls of the Hindu ce

metery, the ogres and goblins of the

Hindu nursery.

THE UNHAPPY LOVE of The RAKSHASI or TITANESS SHURPA-NAkHA AND THE TRAGlo

CONSEQUENCES OF HER REVENGE.

Translated from the Sanscrit.

In the great forest just then a Rakshasi, changing her form at will,

Of terrible strength, went roaming about, dwelling in Janasthana.

Once on a time, on the Gautami" banks, not far from the Five Banian Trees,

The foot-prints of the Universe Lord, marked with the lotus petals,

Chancing to see, inflamed with love, bewitched by the beautiful feet.

Tracking them onward, slowly she came at last to the dwelling of Rama.

There that lord of prosperity, along with Sita abiding,

13eholding beautiful as Kandarpa, intoxicated with love,

The Rakshasi spoke to Raghava :—Who and of whom art thou? in this hermitage what

Seekest thou to accomplish, with hair coiled up and clothing of bark? this unto me declare.

I am a Rakshasi, taking all forms at will—Shurpa-nakha my name;

Sister I am to the king of the Rakshasas, Ravana the magnanimous.

Here in this forest I dwell, together with Khara, my brother.

Unto me by the king the whole has been given. I live by devouring Munis.

Who thou art I desire to know—tell me, most eloquent speaker.

To her he replied :--My name is Rama, the son of the king of Ayodhya;

This beautiful woman is Sita, my wife, the daughter of (King) Janaka;

That exceedingly handsome youth my younger brother, Laxuman.

What is thy wish that I can accomplish 2 tell me, O universe beauty :

Hearing these words of Rama, in anguish from love she replied—

Come to the forest, O Rama, with me; come sport in mountain and grove.

I am sick with love; I cannot relinquish thee with thy lotus eyes.

Rama, glancing a sidelong look towards Sita, said with a smile—

This is my wife, happy in me, whom I never quit for a moment.

How, without pain to her, my wife, canst thou become mine, O fair one?

Without stands my brother Laxuman, a youth surpassingly handsome;

He'll be a suitable husband for thee. Go, wander about with him.

Thus addressed, she said to Laxuman—Be thou my husband, O handsome youth.

Obeying thy brother's commands, to-day let us be united; do not delay.

Thus to Laxuman spoke the terrible Rakshasi, overcome with desire.

To her thus Laxuman –Good lady, 1 am the slave of that high-minded one.

Thou wilt become his female slave. O, what more wretched than this:

Go to himself, good luck to thee; he is a king—the Lord of all.

Thus bespoken, the evil-minded one turned again to Raghava :—

Why dost thou make a fool of me thus, with anger she cried, unstable one?

This moment, before thy very eyes, this Sita of thine I'll devour.

Thus saying, assuming a hideous form, she rushed on the daughter of Janaka.

Then, by the order of Rama, drawing his sword and seizing her,

Laxuman, nimble mover, slit off her nose and ears.

Then uttering a terrible roar—her body streaked over with blood—with speed,

Screeching, she flew to the presence of Khara, in utterance discordant.

What is all this? cried Khara to her, still harsher in his utterance.

By whom, rushing into the jaws of death, wert thou thus lacerated 2

Tell me; him will I instantly slay tho' he resembled Fate.

To him the Rakshasi thus:—Attended by Sita and Laxuman, Rama"

Dwells upon the Godavari banks, freeing the Dandaka forest from fear.

'Tis his brother hath maimed me thus, by Rama himself commanded.

If thou art a son of a noble race—if a hero, slay these enemies,

That I may drink up their blood and devour the arrogant pair.

Otherwise I, abandoning life, will go to the dwelling of Yama.

This hearing, Khara rushed hastily forth, out of himself with anger;

* Another name for Godavari.
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And fourteen thousand Rakshasas, terrible in their deeds,

He commanded to march upon Rama, thro' desire to effect his slaughter.

And Khara himself, and Trishiras, and Dushana," the Rakshas—

All went forth against Rama, with manifold weapons armed.

Hearing their tumult, Rama thus spoke to the son of Sumitra :-

Hark to this mighty uproar! doubtless, the Rakshasas come;

Twixt them and me of a truth this day will be fought a mighty battle.

Lead Sita away, and go to the cave; and there, O mighty one, stand.

All the Rakshasas, horrible-shaped, I am desirous to slay.

In this not a word must thou utter: I by myself adjure thee.

Obedient, leading Sita away, Laxuman went to the cave.

Rama, girding his zone around him, taking his cruel bow,

And of arrows two inexhaustible quivers binding, the lord stood ready.

Then the Rakshasas, marching up, hurled forth upon Rama

Weapons of manifold form, and fragments of rocks and trees.

Thºse in a moment Rama asunder cleft, in sport, like sesamum seeds;

Then with a thousand arrows slaughtering all those Rakshasas,

Khara also, and Trishiras, and Dushana the Rakshas—

The whole he slew within half a watch, the eminent son of IRaghu.

Laxuman, too, having brought forth Sita out of the cave, to Rama

Delivering her up, beholding the Rakshasas slain, was filled with astonishment.

Sita, embracing Rama, with a countenance beaming joy,

The daughter of Janaka brushedt the wounds of the weapons upon his limbs.

But SHE, beholding those eminent chiefs of the Rakshasas slain, fled away.

Hastening to Lanka—into the council screaming she rushed, and down at the feet of Ravan,

She, the Titan's sister, fell prostrate upon the earth.

Beholding her, Ravan addressed his sister thus overcome with terror–

Arist, poor darling, arise! The deed of maiming thee thus,

Tho' by Indra 'twere done, O auspicious ! by Yama or by Varuna;

Or by Kuvera, relate unto me. I will instantly burn him to ashes.

The Rakshasi thus replied: Thou art arrogant overmuch and stolid of mind;

Given over to drink, by women o'ercome, thou art everywhere seen as a fool;

Without any spies—those eyes of a monarch–0, how canst thou be a king?

Lo! Khara lies slaughtered in battle ; Trishiras, and Dushana too,

And fourteen thousand other Rakshasas, all of them mighty in spirit,

Have been in a moment by Rama slain, the enemy of Asuras.

The whole Janasthana forest now he has rendered safe for the Munis;

And thou, O foolish one, knowest it not; to thee by me it is told :

RAVAN.

Who is this Rama? For what and how, by him were the Asuras slaughtered?

Relate unto me exactly. I will utterly extirpate them.

Shurpa-NARA. *

From the Janasthana forest once to the Gautami's bank as I went,

I came to an ancient asylum of Munis, bearing the name of the Five Banian Trees:

There within a hermitage I beheld the lotus-eyed Rama,

Glorious, holding arrows and bow, with hair coiled up, and clad in bark;

And, even in like manner arrayed, his younger brother Laxuman;

And the large-eyed Sita—his beautiful wife—like a second Goddess Shri.

Among Gods, Gandharvas, or Nagas, among mankind, such a being

"All these names are significant. “ Khara" means harsh; “Trishiras,” three heads;

“Dushana,” crime.

- f From the word used here, as well as from the commentary, there is little doubt that Sita

is here described as having, by mesmeric passes downward, completely healed the bruises and

wounds inflicted by the Rakshasas. The words of the commentary are remarkable—

“Shastra Vrančni májita rudhirámi purna gartáni

Satya-Sankalpatvach–Chakā—etyarthaha.”

“This is the sense–Brushing the bloody wounds of the weapons, she filled up the cavities

by the polition of pure intention.”

The “brushing" indicates the mesmeric traction; the “filling up the cavities,” the perfect

healing of the wounds; the “volition of pure intention"—the strong will and pure intention

laid down by Du Potet and others as so necessary to success in mesmeric operations.

: Panchavati.

WOL, XLII.-NO. CCL. 2 k
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Was never beheld—was heard of never, O King, with her beauty illuming the forestl

Making endeavours to bring her away, O sinless one, for thy wife,

Her brother, Laxuman named, slit off my nose

And both my ears—that mighty one, commanded thus by Rama.

Weeping from intense anguish, I went and sought out Khara.

Then he, in battle assailing Rama, with multitudes of Rakshasas,

Thereupon in a moment, by that strength-resplendent Rana

All those Rakshasas were destroyed—so terrible in prowess.

If Rama wished it, the whole three worlds, in half a twinkling of the eye,

He would doubtless reduce to ashes; so, my lord, it appears to me.

Ah! were she but thy wife—then hadst thou not been born in vain!

Now endeavour, O King, that she thy beloved become.

Sita, with eyes like lotus leaves, alone in the world is beautiful.

Thou, in the presence of Rama—Lord, canst never openly stand:

By magic the excellent son of Raghu bewitching, thou shalt obtain her.

Hearing this, by soothing words, by gifts and by marks of honor,

Consoling his sister the monarch retired into his own apartment.

There with anxiety filled, he could get no sleep through the night.

“How by Rama, merely a man, was my powerful Khara destroyed!

How was my brother, alas! with strength and courage and pride, destroyed by the son of

Raghu !

Or is it that Rama is not a man, but the most high Lord himself,

Me and my army desiring to slay, with his multitude of forces?

That besought by Brahma of old, to-day he appears in the race of Raghu ?

If I'm to be slain by the Spirit Supreme, I shall win the Vaikunta" kingdom.

If not, I shall long this kingdom Titanic enjoy; I will, therefore, march against Rama.”

Thus reflected the monarch of all the Rakshasas, knowing Rama for Hari, the Lord Supreme,

“By hostile intention to Hari I go; not soon the Supreme by devotion is won "

Thus the die was cast and the fatal

resolve taken, upon grounds that must

appear, strange to European minds—

viz., that hostile struggle with, and

death at the hands of Vishnu, incar

nate in the person of Rama, so far from

being a punishment to the soul, was

its triumph—was in fact union with

the Deity; a more rapid and royal road

for its attainment, than the slow and

wearisome path of devotion. Thus all

Ravan's subsequent violence and crime

receives a religious colouring. How

ever the slave of earthly passion to the

eyes of men, his whole conduct was

really motived upon this determination

to bring on the beatific catastrophe,

and speed the collision which was to

unite him with the supreme soul of the

world; — an interpretation of action,

which, however startling, seems to

flow, as a necessary result, from a pan

theistic view of the universe.

Ravan, soon after, carries off Sita,

Rama's wife, to the great scandal of

his own queen, the virtuous Titaness,

“Mandodari,” who seems to have been

a very corpulent lady, as that name,

unless rendered by the singular term

which St. Paul applies to the Cretans,

must be translated euphuistically

“weighty-stomach.” The name, how

ever, is not worse than that which our

fair Ulster friends apply to their sisters

of a dark complexion; and which is,

in the south, applied indiscriminately

to all the natives of the barony of

Forth.

Rama, assisted by an army of talking

monkeys—a race, we believe, not yet

extinct in India, nor perhaps else

where—under the command of Hanu

manta, an astonishing leaper and

marcher, who is to this day worshipped

in India, and has a celebrated temple

in Bombay, marches to the south in

pursuit; bridges over the straits of

Manaar; besieges the Titan's capital,

Lanka, perhaps the present, Candy;

and after Indrajit, the heroic son of

Ravan and Mandodari, has fallen to

the bow of Laxuman, and several other

leading chiefs of the Titanic army are

killed, takes and burns Lanka, slays

the ten-headed Titan, and recovers

Sita, whom Ravan had never been able

to prevail upon to listen to his love,

either by flatteries or threats.

What Homer's battle of the frogs

and mice is to the Iliad, the Dream of

Ravan is to the Ramayana ; for

although there is in it much of sad and

serious, all these graver parts are bound

together by matter of a light and some

* The celestial kingdom of Wishnu or Hari.
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times ludicrous character. It is free

in this respect as Don Juan ; and, after

rising from a perusal, one may be puz

zled to decide if the whole poem is to

be taken as having a deep and serious

moral, or is a mere jeu-d'esprit. It may

be reasonably doubted if Valmika is

the author. Indeed, we have little

hesitation in pronouncing our verdict

against that view; for although it con

tains some descriptions, as we shall

see, resembling passages in the Rama

yana; and though some of the epithets,

such as the “Ten-headed,” “matchless

archer,” “astonishing marcher,” cor

respond very closely with those applied

by Valmika to Ravan, Laxuman, and

Hanumanta respectively, these coinci

dences are to be expected from an

imitator. There are, moreover, appa

rent anachronisms which militate

against Valmika's authorship, and the

prophecies of the future state of India,

uttered by the Rishis to Ravan, are at

least suggestive of grave suspicion.

The poem opens abruptly—upon the

return of Ravan from a hard-fought

day with Rama and Laxuman. He

retires to sleep, attended by his Titanic

queen Mandodari; has a fearful dream;

and awaking in alarm, summons, like

Belshazzar, all his wise men and coun

sAbha PARVA.

sellors, and especially the whole tribe

of Yogis, Munis, and Rishis—ascetics,

saints, and holy sages, who, singular

to say, are found in invariable attend

ance on, and apparently held in reve

rence in the Titanic Court — to inter

pret its meaning. The first canto of

the poem is, from this assembly, called

the Sabha Parva, or “Canto of the

Assembly;” and opens shortly after In

drajit is slain. The main action of the

poem, in the first Kanda or section of

this Parva, consists in the alternate

narrative of Ravan, and utterances,

chiefly vedantic and always oracular,

by the chorus of Rishis, or assembled

sages, which gives the whole poem a

dramatic cast.

In the subsequent Kandas, a third

interlocutor is introduced, a youthful

Seer, in whom the Rishis awaken, by .

laying their hands (mesmerically )

upon his head, the duyana drishti, or

“gnostic vision,” which is evidently

clairvoyance. Thus illumined, he pro

ceeds, at the request of Itavan, to

picture as present, the scenes of a far

futurity, in which Ravan shall be en

gaged.

We now proceed to quote the open

ing, and a considerable portion of the

first Kanda of the Sabhā Parva.

KANDA. I.

Hark to the rushing and clangour, the snorting, and galloping rattle—

"Tis Rávan the ten-headed Titan to Lanka come home from the battle

With Ráma the Prince of Ayodhya, and Laxuman matchless archer,

And Hanumanta the chief of the monkeys, that most astonishing marcher.

Down from his chariot of polished steel the Titan monarch descended,

And straight to his lofty sleeping chamber overlooking Lanka ascended;

There having doſſed his coat of mail, and hung up his tenfold crown,

And quaffed a dozen mashaks of wine, the Ten-headed laid him down.

And he called his magnanimous wife, the Titaness Mandodari,

And he told her beside him to take her seat upon a bearskin godari

And shampoo his limbs while he went to sleep, for he felt fatigued and weary

With all the combating he had had on that day of battle dreary.

Out of his twice five noses the Titan soon was snoring

As loud as if a hundred lions were all in a concert roaring.

But his slumbers were not refreshing, his sleep seemed sorely troubled;

His body uneasily rolled about, and often was upward doubled;

His twenty arms were tossed aloft with all their rattling bones,

His ten heads started fearfully, and he uttered forth smothered moans;

All his faces were deadly pale, for he saw some terrible dream,

And at last he started up and woke, with a wild tremendous scream'

Mandodari asked in alarm, What aileth thee so, my lord?

What fearful dream or vision thy refreshing sleep hath marred 2

Summon the council, cried Rāvan aloud, the Rishis and holy sages,

The astrologers and dream-expounders, and readers of destiny's pages;

For I have dreamt an astonishing dream, me feareth it bodes disaster—

Speed for the Rishis and counsellors, why don't the slaves run faster ?
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The nāgara drums struck up at once, and the kettle-drums rub-a-dub,

And, ere ten minutes were over, all Lanka was in a hubbub ;

And into the palace, with sleepy eyes, came the yawning counsellors trooping,

With descending beards, and matted hair, from the weight of their ages stooping,

Next came the Senapatis and other heroic commanders,

The fire-eating chiefs of Akali youths, and similar salamanders,

Brahmins and Panta-Pradhanas, and IRishis and holy sages,

Astrologers and dream-expounders, and readers of destiny's pages.

The grave assemblage respectful stood, silent, with joined hands,

Wondering what meant this hurried summons, awaiting the monarch's commands.

Solemnly looking upon the assemblage, Rávan the silence broke,

Respectfully bowing down to his Guru, thus the Ten-headed spoke:–

Hearken, ye bearded sages, ye Rishis emaciated,

Ye Yogis with matted hair, and arms stretched upwards and elongated,

Ye venerable warriors, and Akali heroes elated,

Ye sleek-headed men of worldly wisdom, with proportions round and fair,

Whom out of your beds I have dragged reluctant, into the cold night air;

This night when weary from battle I came, and laid me down to sleep,

I dreamt a dream that troubles my mind, for I heard Mandodari weep,

And other voices of lamentation, that of evil omen seem ;

Interpret me, I command you, sages, the significance of my dream.

THE DREAM OF RAVAN.

I wandered, methought, in a wonderful land from which all life had fled,

Where everything was turned to stone, or desolate, or dead,

And silent cities in the desert, profounder deserts spread;

Along their sad and lonely streets there moved no living crowd,

Within the vast colossal funes no breathing votary bowed;

The warrior and his war-horse, the monarch and his bride,

The priest, the god, the victim—alike were petrified.

The maiden and her poor pet cat lay lifeless side by side.

Gigantic forms of life gone-by looked out at you from stone,

With a sad, eternal beauty, that time had not overthrown,

And wailing, as the sun arose, they uttered forth a moan.

chorus of Rishis.

Ten-headed Rāvan beware, beware,

How even in a dream thou venturest there;

'Tis the land mysterious of those that mourn:

On the wings of the wind thou thither may'st go,

But woe for Mandodari ! O woe:

Canst thou, wilt thou safe return ?

h no |

RAVAN.

In that land of the silent and desolate I wandered not all alone,

For beside me there moved a beautiful one, whom I loved and called my own;

And yet altho' she appeared as one I had known from etermity,

It was not this my magnanimous queen the dusky Mandodari:

She seemed as tho' she were one with whom, in some long anterior birth,

Hundreds of thousands of years before, I had been the companion on earth,

chorus or Rishis.

Rávan, Rávan, thou errest, beware!

Hearken to this truth sublime—

To the spirit is no time,

Past or future—space or clime—

Before or after—here or there.

In its own, its primordial state

Of unity, purity, power and grace,

In itself it mirrors all finite fate,

Possessing in one-ness, gazing on all

That hath befallen, or shall ever befall

Its evolution in time and space;
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Events and relations, persons and things,

Actings and thinkings, and utterings,

Been or to be, in its finite race,

All are in unity seen and possessed,

As present at once, without where or when :

Such is the universal range

Of the spirit's boundless ken,

Such the eternal spirit life,

Without succession, devoid of change,

Duality, passion, or strife,

Condition of the free, the doubly blest—

Highest activity, in unbroken rest—

Three-fold being, thought, and bliss,

Crowding in one happiness |

In the eternal Now of that high sphere,

Which ever was and is, and will be there,

In that all-comprehending infinite Here,

Which circling boundless, centres every where,

Within that recapitulated All,

Where person mergeth in impersonal,

Which It, and I, indifferent we call,

All scenes and all events, all times and places,

All persons, gestures, speeches, voices, faces,

To be encountered in our finite days,

Are present to the spirit's sense and gaze.

Hence often man, chancing on some new scene

Whither in life his footsteps never bore,

Hearing some voice, meeting some well-marked mien,

Feels vaguely, all familiar were of yore;

He seems to live again scenes lived or dreamt before,

And wonders where or how it could have been.

They are seen by the spirit rapt and sublime,

Not in a former, but out of all time,

When retiring backward into itself

From the world of sense, and passion, and pelf,

And concentrated in that deep

Mysterious and illumined sleep,

The body's trance, the spirit's seeing,

Its own primordial mode, ecstatic being,

Its infinite nature it contemplates

As mirrored forth in the temporal fates,

Which await on its goings forth as a soul;

For then the universal sum

Of its destinies past, or in time to come,

Lie open before it like a scroll.

'Twas thus, O Ten-headed Rávan, with thee;

Not ages ago in a former birth,

As thou thoughtest, wert thou her companion on earth,

But in ages of ages yet to come,

On thy forehead and on thy thumb

It is written that thou shalt Le.

Before all time—beyond—beside,

Thou rememberest her eternally,

For she is thy spirit's primeval bride,

The complement of thy unity,

Joined or dissevered, averted or fond,

"Twixt her and thee an eternal bond

Fxists, which, tho' ye were to seek,

Ye cannot ever, ever break—

A bond from whence there is no freeing,

Since the typal spirit never

From its antitype can sever,

She is a portion of thy being

To all eternity. '
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ravan.

Her cheeks were very pale, loosely bound her flaxen hair,

And the face was that of childhood, so simple, small and fair;

But that child-like face, tho' beautiful, looked sorrowful and wan,

And from the circlet on her brow, two living gems were gone :

Her hair was decked with coral sprigs and beautiful sea-weed,

And a scarf of crimson sea-moss across her shoulders hung ;

Her feet were small and delicate, the shingle made them bleed,

So she sat her down to wash them the Babul trees among.

She listened to the wind that sighed thro' bulrush and thro' reed,

And she joined the plaintive dirge, and a low sweet ditty sung.

SONG OF THE MYSTERIOUS WANDERER.

I saw a vision once, and it sometimes reappears,

I know not if 'twas real, for they said I was not well;

But often as the Sun goes down my eyes fill up with tears,

And then that vision comes, and I see my Floribel.

The day was going softly down, the breeze had died away,

The waters from the far west came slowly rolling on,

The sky, the clouds, the ocean wave, one molten glory lay,

All kindled into crimson by the deep red Sun.

As silently I stood and gazed before the glory passed,

There rose a sad remembrance of days long gone;

My youth, my childhood came again, my mind was overcast,

As I gazed upon the going down of that red Sun.

I thought on the beloved dead, the beautiful, the dear,

The hearts that once were warm with life, the loving ones now gone;

The voices that like marriage bells rang sweetly on my ear,

The eyes that once had gazed with mine on that red Sun.

The past upon my spirit rushed, the dead were standing near,

Their cheeks were warun again with life, their winding sheets were gone,

Their voices rang like marriage bells once more upon my ear,

Their eyes were gazing there with mine on that red Sun.

Many days have passed since then, many chequered years

I have wandered far and wide—still I fear I am not well;

For often as the Sun goes down, my eyes fill up with tears,

And then that vision comes, and I see my Floribel.

Ah! never sank in human heart more deeply touching sound,

Than from the low and child-like voice that sang that pensive song;

Never lute woke melody more varied or profound,

Than to those fairy fingers as they ran its cords along.

O wonder of creation | O beauteous female hand,

That o'er such various elements can exercise command

I saw her with that little hand control the Yavan steed,

And check him in the desert while careering at full speed ;

With that evolving fabric, so exquisitely fine,

More fabulous in texture than Vishvakarma spun,

With that she woke on canvas such forms of life divine,

The champas blow, the parrots talk, the speckled cobras twine,

You smell the fragrance of the flowers, you hear the stag hounds run,

You feel the Penitent's return and weep with sire and son.

Nor lived she in the transcendent sphere

Of art and the beautiful alone;

High intellect and reason clear,

And philosophy their daughter dear,

Had erected upon her brow a throne,

And shared her mind with the ideal—

The actual, and the unseen real,

Claiming her equally for their own.
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Marking her sylph-like figure, and her pensive features small,

You thought her the fairy child to whom unearthly bard might sing—

Whose hand might sadly touch the lute, or sweep the virginal,

Embroider a drooping violet, or paint a butterfly's wing.

But go to her chamber, and there behold

The ponderous folios that range,

Written all over with characters old,

Classic, and beautiful, and bold,

Recondite, rare, and strange:

And all this deep, mysterious lore,

Whose every dark and sibyline page

Studious youth and thoughtful age

Might meditate and ponder o'er,

And grow more learned and more sage,

And not exhaust, if haply understand,

All was the labour—labour loved, severe,

Labour pursued thro' many a painful year

By that small, fragile, but unresting hand!

With such manifold gifts, such mystic learning,

With a subtle power of thought discerning,

And an unappeasable yearning

Towards all that is pure, and good,

And noble, and beautiful, and high,

And infinite as the deep blue sky,

Alone upon earth she stood,

Alone in her delicate soul and lofty mood—

Of the friends that she loved and looked upon

Read truly, loved, by only one,

By others misunderstood.

On the awful mystery round

She gazed with a sadness profound,

That oft brought the tears to her eye,

And the light ones around her wondered why I

The creatures she loved in life,

She wept like a child in death.

With her living cat she had playful strife,

She received with tears her dying breath.

She mourned o'er the drooping bird

And the withering flower:

She wondered—she had never heard—

Why such a dark and terrible power

As death, should over all things lower.

Nothing beautiful seemed to live,

Nothing that joy could give

Endured an hour !—

With the fathomless eyes of a dove,

And the power of an infinite love,

That nothing on earth could satisfy.

For something unknown she would ever sigh,

For some far-off country pine,

And all joy of the present decline.

chor:US OF in ISpils.

Ah! Ravan, couldest thou not tell why?

Knowest thou not the mark and sign

Of the soul descended from on high,

That claims its kindred with the sky?

To such no permanent rest is given

Short of its native heaven.

Love after love, joy after joy,

Rejecting like a worn-out toy,

Till upward ever drawn and tending,

From trial cloud to cloud ascending;
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All earthly hopes away are cast,

All earthly loves resigned and past,

And the spirit so weak and weary deemed,

Enlightened, strengtheued, and redeemed,

Triumphant rests at last,

Never again to roam,

In its own, its native home,

Its love primordial, and its last

The Love divine!

rtAVAN.

Oft would she steal away

To sit and think alone,

Seated apart on some grey stone,

Or from the lattice of ruin lone

With moss and ivy all overgrown,

Watch the receding day,

Or the moon as it rose over hills and bay,

Or upward turn her gaze afar

Upon some solitary star,

Its bright eye tearful as her own.

She loved to look upon the sea,

In whatever fitful mood it might be—

To watch its swelling, white-crested waves

Dash with a hollow sound

And a hollower re-bound

Among the rugged rocks and caves

That hem it round.

She loved the moaning of the wind,

For it harmonised with her pensive mind;

And, were no profane intruder there,

Her anher tresses she would unbind

And woo it to sigh thro' her hair.

Oft to her ear she would hold a mottled shell,

And listen as if to sounds that she knew full well,

And loved, and heard with deep emotion,

For they seemed over memory's track

To bring all her childhood back.

And some coral-embowered home that lay

Far, far, far away

In the depths of the dark blue ocean.

Oft I wondered who could she be,

This wonderful being, thus linked with me,

Was she some fairy princess, or some syren of the sea?

For oft she was seen to sit alone on the rocks,

Holding a mirror in her hand, dressing her flowing locks,

And as she combed her amber hair,

She sang again that low sweet song,

That softly stole the waves along,

And rose so mournful thro' the air,

The very sea-birds gathered round

To hear so sweet and sad a sound.

One thing in my dream I remember well,

That 1 called her beloved Zingarel;

And from this, methinks, she must have been

Some syren or nymph of the ocean green,

For every one knows that the Zingarels

Are the tiny rose-coloured mermaid belles

That float on the waves in the summer calms,

And sport about

When the tide is out

Round the beautiful Isle of Palms.

On her wrist was bound an amulet

Which she had never relinquished yet,
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For an ancient sage named Rajarshi,

When walking the earth, of old, in disguise,

As a poor faguir, selling medical roots,

And metallic powders and Tulsi shoots,

And charms against agues and evil eyes,

From her gracious hand, with that gracious smile

That speaketh the heart without grudging or guile,

Receiving food and a bright rupee

In token of womanly charity;

Had gratefully bound it upon her arm

As a precious talisman and charm

To guard her from all future harm ;

'Twas a tiny white cow of the sea,

Not bigger I ween than a humble bee.

In a chrystal grotto she was shut,

And only now and then let out,

For a minute or two, lest she should pout.

In the deepest recesses of this grot

Was a fairy lake, in a shady spot,

Where miniature corals and sea-weed grew,

And crystals, and pebbles, and speckled shells,

And hanging spars like icicles,

And tiny sea-flowers of every hue;

Here in this quiet, secluded lake,

The little sea-cow would her pleasure take,

And paddle about in the brine—

Would swim, and feed

On fresh sea-weed,

And her name was Chrystalline.

When you opened the grotto the little cow

Would give a joyful, inaudible low,

Then playfully come to the door and greet

Your sense with her sanative breath so sweet,

'Twas far more ravishing to the nose

Than breath of jasmin, or the rose

That on the Pahlavi mountain grows.

But the little sea-cow had a diamond horn,

That was sharp as a needle to the touch,

And if either in love, or frolic, or scorn,

You teased the little creature much,

Or kept its grotto open long,

It would suddenly make a rush at the door,

For the creature tho' little, was swift and strong,

And half in anger, and half in joke,

With its horn would give your nose such a poke

As would make you stagger and roar;

But after a minute or two again

Her sanative breath would ascend your brain,

Infuse fresh vigour, assuage your pain,

And leave you livelier than before.

At this point the assembly is startled

by a cry of grief, which is found to

proceed from the Queen of Ravan, the

“dusky Mandodari." She had been an

attentive listener to the transcendental

delivery of the Rishis, and reads in it

herown displacement and disseverance

from Ravan. Webelieve few of our fair

married readers would fecl any very

ignant emotions of grief, at being

informed that some thousands of years

hence,they would no longer occupy their

present relation to their husbands. It

is even to be feared, that the vast ma

jority would be in absolute despair at

the idea of the relation continuing one

tenth part of the time. Even those most

happily circumstanced might wince a

little at theº of such a dread

ful monotony of happiness What?

“toujours perdric" through all eter

nity . It must be confessed the “per
drir" should be a very bird of paradise,

yea, a phoenix renewing its youth, like

the eagles, not to weary and bore the

“rarium et mutabile” through so long
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a duration. But in that circle of ideas

in which Mandodari was brought up it

is otherwise. The ideal of happiness

to the Hindu female is a perpetuity of

renewed union with the one “lord of her

life.” And, as none of those who have

been thus beatified have ever come

back, and hinted what a bore the re

ality is, the ideal still maintains its

lace, and serves its moral purpose.

The Chorus, therefore, is compelled to

find an adequate solution of the nodus.

For Mandodari's virtues and fidelity

render it worthy of a vindicator; and

a perpetual theodicea is a part of their

very office. To the sad cry, therefore,

“Woe! Woe! Woe!

Whither shall poor Mandodari go?”

they administer what to the disinte

rested affection and elevated spiritual

ism of the dusky queen,-for notwith

standing the bulky corporeity which

her name indicates, and which might

render it a heavy infliction on the

horses that would have, were she

living in these modern times, to draw

her carriage when she went out for an

airing or drove to the band—notwith

standing this unfortunate “stoutness,”

the dusky Mandodari is clearly of a

lofty and spiritual nature, and capable

of entire self-sacrifice, though the pow

erful spiritual element in her is uncon

scious, and unawakened by intelligence;

and to such a nature the Rishis admi

nister what is an ample consolation :

though we fear the proud dames whose

garments sweep the ground of modern

drawing-rooms, and their husband's

ockets into the bargain, would deem

it rather humiliating. Mandodari is

told not to mourn. She, too, the Cho

rus informs her, stands in an eternal

relation to Ravan ; and here follows an

authoritative utterance on Hindu psy

chology, which we shall endeavour to

render as intelligible in prose as so

dark a subject can be made. The me

trical outpouring of the Chorus, like all

metaphysics in verse, would, we fear,

be hopelessly obscure to the uninitiated

reader.

Any one who has ever dabbled in

Hindu philosophy must have been

somewhat puzzled by the three radical,

shall we say prismatic, qualities, into

which the primordial and eternal unity

divides itself, when reflected in time,

through the prism of Maya, into the

multitudinous universe; and of which

every soul, while in this estranged

state, partakes in greater or less de

gree. These qualities, Tamas, Rajas,

and Satra, have been translated gene

rally, the first, Darkness; the second,

Passion or foulness (turbidness 2); the

third, Truth or Goodness. Schlegel

renders them caligo, impetus, essentia,

the word Sat meaning primarily Being,

and secondarily, Truth or Goodness,

because that which beeth is alone true,

and alone good. The Bhagavad Gita

goes briefly into the subject of their

nature and influence in the fourteenth

Lecture.

“Thereare"(says Krishna, addressing

Arjuna) “three Goon or qualities arising

from Prakreetee or nature: Satra

truth, Raja passion, and Tama dark

ness; and each of them confineth the

incorruptible spirit in the body. The

Satva-Goon, because of its purity, is

clear and free from defect, and en

twineth the soul with sweet and plea

sant consequences, and the fruit of

wisdom. The Raja-Goon is of a pas

sionate nature, arising from the effects

of worldly thirst, and imprisoneth the

soul with the consequences produced

from action. The Tama-Goon is the

offspring of ignorance, and the con

founder of all the faculties of the mind,

and it imprisoneth the soul with in

toxication, sloth, and idleness. The

Satva-Goon prevaileth in felicity, the

Raja in action, and the Tama, having

possessed the soul, prevaileth in intox
ication. When the Tama and the

Raja have been overcome, then the

Satra appeareth ; when the Raja and

the Satra, the Tama; and when the

'ama and the Satra, the Raja. When

Gnan, or wisdom, shall become evident

in this body at all its gates, then shall

it be known that the Satra-Goon is

prevalent within. The love of gain,

industry, and the commencement of

works, intenperance, and inordinate de

sire, are produced from the prevalency

of the Raja-Goon, whilst the tokens

of the Tama-Goon are gloominess,

idleness, sottishness, and distraction of

thought. When the body is dissolved,

whilst the Satva-Goon prevaileth, the

soul proceedeth to the regions of those

immaculate beings who are acquainted

with the Most High. When the body

findeth dissolution whilst the Raja-Goon

is predominant, the soul is born again

amongst those who are attached to the

fruits of their actions. So, in like

manner, should the body be dissolved

whilst the Tama-Goon is prevalent,
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the spirit is conceived again in the

wombs of irrational beings. The fruit

of good works is called Satvika and

Pure; the fruit of the Raja-Goon is

Pain, and the fruit of the Tama-Goon

is ignorance. From the Satva is pro

duced wisdom, from the Raja, cove

tousness, and from the Tama, madness,

distraction, and ignorance. Those of

the Satra-Goon mount on high; those

of the Raja stay in the middle ; whilst

those abject followers of the Tama

Goon sink below.”

But in other authorities the Tamas

quality appears more clearly explained,

and from this it is evident that its de

merit is negative. It is the absence

of all knowledge, feeling, motion, pene

trability, transparency. It is in fact,

what may appear a strange expression,

the moral basis of matter; or, in other

words, that stolid state or form of

spirit, which causes it to appear and

be what we call matter.

Makunda Raja, in his relation of the

order of creation, [Viveka Sindhu,

Section III. v. 72, 73] says:—

“Know the three-fold egoity or self-con

sciousness [Ahankara] to be the Satejka, or

self-consciousness of Truth or Goodness; the

Rajasa, or self-consciousness of Passion; and

the Tamasa, or self-consciousness of Dark

ness; in each of which respectively, a power

or energy peculiar to it, appears radiantly

developed.

“In the self-consciousness of Truth or

Goodness, is the power or energy of know

ledge or wisdom; in the self-consciousness

of Passion, resideth the power or energy of

action; in the self-consciousness of Darkness,

existeth incessantly the power or energy of

substance or matter (dravya).”

The Tamas quality, therefore, we

may consider as the great character

istic of brute matter, insensibility,

opacity, cold obstruction, immovabi

lity;—in optics, the dark purple or

violet ray —in morals, the sluggish,

material, brutish tendency. Its highest

form of organic development goes not

beyond the mere animal life and the

region of sense.

The Rajas is the characteristic of

moral life, or soul; the dark opacity

is penetrated with a fiery and turbid

glare, but not yet rendered purely

transparent; the cold obstruction and

insensibility are wakened into pangs

of painful movement; the dark purple

or violet has kindled into the red ray.

The sensational has struggled into the

emotional; sentiment has supplanted

sense and blind impulse.

The Satva is the characteristic of

spirit; spirit indeed still in antithesis

to body and soul, to matter and life;

and, therefore, though bright, lumi

nous, and glorious, still partaking of

distinction, and bound in the chains

of individuality and limitation; the

orange ray in optics, ready to escape

and lose itself in the pure light. †.

feeling soul compelled by suffering into

a profounder self-consciousness and

reflection, passion has risen into reason

and knowledge. Self-knowledge, rea

soning outward, progresses into uni

versal sympathy. The life of emotion

reaches its consummation, and all other

passions expire in giving birth to an

eternal sentiment of justice and love,

which are ultimately one.

Thus, as sense was wakened into

assion or sentiment—sentiment itself

as risen into eternal principle: and,

as the sensual life of blind animal im

pulse was kindled into the heroic life

of passion, the latter is, in turn, by

reflection and knowledge, elevated into

the calm regions of ideal or spiritual

life, in which Rishis, and Munis, and

Kavis, sages and saints, prophets and

poets divine, live a life of eternal labor

in unbroken tranquillity; labour “un

hasting, unresting”—not demiurgic

but sabbatical, [in that sense in which

it is said “The father worketh hither

to' J.

Still beyond the isolated Satva

º is a sphere called the pure

atva, which must be considered to

denote essentia pura, pure being, pure

truth, pure goodness—viewed as one

simple essence. This seems attained

only when all isolation is renounced ;

when the Satva, re-entering predomi

nant into the Rºjas and Tamas, and

penetrating them with its influence,

all three isolated prismatic rays coa

lesce into pure universal light, and a

consciousness of divine re-union. Or,

as Ilippolytus says—if Hippolytus be

the author of the Oxford MSS.–

“when man becomes God;" or, as

Alfonso Liguori, therein translating

the Spanish of St. Theresa, expresses

it in his theology [Oratio Meditationis],

“Anima fit unum quid cum Deo,"—

when the plastic, and the emotional,

and the ideal, become absolutely one,

and there is, properly speaking, neither

matter, nor soul, nor spirit, but some

thing which is all and yet none of these
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—call it Bramh ; call it the constant

or eternal Life [nitya]; call it, if you

will, that true Hindu trinity in unity

—SACH-CHId – ANANdA-GHANA—

“SoLIDARITY of BEING, THought, and

Joy,” in which the eternal going-forth

and reintrocession of the One, is ex

pressed in the most perfect harmony

with the deepest speculation of Platon

ism, and still more so with the pro

foundest development of Johannic

Christianity.

SAT—absolute self-existing BEING—

develops in itself self-consciousness

[Ahankara]; instinctive Being or Life

becomes Chit, i.e., Thought, or

REAsoN reflecting on its own nature—

the internal Wond or Logos, which

says, “I am Bramh or the Self

existent.” From the self-conscious

Thought contemplating its own eternal

Being, from the eternal Being develop

ing into perpetual self-consciousness,

Thought, or Reason, is an eternal

breathing forth of ANANDA, Joy, or

LovE, and these three are in one

GHANA or SolIDARITY.

Out of the purple or dark Violet has

struggled the Red : out of the Red is

breathed the Orange. The movement

of the Orange Joy is three-fold. If,

holding to its root in the Red, it goeth

forth in a circle according to pracritti,

or procession, till it re-enters the pri

mordial Violet, it produces the glad

Green of universal nature, wherein all

living things rejoice, and on which the

fairies love to dance. If, preferring

the way of Nieritti or retrocession into

itself—it re-enters its fountain the

Red, and their common fountain the

Violet, all three coalesce, and merge

into pure light—then the lied is sub

ject unto the Violet, and Light is all
in all.

If casting itself off from its fountain

the Red, and not tending towards their

common parent the Violet, it seeks to

stand alone, it becometh, in its proud

isolation, a deadly, venomous yellow,

the colour of serpents, and dragons,

and irredeemable Bramha-Rakshasas.

The Titanic nature is not of this

kind: for though the Tamas nature

immensely predominates, it still par

takes largely of the Rajas, and in lesser

measure of the Satva quality. The

roblem to be solved in the case of

Titanic Ravan—and in greater or less

degree of every human soul, in propor

tion as it partakes of the Titanic nature,

as all in their emerging must in some

measure—is, how shall the Tamas be

changed into the Satra, or penetrated

and ruled by it?—how shall matter re

ascend and become spirit?—the gross

darkness and stolid stupidity of the

tree or the animal be illumined into self

consciousness, reflection, reason, know

ledge 2—the brute self-concentration

be kindled into universal sympathy

and love?—the blind instinct and coarse

desires of the Titan, or Titanic man,

be sublimed into the eternal conscious

principles, self-renunciation, and pure

ideality of the divine life?

This can only be accomplished in one

way, and that way lies through the

Rajas—the life of passion—the life of

suffering. The result of every passion

of our nature, even love, nay of love

more than of all others, is suffering

and sorrow. The first awakening of

unconscious matter into the conscious

ness of mere animal life is through

physical pain; and the process is carried

still further by the mental suffering

which is the very nature of the soul's

emotional life.

Through the anguish of the fire alone

can the black coal of the mine become

transmuted into light. And so the

sorrow and anguish, which result in

evitably from the passions in the Rajas,

or emotional life, constitute the puri

fying fire designed to purge away the

dross of our Titanic nature, and trans

mute it into the pure Satra, where

purity, goodness, and truth, are predo

minant. Brute appetite and blind im

pulse are first superseded by passion;

and passion working, through sorrow

and the reflexion and sympathy which

sorrow begets, its own extinction,

finally merges in, and is swallowed up

in love and absolute resignation. This

philosophy seems to rest on a basis of

unquestionable truth. For, understood

in all its depth, it is identical, in ulti

mate results, with the way of the Cross.

Upon this psychological basis the
Chorus offers consolation to Mando

dari. She is the complement of the

Tamas quality in Ravan's nature. The

Tamas too partakes ofgood: it contains

within itself potentially both the Rajas

and the Satva, which only require to

be evolved from it: nay, it is the

necessary basis or adhishtan, without

which they could have no place. Like

the black flint of the desert, it is cold,

dark, insensible, motionless; but within

it is the movement, the fire, and the

anguish of the Rajas, and the light and
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joy of the Satra. And in proportion

to the large basis of the Tamas quality

is the intensity and power of that

Rajas fire, and Satva light, which

movement can evolve : a view in re

markable harmony with the conclusions

of modern phrenology; where it is

found that, for heroic greatness and

energy of character, no development

of the moral and intellectual organs,

however favourable, is sufficient, with

out a powerful basis in the organs of

destructiveness, combativeness, and the

other animal or Tamas energies of

man. The Tamas, in a word, to repeat

a former illustration, is the coal, with

out which there is no fire, no steam,

no light. The Tamas portion, there

fore, of our being, for its normal de

velopment, requires its appropiate

guardianship of love; for in the very

lowest spheres of existence, in the

plastic and even the seemingly, but

only seemingly, dead atomic region,

love is ever manifest in some cognate,

and there cognisable form; and is the

worker and preserver of existence there.

So long as the Tamas or Titanic

nature is predominant in Ravan, whe

ther that be for a whole life, or only a

portion of it, Mandodari is his neces

sary and tutelary co-ordinate, for she

has the Tamas, or dark plastic love.

Devoid of passion, or heroic sentiment

—unawakened to the Satva element

within her, a stranger to the light of

knowledge and ideality—she possesses

the simple, unreflecting, spontane

ous kindness of nature, the plastic,

cherishing affection of the negro wo–

man. In his present stage of develop

ment these are what the Titan needs.

When he comes home from the battle,

she will have a warin cake and smoking

kid ready for his exhausted frame and

craving appetite; she will fill his Titanic

goblet with mashaks of fresh mirth

inspiring wine; she will sit and shampoo

his weary limbs, as if she were kneading

a loaf; she will perhaps touch her banjo,

and animate his spirits with a wild,

though not unmelodious chant, or

sing him to sleep with some simple

monotonous song; and, taking a chawri

of peacock's feathers, whisk the flies

from his face, till she herself is overcome

by the drowse, and sinks to sleep by

his side.

But when this stage is passed, when

the influence of appetite and brute im

ulse is surmounted, and Ravan is ripe

}. entering the higher career of true

passion and heroic sentiment, through

which alone he can be fitted for the

still higher sphere of ideal life nourished

by a... then a higher nature

must be placed in relation with him;

a nature which, possessing sufficient

ower of beauty to inspire him with

ove, and sufficient sympathy with the

nobler side of his own nature to attract

his affections, shall yet present the

most rigid antithesis to that nature,

wherever it is defective and requires

elevation or change. With a purity

and gentleness which shall º: his

Titanic coarseness and ferocity; with

an intuitive sense of right and truth

which shall lay mountains of reasoning

low with a word; with a lofty scorn of

every divergence or short-coming,

which shall sting him into an emulating

pursuit of absolute, heroic good; with

an intelligence which shall appreciate

and stimulate his own, and a feminine

ideality which shall reveal to him the

inferiority of his own grosser nature,

and lead him to know and worshi

ideal beauty; with a tenderness whic

shall sink deeper into his soul than

every other quality, and make every

sorrow or suffering falling upon her

beloved head, and every hiding of the

face of her love, bitter to his soul as

death ; –out of the anguish to be

wrought in his nature by these complex

emotions, he is destined to emerge,

|...} ennobled and refined, into a

igher nature.

When the time comes that Ravan

is capable of undergoing this process,

Mandodari will be no longer suited for

his companion and partner, no longer

capable of appreciating his nature, or

deriving happiness from an equal com

panionship with him.

When this period, therefore, arrives,

Mandodari's task as companion and co

artner ends; but not her offices of

indness or her relation to Ravan,

Though his Tamas nature shall then

be ... no longer predominant, and

shall only exist as the basis which

affords fuel to higher emotions, it is

not annihilated. His Tamas, or animal

man, will still require cherishing ; the

more so as he himself will now beneglect

ful of it. Mandodari will still be with

him, but she will have receded into the

lower relation, in which such services

can be most appropriately rendered ;

and, with the same simple tenderness

that now characterises her as the

Titan's wife, she will minister to him
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then as an attendant, and nurse him in

his illness and in sorrow. And this is

the destiny which, as we hinted above,

may appear a humiliating change to

Inost of our fair readers. But it need

not, and ought not; for there is no vio

lent contrast in that future destiny to

awaken such a feeling. United to one

in the same Tamas sphere of life as

herself, Mandodari in that future birth

will become a mother, and a desolate

widow. Needing protection, she will

find it under the shadow of Ravan, in

his future appearance on earth. She

will experience unvarying kindness and

unbounded trust at his hands, and will

return it with affectionate fidelity. A

rfect sympathy shall establish itself

łº, them—not as equals, but be

fitting their new relation. A benevolent

and gracious kindness on his part—

respect, gratitude, and maternal watch

fulness over his welfare on hers. Ravan

will seal the bond between them by pa

rental care of her dying son, and she

will have ample scope for repaying love

for love in her own sphere. For, it is

not the least of the consolations award

ed to Mandodari by the Rishis, that

the beautiful, but pensive and myste

rious, Zingarel, of whose destiny, sup

planting, as it is doomed to do, her

own, she entertains the jealousy natural

to her position, is destined to be,

conjointly with Ravan, one of the

chief objects of her own future affection,

and almost maternal care. She will

wait upon, and gaze on her with

wonder, as a being incomprehensible,

whom she might almost worship, and

yet one whom she cannot help loving

as fondly, and as freely, as if she were

her own infant; she will nurse all

her children; she will fondle and carry

in her arms one cherished boy when

he is snatched away; and will mourn

her Indrajit a second time in the

beloved Floribel. She will nurse Zin

garel herself with a mother's tenderness,

when her frame has given way, and her

mind has become clouded ; and ere

her pilgrimage to the mournful and

silent land described in Ravan's dream,

the last kiss imprinted by the wan lips

of the weeping wanderer, on leaving

the beautiful Isle of Palms, shall be

on the dusky but faithful cheek of her,

within whose body the spirit of Man

dodari shall then be tabernacled. Nor

is this all. Disasters not yet told by

Ravan are gathering in that dream of

futurity; and when they occur—when

Zingarel is far from Ravan—'tis her

faithful and tender spirit—Mandodari's

—that shall be near him, to soothe, to

cherish, to console, and to support him,

in the hour of his anguish and isolation.

At the announcement of such a

destiny, the honest heart of Mando

dari swells, and her eyes kindle and

fill with tears of affectionate joy—for

getful of self, forgetful of everything

but the happiness of ministering to

Ravan So fully does love partake of

nobleness, of divinity, in however

humble a sphere of the universe it is

manifested And here some grave

questions arise. Why should not so

noble, though simple a love, merit to

rise, like Ravan's own nature, into the

Rajas sphere, and be his future com

panion, as now, in lieu of Zingarel?

When Ravan, surmounting the Itajas

sphere, shall ascend to the Satra, must

he have a third partner of his spirit,

and must Zingarel be superseded by

another, as Mandodari by her? Does

the spirit of the male alone progress

through eternity, and is that of the

female, by whose aid his nature ascends,

bound and stationary for ever ? If not,

if Zingarel progresses into the Satra,

why not Mandodari into the Rajas 2

These questions all pass before the

mind of Ravan ; but he defers asking

them, till he has concluded the relation

of his dream. He will then seek, and

receive, a solution of these mysteries

from the Chorus. For the present, the

first Kanda of the Sabha Parva closes,

and the curtain descends upon the joy

ful tears of the consoled Mandodari.
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on the SITE or The DEstroy ED CITIES or THE PLAIN.

SIR-Whatever respects the facts recorded in Scripture must always be deemed

of high importance.

In The Dublin UNIversity MAGAZINE for this present September, there is a

paper by your correspondent, “J. W. C.,” in which he gives an account of the

recent travels of M. de Sauley. I have not had an opportunity of perusing that

work: but, concluding that your correspondent's account of it is correct, I shall

venture to offer a few observations upon that part of it which respects the site of

the destroyed Cities of the Plain of Jordan.

My remarks will be more intelligible, if I copy that portion of your correspon

dent's paper to which I refer —

“M. de Saulcy had long looked toward the shores of the Dead Sea and the

land of the Moabites as a mysterious terra incognita, of which so many strange

legends had been promulgated, that he became ardently desirous to examine

them on the spot, and separate, if possible, the real from the imaginary, by per

sonal investigation. In this difficult journey very few had preceded him. From

a close perusal of Scriptural texts and classical authorities, in the original tongues,

he had adopted certain theories of his own, in opposition to others sanctioned by

long currency and general acceptation, particularly as regards the condemned cities

of the Pentapolis, including the guilty Sodom and Gomorrah. Why, in the face

of direct assertion to the contrary, it should ever have been supposed that these

cities were submerged under the sea, which there and then was elevated for the

#. it seems difficult to understand; but the fallacy, once started, estab

ished itself by degrees, and has been perpetuated by hereditary descent. The

visible ruins of the Cities of the Plain our author believed to be still in existence.

He expected to find—searched for, and found them ; not under the troubled and

infected waters of the salt inland lake, so erroneously set down as being at once

their shroud and sepulchre, but on the shores ...} in the valleys, where they

originally stood, and where he and his companions looked upon, and rode among

their widely-extended remains, lying as they were overthrown, blasted by the

fire of heaven, and scattered in awful desolation.

“Travelling along the line of shore from the mouth of Kaedron, on the north

west, to that of the Arnon, in the eastern land of the Amorites, or more than

three quarters of the whole circumference of the sea, they struck boldly into the

south, and ventured into Karak, the modern capital of Moab. They then re

turned by a different route, and passed successively through the ruins of Zeboim,

Sodom, Zoar, and Admah, never before identified or believed to be in existence,

but palpable and traceable in their full extent; placed exactly where Scriptural

and classical authorities combine to place them, evidently reduced to their pre

sent state by volcanic agency and the effects of fire.”– DUBLIN UNIversity

MAGAzine, Vol. XLII. pp. 367, 375.

These statements profess to exhibit the views of M. de Sauley; and to them,

as I understand him, “J. W. C.” gives his full adhesion.

Now, since I certainly deem the whole theory directly contradicted by the

ScripturAL Record of FActs As connected witH geography, though propounded,

I doubt not, with the very best intentions, I cannot think myself out of place in

distinctly specifying my objections.

That it should ever have been supposed that the guilty cities were subMERGED

under the sea, which then and there was ELEv Ated for the purpose, is said by

your correspondent to be, in the face of direct assertion to the contrary, both

Scriptural and classical.

Here we have Two statements, Neither of which can be supported—the non

submersion of the cities, and the elevation of the sea.

I. The alleged direct assertion to the contrary of the long established belief as to

the geographical site of the destroyed cities, must be sought, according to

“J. W. C.," partly in classical, and partly in Scriptural authorities.
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Now, to say nothing of the vagueness of those pagan writers who have con

curred in specifying the facts, such as Diodorus, and Tacitus, and Strabo, and

Pliny, and Solinus, their statements, from the mere circumstance of their chro

nological lateness, can be of no evidential value either pro or con. The point

must obviously be determined by the very ancient written narrative of Moses,

which, to its antiquity, adds the seal of inspiration, precluding all possibility of

an inaccurate statement of facts.

What, then, does this narratve teach us?

Why, it most unequivocally pronounces that the guilty cities were geographi

cally situated, not on the narrow margin of the present Dead Sea, where M. de

Saulcy thinks he has discovered their ruins, but in the rich plain of Jordan, de

scribed as well watered everywhere, before the Lord destroyed Sodom and

Gomorrah, and compared to the Garden of the Lord, as exemplified by the fer

tile and flat land of Lower Egypt—Gen. xiii. 10.

Where this flat, and fertile, and well watered Jordanic plain was, there, ac

cording to Scripture, stood the guilty cities. Hence, they are fitly and con

sistently termed the Cities of the Plain : that is to say, the plain through the

midst of which the river Jordan then flowed : otherwise, it could with no pro

priety have been denominated the/..." of Jordan.— Gen. xiii. 12, 10.

II. The geographical locality of this fertile plain, which was extensive enough

to make Lot desire it for the pasturage of his numerous herds and flocks,

agreeably to the nomadic habits of the East, is the next point to be ascertained:

and this is a matter of prime importance to the present question ; for, if we

can ascertain the geographical locality of the plain, it is quite clear that we

shall also ascertain the geographical locality of the cities.

Now, it is obvious that a well-watered plain, termed the whole plain of Jor

dan (Gen. xiii. 10), and chosen by Lot as much preferable to the plains in the

south of Canaan for the purpose of extensive pasturage, can by no possibility

be the narrow margin of the present 1)cad Sea, even though, previous to the

catastrophe, it was not volcanically blasted as at present. Such a strip of land

at the foot of lofty mountains both on the west and on the east, if we suppose

the Dead Sea to have been then in existence, answers not to the character

of a fertile plain, well watered everywhere, and compared to the Delta of Lower

Egypt. The plain chosen by Lot, must, on the contrary, have been the plain

watered by the southern Jordan; for, in point of fact, the Dead Sea was not

then in existence, though it now occupies the region between the mountains of

Judah and the mountains of Moab, which was previously occupied by that

great and eminently fertile plain.

This point is fully established by more than a single fact.

Burkhardt has ascertained, that, after flowing through the great plain, and

after having been made to irrigate it by various artificial, or perhaps natural,

channels, like the Nile in Egypt, the Jordan again became contracted, and,

assing along a rocky and now deserted bed,'i. fell into the eastern

orn of the Red Sea.

Accordingly, we are told that, when Lot separated from Abram, after they

had been jointly pasturing their cattle in the southern plains of the land of Ca

naan, he journeyed EAstward, inasmuch as he had chosen for himself all the

plain of Jordan.—Gen. xiii. 11, 12, 18.

From these ascertained points, nothing can be more clear, than that the

whole of the once fertile plain of Jordan is now covered by the waters of the

Dead Sea. Consequently, since the guilty Cities of the Plain, as the very name

descriptively imports, were built in different parts of this plain, they also, or

what remains of them, must be now similarly covered by the same great

asphaltic lake.

With this exactly accord the Scriptural accounts of the movements of

Lot:—

“Abram direlled in the land of Canaan; and Lot ſhrelled in the Cities of the

Plain, and pitched his tent toward Sodom.”—Gen. xiii. 12.

That is to say: Lot, for the convenience of pasturage, moved about from

one city of the plain to another, until he had finally pitched his tent toward So

dom, shortly before the occurrence of the ſº. volcanic eruption. . Ulti

mately, however, we find him occupying a house in Sodom, while, doubtless his
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herdsmen were then pasturing his cattle in the immediately neighbouring part

of the great plain.—Gen. xix. 1–6.

3. I do not at all dispute, that M. de Sauley found some ruins on the blasted

margin of the Lake; but we cannot, in defiance of all Scriptural evidence, ad

mit them to have been the ruins of Zeboim, Sodom, Zoar, and Admah.

Zoar, in truth, was not destroyed at all; but was still in existence when

Josephus wrote; and, as for the ruins seen by M. de Saulcy on the surface of

the lara, that very circumstance, even independently of the geographical im

possibility, proves, that they could not have been the ruins of the destroyed

cities of the plain.

II. But your correspondent thinks it quite absurd to suppose that the sea was,

then and there, elevated to its present height for the purpose of submerging the

cities.

1. I may be mistaken; but this remark seems to imply, that, in his opinion,

the Dead Sea was always where it now is: whence he pronounces it absurd to

imagine, that, for the purpose of submerging the cities, it was suddenly elevated

to its present height.

If I have erred in supposing such to be his view, I heartily beg his pardon.

Still, I know not where he can have learned his idea, that the Dead Sea has

been elevated to a level higher than that which it had prior to the occurrence of

the catastrophe. If it existed at all before the destruction of the cities of the

lain, its level must, at that time, have sunk, instead of being elevated. For it

is well known, that, so far from its waters being elevated, they are depressed

(unless my memory fails me) to about 1,800 feet below the level of the Medi

terranean, and consequently below the nearly equal level of the Red Sea.

2. This depression fully accounts for the fact of their no longer emptying

themselves, as Burkhardt found they had once done, into the eastern horn of the

Red Sea.

“The prolongation of the valley of the Jordan,” says Colonel Leake—no mean authority

in matters of antiquarian research—“which completes a longitudinal separation of Syria,

extending for three hundred miles from the sources of that river to the eastern branch of

the Red Sea, is a most important feature in the geography of the Holy Land, indicating

that the Jordan once discharged itself into the Red Sea; and confirming the truth of that

great volcanic convulsion described in the nineteenth chapter of Genesis, which interrupted

the course of the river, which converted into a lake the fertile plain occupied by the cities of

Adma, Zeboim, Sodom, and Gomorrah, and which changed all the valley to the southward

of that district into a sandy desert.”—Preface to Burkhardt's Travels in Syria and the IHoly

Land, pp. v. vi.

3. Colonel Leake's opinion is precisely the same as my own; and, as it is de

duced from Scriptural testimony, combined with ascertained matter of fact, I do

not very well see how it can be erroneous.

When the original level of the fertile plain, through which the Jordan flowed

in its way to the Red Sea, was volcanically changed by a violent depression or

sinking of the ground, the stream of Jordan could, of course, no longer reach its

ancient outlet; but, flowing into the vast gulf, which has been actually sounded

by Captain Lynch, gradually formed an immense lake, which thenceforward

covered both the plain and the cities, and which (most probably through constant

evaporation) never attained a higher level than the present comparatively low

level of 1800 feet beneath that of the Mediterranean.

4. In the Scriptural account of the catastrophe, no mention is or could be

made of the lake; because the Jordan had not then formed it, by filling up the

huge chasm.

Hence, we are consistently told, that when Abram gat up early in the

morning of the following day, he looked toward Sodom and Gomorrah, and

toward All the land of the plain; and lo, the smoke of the country went up as

the smoke of a furnace.—Gen. xix. 27, 28.

IIe saw no lake because, in so short a time, no lake could have been formed by

the influx of the Jordan. But when Moses wrote, some centuries later than the

occurrence of the catastrophe, a lake had then been formed by the constant in

flux of the river.

Of this fact he quite incidentally informs us. The battle of the kings was

WOL, XLII.-NO. CCL, 2 L
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fought in the vale of the Siddim, and the neighbourhood of Sodom and Gomor

rah (Gen. xiv. 8.) This vale, therefore, must have been some part of the great

Plain of Jordan, now covered by the Dead Sea. Accordingly, Moses expressly

tells us, that the Dead Sea of his time coincided with the quondam vale of the

Siddim.

All these (kings), says he, were joined together in the pale of the Siddim,

which Is THE salt sea (Gen. xiv. 3.)

The quondam vale, or plain-like valley, between the mountains of Judah on

the west, and the mountains of Moab on the east, had, when Moses wrote, be

come, by the constant influx of the Jordan, what he calls the SALT SEA.

5. That M. de Sauley discovered certain ruins on the blasted margin of the

lake, and that the volcanic character of the margin is a most decided confirma

tion of the Mosaic account, I make no doubt ; but such a discovery affords no

very logical proof that they were the ruins of the destroyed cities.

“There repose," as your correspondent remarks, “those gloomy waters. No sounds of

the busy stirring world without can penetrate the frowning barrier of volcanic ramparts,

hurled upon each other in wild confusion, by which they are encircled.”

Yet, in this narrow margin, and on the top of the lava—for otherwise they

could not have been seen—M. de Saulcy would place, far removed from the centri

cal region of what was once an ample and proverbially fertile plain, the destroyed

Cities of the Plain of Jordan; and your correspondent sanctions his arrange

Iment.

6. The small town of Bela, or Zoar, which was Not destroyed with the other

cities, but which was saved from overthrow at the petition of Lot, that he might

escape thither, must, according to the subsequent journeying of the patriarch,

have been situated quite at the south-eastern extremity of the great plain, and at

the foot of those mountains which afterwards constituted the land of his son,

Moab. To these mountains he finally withdrew, from a distrustful fear that

Zoar, though spared for a season, would be ultimately destroyed like the other

cities.—Gen. xix. 30.

7. I have now, with Scripture in my hand, given what I believe to be the true

account of the Cities of the Plain. Captain Lynch, who sounded the Dead Sea,

found the extraordinary phenomenon of a sudden dip of its bottom, from eighteen

feet, as I recollect, to one thousand eight hundred feet. This was the huge chasm

which Jordan filled up so as to make the present lake; but the ground was vol

canically depressed to such a depth, that the river was henceforth cut off from its

ancient course to the Red Sea.

G. S. FABER.

sherburn House, September 19th, 1853.
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A NIGHT W IT H T H E M Y S T ICs.

tºY Jonath a Nº Frters tº sli NGs aY.

THERE are few things in the ordinary occurrences of life, which more severely

try a man's philosophy than a betrayal of confidence. If you be robbed on the

highway, or over-reached in the mart, it is bad enough, heaven knows; but

then you have in a great measure to blame yourself; you should have been

armed against the one, and vigilant with the other. The wrongdoer has broken

the Eighth Commandment; and so you think the worse of him individually, and

you separate him from his species in your thoughts. But the man who divulges

the secret which, in the faith and truth of your heart, you have committed to

his honour for safe custody; give me leave to tell you that he has thereby

broken every commandment of the second table of the Decalogue. He has dis

honoured the parents who gave him birth—he has murdered Friendship—he has

defiled the fair beauty of Truth—he has robbed me of Faith; and he has coveted

everything that is mine, when he uses them as his own. And what, if possible,

is worse than all, such a one forces you, for his sake, to think less kindly of all

human nature.

From a wrong such as this I have lately suffered, and my wounds are yet too

green for me to bear them with patience. Dear Public—for henceforth I shall

make the whole world, from Spitzbergen to Cape Horn, my confidant, and

thus secure myself from betrayal—dear Public, you all know how one Anthony

Poplar, sometime my familiar friend, with whom I took sweet counsel, has of

late divulged certain social passages of my life, which I had confidentially imparted

to him, insomuch that the sayings and doings of a certain society of persons,

whose modesty induced them to envelop themselves in all sorts of mystery, to

conceal their names, to abandon their proper individualities, to meet in various

out-of-the-way nooks and corners, have been proclaimed, as it were, with the

voice of a trumpet, and blazoned upon the scroll of fame, indicted, printed,

published, and disseminated over the whole earth, in the pages of THE DUBLIN

UNIVERsity MAGAZINE.

Well, then, dear Public, now that the existence of “THE Mystics” is a

great historical fact, as little to be doubted or denied as that of the Holy Inqui

sition, let us have no more concealment, but boldly admit it. Give me, then,

a quiet half-hour, if you can spare it, when you are running on the rail, or

steaming on the water, or smoking your cigar, or sipping your coffee, or sitting

by the fire-side with your wife, dear Public, and taking a little relaxation;

give me, I say, such a half-hour, and I shall enable you to spend it in very

leasant company. Such, at least, I thought it, during my last night with the

Ivstics.

‘Twas a lovely day and a lovely scene, when last the Mystic Brethren met toge

ther. I shall not state time or place more particularly than to say, the former

was about the time when Her Most Gracious Majesty's visit to Ireland brought

hither many a distinguished man in the various }. artments of science, of lite

rature, and of art; and the latter was in the locality of one of those exquisite

scenes which lie so lovingly around our fair city. Well, you know all about

how we dine, and assume, as you may, that we never ate more heartily, hob

nobbed more cordially, or interchanged with more frankness and sincerity all

the affectionate social amenities which flow from a community of feeling amongst

men who are bound together by the great bond of intellectual citizenship, mem

bers of the great “mysteries” of knowledge.

Dinner is over ; the board is cleared of all that had so lately crowded it, and

an unimpeded highway is left for theº of flask and flagon, which now

travel steadily down either side of the table, pausing before each member

while he supplies himself, as his taste dictates, from the plain, long-necked,

amber-tinted flask, the sparkling decanter of transparent glass, or the opaque,

mysterious-looking black bottle, which holds within its dark body a bright and
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joyous spirit. The clock has just struck seven. The rich, mellow hues of the

departing day are streaming in through the large casement which looks towards

the south-west, and becoming momentarily softer and fainter, as the sun-painted

clouds, of which they are the reflex, are losing their colouring. One has thrown

open the window, and the fresh, sweet odour of flowers is borne in upon the

evening air from the adjacent garden. The jocund ring of laughter—the many

toned voices of the speakers—here loud in gay sallies, there deep and earnest in

the intercommunication of knowledge – all for a moment have become hushed

simultaneously, and every eye is turned for a brief space of time to admire one

of those glorious day-closes in early autumn, which in Ireland are so unsurpass

ably beautiful. There, in the far distance, were the hills of the county Dublin,

and the more distant mountains of Wicklow, their fantastic outlines and finely

pointed cones softened down against the sky, and their sides painted a rich, deep

purple, which is only found in climates where, from the density of the atmos

phere, the air-tints mellow and modify the light; and then the sky, filled with

clouds that still in their height caught the light of the sun that had passed away

from us, and gave it back to the world transmuted into hues of wonderful beauty.

Here were fields of clouds, mottled with gold, and purple, and orange — there

patches of blue and silver—and in another and a distant quarter, where the in

fluence of the light was fainter, one saw that pale-green which is not unfrequent

in our evening skies. Passing from the heavens and the hill-tops, the eye ran

along a rich expanse of finely-wooded scenery, till at length it reached the plea

sant green foreground where we were located. And now the soft, pale, dreamy

twilight, is creeping over the heavens, and the long shadows of the trees that

had struggled into the room, and played along the walls, now flicker in a ghostly

dimness, and fade, fade away, and at last disappear. What a pleasant light to

talk in and to think in 1 ič, truth and fiction, the real and the unreal, then

seem to blend together in the mind, even as light and darkness are mingling in

the material world ! I think we all felt the influence of the scene; .# know

not what might have been the consequences, but that our Hochmystiker,

with that knowledge of human feeling, quickness of perception and promptness

of action, which form so large a portion of his character, at a glance dis

covered the dangerous tone of sentiment which was affecting our minds, and the

cause of it, and lost no time, in removing them. Promptly summoning one of

the attendants, Wilddrake—for it was he—gave his orders in his own curt, abrupt

manner

“Shut the windows; draw the curtains; bring lights. Gentlemen, attend to

your glasses.”

The orders were speedily executed by the servants; nor were the company

less slow in their obedience. When we had thus cut off the world from without,

we turned all our thoughts to the world within; and, as the lights grew strong

and illumined the room, each one looked on the face of his friend, and felt that,

for a while at least, our world was within that snug, cheery room—our thoughts

and hearts due to the brotherhood around us.

“Now,” cried Wilddrake, “to business. Bring hither the mace of office.

Hollo, Schatsmeister-mystiker! Herr Bob.”

Hereupon arose one from the lower end of the table—a small, smart, dapper

young man, with a keen visage, bright black eyes, and black hair; and, going to

a press near at hand, brought forth the symbol of authority. With great cere

mony he marched up the room, and laid it on the table before Wilddrake.

“Now,” said the Hochmystiker, with edifying gravity, and lifting up the mace

horizontally with both hands—

But you should know the form and fashion of our mace, or you will scarcely

understand what is to follow. It was about three feet long, in colour it was dark

brown, in form it was round, and in thickness it varied from three to four

inches in diameter, coming to a point at one end, while the other glowed brightly

as if ignited—in a word, it was a monster cigar.

“Now,” said the Hochmystiker, “let us smoke the pipe of brotherhood—the

cigarre mystike.”

So saying, he placed the small end in his mouth with much solemnity, and

then passed it to the person on his right hand, who went through the same cere

mony, and then sent it forward; and so, amid abundance of laughter, the
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monster-weed traversed the table, down one side and up the other, till it reached

the President again, and was placed across the table before him, supported by

two glasses.

“I pronounce,” said Wilddrake, “the chapter now opened. Let the Archi

varmystiker bring forth the register.”

That officer stepped forth. Who he was you may possibly divine—what he

was, in outward configuration or inward diathesis, I, of all men, can least de

scribe, seeing that, firstly, I never saw his face in my life, and even had I done

so I should, if St. James be right, straightway have forgotten what manner of

man he was ; and secondly, my knowledge of him is, alas! very defective, though

I have all my life been endeavouring to become thoroughly acquainted with him.

Thus much I can say, he has changed his outward features as often as the

chameleon changes its colour. He came from the hand of God reasonably

enough fashioned; he has been marred by disease and scarred by accident; he

has been variolographed,º and lithographed to no end ; he has

been bedaubed by painters; be-moulded by sculptors; be-praised by his friends,

#. be-devilled by critics, till he knows no more of his own personal identity

an I do.

Well, he brought the book and placed it before the President.

What a queer old book it was, to be sure It was a plethoric little quarto,

bound in antique boards, that had a dark, time-stained look; quaint brass clasps

held it together, and when it was opened the yellow parchment leaves were filled

with illuminated characters, and gave forth “a very ancient and fish-like smell,”

that impressed the beholders with great veneration. You would not have been

surprised had some mystic assured you that it was the original book wherein

Cadmus commenced his cyphering.

The proceedings of the previous chapter were read and signed by the President.

“IJ. to be heard, most high Mystiness,” said Herr Bob, from the lower

end of the table. “Is there raženziz—free speech, and a fair hearing 2"

“You are out of order, Herr Bob. Sit down.”

“Not on a question of privilege—a gross breach of privilege.”

“Propound it, then,” said Wilddrake.

“Yes, that I will. Brothers, you must know that we have been betrayed by

one of our own order. I speak not now of certain pen-and-ink sketches of our

rsons and manners (here he looked hard at me); that's neither here northere.

F. one reader that will believe us to be flesh and blood, a score will assume

that we are but fancy's sketches—the idola of Slingsby there. But I allude to

the fact, that our very habitat has been exposed to the gaze of the world, map

ped out, and spotted; so that all tourists who henceforth go to see the scene of

the Kirwan tragedy, will be sure to visit the scene of the Mystic Comedies; and

Ireland's Eye and the Baily Tavern will alike become places of disagreeable

notoriety.”

A Babel of sounds followed this announcement; laughter, groans, intona

tions expressive of shame, sorrow, and indignation, all swelled and surged

through the room, like the booming of billows upon a rocky shore. At length,

the President calmed down the tumult to silence, and Herr Bob proceeded—

“Here are my proofs;” and he produced a small, neatly-printed volume. “A

certain O'Gowan, as the Celts il. to call him, an antiquarian and topo

grapher, has -- -

The President here interrupted Herr Bob.

“Is the accused present 2 If so, let him stand forth.”

After a short pause, a personage arose midway down the table. A tall man,

and lusty withal, of a sanguineous countenance, a bright, large, cheery eye, a

high forehead, and a head from whose crown the light brown locks were begin

ning to retreat.

“Here I am, Hochmystiker.”

“Good; now we shall go on regularly. Brother Rhadamanthus, come up

hither; you shall sit beside us as our assessor. . If there be any matter that

transcends common sense, we shall assume it is within the province of common

law, and shall hand it over to you to deal with.” -

The party thus invited arose with great gravity, and taking his place beside

Wildarake said—
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“I will not shrink from the responsibility you impose upon me; though I must

say the burden is very unequally divided. If you are to deal with whatever is

common sense, and 1 with what isn't, be daad, l know who'll have most to do."

“Proceed now, Herr Bob, and make your charge,” said Wilddrake.

“Ay, that's common sense,” said Rhadamanthus. “Prithoner, at the baar,

hold up your hand, and listhen to the indictment; daat’s common law.”

Herr Bob then proceeded—

“I here charge yonder Faber, or O'Gowan, with having basely, treacherously,

libellously, calumniously, and untruly forged, invented, printed, and published the

following statement of, and concerning the Mystic brotherhood; that is to say:

“‘On the sloping ground which descends towards the shore, stands the Baily Tavern,

which has been the favour, d spot chosen occasionally for the meetings of some chºice and

kindred spirits, whose cultivated reunions are known to afford the enjoyment of social talent

of the highest order. It is not our intention to withdraw the veil which “the Mystics,” as

they are denominated, have, with good taste, thrown around their literary meetings; but it

is known that many of the brilliant sallies, in prose or lyrical verse, which delight the

world, in the pages of our popular periodical literature, have been traced, in their origin, to

the inspiration derived from the social pleasures which have been shared in this spot, and

elsewhere, by some of the most distinguished men of our day, who, it is believed, have not

had reason to diminish their opinion of the brilliancy of Irish genius by their participation

in the mystical meetings of the sºciety of which we are not at liberty here more fully to

speak.'"

“How say you, prisoner?—what's your plea 2" asked Wilddrake.

“I admit that I did write, print, and publish that statement; but I insist

it is the truth.”

“Then, as you admit the fact, you plead guilty, of course,” said the Presi

dent; “that's common sense.”

“But, as he justifies it, we'll enter a plea of not guilty; daat’s common law,”

added l&hadamanthus.

The accused was now put on his trial. Evidence was adduced, of the most

satisfactory character, to show, that not only had the Mystics not dined at the

Baily Tavern, but that they had never dined upon any spot of the terrestrial

globe; and the motto of the club upon its armorial bearings, “ In Nubibus,”

was produced, as a convincing proof of the fact. As the brotherhood, like the

House of Commons, were judges in their own cases, it was unanimously decided

that the accused was guilty.

“I pray,” said Herr Bob, “that brother Slingsby be ordered to record the

verdict, and that the President pronounce the sentence of the court.”

“Brother Rhadamanthus,” said Wilddrake, “as junior Justice, be so good

as to deliver the sentence.”

“I can't deny,” replied Rhadamanthus, “that it comes within my province,

seeing that the verdict is against all common sense. So here goes. Put for

ward the prithoner.”

.." was haled up amidst abundance of mock gravity and ill-suppressed

laughter.

g hope I'll be allowed to say a few words before sentence is passed,” said

O'Gowan.

“Certainly not,” said IRhadamanthus—'twould be contrary to all precedents

in my court – “Castigatgue auditºue dolos'— I punish first, and hear after

wards. When you've undergone your punishment, we'll hear you, if you think

'twill do you any good. So, now, hold your tongue, and listen to your

sentence—

“Prithoner at the bar, Hubert O'Gowan, ahem : Prithoner, my maan, you

have been indicted for that you, not having the fear of God before your eyes, but

moved by the instigation of the Devil—diabolo tentante—did invent, forge, write,

and publish the libellous statement with the various intents already mentioned,

but which I shall not pain your feelings by recounting in detail. You had a

mighty fair trial—everything considered, hem!—and have been found guilty upon

the best evidence—I mean the best evidence that was at hand—had it been

worse, 'twould have done as well. I'm very sorry, so I am, to see so decent

looking a man in such a situation. I cannot find anything to extenuate your
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crime. , You weren't forced by poverty, which drives many a man into print,

God help 'em, for you're very well dressed, and look comfortable; neither were

you led into error by those sharpers of publishers, for you're a man of intelligence,

and up to such chaps; but you appear to have been instigated by the cacoethes

scribendi, that real devil, which has brought so many to ruin in all ages. Ne

vertheless the court is disposed to take your case into its merciful consideration.

You have hitherto borne a pretty good character, considering you're an author.

You have, as I am informed—though I don't understand such matters myself—

written some very good things about the old times of Ireland, when she was the

great centre of learning—civil, religious, and political—and, indeed, the little

book which has brought you into your present unhappy situation is, barring the

passage already referred to, a very nice, entertaining, pleasant little book as any

one could wish to have with him upon a summer-day's ramble to Howth. For

these reasons the sentence of the court is—ahem l—is, that you be amerced or

fined in one dozen of champagne, to be drunk on the premises forthwith, and

that you be confined in this room until the said fine be paid and disposed of in

manner aforesaid, ahem "

I need scarcely say that this sentence was received with loud manifestations of

the most intense satisfaction. Bishop exclaimed, with dramatic excitement—

“A Daniel come to judgment, yea, a Daniel.

O wise and upright judge;

How much more elder art thou than thy looks!"

“Bedaad, I don't know that,” said Rhadamanthus, stroking down his white

locks significantly. “However, let us have the champagne. Then we'll drink

O“Gowan's health, and success to his little book; and, with the President's per

mission, I'll retire into private life, and give you a song.”

“In due course, Rhadamanthus,” said Wilddrake, “after the Queen's health

and the charter toast.”

These toasts were then successively given and drunk—the former with extra

ordinary enthusiasm, by reason of her most gracious Majesty's presence amongst

us. After a pause, Wilddrake gave the health of O'Gowan, which was drunk in

his own champagne with all the honours, and, when that worthy gentleman had

returned ... the President said—

“Now, then, Brother Rhadamanthus, let's have your song.”

“I beg to premise,” said Rhadamanthus, “that I am in no way answerable

for the fabrication of the mysterious song which I am about to sing. I think

it necessary to say this, inasmuch as — whether truly or falsely, heaven only

knows—I have got the credit or discredit, whichever it be, of the authorship of

a certain song which I sometimes sing to the same air, upon the subject of a

little accident at one of the Viceregal entertainments. I'll now sing you what

Brother Slingsby is pleased to call

cArtMeN MYSTICUM

J. F. sli NGspel is LAU dext artis Music re.

Then he cleared his throat up and down, by the double process of drinking

first and coughing afterwards, and sung out lustily—

I.

Fratres Mystici, to-night—while mysteries we mingle,

Mihiest propositum—I propose to jingle

What you'll grant's a merry rant—'tis a chant bilingual,

Of rhymes and chimes, thrown in by times, to make your ears to tingle.

Chorus—Mingle—jingle the mystic chant bilingual,

Of rhymes and chimes, thrown in by times, to make your ears

to tingle.
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II.

“Quem fecundi calices fecere non disertum ?”

What “os” that wine-filled chalices will not soon make apertum ?

So lift on high your cyathi, then jovially invert 'em :

In music's praise a song I'll raise—a carmen I've repertum.

Chorus—Mingle—jingle the mystic chant bilingual,

Of iymes and chimes, thrown in by times, to make your ears

to tingle.

III.

“Musica est mentis,” sirs, “medecina moestas,”

When round the board its sounds are poured, our mensae become festae.

Like flame 'twill through the vitals run, as subtle and as hasty;

Make dull souls glow, make quick the slow, and mollify the testy.

Chorus-Mingle-jingle the mystic chant blingual,

Of rhymes and chimes, thrown in by times, to make your ears

to tingle.

IV.

“Dulcisonum reficit, tristia corda melos;”

That is, sweet strains will ease the pains of sad, and mad, and jealous;

“Regina Sensuum ” she is, the “§. of Hearts,” they tell us,

Howe'er she works her spells divine, by voice, or string, or bellows.

Chorus—Mingle—jingle the mystic chant bilingual,

Of rhymes and chimes, thrown in by times, to make your ears

to tingle.

v.

The poor who toil in ceaseless moil, with song make light their labour,

The maidens' feet trip gay and fleet, to sound of pipe and tabor;

The drum and fife in battle's strife, when clash and flash the sabre,

Dispel all fright, and cowards fight as brave as bravest neighbour.

Chorus—Mingle—jingle the mystic chant bilingual,

Of rhymes and chimes, thrown in by times, to make your ears

to tingle.

vi.

Who knows not well how down in hell famed Orpheus played the devil—

How all the hosts of gods and ghosts, paused each from toil or revel;

Alecto slept, and Pluto wept, and Cerberus grew civil,

While sweet he played his dear-loved maidſº the realms of evil?

Chorus—Mingle—jingle the mystic chant bilingual,

Of rhymes and chimes, thrown in by times, to make your ears

to tingle.

VII.

Or why in verse need I rehearse the story of Amphion,

Whose lyre moved rocks, and stones and stocks, and tamed the wolf and lion?

Or how, when flung the waves among, the wat'ry waste to die on,

The dolphins mute, charmed by his lute, in triumph bore Arion ?

Chorus—Mingle—jingle the mystic chant bilingual,

Of rhymes and chimes, thrown in by times, to make your ears

to tingle.

VIII.

Once on a time such strains sublime Timotheus, the musician,

Rang from his lyre, he set on fire the world-subduing Grecian;

And they who prance in Vitus' dance are saved by no physician,

But find a cure, both sweet and sure, when soothed by sounds Elysian.

Chorus—Mingle—jingle the mystic chant bilingual,

Of rhymes and chimes, thrown in by times, to make your ears

to tingle.
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IX, . . . . . . . .

Though “irrºzavºtrº'stºre, givenn,” says Menander, * - º º

Which means that Music is to Love a most inciting pander; . . . . .”

I hold that heaven no gift has given that's holier or grander * ~ * --

Than that blest art that swayed the heart of Saul and Alexander. *.*, * ~

Chorus—Mingle—jingle the mystic chant bilingual, ...", vº.

Ofrhymes and chimes, thrown in by times, to make your ears -

to tingle. * -

X.

Then Mystic Brothers, celebrate with me this art mysterious,

The mystery of Melody, that like strong wine can cheer us;

And when at last our day is past, and night is drawing near us,

May angels throng around with song, and chanting, heavenward bear us.

Chorus—Mingle—jingle the mystic chant bilingual,

Of rhymes and chimes, thrown in by times, to make your ears

to tingle.

When the clatter of the final chorus had subsided—Wilddrake was again on
his legs—

ºte. Mystici,” said he, “as Brother Slingsby calls us, ours is a glorious

fraternity. Knowledge, our divine parent, permeates the whole earth, and so

we have brethren in the most distant regions of the world. Though animal

magnetism be but a philosophic dream or a poetic hallucination, still do the

souls of our brothers intercommunicate; and the Mystics, despite of space and

time, hold a spiritual intercourse, constant, complete, and endearing. The

subtle flame of the telegraph gives us here to-day the words which they spoke, it

may be but yesterday, in a distant part of Europe. The mighty, exhaustless

resources of the printing-press are at their command, so that their voices go

forth to the ends of the earth. The sunlight paints for us their outward form

and features, so that we become as familiar with their bodily as with their spiri

tual configuration; and when we meet them in the flesh, we meet them as old

familiar friends, who have often made our firesides glad with laughter and with

song; who have opened the page of science before us, and informed our intellects;

who have brought to us the treasures of art, to increase our comforts and to

adorn our existence. And so, my dear brothers, with all the affectionate feeling

of old friendship, we welcome amongst us to-night our worthy old brother from

Nova Scotia — one who is deservedly free of the guild of clockmaking; who

understands the human machine a tall chalk beyond most of us from the old

country; knows every wheel and pivot, and spring and escapement, and will

wind you up in no time, and set you going before you know what he's about.

Fill, then, your glasses, brothers. Here is the Riº of-SAM SLIck. Hip !

hip 1 hurrah! One cheer more—hurrah!!”

“The health of the Clockmaker” was drunk with all the honors. A fine, burly,

honest-looking fellow rose up to reply. 'Twas a figure and face that at first sight

did not very particularly impress you; nevertheless you were sure to look again

at it, and then you began to discover that no common person was before you.

The head was a fine one—a ruddy, joyous face, a florid cheek, a broad, thought

furrowed forehead; keen, greyish-blue eyes, full of light, with an indescribable

sparkle and a gathering about the angles that indicated humour, intellect, and

great sagacity. The nose and mouth were large and well-defined, and the

latter organ moved in sympathetic unison with the twinkling of the eye, while

the whole contour of the face was bold, honest, and manly. But I need not

more particularly describe the personel of one with whose appearance every one

is familiar, and whose bust, modelled by the inimitable hand of Jones, now

occupies a place on the dais of our Great National Exhibition, amongst many

other worthy brothers of science and literature.

“Brothers,” said he, “I know enough of the world not to feel that there is

more of “human natur’ than of “soft sawder' in the kind things that have been

just said of me, and the warm response which you have all given to the toast of

the chair. Of all my sins, there is none I so lament as the fabrication of that

same word, “soft sawder;' for somehow, when I would give expression to the
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simple feelings of my heart, I have the word thrown in my face. When a man

goes roving through the world in the pursuit of his lawful calling, be it clock

making or book-making, 'tis a pleasant thing to find, wherever he goes, kind

faces, honest hearts, and gay company. I don't suppose any of you here wants

a clock, though, if you should, I'll undertake to supply you with the genuine

article, with a clean face, a sound beat, and a movement as smooth as if it went

by electricity. But of this you may be sure, that if I should ever make a call

in these parts again, I'll look in upon you to see how time goes. That I will, by

jingo 1"

A hearty laugh and a merry cheer greeted Judge Haliburton as he sat down,

and some time i. before we were all tolerably composed for further “busi

ness.” But our worthy President knew too well how “to drive his team " to

permit them to stand still ; so he whipped us up cheerily—

“A song !—who'll give us a song at the other end of the table 2 Pyg, a

song !—you've a whole budget of them.”

“So I have,” said Pygmalion, “but unfortunately I cracked my voice sing

ing at the opening of the Exhibition. I’ve only one note left, and that's a very

unmanageable one.”

“Come, the Clockmaker will mend it with “Soft Sawder.'"

“'Tisn't in “human natur’ to do that,” replied Pyg; “but I'll give the Judge

a real true sketch of an Irish dialogue, which I had the good fortune to over

hear sometime ago, as I think it is rather characteristic of our people—

“A gentleman of your knowledge of the world can't be ignorant that the Irish

are the most humorous people in the world. 'Tis indigenous in the soil, sir.

Even an English settler, after the third generation, especially if he marries into

an Irish family, is sure to become, as they say, ‘racy of the soil,' and get a taste

for fun; but the poor people, who are the pure old Irish Celts, are the real

jokers; nothing can knock the fun out of them. Neither legislation, nor ci

vilisation, nor toleration, nor education, nor starvation, nor botheration—

though, God knows, they have been bothered enough ever since Pope Adrian

made them a present to King Henry—can take the drollery out of a real tho

roughbred poor devil of an Irishman. Before I was a little boy, the shoe-blacks

of Dublin were the great depositories of wit and humour—that was ‘Ireland

Sixty Years Since,’ as brother Cambrensis there can tell you—but they disap

peared with the gentry, about the time of the Union, shoes becoming rather a

scarce commodity. Then the boys of the upper gallery in the theatre, “the gods'

as they called them, took up whatever fun the shoe-blacks left; but “the gods'

are gone to the devil like their betters. Operas, and musical societies, and the

Rotundo Gardens, and the Coburg Gardens, and Portobello Gardens, destroyed

the theatre, and gave “the gods' a false taste for terrestrial amusements. Well,

at last, all the fun and drollery passed to the carmen, a very decent, pleasant set

of boys, and they'd be decenter and pleasanter if they weren't persecuted by the

magistrates of the head-police office—as Brother Rhadamanthus opposite me

knows right well. They're full of fun, sir, especially at this present time, when

all the world are thronging to the Great Exhibition ; and you couldn't pass half

an-hour better, or lay out sixpence more economically, than in a set-down from

the top of Clanbrassil-street to the canal bridge at the end of Summer-hill—you

sitting on one side of an outside jaunting-car, and one of those light-hearted crea

tures, fluttering in rags, on the other, slinging carelessly along, and cracking

jokes upon every one and everything he sees.

“Well, sir, you must know that about three years ago there was a new court

of justice established by the Legislature, called the ‘Incumbered Estates Court,'

for the purpose of auctioning off the estates of broken-down gentry with bad

titles. "Twas a great day for Ireland. They took a big house away offin Henri

etta-street, as the most convenient situation for business, being about a mile or so

from the Four Courts, and the same distance from College-green. Business poured

in upon them; nothing was to be seen but cars driving from all parts of the town

up to Henrietta-street, with attorneys, and clients, and land-jobbers, and some

half-dozen lawyers who had, as they say, the ear of the court, and made their

fortunes. It happened that one day last year I had a little business up there

myself, having a power of attorney, from a friend of mine in Connemara, to draw

44 10s. 2d., the balance that was coming to him after the sale of his estate.
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While I was waiting at the outer door till the time for getting the money, I

overheard the following conversation between two carmen, each of whom was

lounging at nearly full length along his vehicle. One of them had just kindled

his pipe with a small piece of lighted turf, which he held upon a bit of stick,

when his neighbour addressed him—

“‘Jemmy Nowlan l—do you hear, Jemmy?"

“‘Well, Billy Cassidy, what's wrong with ye, avick?'

“‘When ye're done wid dat sod o' turf, hand it over hether, till I light my

pipe, av you please.”

“‘Sod o' turfſ' said Jemmy Nowlan—“sod o' turf, indeed . What de blazes

do ye call it a sod o' turf for?'

“‘And what de blazes else is it but a sod o' turf?'

“‘Sod o' turf1–sod o' turf,’ continued Jemmy. “Oh, murdher do ye hear

him : Arrah, man, 'tis just a county Galway estate I bought awhile ago from

de Baron widin (pointing with his finger to the Court). Things were going

dog chape, so I thought I'd invest my capital. I'm a landed properrioter now,

Billy, and must attend to the duties of my station, you know. So I'm just

burning my estate now, and I'll lay it down after. Howsomever, av ye're dis

posed to become a tinant, I've no objection in life to thrate wid ye. Send in

your proposial, my good man, and I'll see if we can deal wid one another.’”

It would be impossible to convey any adequate idea of the effect of this dia

logue, as told by Pygmalion. They only who have had the good fortune to hear

him tell a story, can imagine the changes of intonation, as rapid as they were

complete, in which he personified the two speakers— the dramatic power of em

phasis, and action, and air—the thorough identification of himself with the cha

racters he represented, which constitute him one of the greatest “raconteurs"

to be met with. I need hardly say that on the present occasion his sketch of the

Irish character was..., over-coloured, to be the more picquant for the

Clockmaker; the lights heightened, the shades deepened, and every feature

slightly and skilfully distorted, to look bizarre and striking. Every one felt this,

and yet no one could find it in his heart to quarrel with the talent that produced

caricatures so life-like. Whether any moral or meaning, grave, or sorrowful, or

satirical, lurked beneath the pleasantry of his recital, I know not. None of us

stopped to consider at the time; and should any one venture now to ask Pygma

lion “de quo fabula narretur,” he would probably receive an answer about as

satisfactory as that which the witty Dean Swift gave to Sergeant Bettesworth.

“I believe I am now entitled to a call,” said Pygmalion, after he had taken

breath.

“Undoubtedly—make your call, Pyg,” said Wilddrake.

“I knock down Brother Pallet for a song.”

“W' a' my heart,” said the man addressed, in an accent that still savoured

a little of North Britain.

I looked at him, as he threw back his head, and smacked his lips. What a

jolly head it was—globular, and partially bald; glittering grey eyes, round

which he pursed and puckered his eyelids, as he gazed keenly at you ; while his

hearty laugh, and the humorous manner in which he chucked his head from

time to time, told that he was up to all sorts of fun. Yet have I seen him in

his studio, pensive, and silent, and hard-working, labouring at the ill-requited

toil. Alas! such is, with a few exceptions, artist life in Ireland. May better

days be in store for the artist and the land.

“Wi' a' my heart— I'll give you an artist's song, which I got from a young

poet, lately. Ahem "–

A R T 1 s T's so N. G.

wive la Bohrew e.

I.

Ours is an Arab life, they say—

Sweet fancy friends, 'tis truth they tell;

Yet, somehow, can we find each day

A peaceful palm and quiet well:
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Our wants are few, where beauties shine,

And beauties shine o'er earth and sky—

Let fate give others gold and wine,

But leave us Art and Liberty l

We'll speed each sorrow

Toward the morrow,

Where the golden clouds have birth,

*. like the swallow,

Still we follow

Summer and Freedom round the earth !

II.

Yes, we but laugh at custom's form,

For Art seeks truth in everything,

And birds that live through sun and storm,

Would lose when caged both voice and wing:

The bird that lives uncaged, unsought—

Our neighbour in the ivy tree—

And sings his song each morn, is not

More careless of the world than we :

We may grow rich,

And win our niche,

And change our views, and change our mirth;

Till then we follow,

Like the swallow,

Fancy and Freedom round the earth.

III.

Our mansions they are baseless yet,

The sunny fields our only pew,

A faithful dog our household pet,

Our public but a friend or two;

Yet poverty has many modes

Of doubling such sweet charms as come;

We've rambles o'er the pleasant roads,

We've moonlight songs returning home;

Should we grow great,

In carriage state

We yet may roll in gouty worth :

Till then we follow,

Like the swallow,

Summer and Sunshine round the earth.

IV.

Within the little chamber there

How many an hour we've won from fate l—

Oh! glorious refuge, twelve feet square,

From all the mockeries of the great.

Here rise our pictures, like the dream

That soothes the poor man all the night;

Our systems, wonderful as steam—

Our strains, unknown as exquisite:

Some day divine

Abroad they'll shine:

Till then we live in Fortune's dearth,

And, like the swallow,

Follow, follow

Summer and Fortune round the earth.
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v.

Here oft our chorus'd voices roll,

'Tis beer alone inspires our folk;

Here theories of star and soul

Grow clear amid tobacco smoke.

No watch have we, but high above

Can hear the great bell all the night;

No pious dogmas, but we love

The church spires in the evening light:

Our wit abounds,

Each voice resounds,

We yet may win a calmer hearth;

Till then we follow,

Like the swallow,

Beauty and Sunshine round the earth.

vi.

Yet have we something dearer, friends,

Than hearts that pulsate fearlessly—

Something diviner Heaven sends,

Like stars that light a lonely sea:

Oh! we have love for all who've flown,

Oh! we have angels in the air,

Beloved souls that, all unknown,

Still follow us from year to year:

In mute despairs,

In silent prayers,

We think on all who blessed our hearth,

And deem they follow,

Like the poor swallow,

All that they love around the earth.

VII.

Then let us live in such delight

As heart and soul can give alone,

And with wild Fancy's charms to-night

Revel while time is yet our own;

While yon rich autumn cloud unrolls,

And fills with gold the casement nigh;

While the great stars, like poet souls,

Look in on Art and Liberty.

Where nature beams

We'll weave our dreams,

Where folly struts we'll have our mirth,

And like the swallow,

Follow, still follow

Freedom and Light around the earth.

“Pallet,” said Jack Bishop, “that's a very good song, though somewhat

over lengthy for singing. Besides, it smells too much of beer and tobacco smoke.

I protest your very words breathe the fragrance of cigars.”

In truth, there was at this moment a palpable odour of the weed, and

Bishop's keen eye soon discovered the cause.

“A fine, Hochmystiker, a fine !” he exclaimed; “there's the Clockmaker

puffing like Vesuvius.”

“Brother Slick,” said Wilddrake, looking at his watch, “you have com

menced your suffumigation just five minutes before the lawful time for ignition.

Put out your light—lower your cigar—”

“Cigar?” said the judge, “who says this is a cigar 2" taking from his mouth

what certainly looked wonderfully like one.

“I do,” said Bishop, “real Havannah. I'll swear to the smell.”
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“Will you?" said Slick, composedly. “Ay, I suppose you'd know the

taste, too 2"

“Well, I guess I would—pretty considerably certain,” retorted Bishop.

“Come,” said Slick, cutting off the portion that had been in his mouth, and

sending the rest down the table, “I’ll expose your ignorance. If you persist

in calling that tobacco after trying it, I'm a Newfoundland codfish, that's

all.”

Bishop's vanity was piqued, so he took the article, and applying it to his

mouth, sent forth a long stream of thin smoke from his lips.

“A genuine Havannah cigar, upon my reputation," he exclaimed. “Fine

the judge.”

“Ay, to be sure it is. Who said it wasn't?"

“Why, you did."

“Not I, faith. So fine Bishop for smoking. I claim exemption, as the

rule was not propounded to me till after the act. I didn't take a puff from the

moment I was advertised of my offence.”

The laugh was now turned against Bishop, who, for the first time in his life,

looked as if he was sold.

“Jonathan,” said Wilddrake, “I hear you were caught prowling about the

Great Exhibition the other night, and taken up by the police. Is that so?"

“Not exactly; but I'll give an account of myself, if it's your pleasure.”

“By all means.”

“It was my good fortune, through the kindness of the Committee of the Great

Industrial Exhibition, to gain admittance to the building in the night. One can

scarce imagine the marvellous and most impressive contrast which the scene

resented to that which but a few hours before I had witnessed on the same spot.

assing from beneath the brilliantly illuminated portico without, one suddenly

stands in a spectral twilight, dreamy, shadowy, solemn, and still. For a moment

the master-feeling is awe. Then you breathe more freely, and look around you.

There is the great nave, with the taper pillars shooting up, as it were, skyward—

for the summit of the arched roof is lost in shadow—so that you can almost fancy

the dark glimmer of the glass is the deep blue of a moonless sky. The rows of

gas-lights along the galleries and the aisles, emit an amount of light just suffi

cient to give softness and beauty to every object, while the eye wanders through the

solitary passages, far, far away on every side; and the innumerable arches are mul

tiplied indefinitely by the shadows which throng, and intersect, and interlace in

every direction. What a silent, slumberous scene as if Labour, and Art, and

Science, and Poesy had ceased, for a season, their ministrations for mankind, and

now slept even in the place where they had held their glorious congress. . Now

and then, when the sense of silence became almost painful, the tread of some

vigilant policeman, or the subdued tones of speakers, relieved the heart. I

passed up the Central Hall, pausing, at many a beautiful object—marble, or

bronze, or plaster model—till at length. I stopped before one of the loveliest
creations of the sculptor's genius—the “Eve’ of M'Dowell. There she stood,

no longer in the glare of the day, but draped in the soft light that wrapped her

around as in a garment of gauze ; and I thought that theTve of to-night was

to the Eve of the morning, even as our sweet mother, after her fall, was to the

godlike, glorious being, ere serpent-tempted and sinning—the strong illumination

of God's favour, that made her shine like the morning star, withdrawn, and a sad

dening, subdued, sin-cloudedº glimmering through the darkness, lent to guide

her on her difficult way. The lovely face. now pensive and troublous, and

the shadow of the woman ſell right athwart the snake—and lo! he too was changed,

and his brightness was gone. felt the moral, and turned away with a sigh. Sud

denly some one turned round the great dioptric light, till a flood of rays traversed

the hall obliquely, and rested on a colossal figure nearly opposite to that which I had

been contemplating. The light played upon the broad manly forehead of DARGAN,

and º musings lost all their sadness, for I felt how God has turned the curse

into a blessing—how Labour, the child of sin, is the parent of Civilization. There

was something highly suggestive in the calm serenity of repose that spread over

that stalwart, stable figure. One would almost fancy that he, at whose generous

bidding this fair structure had arisen, had sought the quiet hour of night, when

the world had retired, to contemplate with unobtrusive modesty the wonders
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around— the good, and precious, and lovely things which a true and a noble

patriotism has drawn thus together. Then I strayed into the dais, and thought,

as I looked on the ghost like busts beneath the organ-gallery, of the mighty

dead — the great sons which our own land has given to fame— warriors, and

statesmen, and orators; poets, and sculptors, and painters! As I so mused, a

clang—deep, sudden, and sonorous— struck upon my ear! Again and again

the sound was repeated, till the tenth time, and then the last stroke of the clock

bell floated away, away through nave, and aisle, and distant darkling cloister,

till at last it died, and was swallowed up in silence. Then chimed out

from the gallery the sweet, tinkling, lute-like tones of a pendule, as if laughing

at the passing hour; and after that, a sharp-tongued clock took up the tale

of old Time ; and then a sweet, mellow gong, with wailing vibrations, seemed

to mourn over the flight of life; and then all was silence once more. I

had now time, to look at a thousand things as yet unnoted. The jewellery

glittered in their glass cases; the figures on the tapestry looked as if

they were rounded and starting out; and as I peered down the dimly

lighted Fine - Arts Hall, it seemed as if a thousand strange mysterious

forms of life were congregated within. The agony of martyrs — the rap

ture of saints— the penitence of beautiful sinners— the passion, the repose,

the sorrow, the gaiety, the phrenzy, the folly of humanity—all were there, sha

dowed forth mistily—eloquent preachers in the silence of night. There, too, was

the form of St. Cecilia, with her divine face upturned, in the rapture of heavenly

enthusiasm, and her fingers touching the responsive keys. As I gazed, the

fingers seemed to move, and I started, with a sensation of awe, as a volume of rich

sound came rolling, and swelling on, on, till it filled the whole building with

sound, as one sees a dark chamber filled with daylight, when the closed shutters

are thrown open. Then the sounds shaped themselves into a solemn melody—a

psalm, meet, indeed, for such a place, and such a time. At length the mellow

notes soared up, flutteringly, as birds flutter upon the wing, fainter and fainter,

farther and farther, till at last they seemed to have passed up into heaven! When

I recovered from my surprise, I found that Dr. Stewart had been waking up the

great organ. No wonder that I had, in my fancy, attributed to St. Cecilia the

strains that his fingers had evoked.”

“Now, then,” said the President, when I had concluded, “one song more.

Who'll give it to us?”

“That will I,” said Heinrich, going to the pianoforte.

“Here's a new song of Jonathan's for this occasion. Join in the chorus:"—

sonG.

Look at the skies, boys,

Look at the skies—

See the stars how they twinkle and shine.

What eyes beam so brightly

As those that gleam nightly

Through heaven's own pure hyaline *

Hyaline—

Through heaven's own pure hyaline.

II.

But when clouds rise, boys,

But when clouds rise,

No more from the skies the stars shine.

When heaven looks darkling,

We'll find lights as sparkling

In star-beads that glow upon wine,

Upon wine—

In star-beads that glow upon wine.
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III.

Hark, when at eve, boys,

Hark, when at eve,

The thrush sings the myrtles among.
What strains that are human

From soft lips of woman

Can charm like the sweet throstle's song 2

Throstle's song—

Can charm like the sweet throstle's song.

iv.

But when 'tis night, boys,

But when 'tis night,

No music of birds floats along—

When Heaven is mute, boys,

With voice and with lute, boys,

We'll wake up the earth with our song,

With our song—

We'll wake up the earth with our song.

V.

Bring, then, bright wine, boys,

Bring the bright wine—

Let's quaff, till the morning-star shine;

* All night, through the dark, boys,

Till sings the first lark, boys,

Keep our vigil, with song and with wine,

And with wine—

Keep our vigil, with song and with wine.

vi.

But when 'tis dawn, boys,

But when 'tis dawn,

And worldlings the waking earth throng,

Like spirits of night, boys,

We'll vanish at light, boys—

Away with the wine-cup and song !

Cup and song—

Away with the wine-cup and song!

By the time that Heinrich's song was ended, the lights were burning low in their

sockets; the wine was growing lower still in the flasks, which, notwithstanding

the lightness of their burthen, performed their circuit much more slowly than at

an earlier part of the evening; the sands of Time, too, were running low in the

diurnal glass, or, to speak less metaphorically, it was now considerably past ten

o'clock. Seeing this, the Hochmystiker filled his glass, stood up, and gave the

parting toast—“To our next merry meeting.” § stept across to the window,

that reached the ground, drew back the curtains, opened the shutters, and

threw up the sash. A mass of soft, pearly light streamed in upon us; the fresh,

cool air flowed around, tº: d. warm odour of the apartment, and mak

ing the candles flare and ſlicker, as though they trembled in the presence of the

pure light from heaven, and struggled to flutter away, and expire. The sky

was lustrous with stars, and cloudless in its blue depths, and everything told of

the repose that was fast settling down on the world, save the sharp, distant bark

ings of a watchful dog, that, as it were, intensified the silence. We went forth

into the lovely night—Mystics truly, for we associated with the mysticism of na

ture—the mystery of beauty, and holiness, and love.
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“Oh, Patrick Sarsfield, Ireland's wonder,

Who fought in the fields like any thunder,

One of King James's chief commanders,

Now lies the food of crows in Flanders :

Oh, Hone : Oh, Home 1"-OLD BALLAD.

These verses are affixed to the only

authentic portrait of this celebrated

officer, painted by Lady Bingham, and

[... at the family seat at Castle

ar, in the county of Mayo." The en

gravings by Tilliard from this original,

represent a remarkably handsome

man, in the prime of life. His titles

are enumerated under, as follow :

“Patrick Sarsfield, Earl of Lucan,

Viscount of Tully, Baron of Rosberry,

and Colonel of the Life Guards to

James II. ; Commander-in-Chief of

the Forces in Ireland, and afterwards

General Officer in the French Service.

Killed in the Battle of Neerwinde, or

Landen.”

There are few names more worthy

to be inscribed in the roll of honour

than that of Patrick Sarsfield, who

may be quoted as a type of loyalty and

}. devotion. In the annals of

rish history, he stands as a parallel to

Pierre du Terrail, Chevalier de Bayard,

in those of France, and may be equally

accounted “sans peur et sans re

proche,” the fearless and irreproach

able knight: in his public actions

firm and consistent, in his private cha

racter amiable and unblemished. At

tached by religious conviction and he

reditary reverence for the “right di

vine” of kings, to the falling house of

Stuart, he drew a sharp sword in the

cause of the monarch he had been

brought up to believe his lawful sove

reign, and voluntarily followed him

into exile when he could wield it no

longer. William III. would gladly

have won his services, and offered to

confirm him in his rank and property;

but he listened to no overtures, and

left his native country, attended by

thousands of that gallant body, who

afterwards, under the title of the

“Irish Brigade,” filled the continent

of Europe with their renown, and

wrested more than one hard-fought

fieldt from the arms of England. “The

Irish regiments whom we have driven

into the service of France,” said an

English member of Parliament in the

House of Commons, “ have cost more

money to Britain than the fee simple

of their estates were worth.” It has

been computed: that from 1691 to

1745, during a period of fifty-four

years, not less than 450,000 Irishmen

were killed in the wars of Louis XIV.

and his successor. Sarsfield is the

most popular hero of his country.

Even the fame of Brian Boroihime, or

of Malachi with the golden collar, fades

before his; “caniturque adhuc barba

ras apud gentes."$ Amongst the un

lettered peasants of the western coun

* It has been said, but we do not vouch for the truth of the story, that when the French,

under Humbert, in 1798, sacked Castlebar House, a soldier made a knapsack-cover of the

painting.

t Almanza and Fontenoy may be quoted as leading instances.

t By the Abbé M'Geoghan.
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ties, in the wilds of Clare, Limerick,

and Galway, his memory is still fresh,

and his name familiar in their mouths.

They talk of him as if he died yester

day, and had belonged to their own

generation. Ballads in his praise and

traditions of his prowess may be picked

up in every village. This is immorta

lity of a different cast from that trans

mitted by the pages of the historian,

but quite as genuine, and often found

ed on more solid pretensions.

The family of Sarsfield, originally of

Norman cxtraction, is both ancient

and noble. The direct descendants

have long been extinct in the male

line, but are perpetuated through more

than one female branch. Ovid wrote

eighteen hundred years gone by—

“Et genus et proavos et quae non fecimus ipsi,

Wix ca nostra voco."

Birth, and ancestry, and what we

have not ourselves achieved, we can

scarcely call our own. The sentiment

contains a just rebuke to empty pride

unsustained by personal merit; but

as good blood manifests itself in the

higher animals, so is it something in

man, and not to be undervalued, if, as

it ought, and often does, it acts as an

incentive to virtue, and as a rampart

in defence of integrity. In the “His

tory of Gloucestershire” by Sir Robert

Atkins, it is observed that “a genea

logical account of families has its pe

culiar use: it stimulates and excites the

brave to imitate the generous actions

of their ancestors, and it shames the

debauched and reprobate, both in the

eyes of others and their own breasts,

when they consider how they have de

generated.” The passage is quoted by

Lodge in his “Peerage of Ireland,”

with this addition: “The pedigrees of

ancient houses, iºl; deduced,

recall the memory of past ages, and af

ford a way to all more immediately

concerned, of conversing with their de

ceased ancestors, and becoming ac

quainted with the virtues and honour

able transactions of their own families,

which are thus preserved from oblivion,

and transmitted to them and their

posterity for imitation.” The first

Sarsfield connected with Ireland was

Thomas, who came with Earl Strong

bow. He was also standard-bearer to

Henry II., an office denoting both

rank and trust. His services obtained

for him an ample estate, inherited line

ally by his posterity for more than four

hundred years, down to Patrick Sars

field, who, in the reign of Charles I.,

married Ann, heiress of Roger O'Moore,

and by whom he had issue two sons

and a daughter; William, afterwards

knighted, the eldest; Patrick, the ce

lebrated general, and subject of the

present memoir, who succeeded to the

estate after the death of his brother;

and Mary, who married Colonel Tho

mas Rositer, of Rathmacknee Castle, in

the county of Wexford.t There were

Sarsfields (or Scarsefields, as it is some

times spelled) mayorsofDublin in 1531,

1554, and 1566; and under James I.

Sir William Sarsefield held the manor

of Lucan, in capite, by annual service

of four pair of gloves and a tabor.

The Sir William next but one in de

scent from the above-named, married

a natural daughter of Charles II. (by

Lucy Walters) and sister of the Duke

of Monmouth. From this union pro

ceeds the line of Bingham, now Earls

of Lucan, through an only child, Anne,

who espoused a gentleman of family

and substance, Agmondesham Vesey,

of whom, or of another of the same

name, it is recorded somewhere that—

“Sir Agmondesham Vesey out of his great bounty,

Built this bridge at the expense of the county."

Anne Vesey, the offspring of this

match, married Sir John Bingham.

Their second son, Charles—his elder

brother being dead—was created Baron

Bingham in 1776, and promoted to the

Earldom of Lucan in 1795.

Patrick Sarsfield, the general of

James II., married the iai. Honoria

de Burgo, second daughter of William,

seventh Earl of Clanricarde. The

union was short, and proved childless.

After his death in 1693, his widow took

for second husband James FitzJames,

Duke of Berwick, by whom she left

offspring. She was considerably the

Duke's senior, and survived their nup

* Both these extracts are used by the Rev. J. Graham, in the preface to his “Ireland

Preserved.”

f Rathmacknee Castle, the ruins of which still remain, was built by Sir Thomas de Rosi

ter in 1170, when the family settled there under Strongbow. They came to England with

William the Conqueror, and located near Wellington, in Somerset, where the name is frequent

at this day.
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tials only a few years. The inscription

on her tomb at Pontoise, near Paris,

signifies that she was buried there on

the 25th of February, 1698, her re

mains having been transported from

Pezenas, near Montpelier in Langue

doc, where she died. The Duke of

Berwick outlived her many years, and

was killed at the siege of Phillipsburgh,
in 1734. The learned Father Gelasius

M“Mahon honoured the memory of

this lady with an epitaph, which, while

it enumerates her many virtues, affords

a good specimen of the Latinity of the

day:-

“Perspice quisquis ades memorique ex Marmore

disee,

Gemma sub hoc Tumulo quâm pretiosa jacet;

Inely ta stirie ducum, regalis sanguinis auctrix,

Lerta louris conjux, principi digna parens,

Clanricard natam, Ormond ct Clancartiae neptem,

Berwici dominam, plorat Ierna nurum.

Integritas, virtus, florensque modestia morum,

Gaulia sunt coelo, cacteråluctſis hallet.

Pontis saera Domus commissam pignus honora’,

Mortua demeritas poscit IIonora vires."

The genealogical memoranda tran

scribed above are principally taken from

an old and authentic pedigree of the

family of Sarsfield, in the possession of

one of their direct descendants, attested

by William Hawkins, Ulster King at

Arms. If not interesting in themselves,

they will at least be admitted as impor

tant links in connecting the chain of

collateral relationships. The name is

not yet extinct in Ireland, but may be

traced in the counties of Cork and

Waterford. A few years since a man

of powerful make and lofty stature,

bearing that distinguished patronymic,

kept a public-house on the road from

Drogheda to Dunleer, about three miles

and a-half from the former town. He

was a well-known, remarkable charac

ter, not unlike King Joyce of the Kil

leries, and many now living will re

member him. He either claimed to be,

or was generally reputed as the repre

sentative of the great hero; if so, it

must have been through an illegitimate

channel, as it is well ascertained that

the first Earl of Lucan had no children

by his marriage.

Voltaire, whose writings for the most

art are a tissue of shallow, gilded false

oods, or sophistries, recommended by

wit and pungent sarcasm, has said

(Siecle de Louis XIV.), that the Irish,

brave as the bravest in France and

Spain, have always fought shamefully

at home. If he had chosen to say un

successfully, he would have been nearer

the truth. We may rather wonder

that they fought at all. The records

of sad Hibernia contain many Flod

dens, but no Bannockburn. It appears

astonishing that they have never been

consulted by poets for subjects of

tragedy. . There is scarcely a page

which might not be recommended as

teeming with material, unless, indeed,

the ji. when investigated, should

appear too great to permit the usual

embellishments of fiction. This con

stant issue of disaster is less to be at

tributed to the want of courage than

to the absence of unanimity—a fatal

and unerring cause of failure, quaintly

but emphatically expressed in a verse

of the old ballad, entitled, “A Fare

well to Patrick Sarsfield,” written

originally in Irish, in 1691, and trans

lated as follows:–

“I'll journey to the North, over mount, moor, and

wave

'Twas there I first beheld, drawn up in file and

line,

The brilliant Irish hosts—they were bravest of the

brave,

But, ochone : they scorned to combine !"

James II. was not a man to recon

cile conflicting opinions, to soothe

down opposing animosities, or to teach

the doctrine that union constituted

power. He sought not to gain his end

by a fusion of all parties, but by the

undue predominance of one over the

other. His cause became that of a

sect rather than of the nation. Blind,

unmitigated bigotry was too inherent

in his nature, and quite unfitted him

for the task he had undertaken. . His

first proclamations held out promises

of tolerance and equal dealing, which

his subsequent actions nullified. Soon

after he arrived in Ireland, Sars

field asked commissions for two of his

relatives, who were Protestants, and

offered to become bound himself for

their fidelity. James refused his most

loyal and attached adherent, saying,

that he would trust none of them; and

was heard to add loudly, when com

ing out from his place of worship,

that a Protestant stunk in his nostrils.

Alas ! that noble and devoted blood

should be sacrificed like water to up

hold the rights of such a monarch 1

We have scarcely any knowledge of

the early life of Patrick Sarsfield, and

no positive information of the exact

date of his birth, but there is every rea

son to conclude that he was still a young

man when he was killed. Being destined

for the profession of arms, he was edu

cated in one of the French military
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colleges, and saw some early campaigns

in the armies of Louis XIV. His first

commission was that of ensign in the

regiment of Monmouth, in France;

after which, he obtained a lieutenancy

in the Royal Guards of England.

When James was threatened with

the Dutch invasion, and friends began

to fall from him as fast as the leaves

in autumn, he was persuaded to bring

over a number of Irish soldiers to swell

the ranks of his wavering army. These

new importations were very ungracious

ly received by the English, who looked

upon them as foreigners, and even

worse than semi-barbarians. The

battalions trained and sent across

the channel by Tyrconnell were not

numerous enough to awe insurrection

or repel an invading enemy; but they

sufficed to excite national animosity,

which had too long existed to require

any additional spur. Perhaps this was

the greatest mistake which James com

mitted in a short reign composed

entirely of a succession of mistakes.

More than one English battalion re

fused to receive or serve with the Irish

recruits. We have seen instances of

religious and political dislike strongly

exhibited between the two neighbour

ing nations in our own days, but they

sink into insignificance when compared

with the virulent and contemptuous

antipathy which marked the ordinary

tone of feeling towards the close of the

seventeenth century. When the Prince

of Orange was on his march to London,

after the landing at Torbay, in Nov.,

1688, his advanced parties had several

encounters with Irish detachments in

the service of James. In one of these

Sarsfield commanded for the latter.

This affair, of a very trifling nature,

was magnified by Williamite support

ers into the “victory of Wincanton,”

won against great odds by British

Protestants over Popish savages, who

were imported from the bogs of Ire

land, to kill, burn, and destroy, men,

women, and children, without remorse

or distinction. It was said by the

Roundheads, during the civil wars in

Charles the First's reign, that Goring's

ranting cavaliers spitted infants alive,

and roasted them for supper; but this

was nothing to what was reported of the

“Rapparees" from Connaught, who

now for the first time were let loose on

a civilised land. This doughty battle

of Wincanton is thus described by

Macaulay, who has compiled his ac

count from contemporaneous authori

ties *:—

“Mackay's regiment, composed of British

soldiers, lay near a body of the King's Irish

troops, commanded by their countryman, the

gallant Sarsfield. Mackay sent out a small

party under a lieutenant named Campbell,

to procure horses for the baggage. Camp

bell found what he wanted at Wincanton,

and was just leaving that town on his return,

when a strong detachment of Sarsfield's

troops approached. The Irish were four to

one ; but Campbell resolved to fight it out

to the last. With a handful of resolute men

he took his stand in the road. The rest of

his soldiers lined the hedges which overhung

the highway on the right and on the left.

The enemy came up. Stand, cried Camp

bell. ‘For whom are you?’ ‘ I am for

King James,' answered the leader of the

other party. “And I for the Prince of

Orange, cried Campbell. “We will prince

you,' answered the Irishman with a curse.

* Fire,' exclaimed Campbell; and a sharp

fire was instantly poured in from both the

hedges. The King's troops received three

well-aimed volleys before they could make

any return. At length they succeeded in

carrying one of the hedges, and would have

overpowered the little band which was op

posed to them, had not the country people,

who mortally hated the Irish, given a false

alarm, that more of the Prince's troops were

coming up. Sarsfield recalled his men and

fell back, and Campbell proceeded on his

march unmolested with the baggage horses.”

There is nothing in this insignificant

encounter to call for particular remark,

although correct biography requires
that it should be noticed. Two or

three other skirmishes occurred, but

we cannot find that Sarsfield was en

aged in them. Whittie, a chaplain

in the Prince of Orange's army, who

ublished a diary of the march from

Torbay to London (in 1689), says, in

his recital of the action at Wincanton,

that Lieutenant Campbell shot the

Popish officer who led the Irish de

tachment, “in at his mouth, and

through the brains, so that he dropped

down dead.” If so, that leader could

not have been Sarsfield. There was a

Cornet Webb desperately wounded and

taken prisoner, who may have been

mistaken for him. It is certain, how

ever, that Sarsfield was serving in

* Whittie's Diary. History of the Desertion. Luttrell's Diary.



1853.] Patrick Sarsfield, Earl of Lucan. 5 13

England at this time, as King James's

memoirs mention that reports were

spread of successes obtained by him

and Colonel Clifford, against detach

ments of the Dutch army advancing

from Devonshire.

James, on his landing at Kinsale, in

1689, appointed Sarsfield a brigadier

general, when he immediately raised a

body of horse by his own private influ

ence, which, like Cromwell's Ironsides,

always proved themselves the readiest

and most efficient corps in that ill

organised host. By the death of his

elder brother, he had succeeded to

the paternal estate amounting, at that

time, to £2000 per annum." He was

thus comparatively a rich man amongst

many needy adventurers. In 1693,

only four years later, he closed his

career at the battle of Landen, being

then a lieutenant-general in the French

armies— a very limited compass of

time within which to achieve immortal

reputation. It does not appear, from

any official source, that Sarsfield was

employed at the memorable siege of

Londonderry; but his name appears

in the list of assailants, in a poetical

catalogue preserved by the Rev. John

Graham,+ and probably of early com

position. He did good service at

covering the retreat from Newtown

butler, and in repairing the mischief

produced by the Duke of Berwick's

imprudent attack on Schomberg's ad

vanced position at Belturbet; but his

own operations were compromised by

the ill-success of the other generals.

King James says, in his memoirs:

“Brigadier Sarsfield, who commanded

at Sligo, and had with him two or

three regiments of foot, with a few

horse and dragoons, was obliged to

quit that post, when the Inniskilleners

marched towards it, after the defeat of

my Lord Mountcashel.” Not long

after, he recovered Sligo, by some

well-arranged and rapid movements,

while the main bodies of the two op

posing armies were lying quietly

within their lines.

James had come from Dublin in

person, to assume the nominal com

mand; but he did more harm than

good—still further increased the mis

understandings of his own generals—

and soon retired to Ardee, where he

fortified himself, waiting the result

which he ought to have anticipated.

Schomberg had become cautious with

age, and the two hosts looked on each

other from behind their intrenchments,

unwilling to bring the contest to the

issue of a battle, which was equally

desirable for both. The advantages

of an early victory on the side of

James were worth risking much for;

and, without daring, and trusting

something to fortune, nothing great

in war will ever be accomplished.

William, on the other hand, would

have been glad to be relieved from

#. interference by the energy of

is lieutenants; but Schomberg dread

ed responsibility, and patiently ex

pected his arrival. James was unfor

tunate in the officers and counsellors

immediately surrounding him. De

Rosen, who first commanded the French

contingent, was harsh and unconciliat

ing. De Lauzun, who succeeded

him, was a mere court butterfly, with

out military talent or experience.

Tyrconnell, the Lord Lieutenant, was

a man of very doubtful character; a

shifting politician, who thought more of

securing his own large property than

of promoting his master's interest. He

always advocated pacific measures—

secretly corresponded with William,

while he openly upheld the cause of

James, and was ever ready to trim his

boat according to circumstances. His

wife—the Frances Jennings celebrated

in the pages of De Grammont, and

eldest sister to Lady Marlborough—

kept up constant correspondence with

her friends in England, and was not

likely to be politically quiet in days

when female diplomacy was so much

the fashion. The Duke of Berwick,

James's natural son, was then a mere

stripling under twenty, unused to

command, and had not yet developed

the abilities he afterwards displayed.

Sarsfield, unquestionably the ablest

man amongst them, held only a sub

ordinate rank at the commencement

of the war, and was far from possess

ing the influence then, which his repu

tation subsequently achieved. William

landed — the Boyne was lost — and

James fled precipitately from Ireland,

* See Memoirs of the Duke of Berwick.

f “From Lucan issued Sarsfield's horse,

Their trumpets loudly sounding."
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leaving his deserted adherents to fight

it out, as best they could... It was in

vain that Sarsfield implored him, before

he left the hill of Donore, to strike

another blow for the three fair king

doms, and head one charge while

there was yet an opportunity of turn

ing the tide. But ''. energies of mind

and body were completely paralysed;

he thought only of personal safety,

and deemed that uncertain, until the

sea rolled between him and his tardy

§.". who might have captured

im in the pass of Duleek, had they

used common activity. Whatever may

have been the misconduct or ineffec

tive resistance of some portions of the

Irish army, they contrived to draw off

in tolerable order, and brought away

even their artillery, with the exception

of one of the six pieces, which was

bogged, and for that reason aban

doned to the enemy. It is admitted

on all hands, by adversaries as well as

friends, that the IFrench auxiliaries

fought well, that the Irish cavalry

seconded them bravely, and that Sars

field particularly distinguished him

self—doing all that a brigade-general

could effect to cover the retreat, and

check the torrent of disaster.

The object of this essay being an

individual biography, rather than a

general history, such a purpose does

not require a lengthened treatise on

the political results of this often-quoted

battle, which has ever since passed

into a watchword of discontent and

disunion, throughout the wide extent

of this divided land; and which, like

the earlier and more sanguinary con

flict at IIastings, decided the question

at issue, without stifling further re

sistance. These results have been al

ternately execrated and eulogised, ac

cording to the bias of the opposing

parties, and to the utmost excess that

prejudice can conceive or language

convey, until impartiality sickens at

the bare mention of the subject, and

closes the pages in which it is discussed,

in utter weariness of spirit, hopeless of

separating fact from fallacy, or of

extracting sober reality from unmea

sured exaggeration.

In examining the civil and military

transactions of Ireland, from 1689 to

1691, during the course of these un

happy quarrels, we find more diffi

culty in getting at an approximation

to the truth, even on secondary points,

than we do when we ascend to periods

of indistinct remoteness, and deal with

her early history in the uncivilised

ages. The available materials are

ample and plausible enough, but their

quality is always suspicious. On both

sides, party feeling and religious (we

ought rather to say sectarian) anti

º: colour every statement so palpa

ly, that none are to be depended on.

Motives are invariably misunderstood

or intentionally misrepresented. It

requires a more penetrating lantern

than Diogenes possessed, to direct the

search after light through this maze of

darkness. In every action the num

bers engaged on each side, and the

conduct of the leaders, are estimated

according to the private tendencies of

the writer: the advantages of victory,

with the consequences of defeat, and the

comparative lists of killed and wound

ed, are summed up on the same one

sided principle. In most cases, we

are reduced to a conjectural inference,

drawn from these conflicting testimo

nies. The broad facts and leading

results may speak for themselves; but

the causes, immediate and accessorial,

by which they were produced, are still

subjects for speculation, and likely to

remain so, until new day breaks in

from sources hitherto undiscovered.

This portion of our annals is now oe

cupying the attention of a distin

guished writer, whose promised work

has long been looked for with eager

curiosity. He has all the ability to

handle the subject with truth and

skill, unless he suffers his judgment to

be overlaid by prejudice, or his rea

soning to evaporate in glittering pe.

riods. He has also had access to

many authorities and documents, and

has taken ample time to sift, compare,

and arrange them.

A few military observations, which

suggest themselves here, may not be

considered out of place. There can

be no doubt that King William, at the

Boyne, had the conclusion of the war

in his grasp on that day, if he had

taken full advantage of his early suc

cess, and followed up the discomfited

enemy by a rapid, close pursuit. Crom

well or Dundee, in the same situation,

would never have allowed them an

other chance. There would have been

no sieges of Limerick, no subsequent

treaties to violate, and no battle of

Aughrim. By the flank movement

over the bridge and fords at Slane,

the army of James was completely
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turned, and cut off from the direct

line of communication with Dublin.

By the passage of the river at Old

bridge, they were dislodged from their

main position; and Drogheda, unco

vered, exposed, and incapable of de

fence against a regular investment,

changed places, and, instead of a

point d'appui for their own right, be

came a supporting place of arms for

the advancing enemy. They might

have been easily driven into the flat,

open country in the neighbourhood of

Balbriggan, with the sea at their

backs, without a field artillery that

could be used, and unprovided with

ammunition or commissariat stores.

If closely pressed, they must have dis

rsed or surrendered at discretion.

There was dislike and mutual mistrust

amongst their own commanders. Their

king had deserted them—Carlingford

and Dungan were slain—O'Neill mor

tally wounded—IIamilton a prisoner;

and there was no escape, except in

the apathy of the victors. Yet they

were only half beaten, and one of

their own officers said, “Change ge

nerals, and we will fight the battle

over again.”

The anecdote has been fathered on

Sarsfield; but the sentiment is more

like that of a prisoner abandoned to the

enemy, than of a steady, unflinching

commander, who fought to the last, and

assisted to protect the defeat with his

own regiment of horse. To whom

could he have made such an observa

tion under such circumstances 2 To

none but his own soldiers or inferior

officers, a very ill-selected auditory.

Bishop Burnet gives another version

of the same story, and fixes it at a

later period. He says (“Hist. of his own

Times”), that during the treaty for the

capitulation of Limerick, Sarsfield ask

ed some of the English officers, whe

ther they had not formed a better opi

nion of the Irish from their behaviour

during the war? who replied it was

nuch the same as before. Whereupon

Sarsfield said, “As low as we now are,

change but kings with us, and we will

fight it over again with you"—a most

inconsistent and improbable speech

from a man who, at that moment, was

preparing to expatriate himself, and

had resolved to give up rank, promo

tion, and property, to follow the ebbing

fortunes of James the Second, from

constitutional loyalty. But the politic

bishop is of little value as an historical

authority, either in serious matters or

trifles. His mind was too much warp

ed, to see clearly or distinguish the

truth. He was also an incorrigible gos

sip, and more given to indulge in scan

dal than was becoming to the lawn

sleeves. His “History of the Refor

mation” is more to be depended on

than his “History of his own Times;”

and the little work entitled, “Some

Passages of the Life and Death of

John, Earl of Rochester,” is worth

both the larger ones taken together.

Of this book Dr. Johnson says justly,

“The critic ought to read it for its

elegance; the philosopher for its argu

ment; and the saint for its piety.”

Fair criticism will be inclined to de

cide that, at the Boyne the military

skill on both sides lay within a very

narrow compass. On the one hand, it

was deficient in vigour; on the other,

in everything. Taking a medial esti

mate, * William's army consisted of

36,000 men, compounded, it is true,

of many nations, speaking different

tongues; but all hardy, disciplined sol

diers, inured to war, with an over

whelming cavalry and artillery. To

these were opposed 23,000 wretched

“kernes and gallowglasses” (with a

small contingent of French allies), half

armed, badly officcred, and worse ap

pointed. There was little merit in

driving them from their ground; yet

William allowed his only victory to

subside into a second-rate affair, little

better than a skirmish. The fight

ing, such as it was, spread over a long

summer's day; and, out of nearly

60,000 engaged on both sides, the ag

gregate loss scarcely amounted to

2,000, in killed and wounded.t At the

action of Barossa, in 1811, between

General Graham and Marshal Victor,

the two armies numbered about 12,000,

of which 4,000 were struck down with

in less than two hours. Had St. Ruth

and Sarsfield subsequently won Augh

rim, the vaunted passage of the Boyne

would have been forgotten. We can

not agree with some writers, who have

pronounced William the Third one of

the greatest generals of his day; an

* Dr. Wilde's numbers appear to be the most reasonable.

f 1,500 Irish; 500 English, This is a liberal computation.
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estimate, as much above the truth as

Mrs. Strickland's depreciating standard

of his character and general ability,

sinks below it. He had been trained

to war from his earliest youth ; was a

stubborn, dogged soldier, endowed

with true Dutch tenacity of purpose,

well versed in the mechanicism of his

trade, hard to beat, resolute to endure

beating, and ever ready to fight again.

An ancil, as Jourdan has been called

in more modern times. But he had no

brilliant inspirations, no sudden flashes

of genius, no rapid combinations and

unexpected strokes which mark the

great commander. With him all was

methodical, calculated, and pre-arrang

ed. He was not equal to Luxembourg,

and far inferior to Condé or Turenne.

A resolute rather than a daring gene

ral, and more to be dreaded in defence

than in attack. He lost no reputation

in the eyes of the world by being worst

ed at Steenkirk and Neerwinde. He

would have won the first battle, if the

Dutch cavalry had obeyed orders;

and, in that case, the second would

never have been fought. From both

he retreated slowly, without confusion,

inflicting as much loss as he sustained.

“‘’Twas owing, an' please your honour,”

says Corporal Trim, entirely to Count

Solmes. Had we drubbed them soundly

at Steenkirk, they would not have faced

us at Landen.” “Possibly not, Trim,'

said my Uncle Toby ; ‘though if they

have the advantage of a wood, or you

give them a moment's time to intrench

themselves, they are a nation which will

pop and pop for ever at you. There's

no way but to march coolly up to them,

receive their fire, and fall in upon them

pell-mell.’ ‘Ding-dong," added Trim.

• Horse and foot,' said my uncle To

by. “Helter skelter,’ said Trim.

“Right and left," cried my uncle To

by. “Blood an ounds,’ shouted the

corporal. The battle raged; Yorick

drew his chair a little to one side for

safety.” This short passage embraces

a characteristic abstract of the mode

of fighting applicable to the two races,

and may be studied with profit by

embryo generals-in-chief, in case we

should get to loggerheads again with

our unsteady neighbours.

It is difficult to understand the tac

tics of King William in the campaign

of 1690. He was dissatisfied with the

dilatory movements of Schomberg in

the preceding year, and said, when

urged by that cautious veteran not to

attempt the passage of the Boyne, that

he had not come to Ireland to let the

grass grow under his feet; yet, when

the opposing army was completely

in his grasp, more so than he could

reasonably have anticipated, he suffer

ed them to evade him, and make head

again. He might have no wish to em

barrass himself with the presence of his

father-in-law and uncle, as a prisoner;

but he was surely desirous of crushing

his influence. He might construct a

bridge for his individual flight; but he

would break that bridge down to in

tercept his followers. He avowedly

disliked the Irish war; it was an in

trusive and a very expensive episode in

his career. His heart was on the Con

tinent. The darling object of his life,

to humble the power of Louis XIV.,

could only be accomplished by assem

bling and keeping on foot large armies

in the Low Countries. Circumstances

made him the avowed champion of

Protestantism; but he was cold and

careless on religious points, discou

raged conversation on the subject, and

kept his opinions, whatever they might

be, entirely to himself. Bishop Bur

net, who was present when he expired,

and has not drawn a very favourable

character of his patron, says–“He

died with a clear and full presence of

mind, and in a wonderful tranquility.

Those who knew it was his rule, all his

life long, to hide the impressions that

religion made on him as much as possi

ble, did not wonder at his silence in his

last moments, but they lamented it

much ; they knew what a handle it

would give to censure and obloquy.”

If William thought to win łºńnd

by clemency—if he came to save, and

not to destroy, expecting to put down

anarchy by mild, half measures—his

political calculations proved as mis

taken as his military movements were

indecisive. In war, conquer as soon

as possible, by short, sharp, decisive

blows ; and then let mercy and genero

sity exert their fullest influence. The

total dispersion or capture of James's

army at the Boyne, would have paci

fied Ireland in one campaign, and have

saved the blood afterwards so profusely

shed at Limerick, Cork, Kinsale, Ath

lone, and Aughrim. If James was a

bad general, William in Ireland was

far from showing himself a good one.

His subsequent defeats were more

creditable to him, than his solitary

triumph. The Duke of Berwick says,
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in his “Memoirs” (a book which is

often named as a dependable authori

ty), when speaking of the retreat from

the Boyne, that William was very well

pleased to build them a golden bridge,

and give them every facility to escape.

“In truth,” he adds, “the inaction of

the enemy's army might have been

caused by the death of the Duke of

Schomberg, who had been killed at the

combat at Oldbridge;* and, without

detracting from the reputation of the

Prince of Orange, it may be affirmed

that Schomberg was the better gene

ral of the two.” Whatever may be the

opinion as to William's skill in com

mand, posterity has generally agreed

that he was personally intrepid; but

the Duke of Berwick's testimony goes

to strip him even of that commonplace

recommendation. OfSteenkirk, fought

in 1692, he tells us that “the Prince

of Orange committed two great faults

in this battle. The first, in not attack

ing both our flanks at the same time;

the second, in not having supported

the troops who made the first attack b

fresh reserves. If he had done so,

cannot tell what might have happened;

but I have been assured that, during

the action, the Prince remained im

movable at a great distance from the

field, giving no orders, although his

generals every moment sent to demand

assistance.” This, if we are to believe

other historians, is far, indeed, from a

correct account of what happened.

William's army was not strong enough

to permit him to hazard a double as

sault on Luxembourg's flanks, without

weakening his own centre to an extent

which would have enabled an active

opponent to cut him in two. It is also

quite certain, that when the English

battalions in their headlong charge

broke the French line, William repeat

edly ordered Count Solmes to advance

to their support with the reserve and
the horse; instead of which he remain

ed inactive, and was reported to have

said to those about him, “Let us see

what sport these English bull-dogs will

make us.”

This was even worse than if he had

turned to the right about with his divi

sion, and galloped manfully off the field,

as the Colonel of the Cumberland Hus

sars (of Hanover) afterwards did at

Waterloo, in 1815, with his regiment,

when ordered by the Duke of Wellington

to charge the enemy. William then

brought up the reserve in person, and ex

tricated the remains of his braveinfantry.

It is to be regretted that he did not ride

up to his disobedient lieutenant, depart

from his habitual phlegm, and shoot him

on the spot, as the Duke of Somerset

clove the recreant Lord Wenlock to

his saddle, at Tewksbury, under similar

provocation. Again, the Duke of Ber

wick, when taken prisoner by his ma

ternal uncle, General Churchill (the

great Duke of Marlborough's younger

brother), at the battle of Landen, in

1793, says, “We rode a long time in

search of the Prince of Orange without

finding him ; at last we reached him,

very far distant from the field, and in

a spot where there were neither friends

nor enemies.” In opposition to this,

Marshal Luxembourg himself has ad

mitted, with warm admiration, the

courage and activity displayed by Wil

liam in the battle, as well as his skill

in conducting the retreat. Finally, in

summing up his character after death,

Berwick concludes, that “He was

very ambitious and enterprising, but

no general. . He was suspected of not

having much courage; nevertheless it

may be said of him, as of many others,

that he was brave until the time came

to draw his sword.” A very con

temptible measure of personal prowess

in a great captain. These strictures

afford a memorable example of how

determined prejudice can distort clear

judgment. The Duke of Berwick has

always been accounted an honourable

man, a bold warrior himself, an able

general, and bore in every relation of

life a high character. But it must be

remembered that he was also the na

tural son of James II., f and could

scarcely be expected to speak with

favour of the competitor who, by de

throning his father, had marred his

own prospects. Such statements,

therefore, from a bitter adversary,

must be taken with ample allowance.

* It is generally supposed that he was shot by mistake, as he was crossing the river, by

the soldiers of his own regiment, French refugees.

f By Arabella Churchill, sister to the Duke of Marlborough. Her face was plain, but

her figure exquisitely moulded. King Charles, who never lost a joke, used to say, “My

brother James's ugly mistresses must be prescribed to him as a penance."
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They are seldom noticed, and cannot

weigh against superior evidence on the

other side. An author belonging to

the nation he hated, and was always

warring with, describes him with more

justice:—

“The Prince of Orange,” he says, “under

the phlegmatic disposition of a Dutchman,

had an ardent thirst of glory, which ap

peared upon all occasions in his conduct, but

never in his conversation. His temper was

cold and severe, though his parts were quick,

active, and penetrating. His courage, which

was undaunted, made his body, which was

weak and languishing, support fatigues that

were superior to his strength. He was brave

without vanity; ambitious without pride;

born with a constitutional obstinacy proper

to combat adversity, fond of business aud

war, unacquainted with the pleasures attend

ant upon greatness, or even those annexed

to humanity; and, in short, almost in every

thing the contrary of Louis XIV.”

Whatever might be the faults of

William, he was the very opposite of

a poltroon; but the same idle charge

has been brought against Cromwell

and Napoleon. The memory of the

“great Nassau" must ever be respect

ed by English soldiers, when they re

flect on the indomitable resistance he

opposed to the sweeping ambition of

the French monarch, while his repulses

and heavy campaigns in Flanders, in

nured the nation to continental war

on the grand scale, and prepared the

way for the coming glories of Blenheim,

Ramillies, Oudenarde, and Malplaquet.

There have been many scandal

ous stories propagated to the injury

of King William's character; some of

the most offensive by his friend and

avowed partisan, Bishop Burnet; but

it is not generally known that his be

setting vice was dram-drinking. His

constitution was naturally feeble, and

having impaired it by immense fatigue,

both of body and mind, he had recourse

to that dangerous and unsuccessful ex

pedient to renovate his powers. Wil

liam was in general so feeble, that,

towards the end of his life, he was

lifted on horseback, but when once in

the seat, no one could better manage

a charger than himself.

After the departure of King James,

Tyrconnell, acting as Lord Lieutenant,

assumed the direction of his affairs.

Dissensions and quarrels amongst the

Irish leaders increased as rapidly as

their enemy advanced slowly. The

remains of the Jacobite army concen

trated at Limerick, resolved to make

another effort, and were not yet hope

less of success. William took his

time, and entered Dublin on the 6th

of July. Three days afterwards he

marched towards Waterford, which

surrendered on his approach; but he

|...} detached Lieut.-General

ouglas, with twelve thousand men,

ten regiments of infantry, and five of

horse, to reduce the strong fortress of

Athlone. A trusty officer commanded

there, Colonel Richaid Grace, the

veteran who had baffled Cromwell,

and one who was not likely to be taken

unawares.f Sarsfield, ever on the

alert, and being well supplied with in

formation, an important secret in suc

cessful generalship, collected together

a sufficient force, and hastened to in

terrupt the movements of Douglas,

who, fearing to be hemmed in between

the town and the troops coming to

its relief, was compelled, by some bold

manoeuvres, to retire quickly before an

opponent weaker in numbers than

himself, and to take post at Mullingar,

where he waited for further orders.

William advanced with his whole

army, and on the 9th of August, forty

days after the battle of the Boyne,

encamped before the walls of Limerick,

Lauzun pronounced the city indefen

sible. There were others in command

who seconded his opinion, and recom

mended a flag of truce at once to treat

for terms of surrender. A stormy de

bate ensued, at the close of which deter

mined resistance was decided on, prin

cipally through the urgent advice of

Sarsfield, who spoke with all the energy

of hope and undaunted resolution. A

numerous garrison occupied the castle

and city, while he, with the greater

part of the cavalry, took post in the

adjoining districts, scouring the country

for supplies, intercepting the enemy's

communications, and watchingto strike

* Voltaire's “Siecle de Louis XIV.”

f Colonel Grace was the originator of the term a boot-eater, so often applied since to per

severing jurymen. When summoned by Douglas, “These are the only terms I will give or

receive,” said he, firing his pistol at the envoy; “and after my provisions are consumed, I

will deſend Athlone until I eat my boots.”
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a blow if any opportunity presented

itself. It came sooner than was anti

cipated. If William succeeded in the

reduction of Limerick, the war was

certainly then and there at an end.

This time he was determined to bring

matters to a speedy and decisive conclu

sion. A battering train, consisting of

six twenty-four, and two eighteen poun

ders, their tin boats or pontoons, a

great quantity of ammunition, much

provisions, and abundance of other

stºres, were ordered up from Dublin;

but by a strange and unpardonable

oversight, either from contempt of at

tack, or disbelief of danger, the escort

was wholly inadequate to the charge,

on the safety of which the operations

of their army entirely depended. And

now occurred the most brilliant inci

dent of the war, which carried the re

putation of Sarsfield far beyond that

of any of his associated brethren in

arms, and was in itself a feat of parti

san generalship, which has not been

surpassed either in bold conception or

complete success, by any similar enter

prise recorded in ancient or modern

warfare. The approach of this train,

so necessary to the success of the be

siegers, was notified to the garrison by

Sarsfield, who had many friends among

the peasants of Clare, or “rapparees,”

as they were called, from whom he re

ceived the earliest intelligence of the

movements of the enemy. He there

fore resolved to make a bold effort to

intercept the convoy. His scouts gave
him information when it would be in a

situation favourable for attack, and

undertook to guide him to the spot by

a devious and unfrequented route.

Full of his perilous object, he left Li

merick on the 10th of August, under

cover of a dark night, with five hun

dred chosen horse, and took the road

to Killaloe. On the following day,

King William received notice from two

gentlemen in his interest, that Sars

field had set out on some secret expe

dition. Suspecting his object, the king

ordered Sir John Lanier, with five

hundred dragoons, to meet the advanc

ing train. This officer was dilatory,

when he ought to have been as rapid

as lightning. It was two in the morn

ing of the 12th before his party were

in the saddle; and when they had pro

ceeded but a few miles, their eyes and

ears announced to them the terrible

disaster which had befallen the impor

tant object they were commissioned to

protect. The escort of the convoy

and stores consisted of only a squa

dron (two troops) of Williers' regiment,

the Second Dragoon Guards. They

had marched that day from Cashel to

Iłallymedy, or Whitestown, near the

village of Cullen, not more than twelve

miles from King William's camp; from

their close proximity to the royal army

they deemed themselves perfectly se

cure ; so having picketed their horses,

or turned them loose to graze, they

posted a few sentries, and laid down to

rest, without apprehension of surprise.

Sarsfield and his party having forded

the Shannon on the preceding night, a

little above the bridge of Killaloe, lay

close in the mountains all the following

day, while his faithful spies sedulously

watched, and from hour to hour re

ported the progress of the unconscious

prey. As soon as it was announced

to him that the convoy and escort had

taken up their resting place for the

night, he put his troops in motion;

and sweeping round in a circuit of se

veral miles, to avoid the possibility of

spreading an alarm, reached the village

of Cullen, which he cleared with the

utmost rapidity. Advancing, then, at

a full i.". his dragoons rushed down

upon the sº: enemy with terrible

shouts. The English commander start

ed up, and ordered his trumpets to

sound an alarm ; but while the men

were endeavouring to catch their horses,

the greater part were sabred or made

risoners. The whole convoy was now

in Sarsfield's power, but everything

depended on not losing a moment of

time. In half an hour he might be

surrounded and overwhelmed by num

bers advancing to the rescue. With

the greatest celerity he charged the

guns with powder to the brim, stuck

them in the earth, muzzle downwards,

and heaping upon and around them near

three hundred barrels of powder, with

all the baggage and provision carts,

thus formed a mass of combustibles,

less costly in material, but more instan

taneous in destruction than the funeral

pile of Sardanapalus. He then with

drew his party beyond the vortex to a

convenient distance, and ignited the

train. The whole was blown into the

air with an explosion that illuminated

the heavens, and produced the effect of

an earthquake for many miles round.

Sir John Lanier's detachment came

up in time to find they were too late,

and to witness the wreck they might
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have prevented. After a futile at

tempt to intercept the retreat of the

Irish over the Shannon, they returned

to their camp with two of the guns,

which were only partially injured, to

confirm the unwelcome tidings which

had already heralded themselves by

the ominous burst of noise and confla

gration. Sarsfield re-entered Limerick

on the same day, where the news of

his brilliant exploit was received by

his countrymen and fellow-soldiers with

deafening cheers.

This account is principally con

densed from the very graphic descrip

tion in Fitzgerald's and M*Gregor's

“History of i.imerick,” the substance

and details of which are nearly in ac

cord with what is stated by the con

temporaneous writers on either side."

In this instance there appears to have

been no disposition to conceal or dis

tort the truth. George Story, one of

King William's chaplains, who was

present with the English forces durin

these wars, adds, that Sarsfield told an

officer whom he took prisoner, that

had he failed in this enterprise, he

would have held their cause as lost,

and have taken shipping for France

forthwith. Why he should volunteer

this unnecessary admission to a prison

er is difficult to understand. It may

be true, but it sounds very improbable.

From this moment the reputation of

Sarsfield was firmly established, and

soared far beyond that of any of his

competitors. He became the popular

favourite, the national hero, the idol

of the soldiers and peasantry, but an

object of increased jealousy to the su

perior officers. Both feelings were na

tural under the circumstances. He

was the only leader who had succeeded,

and more was expected from him if he

could obtain the opportunity. His

feat of arms, dashing and important

in itself, was withal so well-timed that

it inspired confidence, which had not

before existed. If we are to trust the

Duke of Berwick, who again steps in

to detract from merit generally allowed,

Sarsfield was a very commonplace per

son, whose fame was more fortuitous

than deserved. This seems the more

extraordinary when we remember, that

he married the widow of his brother

soldier, but her eyes were closed in

death long before the “Memoirs” were

written, or, perhaps, the ungracious

assage might have been expunged.

t stands thus:–

“Patrick Sarsfield was a man of prodi

gious stature, without capacity, extremely

good-natured, and brave to excess. The

adventure of the surprised convoy inflamed

his vanity to a point so high, that he believed

himself the greatest general in the world.

Henry Luttrel was continually turning his

head, and crying him up everywhere, not

from any true esteem, but to increase his

popularity so as to serve his own views. In

fact, the greater part of the Irish people con

ceived such an exalted opinion of him, that

the King (James II.), to please them,

created him Earl of Lucan, and at the third

promotion advanced him to the rank of

lieutenant-general."

In spite of the ungenerous qualifica

tion, we have here the portrait of a

Murat. It has never been pretended,

that the plan for the surprise of the

convoy originated with any other head

than his own, and nothing but the most

determined prejudice can deny, that in

this achievement the military skill at

least equalled the courage. Through

out a war of nearly three years' dura

tion, in which many generals of note

were employed, no one action has ob

tained such undivided praise, or has

won an equal reputation for the sue

cessful originator. The result was

fortunate in the extreme, but it was

deserved. What is commonly called

good fortune, or a lucky star, is a valu

able ingredient in the composition of

a popular general. The “est il heu

reur 2 " of Mazarin, was a question

based on a sound practical estimate of

human nature. One bold success will

gain more admirers and adherents than

twenty, scientific failures. But envy

and jealousy are ever prone to attribute

to fortune what more frequently be

longs to talent. After the victory of

Neerwinde, in 1693, gained by the

Marshal de Luxembourg over King

William, a French refugee in the

King's army, to flatter the sovereign,

and to enfeeble the glory of his succes

ful antagonist, praised extravagantly

the good fortune of Luxembourg, with

out alluding to his military talents.

“Hold your tongue, sir,” replied King

* See “Macaria. Excidium,” by Colonel O'Kelly, “King James's and Berwick's Memoirs,"

Story’s “Impartial History,” &c., &c.
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William, with clear judgment and a

i. feeling; “he has been too long a

ucky general to be nothing else but a

lucky general.” The officers who en

vied Sarsfield called him lucky; but

why did they not do something of the

same kind to prove their own superior

ability? Thus, a critic frequently

tells you you are wrong, but more

frequently fails to show what is right.

We shall presently see that Sarsfield
and the Duke of Berwick came into

collision on some important points,

which were of a nature to breed a last

ing mistrust between them. When

William ascertained the loss of his

train, whatever vexation he might have

felt inwardly, he exhibited no outward

symptoms. He was usually taciturn,

and on this occasion said even less than

usual. He might have brought Sir

John Lanier to trial, but the sentence

of a court-martial, though it should

cashier his general, would fail to put

him in possession of Limerick.f. He,

therefore, adopted a more likely course:

ordered up some great guns from Wa

terford, opened a breach on the 17th,

and gave the assault on the following

day. He had a narrow escape himself

from a cannon shot, and his troops

were driven back with great slaughter.

Sarsfield made a vigorous sortie, and

inflicted much loss on the retiring

columns. William opened fresh bat

teries—advanced his trenches—breach

ed the walls in other places, and car

ried the covered way, or counterscarp,

on the 26th. A second assault was

attempted, with an enormous force,

and a second time his utmost efforts

were foiled. His loss, in this last at

tack, amounted to two thousand killed

and wounded. The garrison suffered

to the extent of four hundred. Wil

liam had no more time at command;

his presence was peremptorily required

in England. There was treason in

London; and plans were arranging

with the French fleet to intercept his

return. In a few days more Queen

Mary would have been seized, and

James proclaimed in the English me

tropolis. On the 30th of August he

raised the siege, decamped in the

night, and marched to Waterford,

where he embarked, without an hour's

delay. The Irish came forth from

their walls, levelled the investing lines,

and stood in triumph on the ground so

lately occupied by their beleaguering

enemies. Sarsfield strongly recom

mended a vigorous pursuit, which he

offered to conduct in person. But his

plan was rendered abortive by Tyr

connell, who issued private orders to

Colonel Sheldon (commanding under

Sarsfield) to march the greater part of

the horse into Connaught. Let just

praise be accorded where it is due.

The successful defence of Limerick,

after a close investment of twenty-two

days by overwhelming numbers, was a

deed of obstinate courage which more

than effaced the misfortune of the

Boyne, and gives the lie direct to the

calumnies of Voltaire. And this issue

was principally accomplished through

the persevering energy and unwearied

activity of Sarsfield. The French en

gineers, too, are deserving of every

praise, for the skill with which they

repaired the old works,and constructed

new ones.

The adherents of King James were

now permitted time to breathe; and

had they been unanimous, or under

the control of one predominating chief,

his cause was at this crisis far from

being lost. De Ginckell, who suc

ceeded to the command after the de

}. of William, concentrated the

nglish forces at Clonmel. Marl

borough took Cork and Kinsale with

little difficulty. The Williamites also

held Dublin, Waterford, Londonderry,

and Enniskillen. The Irish retained

the strong central post of Athlone,

Sligo in the north, Galway in the west,

and Limerick which commanded the

Shannon. The large and compara

tively inaccessible counties of Clare,

Kerry, and the province of Connaught,

were still in their possession. They

were elated with recent triumph";

William appeared to have his hands

too full to visit them again; and alto

gether their affairs looked in a more

prosperous condition than at any pe

riod since the commencement of the

“Why does he talk of my back?”

But in those days (the good old days,

* William, on one occasion, when smarting under a defeat, was less magnanimous. He

called Luxembourg (who was deformed) a hunchback.

said Luxembourg. “He has never seen it, but I have seen his several times.”

f Sir John Lanier was suspected of something worse than dilatoriness — of treachery,

having formerly been a favourite of King James.

we suppose) everybody was suspected, and every action was misinterpreted.
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war. But the want of specie was se

verely felt; and the debased coinage,

the celebrated “brass money,” so

profusely scattered by James, was be

ginning to work its baneful effects.

The expedient was more ruinous, and

quite as futile, as the imitation of it

afterwards suggested to Charles the

Twelfth by his unprincipled minister,

Baron Gortz, which ultimately com

pelled that valiant monarch to substi

tute the jack-boots of his dragoons for

metallic currency." James had been

persuaded by his Scottish advisers

(Lord Melfort in particular) to send

the greater %. of the gold he re

ceived from King Louis to Scotland,

to keep up the hearts of his partisans

in that country, and to reserve the

rest for a last emergency. Conse

uently nothing remained for circula

tion in Ireland but brass, to be re

deemed at the value named, in gold

and silver, in case the royal exchequer

should ever become solvent—a remote

contingency, as the result proved.

Tyrconnell, Lord Lieutenant of Ire

land (who had been created a duke by

James the Second), soon after the

raising of the siege of Limerick, hur

ried over to France, tolook after his own

affairs. He determined to try a cam

paign at St. Germains before he en

countered another on the banks of the

Shannon. There was jealousy and

mutual dislike between him and Sars

field. Previous to his departure he

appointed a senate of twelve to super

intend the civil government in his ab

sence. The Duke of Berwick suc

ceeded to the command of the army;

but, in consideration of his youth and

lº. he was to be assisted by

a select council of officers. Of this

number Sarsfield was the last named

in commission; and probably he might

not have been included at all, but the

viceroy dreaded that the army would

unanimously revolt to him, if he were

discontented, and so dash in pieces his

own secret projects. In a full mili

tary council, previously held, it had

been determined to dispatch two per
sons of rank and trust into France, to

explain their present resources, and

resolution to defend their country to

the last. At the same council it was

also proposed that Sarsfield — the

“ darling of the army,” as the account

we follow calls him—should command

in chief, next to the captain-general.

Tyrconnell was absent from that day's

deliberations, although they do not

appear to have been held without his

knowledge, or in the face of his au

thority. Such an act would have been

open mutiny. But when these results

were communicated to him, he said

peremptorily that the council had no

right to send . deputies abroad,

such being his exclusive prerogative—

that he would dispatch emissaries

where he thought fit — and, at the

same time, negatived the vote for the

promotion of Sarsfield. The French

officers were not behind-hand in stir

ring up a party of their own; and

thus three distinct factions were formed

within that nominal confederacy, each

of which hated the other as intensely

as they did the common enemy. A

highly respectable authority on the

Jacobite side,f speaking of the events

that immediately followed the depar

ture of Tyrconnell, observes that the

Duke of Berwick minded more his

"outhful pleasures than the conduct of

is troops, and that Sarsfield issued

many clashing orders, which inter

fered with the civil as well as the

military government; for, though he

undoubtedly meant well, he was so

easy of temper that he was unable to

say no to a suitor, or refrain from

signing any paper that was brought

before him. this be true, it must

be admitted that his talents for legis

lation were not equal to his abilities in

the field.

About the month ofNovember, 1690,

Sarsfield, who was then in the neigh

bourhood of Athlone, happily disco

vered a dangerous correspondence and

}. treaty between some of the

rish senate at Limerick, and the ge

nerals of the English army. The ar

ranged plan was that the latter should

suddenly cross the Shannon at a given

time, when Galway and Limerick would

be surrendered up to them simulta

neously. Upon receiving this intelli

gence, Sarsfield posted off in all speed

* This Gortz, amongst other peculiarities, was a motorious coward; the last quality likely

to recommend him to the favour of Charles XII.

f Colonel O'Kelly, in the “Macariae Excidium, or Destruction of Cyprus." Edited by

J. C. O'Callaghan, Esq., and published for the Irish Archaeological Society.
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to Limerick to apprise the Duke of

Berwick. He showed him a complete

list of the traitors' names, which had

been supplied to him from his emissa

ries in $. Berwick owned the

receipt of a duplicate of the same, sent

from King James in France, to whom it

had been transmitted through another

channel, from London. The coinci

dence was proof damnatory to the full

est extent; yet Berwick could not be

º to seize the conspirators,

cause they were all Tyrconnell's

friends. With much difficulty he was

induced to dismiss Lord Riverston from

his office of secretary of state, and to

take the government of Galway from

his brother-in-law, Major-General

Alexander M*Donnell, a soldier of

fortune, raised by merit from the

ranks, and who had hitherto borne a

good and trusty character. Berwick

committed a great error in not acting

with more decision at this important

crisis, on such convincing evidence;

but to appease Sarsfield, he appointed

him governor of Galway, and of the

whole province of Connaught, a mea

sure which contributed greatly to the

defence of that district against the in

cursions of the enemy. Sarsfield leav

ing a good deputy, and a sufficient

garrison in Galway, proceeded again

to Athlone, and secured all the posts

in that quarter which were most ex

posed. Soon after, the English, en

couraged to suppose they had friends

in Connaught, who were prepared to

rise and join them on their§§.
made two attempts to cross the Shan

non during the winter; but on both

occasions were foiled by the vigilance

of Sarsfield. Derwick then confined

Dennis Daly, Chief Justice of the

Common Pleas, on suspicion of cor

respondence with the enemy, in the

citadel of Galway; but Tyrconnell,

returning from France a few days af.

ter, liberated and restored him, as also

Lord Riverston, to their places in the

senate. By this time the quarrels be

tween the Jacobite leaders had arisen

to such a height, that their vessel was

near going to pieces amidst breakers

created by themselves. The King of

France recalled his troops, and seemed

inclined to leave the Irish to their fate,

as their own sovereign had done the

year before. The Duke of Berwick

also passed over to the Continent in

disgust and despair. Sarsfield alone

was still undaunted, and ready for ac

tion, but Tyrconnell was also there to

thwart him, and increase the confu

sion. The condition of Ireland at this

time was truly lamentable—a sad con

sequence of divided politics and reli

gious separation – “the madness of

many,” as has been justly observed,

“for the gain of a few.”

“On the approach of winter, a great

É. of the wasted country was like a

ell: famine and disease, violence,

murder, and all the darkest crimes,

held a horrible jubilee. The expedi

tion of James had produced an amount

of human misery which has been rarely

equalled in any other country in mo

dern times.” Yet it has been stated,

that in the midst of all this privation,

many of King William's soldiers de

serted to the Irish army, to such an

extent that Tyrconnell wrote to James,

that if he had a pistole a-piece to give

them, one-third would have come over

–a strange and inexplicable fact, if

it be true.

Tyrconnell employed every means

in his power to intercept correspon

dence; but in spite of all his precau

tions, Sarsfield contrived to receive a

letter from one of the agents he had

despatched into France, informing him

that the Marquis de St. Ruth was

about to be sent over by Louis the

Fourteenth, with a commission entirely

independent of, and removed from the

control of the Lord Lieutenant. Sars

field had expected to be appointed to

the command in chief from King James

direct, instead of which he received a

}. of nobility, and the earldom of

ucan, empty honours which were sup

posed to satisfy and console him for

the loss of the post he desired. There

is no reason to think that James un

dervalued his services, or was ignorant

of his deserved popularity; but he was

fettered by obligations to Louis, who

would probably have withdrawn aid

altogether, had not the operations been

directed by his own chosen officer.

The Irish army generally were dis

gusted at seeing their favourite leader

set aside, and a foreigner promoted in

his place. They becameiºn and

discontented, and were with difficulty

restrained within the necessary disci

* “Pictorial History of England," vol. V.

WOL. XLII.-NO, CCLI.
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pline. ... St. Ruth arrived with money

and military stores; but the reinforce

ment of troops was scanty and insuffi

cient. He came with the reputation

of an able officer, who had distinguish

ed himself in Savoy and Italy. His

manners were polished and agreeable;

but he was vain, self-sufficient, relying

on his own judgment, and neither dis

osed to ask advice from others, nor to

impart his plans to those who were to

assist him in carrying them into execu

tion. With Sarsfield he stood parti

cularly on the reserve. The Irish

leader, in return, looked on him as an

interloper, thrust over his head by

court faction; and although his inhe

rent loyalty kept him at his post, it

was without the alacrity of spirit and

cordial co-operation which alone could

give earnest of success. Sarsfield's

character was too open and ingenuous

not to be easily won over, had the

Frenchman been disposed to conciliate.

But let the fault lie where it may,

there can be no doubt that this bad

feeling between the two commanders

increased the difficulties of both, and

seriously injured the cause in which

they were engaged.

The campaign began late. The

English generals were determined to

be well supplied with everything before

they advanced. On the 18th of June,

De Ginckell, reinforced by some ex

cellent regiments from Scotland, under

Mackay (a good and experienced

officer, although he had suffered him

self to be surprised by Dundee, in the

pass of Killiecrankie), commenced ope

rations, and sat down before Athlone,

a very strong town divided into two

parts by the Shannon, with a bridge

of communication protected by a fort.

The Irish army under St. Ruth, and

Sarsfield, lay close behind, concentra

ted, and ready to act as circumstances

might require. Their object was to

support Athlone, but to delay a de

cisive battle, as additional troops were

expected from France. Perhaps they

would have done better, had they

taken post in front, with the fortress

in their rear, to retire on, in case of

defeat. There was little danger of

Athlone while Richard Grace was

alive, but he was killed in an early

sortie, and the command devolved on

Colonel Maxwell, against whom a

charge has been made, of secretly cor

responding with the enemy. This

Maxwell was of Scotch extraction,

and one of Tyrconnell's creatures.

Sarsfield, who suspected his loyalty,

accused him openly in the Lord Lieu

tenant's presence ; and most certainly,

after ºl a public accusation, it was

not prudent to leave him in charge of

an important post; but Tyrconnell re
fused to sanction his removal, and St.

Ruth was unwilling to disoblige him—

a ceremonious scruple which ought to

have had no weight, when so much

was at stake.

De Ginckell, with great slaughter on

both sides, carried by storm that por

tion of Athlone which stood on the

eastern bank, called the English town,

and rushed on for the bridge. But

the besieged broke down some of the

arches; the French officers constructed

a tête du pont, and the assailants were

brought to a stand. “During nine

days, one of the most singular spec

tacles in history was exhibited, that of

two armies waging war upon each

other, within the walls of a town, and

amidst the ruins they created, where

every bullet that was fired brought

the imprecations of the inhabitants

upon both ""—a position similar to

that of the French and Spaniards, at

the celebrated seige of Saragossa, in

1809. After some fruitless attempts,

a council of war determined, on the

29th, to try the passage of the river

by some of the fords, which are few.

narrow, and dangerous. For the first

time in the memory of living men they

were now available. Sarsfield apprised

St. Ruth of the enemy's intentions.

He turned a deafear to the messenger,

who found him dressing for a shooting

excursion — laughed at the idea of

bringing up the army to repel an ima

fº attack, and said scofingly, that

is officers were tired with dancing at

the last night's ball. Sarsfield re

peated the intelligence, representing in

the most urgent terms, that not a

moment was to be lost. “They dare

not do it,” replied the confident

Frenchman, “and I so near;” adding,

that he “would give a thousand louis

to hear that the English durst attempt

to pass.” “Spare your money, and

mind your business,” was the gruff

retort of Sarsfield; “I know the Eng

* Dalrymple's “Memoirs.”
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lish better than you do ; there is no

enterprise too desperate for their cou

rage to attempt.” This reminds us

of what passed on the early dawn of

Waterloo. When Napoleon saw the

British army resolutely waiting his

attack, he said to his marshals, “Ah!

pour le coup, je les tiens done ces

Anglois /"—At last I have got these

English in my grasp. “Be not too

confident, sire,” observed Soult, who

was well acquainted with them; “Your

majesty has a hard day's work before

you; an English army in position, is

not easily beaten.”

Early on the morning of the 1st of

July, the anniversary of the Boyne,

the English nadiers plunged into

the river, ºniº, their arms to

gether, waded across, twenty abreast ;

and in spite of a combined fire of mus

ketry and artillery, gained the oppo

site bank, won the head of the bridge,

and established themselves firmly there.

Planks were laid over the broken

arches, and in less than an hour they

were masters of the Irish Town, the

garrison retiring by one side as the

assailants entered at the other.f St.

Ruth, when it was too late, opened

his eyes to the truth, and made a des

perate attempt to recover what he

ought never to have lost. After sacri

ficing many brave men in a hopeless

attempt, he retired in the night to

Ballinasloe, and there drew up his

forces, intending to make a stand.

Sarsfield, backed by the other general

officers, represented that it was mad

ness to risk a certain defeat there, by

engaging a superior and better dis

ciplined army, flushed with the recent

conquest of Athlone; that the wiser

lan would be to hold Galway and

}. with strong garrisons, to

march with the remainder of the in

fantry, and all the cavalry, into Mun

ster and Leinster, intercept the enemy's

communications, and perhaps make a

dash upon Dublin, which was left in a

state unprepared for resistance. St.

Ruth yielded to their remonstrances,

and retreated to Aughrim; but here

he suddenly, and in evil hour for his

own cause, changed his determination,

and resolved to risk a battle. He was

either stung by the loss of Athlone or

prompted by personal vanity, which

whispered to him that he was destined

to immortalize his name by a great

victory. These operations were sati

rised in a curious Hudibrastic poem,

in which it was said of St. Ruth

“When 'twas to men of credit known

He first of all ran from Athlone;

For when he heard the roaring cannon,

Saw men like otters cross the Shannon,

His winged heels ne'er stopp'd until

He hid himself in Aughrim's mill."

The early fall of Athlone was a bad

augury, and an unfavourable coup

d’-essai, in demonstration of St. Ruth's

abilities for command; yet it has been

said that, in very few days after he

joined the army, he succeeded in win

ning the attachment of the soldiers,

and mutual confidence and sympathy

existed between them. Expatriated

Irishmen (Lord Mountcashel's brigade)

had fought under him in Savoy, and

impressed him with a high opinion of
their inherent valour.

The position of Aughrim was well

chosen in itself.The approaches through

bogs and morasses were difficult. The

hill of Kilcommodon, two Danish forts,

and the old castle, presented salient

oints capable of strong defence. The

2nglish had to advance over marshy

ground, intersected by ditches and

hedges, of which the French and Irish

availed themselves with advantage,

while their wings were also protected.

But St. Ruth committed one capital

error which neutralised his dispositions.

His plan of battle, and all his intended

movements, were profoundly buried in

his own breast; not even to Sarsfield,

his second in command, did he deign

to make the slightest communication,

beyond placing him on the left, with

the greater part of the cavalry, and

strict injunctions not to stir without

immediate orders from himself alone.

Taaffe he stationed on the right, and

took his own position in the centre.

The battle was fought on Sunday, the

12th of July, which, by the alteration

of the new style, corresponds with

the 22nd — a day rendered even more

memorable in recent history by the

great victory of Salamanca. The

numbers were nearly equal, although,

as usual, exaggerated and diminished

on either side according to the politics

of the different writers; but in quality

º

* See the Rev. Caesar Otway's “Tour in Connaught." 1839.

f “Pictorial History of England," vol. V.
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and discipline, with the exception of

the cavalry, the English were generally

superior to their opponents. The

French and Irish behaved with steadi

ness and courage, much beyond what

they had exhibited at the Boyne; they

contested the field stoutly, and at first

with the appearance of success. The

Dutch and English dragoons were re

pulsed at the pass of Urrachree, the

subsequently gained ground on i.

flanks, but were shaken in the centre,

and forced back to the edge of the

bog. St. Ituth, confident of winning,

dashed after them, exclaiming to his

men—“Now, let us drive these English

to the gates of Dublin " But they

received reinforcements exactly when

they wanted them, rallied, turned on

their pursuers, and drove them up the

hills. At this crisis every advantage

was on the English side, when a round

shot carried off the French general's

head, and he fell from his horse. In

the words of the old play—

“As he rode down the hill he met his fall,

And died the victim of a cannon ball.”

The battle was irretrievably lost. The

French guards, seeing their comman

der slain, moved rapidly off: the Irish

infantry followed in confusion, to the

top of Kilcommodon hill. The English

Fº and drove them from the

eights with great slaughter. Sars

field, at , his post, vainly expected

orders which never arrived, and won

dered, no doubt, at the state of inaction

in which he was suffered to remain,

amidst such wide and rapidly-increasing

confusion; but not being aware in

time of the death, which would have

enabled him to act on his own account,”

and being totally in the dark as to St.

Ruth's intentions had he not been

killed, he could attempt nothing to

retrieve the day, and was only able to

carry off the cavalry, check the pur

suit, and collect the stragglers. The

English remained in possession of the

field, together with the enemy's tents,

baggage, cannon, and many standards.

The total loss of the Irish exceeded

7,000 in killed, wounded, and prison

ers ; that of the English may be

reckoned at 2,500. The numbers en

gaged on both sides amounted to

about 45,000. A reference to the

comparative lists at the Boyne will

show how much more close and deter

mined was the fighting on this san

guinary and conclusive field.

It has been often asserted that the

result of Aughrim would have been

very different had St. Ruth not been

killed— that he would have gained

the day. On an unprejudiced exami

nation of the incidents which marked

the struggle, we cannot coincide with

this opinion. The defeat might have

been less complete, but there was never

a prospect of decided advantage. St.

Ruth imparted his plans to no one;

none of the subordinate generals could

move at the moment, as circumstances

arose; and in moments promptly seized

or lost are often comprised the fate of

the most important battles. It is more

likely that the death of Harold deter

mined the result of Hastings, and that

the Swedes were defeated at Pultowa

because Charles XII. was disabled from

heading them as usual. Marmont at

tributed the loss of Salamanca entirely

to the shell which broke his arm and

ribs at a very critical moment; and

Marshal Willars, on his return to court

after Malplaquet, assured the King that,

had he not been struck and carried to

the rear, he should have gained the

victory. “I have been in company

with the Marshal,” saysVoltaire, “who

always seemed persuaded of this ; but

I have hardly met with any person of

his opinion.” The success of the The

bans at Mantinea, and of the Swedes

at Lutzen, was checked, but not re

versed, because Epaminondas fell on

the one field, and Gustavus Adolphus

on the other; neither did the English

lose Quebec, Alexandria, and Corun

na, because the commanding generals,

Wolfe, Abercrombie, and Moore were

slain, or mortally wounded.

Of Aughrim, King William's par

tial biographer, Harris, says–“It

must, in justice, be confessed that the

Irish fought this sharp battle with

great resolution, which demonstrates

that the many defeats before this time

sustained by them cannot be imputed

to a national cowardice, with which

some, without reason, impeached them,

but to a defect in military discipline

and the use of arms, or to a want of

skill and experience in their command

ers. And now, had not St. Ruth been

taken off, it would have been hard to

* Captain Parker's “Contemporary Memoirs,” on the Williamite side.
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say what the consequence of this day
would have been.”

O'Halloran, writing in 1772, ob

serves that “the Irish deserved the

victory by their brave conduct, and

accident, more than the superior cou

rage of their enemies, snatched it from

their grasp. Lieut.-General Keatinge,

in his strictures, remarks that “ St.

Ruth communicated with no one; by

this conduct he lost Athlone. To

Sarsfield, his second in command, he

had a particular pique. His whole

arrangements were confined to his own

breast; and Sarsfield, who succeeded

to the command in the heat of the

fight, was ignorant of what was going

on about him, except of that which im

mediately concerned his own post. Of

course, on the fall of St. Ruth, every

thing was at a stop ; the officers wait

ing for instructions, and no one to give

them. In consequence, the army first

retreated, pressed by Ginckell, and

then fled.”

The English general was very deli

berate in following up his success.

D'Usson, the French commander, re

treated to Galway, with a portion of

the infantry; Sarsfield, with the re

mainder and the cavalry, retired by

Loughrea to Limerick. Galway, with

a garrison of seven regiments, some

heavy guns mounted in battery, and

defensible outworks, surrendered with

out resistance. This same town, in

the war of 1641, had held out for nine

teen months; but now there was

treachery here as in other places.

English gold and English promiseswere

profusely bestowed. Some of the officers

deserted; and three Irish nobles, think

ing to save their estates, insisted on

an immediate treaty. D'Usson, under

the terms of capitulation, marched the

French battalions to Limerick, where

the relics of King James's adherents

were concentrated, and hemmed in,

as in a last retreat. Both before and

after Aughrim, Tyrconnell had become

so generally disliked and suspected,

that his presence with the army was

an endless source of discord. He was

a perpetual advocate for preserving

the English connexion, and made no

secret of his hatred and contempt for

the native Irish; who, in their turn,

repaid the feeling with interest. They

threatened to cut his tent-cords if he

remained longer amongst them; re

fused to acknowledge his authority;

declared that they would obey only

Sarsfield; and were even heard to say

that they would put any man to death,

pointed out by their favourite leader

as obnoxious.

Sarsfield could not help his popula

rity; but although he despised the

Lord Deputy, and opposed many of

his measures, his high character and

stainless honour place him above the

suspicion of encouraging mutiny, or

any unlawful procedure. King James

bears ample testimony to his para

mount feeling of loyalty; and says, in

his “Memoirs,” that “ Lord Lucan,

whose intentions were always right

and zealous for the King's service,

wasthe first who opposedhisold friends,

when he found they went beyond the

limits of their duty and allegiance.”

Of this he gave a signal instance, in

an event which proved how completely

he was prepared to set aside private

º, when weighed against public

uty.

Colonel Henry Luttrel, the same

who is alluded to by the Duke of Ber

wick in the extract we have given

before, was Sarsfield's intimate friend

and partisan, his constant associate and

bosom counsellor. He held an impor

tant command in the cavalry, and was

stationed at Six-mile Bridge, a place

distinguished as the scene of more than

one “untoward event.” He had been

ordered to meet the garrison of Gal

way, proceeding under an English es

cort. Here he basely proposed to the

enemy's commanding officer to betray

Limerick, and entered into a treason

able correspondence, with that intent.

A letter addressed to him by Sebastian

(De Ginckell's secretary), through a

mistake of the messenger, was put into

the hands of Sarsfield, and revealed the

plot. Sarsfield was shocked and griev

ed, but immediately arrested his false

friend, and placed the damning evi

dence in the hands of Tyrconnell. Lut

trel was at once brought to a court

martial, and found guilty, but he had

too many sympathisers to be con

demned to death. He was sentenced

to remain in prison until King James's

pleasure could be known, but the inter

mediate reduction of Limerick restored

him to liberty, and gave him a pension

from King William, instead of the hal

ter he deserved. Another officer, Co

lonel Clifford, also suspected of trea

chery, was very imprudently left in com

mand of fifteen hundred horse, to guard

the passes of the Shannon. He allowed
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De Ginckell to throw a bridge of boats

across the river without opposition, and

gave no notice to General Sheldon, who

was nearly surprised and cut off in con

sequence, yet extricated himself with

boldness and address. Clifford was

acquitted by the court that tried him,

although it was proved that he had re

ceived due notice of the enemy's plans.

He pleaded guilty of negligence, but

declared his innocence of treason.

Throughout this calamitous drama,

from the rising of the curtain to the

final catastrophe, the Irish suffered

quite as much from internal treachery

and contentions, as they did from the

open hostility of the foe who opposed

them in the field.

On the 14th of August, Tyrconnell,

the Lord Lieutenant, died of a fit of

apoplexy, or indigestion, with which

he had been seized two days before,

after a dinner with the French general

D'Usson. He was old, corpulent, and

inert, broken in constitution and en

feebled in mind. As usual in similar

cases, his death was attributed by his

friends to poison, instigated or admi

nistered by Sarsfield and the foreign

officers, but not the slightest founda

tion exists for the foul ...i. They

buried him in the cathedral, but no

stone or memorial marks the exact

spot where his remains moulder in ob

scurity. It was strongly suspected

that at the time of his death he was in

secret treaty with DeGinckell. TheBng

lish praised him as a lover and constant

advocate of peace, yet confiscated all his

estates, which, if he had lived a month

longer, would have been preserved by

the treaty of Limerick. His character

is thus summed up by an able discri

minator, who spoke from personal

knowledge: “He was a man of stately

presence, bold and resolute, of greater

courage than conduct, naturally proud

and passionate; of moderate parts,

but of an unbounded ambition " Lord

Clarendon says that Tyrconnell (then a

simple gentleman, Richard Talbot,

without inheritance) was selected, from

his reputation for personal courage and

daring, to assassinate Oliver Cromwell,

and that he willingly undertook to ex

ecute the deed.

De Ginckell, who moved more slowl

than was requisite, or consistent wit

the loudly-vaunted victory of Aughrim,

allowed a full month to elapse before

he ventured to approach the fortifica

tions of Limerick. Had he marched

there at once, it is not easy to see how

effectual resistance could have been

opposed; but he allowed , the Irish

army time to re-organise, with the op

portunity of repairing their defensive

works. Perhaps he calculated upon

accomplishing º finesse and intrigue

what his master had failed in by open

force. For some days he tampered,

issued proclamations, promised amnes

ties, and encouraged desertion. He

was unwilling to venture a siege, and

used every effort to prevail by other

and indirect means. The rainy season

was at hand, but his orders from Wil

liam were positive, and he was com

pelled to adopt active operations. On

the 26th of August, the city was regu

larly invested: on the 30th the batte

ries were opened, to which the Irish

responded with undaunted resolution.

The command was nominally under

D'Usson, but Sarsfield was the life and

soul of the defence: all measures were

directed by him. The French desired

to negotiate from the first. They were

thoroughly sick of the war, and longed

to return to their own country. They

had not the same inciting causes for

persevering resistance which inflamed

the native Irish. A fleet of eighteen

English ships came up the river, and

anchored within cannon-shot of the

town. The enemy offered terms, which

were haughtily rejected. In spite of

rivations, disunion, and desertion—

in spite of traitors who conveyed daily

intelligence of all that passed within

the walls, the indomitable energy of

Sarsfield communicated itself to the

greater part of the garrison, and they

resolved to hold out to the last extre

mity, making frequent sallies to destroy

the trenches of the besiegers, and re

turning fire for fire with unslackened

constancy. Accounts were received

that powerful supplies of men and

stores, sufficient to turn the scale in

their favour, were already embarked at

Brest, and on their passage over.

On the 13th of September De Gine

kell despatched a trusty officer to King

William, to apprise him that he fully

expected to be compelled to raise the

siege. He could scarcely be con

demned for failing, where his Sove

reign had so signally failed before him.

On the 17th, it was determined, in a

council of war, to change the siege into

a blockade, and that famine should be

called upon to do the work which

arms could not accomplish. In the
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meantime, the misconduct of Clifford,

previously mentioned, cut off the co

operation of the cavalry, and enabled

the English general to occupy the op

posite bank of the Shannon on the side

of Clare. On the 19th and 20th, the

battering cannon began to be removed

and embarked. On the 22nd, eight

hundred picked men, under Colonel

Lacy, ied from the garrison, to

check a body of the enemy who ap

proached too near to the works. They

carried all before them for a time, but,

being overpowered by numbers, were

forced at length to retire. Either the

Mayor of Limerick, or D'Usson, the

French commandant, by a fatal mis

take, ordered the gates to be shut on

their own people, who were nearly all

cut to pieces. D'Usson was an officer

of no ability whatever, and little good

could be expected where he had any

control. The garrison were so dis

heartened by this unnecessary slaugh

ter of their companions, that capitula

tion was publicly talked of; and, as

most advantageous terms had been of

fered, the great majority loudly pro

claimed that they ought to be accepted

before the opportunity passed away.

The constancy ofsºilwas shaken;

he dreaded the responsibility of expos

ing the helpless citizens to an assault;

he expected treachery within the walls,

and. no conditions whatever would

be granted in the last extremity.

Yielding to these weighty apprehen:
sions, with a bitter spirit he consented

to negotiate. On this, the author of

“Macariae Excidium” indulges in some

ambiguous remarks, which appear to

convey a vague suspicion of. truest

heart engaged in King James's cause.

Whatever may have been the writer's

idea or motive, subsequent events place

the pure fame of Sarsfield beyond the

reach of detraction. He gave up every

thing, when he might have retained

all, and obtained indemnities for others

which he scorned to take advantage of

for himself. The passage we allude to

is as follows:–

“But that which raised the admiration of

all people, and begat an astonishment which

seemed universal over all Cyprus (Ireland),

was the sudden, unexpected, prodigious

change of Lysander (Sarsfield), who ap

peared now the most active of all the coul

manders to forward the treaty, and took

most pains to persuade the tribunes and

centurions to a compliance ; representing

that there was but a small quantity of pro

visions left, and no expectation of any supply

out of Syria (France) till next spring; that

if they rejected the conditions now offered,

they were to hope for none when their pro

visions were all spent; and that, therefore,

the necessity to capitulate at present was

absolute and unavoidable. The authority

of Lysander (Sarsfield), and the opinion

which all the world conceived of his un

bounded loyalty and zeal for his country,

expressed upon several occasions, made others

approve what he proposed, tho' with a great

deal of reluctancy and a regret equal there

unto. We may clearly behold in this parti

cular, the inconstancy of all worldly affairs,

the uncertainty of our greatest hopes, and

the folly of relying too much upon any hu

man support.”

• In another place it is also said—

“Lysander (Sarsfield), in whom the Irish

had most confidence, and who they believed

would be the very last to listen to a treaty,

was now the most eager to urge it on : a

mystery requiring further time to unriddle.”

The mystery would have been solved

at once had he left any diary or cor

respondence expressive of his motives;

but he has said nothing, and his acts

and their sequel must speak for them

selves. King James speaks for him,

and says, in his memoirs, that Sarsfield

recommended war to the last, but was

controlled by the remonstrances of the

bishops and clergy, who represented

that further opposition would endanger

the utter ruin of their religion and

country, and sacrifice life without the

prospect of advantage. It is not always

that men of peace are so sincerely de

sirous of putting an end to the miseries

of war. The Irish officers had volun

tarily bound themselves, by a solemn

oath, to defend King James's rights

to the death, and never to surrender

without his consent. The Archbishops

of Armagh and Cashel exonerated them

from this obligation, declaring that,

in the extreme urgency of the case,

where so many lives were at stake,

the King's permission might be pre

sumed, seeing that it was impossible

to obtain it in time for deliverance.

On the night of the 23rd of September

hostilities were suspended, and nego

* Colonel O'Kelly was much chagrined, and emphatically expresses his indignation that

the treaty was signed without his being consulted.



530 [Nov.Patrick Sarsfield, Earl of Lucan.

tiations opened. On the 3rd of Oc

tober the treaty was formally con

cluded; the terms demanded and given

were highly honourable to the com

manders on either side, and indicated

the mutual respect which brave men

entertain, although separated by reli

gious and political conviction. That

they were afterwards misconceived,

narrowed in meaning, broken, and set

aside, by superior authority, was an

act for which the contracting parties

at the time were not responsible, and

certainly did not anticipate. ... They

met frankly, and with the feeling of

honourable soldiers. During the dis

cussions, Sarsfield, Wauchop, and

other Irish officers, repaired to De

Ginckell's camp, without escort or ap

prehension. On one occasion, when

words ran high between them, and

both parties were exasperated, Sars

field said, hotly, “I know I am in

}. power 1" “No,” replied the

utch commander, “you shall be con

ducted to your garrison, and the sword

shall now decide the question.” There

was something similar in the fates of

the two generals. Sarsfield was created

Earl of Lucan by James, De Ginckell,

Earl of Athlone,” by William. Sarsfield

resigned lands and title, and followed

James to France, where he soon pe

rished on a foreign field. The English

parliament deprived De Ginckell of the

estate the King had given him, and

drove him into retirement, to IIolland,

where he died in disgust.

By the terms of the treaty of Li

merick, the garrison marched out with

all the honours of war, drums beating,

colours flying, arms, baggage, six pieces

of artillery with lighted matches, two

mortars, and half the ammunition re

maining in the magazines. They had

full liberty to retire to France, for

which passage was provided, or remain

and enter the service of King William.

It was further agreed, that all property

and estates should be restored ; all at

tainders annulled, and all outlawries

reversed; and that no oath but that

of allegiance should be required of

high or low ; the free exercise of the

Catholic religion was secured; relief

from pecuniary claims incurred by

hostilities was guaranteed; permission

to leave the kingdom was extended to

all who desired it; and a general

ardon proclaimed to all then in arms.

These conditions were ratified, under

the great seal, by their Majesties King

William and Queen Mary. The thou

sands who departed to seek a life of

wandering exile were, perhaps, happier

in the sequel than many who remained

and trusted to these fair promises.

The descendants of the latter can tell

how far they were fulfilled or disre

garded.

Great efforts were made by the

English officers to induce the chosen

regiments of King James to take ser

vice under William. In this they were

seconded by the renegade, Henry

Luttrel (now at liberty), Brigadier

Clifford, Nicholas Purcell, the Burkes,

and others.f But their influence

proved unavailing against the exhor

tations of Sarsfield, Wauchop, and

their own clergy, who, from the head

of each battalion, appealed to their na

tional honour, their loyalty to God and

their King. Of twenty-two thousand

gallant men, nineteen thousand accom

panied Sarsfield to France, to swell the

ranks of Louis, and fight with as much

devotion as they had hitherto done in

the cause of their own sovereign. Three

thousand enlisted in the English army,

who were despised as deserters, and

before long disbanded as unprincipled

marauders. Upon the arrival of the

troops at Brest, James addressed a

letter to their commander, expressing

his satisfaction with the conduct of

officers and soldiers; and here ended

the gratitude of a thankless monarch,

who ever after treated them with ne

glect, and on many occasions spoke

disrespectfully of their country. The

house of Stuart has been served with

more true loyalty, and less individual

desert, than any regal race whose mis

fortunes and misconduct, balanced in

equal proportions, encumber, while

they sadden, the pages of history.

The departure of the Irish army,

still called by the people “the flight

of the wild geese,” was a melancholy,

a heart-rending spectacle—“women

and children were severed from their

husbands, and the ties of nature rent

asunder." The “Macariae Excidium ”

pronounces this elegy:—“And now,

alas ! the saddest day is come that ever

* The title is very lately extinct.

f See O'Connor's “Military History of the Irish Nation."
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appeared above the horizon of Cyprus

(Ireland). The sun was darkened,

and covered over with a black cloud,

as if unwilling to behold such a woful

spectacle. There needed no rain to

bedev the earth, for the tears of the

disconsolate Cyprians (Irish) did abun

dantly moisten their native soil, to

which they were that day to bid the

last farewell.”

The English generals, enraged at the

embarkation of so large a body of effi

cient troops, refused to allow the wives

and children of the soldiers to accom

pany them. Sarsfield loudly remon

strated against this as an infraction of

the military treaty. An angry dis

cussion ensued between him and De

Ginckell, but the Irish leader was

peremptory, and insisted on referring

the matter to the Lords Justices, who

admitted that the articles sanctioned

his demand, and complied with it at

ouce.

The melancholy band, homeless and

despoiled, sought and discovered op

rtunities of displaying their courage

in distant countries. Their estates

were confiscated, and, in more instances

than one, bestowed on traitors who had

betrayed confidence and supplied in

telligence. Some there were who had

even deserted their colours and changed

sides in the very brunt of battle”—acts

similar to that of the Stanleys at Bos

worth, and of the Count de Bourmont

at Waterloo, meriting in all cases foul

obloquy rather than recompense. But

the Duke of Marlborough did pretty

much the same on the landing of the

Prince of Orange in 1688; and the

conduct of Marshal Ney was even

more glaring in 1815, when he volun

teered to bring Napoleon to the feet
of Louis ºf in an iron cage 1

The employment of such unprincipled

time-servers is the worst resource of

expediency. No matter what may be

their influence or abilities, they ought

to be rejected with contempt by all

honest rulers. In the words of Mas

singer, in his old play,

“He that dares be false

To a master, though unjust, will ne'er be true

To any other. Look not for reward

or favour from me : I will shun thy sight

As I would do a basilisk.”

Sarsfield, having landed his brave

garrison in France, and consigned

them over to their new masters, re

paired to Paris, where he was received

with kindness and distinction by the

ex-King of England and Louis XIV.

The former appointed him colonel of

his body-guards, and his most Chris

tian Majesty bestowed on him the

rank of lieutenant-general in the

French armies. He might have ob

tained a marshal's staff had his life

been spared. He fought under Lux

embourg at Steenkirk in 1692, and

was appointed to the command of the
Irish forces intended to accompany

King James in the invasion of Eng

land—a dream dissipated for ever by

the destruction of De Tourville's proud

fleet at La Hogue. On the 29th of

July, 1693, a little more than one

year and a-half after his voluntary

banishment from his own country, he

was killed in the command of a divi

sion, at the great battle of Landen.

It was a soldier's death on a glorious

and memorable field; but we agree

with O'Conor when he says,t we

should look back with less regret to

the early fate of this gallant warrior,

if he had been permitted to fall at the

head of his own Irish brigade, and de

ciding the fate of the day by one of

their resistless charges. Sarsfield was

seldom tried in high command; and

the service in which he distinguished

himself was one wherein ultimate suc

cess was impossible, and but little

scope |...". itself for lofty genius

or brilliant achievement. He made

the most of his opportunities, but

could not create the opportunities

themselves. His standard as a general

is thus summed up by the same elo

quent writer we have quoted above:-

“His contemporaries long deplored the

loss of this brave officer, and his memory is

still cherished with enthusiastic admiration

in his native land. As a military man, he

does not rank as high as some of his own

countrymen. In the science of war, Hugh,

the famous Earl of Tyrone, and Owen Roe

O'Nial, far surpassed him ; he had neither

their skill, experience, nor capacity. As a

partisan, and for a desultory warfare, Sars

field possessed admirable qualifications—

brave, patient, vigilant, rapid, indefatigable,

ardent, adventurous, and enterprising ; the

foremost in the encounter, the last in retreat.

* It is stated in “Burke's Peerage,” that Sir John Bingham did this at Aughrim.

t “Military Memoirs of the Irish Nation.”
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He harassed his enemy by sudden, unex

pected and generally irresistible attacks, in

spiring his troops with the same ardour and

contempt of danger with which his own soul

was animated. His valour prolonged the

contest in Ireland, and if he had but pos

sessed a corresponding degree of military

skill," might materially have altered the

issue of the contest. Romantic loyalty, the

sense of honour, and perhaps the hope of

retrieving the fortunes of his country,

prompted him to abandon his possessions,

and to reject the tempting offers of William.

No general was ever more beloved by his

troops. Their extraordinary attachment to

him impelled them to follow his fortunes, as

well as those of his sovereign, and induced

many to forego the important advantages

they had gained by the capitulation of

Limerick.”

Lest this portrait should be sus

pected, we couple with it the opinion

of Harris, the biographer and ultra

panegyrist of William, and of all

writers the last to say a word in fa

vour of a prominent leader on the

opposite side, unless extorted from

him by facts too glaring for contra

diction —

“Sarsfield embarked with the other Irish

general officers to seek a fortune in a strange

country, when he might have remained an

ornament to his own. But he was actuated

by a strong bias to what in his opinion was

the true religion, and by the false principles

of honour and loyalty to a prince who had

made it the whole business of his reign to

overturn an established constitution."

We add one more extract from

an impartial authority, selected from

many others, testifying to the same

point, but which claims particular

notice from the unusual liberality and

-

justice comprised in the opinions deli

vered:—

“In a country distracted like this by re

ligious and political animosities, men must

widely differ in their views of the cause

which was then so ably defended; but all

should applaud the motives which actuated

the gallant Sarsfield and his brave followers.

They supported to the last extremity those

rights which they considered legitimate, and

the interests of that religion which was the

object of their deepest veneration—thus

emulating the heroism of the brave defenders

of Derry, who with equal ardour, though

with greater success, had maintained the

opposite system. It has been justly ob

served that Derry and Limerick will ever

grace the historical page as rival compa

nions and monuments of Irish bravery, gene

rosity, and integrity.”f - -

-

º

Here we close our biographical

sketch of Patrick Sarsfield, of whose

short and busy life very few details

can be gleaned from authentic sources.

We can trace no correspondence with

any of his friends, either before or

after he left Ireland. He was a man

of action rather than a man of letters,

more fitted for the field than the

bureau. It is even unknown where

he was buried, or if any monument

was erected to his memory by the

public gratitude of James or Louis, or

the private affection of his surviving

relatives. But his name perpetuates

itself, and requires no sculptured

marble or elaborate epitaph to keep it

fresh and glowing in the memories of

his countrymen.

“The man that is not mov'd with what he reads

That takes not fire at such heroic deeds,

Unworthy of the blessings of the brave,

Is base in kind, and born to be a slave.":

* We might rather say, if he had held the chief command, and been permitted to exercise

his own judgment.

Fitzgerald and M'Gregor's “History of Limerick."

ſ Cowper.
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All worn and wan, and sore with wounds, from Credrain's* bloody fray,

In Dunnegal, for twelve long months, the proud O'Donnell lay,

Around his couch, in bitter grief, his trusty clansmen wait,

And silent watch, with aching hearts, his faint and feeble state.

Full sad it was that gallant chief thus stricken down to see,

The wise in hall, the brave in field, the fearless and the freel

Tyrowen's scourge, Tyrconnel's pride, now as an infant weak,

And wrung with pain his manly form, all sunk and pale his cheek.

His war-shield hangs above him there, his sword is by his bed;

And at the foot his henchman sits, his bard is by its head;

And on his clairseach wakes at times a soft and soothing strain,

And sings the songs of other days to lull his master's pain.

A light wind touched his banner there, and waved it to and fro,

And on his couch he raised him up all wearily and slow,

“And bear me forth,” the chieftain said, “and let me view once more

The rustling woods of Gartan side, Lough Betagh's gentle shore.

“Methinks upon this burning brow right pleasant 'twere to feel

The fresh breeze from the waters sweep, and o'er it cooling steal,

And see the stag upon the hills, the white clouds drifting by,

And have upon my wasted cheek God's sunshine ere I die!"

It was a summer's evening, a glorious eve in June,

When bright the sun looked back on hills all purple in their bloom,

And blue the lake, and fair the sky when down his gillies bore

Their wounded chief on litter soft to Betagh's pleasant shore.

He looked upon the hills and lake, he gazed upon the sky,

The very harebell at his foot had beauty to his eye,

And o'er his brow and features pale, a quiet calmness crept,

And leaning back he closed his eyes, all tranquilly, and slept.

But soon his slumber passed away, and suddenly he woke,

And thus, with kindling eye and cheek, the wounded warrior spoke—

“A war-steed's tramp is on the heath, and ownward cometh fast,

And, by the cross 1 a trumpet sounds! Hark! 'tis the Red Hand blast!”

Nor hoof nor horn his vassals heard, nor echo from the hill,

The lake was calm, the wood was hushed, and all around was still,

But soon a kern all breathless ran, and told a stranger train

Across the heath was spurring fast, and then in sight it came.

“Now, bring me quick my father's sword,” the noble chieftain said;

“My mantle o'er my shoulders fling: place helmet on my head;

And raise me to my feet, for ne'er shall clansman of my foe

Go boasting tell in far Tyrone he saw O'Donnell low !”

* A.D. 1257. “A brilliant battle" (as the “Annals of the Four Masters” call it) was

fought at Credrain, between Geoffrey O'Donnell, Lord of Tirconnell, and Maurice Fitzgerald,

Lord Justice of Ireland, in which the latter was defeated and desperately wounded, having

encountered O'Donnell in single combat. The engagement took place in the immediate

vicinity of the town of Sligo, on a rising ground to the north of that place.
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They brought him there his father's sword, all goodly to behold,

His mantle o'er his shoulders cast—its clasp was twisted gold—

And on his brow a helmet placed, and then, though pale his face,

Yet circled by his chiefs he looked the monarch of his racel

And thither came the messenger, O'Nial's henchman he,

And proudly o'er the heath he stept with bearing bold and free;

His left hand grasps a sheathed sword: then spake O'Donnell brief—

“Stranger, you come from Clannaboy—what tidings from your chief?”

FYTTE II.

“High Chief of Dunnegal"—'twas thus the clansman back did say—

“O’Nial sends you greeting fair, as lord a vassal may,

And bids you render homage due as did your sires before,

And unto him this tribute pay ere thrice three days are o'er:

“A hundred hawks from out your woods, all trained their prey to get—

A hundred steeds from off your hills, uncrost by rider yet—

A hundred kine from off your plains, the best your land doth know.—

A hundred hounds from out your halls, to hunt the stag and roe.”

“Nor hawk, nor hound, nor steed, nor steer O'Nial gets from me;

Nor homage yield, nor tribute send: no vassal clan are we ;

And be he Lord of Clannaboy, and Chieftain at Tyrone,

Yet I am Price in Dunnegal. Let each man hold his own "

“We tread our hills as freeborn men l nor lord nor ruler know,

And bend the knee to God alone. Go, tell your chieftain so.

Maccarthan's rocks are hard to climb, Lough Swilly's sides are steep,

And what our fathers gave to us, our good right hands shall keep 1"

The clansman heard in silent rage, then proud his sword he drew,

Then boldly at O'Donnell's foot the scabbard down he threw,

And waved in air the blade aloft, and blew a trumpet blast,

Then folded stern his mantle wide, and o'er the hills he past.

* “Lct each man hold his own"—

That excellent old saying in the Albanian (Scottish) Gaelic–

“50 m/b14th 4 corij41) rejm 45 34ch reap"—

(“That every man should have his own country.”)—Annals of the Four Masters, p. 74.

The incident upon which the ballad is founded, is thus narrated in the “Annals of the

Four Masters,” at page 73:—

“A.D. 1258. O'Donnell Geoffrey was confined by his mortal wounds at Lough Bea

thach, for the space of a year, after the battle of Credrain. When O'Neill (Bryan) received

intelligence of this, he collected his forces for the purpose of marching into Tirconnell, and

sent messengers to O'Donnell, demanding sureties, hostages, and submission, as they had no

lord capable to govern them, after Geoffrey. The messengers having delivered their com

mands, returned back with all possible speed. O'Donnell summoned the Connelliams from

all quarters to wait on him, and having assembled at their lord's call, he ordered them, as

he was not able to lead them, to prepare for him the coffin, in which his remains should be

finally conveyed, to place him therein, and to carry him in the very midst of his people.

He told them to fight bravely, as he was amongst them, and not to submit to the power of

their enemies. They then proceeded in battle array, at the command of their lord, to meet

O'Neill's force, until both armies confronted each other, at the river called Suileach (Swilly).

They attacked each other, without regard to friend or relative, until at length the Tyronians

were defeated and driven back, leaving behind them many of their horses, men, and property.

On the day of the return of the Connellian force from their victory, the coffin in which

O'Donnell was borne was laid down on the place where the battle was fought, where his

spirit departed, from the mortification of his wounds received in the battle of Credrain.



1853.] The Battle of Lough Swilly. 535

When out of sight, O'Donnell sank all worn and weak with pain,

And from his wounded side, alas ! the blood gushed forth amainl

But still unquenched his spirit burned, as brightly as of old,

And thus he to his vassals spake, in accents calm and bold:

“Go, call around Tyrconnel's chiefs, my warriors tried and true,

Send fast a friend to Donail More, a scout to Lisnahue ;

Light bale-fires quick on Easker's towers, that all the land may know

O'Donnell needeth help and haste, to meet his haughty foe.

“Oh, could I but my people head, or wield once more a spear,

Saint Angus ! but we'd hunt their hosts like herds of fallow deer 1

But vain the wish, since I am now a faint and failing man,

Yet yeshall bear me to the field, in centre of my clan.

“Right in the midst, and least, perchance, upon the march I die,

In my coffin ye shall place me, uncovered let me lie;

And swear ye now my body cold shall never rest in clay,

Until you drive from off the soil O'Nial's host away.”

Then sad and stern, with hand on skeyn, that solemn oath they swore,

And in his coffin placed their chief, and on a litter bore;

Though ebbing fast his life-throbs came, yet dauntless in his mood,

He marshalled well Tyrconnell's chiefs, like leader wise and good.

FYTTE III.

Lough Swilly's sides are thick with spears!—O'Nial's host is there,

And proud and gay their battle sheen, their banners flout the air;

And haughtily a challenge bold their trumpets bloweth free,
When winding down the heath-clad hills,§. band they see.

No answer back those warriors gave, but sternly on they stept,

And in their centre, curtained black, a litter closed is kept,

And all their host it guideth fair, as did in Gallilee

Proud Judah's tribes the Ark of God, when crossing Egypt's sea.

“What pageant trick is this I see?" O'Nial sternly said;

“Do shaven priests, with stole and pall, Tyrconnell's rebels head 2

Then shall they learn how scant I prize such mean and monkish show,

O'Hanlon | you have steeds and men, and yonder is the foe.”

Then reined that chief his panting steed, his sword above him flash'd,

And “Forward' sons of Coll,” he cried, and o'er the heath he dash'd;

And like a rock that thunders down some dried-up torrent's bed,

Clan Hanlon's horsemen bounded on, young Redmond at their head

But MacSweeney met them in the midst, and checked their fierce career,-

MacSweeney, chief of Famid broad, with many a mountain spear,

And he slew their gallant leader, and clove both crest and shield,

And Clan Hanlon's horsemen bold are scattered thro' the field.

Then rushed like fire Clan Rory's race, with shouts that rend the skies,

And stricken by MaGennis stern, the stout MacSweeney dies;

But ſrom the hills O'Cahan burst, with chiefs of Innishone,

And falls the Tanist of Iveagh, for O'Nial and Tyrone!

Then rose the roar of battle loud, as clan met clan in fight,

And axe and skeyn grew red with blood, a sad and woeful sight;

Yet in the midst o'er all, unmoved, that litter black is seen,

Like some dark rock that lifts its head o'er ocean's war serene:
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Yet once, when blenching back fierce Bryan's charge before,

Tyrconnell wavered in its ranks, and all was nearly o'er;

Aside those curtains wide were flung, and plainly to the view

Each host beheld O'Donnell there, all pale and wan in hue.

And to his tribes he stretcht his hands, and pointed to the foe,

And with a shout they rally round, and on Clan Hugh they go,

And back they beat their horsemen fierce, and in a column deep,

With O'Donnell in their foremost rank, in one fierce charge they sweep.

And on that host a panic came—a panic and a fear—

And then their hearts wax faint and low, their hands drop sword and spear;

And stricken by the ghastly sight, despite their leaders high,

They shrink before O'Donnell's face, and turn their steeds and fly.

In vain O'Nial dashed along, with banner in his hand, -

And for the honour of Tyrone, he bade them turn and stand:

In wild affright his squadrons flee, as ebbs the tide away,

Tho' the north wind strives to check it, in Dundrum's rocky bay.

Lough Swilly's banks are thick with spears 1–0'Nial's host is there;

But rent and tost like tempest clouds, Clan Donnell in the rere,

Lough Swilly's waves are red with blood, as madly in its tide

O'Nial's horsemen wildly plunge, to reach the other side 1

And broken is Tyrowen's pride, and vanquished Clannaboy,

And there is wailing thro' the land, from Ban to Aughnacloy;

The Red Hand's crest is bent in grief, upon its shield a stain,

For its stoutest clans are broken, its bravest chiefs are slain.

But proud and high Tyrconnell shouts; but blending on the gale,

Upon the ear ascendeth now a sad and sudden wail,

For on that field as back they bore from chasing of the foe,

The spirit of O'Donnell fled—oh woe for Ulster, woe:

Yet he died all gloriously—a victor in the fight—

A chieftain at his people's head, a warrior in his might;

They dug him there a fitting grave, upon that field of pride,

And a lofty cairn raised above, by fair Lough Swilly's side.
+ + +
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Pic LORE,

“The bore's head in hand bring I,

With garlands gay and rosmarie;

l pray you all singe merelie,

Qui estis in convicio !

“The bore's head, I understande,

Is the chefe servyce in this lande ;

Loke wherever it be fond

Servite cum cantico /

“Bee gladde Lordys, bothe more and lasse

For this hathe ordeyned our stewarde,

To cheere you all this Christmasse

The bore's heed with moustarde

Caput apri defero

Reddens laudes Domino."

Or, in more modern, though less

musical language:–

“The boar's head in hand bear I,

Bedecked with bays and rosmary;

And I pray you, my masters, be merry,

Quot estis in convivio

Caput apri defero

Reddens laudes Domino /

“The boar's head, as I understand,

Is the rarest dish in all this land,

Which thus bedecked with a gay garland.

Let us servire cantico.

Caput upri defero

Reddens laudes Domino'

“Our steward hath provided this,

In honour of the king of bliss,

Which on this day to be served is.

In regimensi atrio

Caput apri defero

Readens lauues Domino.”

Such was, and such, we believe, still

is, the carol chanted on Christmas-day

in the common hall of Queen's College,

Oxford, when the boar's head is

brought to table, crowned with gar

lands of bay and laurel, decorated with

ribbons, and holding an orange stuck

with cloves between its grinning teeth.

We may, perhaps, form an estimate

of the great esteem in which the boar's

head was held at the feasts of our an

cestors, when we consider the immense

number of families who bear this device

as their crest." And there can be

little doubt that the Christmas custom

to which we have alluded was—in com

mon with the greater part of our yule

sports—derived directly from our Nor

thern forefathers, whose greatest known

delicacy was swine's flesh, and whose

visions of the delights of a future state

were not complete without an idealiza

tion of that which formed the enjoy

ment of their mortal feasts; and

therefore they fabled that the superna

tural boar of the Edda, by name

Saehrimnir, was to be sodden afresh

each morning in the mighty kettle,

Eldhrimnir, to be devoured by the souls

of heroes, and then to become whole

again to “furnish forth” the next day's

banquet; and so on through all eternity.

So important a part, in fact, did swine

play in the days of old, so essential

were they to the “wealth of nations,”

that all matters relating to them were

subjects of the most careful and anxious

legislation. We find kings and nobles

appointing herds of swine for the por
tion of their sons or the dower of

their daughters. One old chronicle

hands down to posterity the bequest of

a “hide of land and one hundred swine”

to a wife, while “two hundred” of

these animals are apportioned for the

good of the testator's soul. In the

Leges Wallica, August the 29th, the

day of the beheading of John the Bap

tist, is termed “the feast of John of

the swine,” because that day was the

earliest on which the laws permitted the

swine-droves to be driven to the forests

in order to feed on the acorns or beech

mast. Bede commemorates the grant

of pasturage for swine, in the wood of

Andreda, made by Offa in the year

785. Gregory of Tours relates how

Queen Fredegond, having become

jealous of the influence of one Necta

rius, the favourite of her spouse King

Chilperic, effected his ruin by accusing

him of having appropriated certain of

his royal master's gammons and hams;

while the Salique law, which still de

cides the successions to thrones and

kingdoms, scorned not to dedicate the

whole of the twenty articles of its se

cond chapter to the declaration of the

* It is, however, a curious, and, if we regard it as of Scandinavian origin, a significant

fact, that while the families of Argyle and Breadalbane in the Scotch, and of Clare and

Charleville in the Irish peerage, bear this device of the Pig, or the Boar's-head, its assump

tion among English nobles is limited to one northern baron, Lord Redesdale.
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various penalties which were to be in

flicted on any one who should steal a

lar.
p With such proof of his importance

before us, we do not hesitate to claim

the attention of our readers to a few

of the distinctions heaped upon the de

spised and “uncleanly pig," by diffe

rent nations, and in different ages.

“Distinctions heaped upon the pig "

bursts forth from many a smiling lip;

but be patient, gentle reader: let

your wonder-rounded eyes resume

their pristine form, and listen in meek

attention, while we return to a grave

narration of facts, such as befits the

dignity of the chronicler of the “swin

ish multitude ""

The high estimation, then, in which

the Scandinavians held the pig, was

common to various peoples; yet viewed

in connexion with the supernatural

Boar of the Valhalla, it cannot but

strike us as remarkable that the Lap

landers of the present day regard the

animal—which they term Tazhja Guo

zhja, or Northmen's bear— with un

mitigated aversion, refusing, even

when pressed by hunger, to eat the

flesh: because (according to Leems)

they believe them to be the horses on

which magicians ride upon their unlaw

ful errands — a superstitious feeling,

which also appears to have at one

time extended to Scotland, where they

were considered to be witches in dis

guise. To this subject we shall refer

anon ; but there can be little doubt

that the notion arose from some such

revulsion of feeling as that which, in

the first faint glimmering of Christi

anity in our land, converted the Druids

of the ancient Britons into the Curn

annwn (or dogs of hell), hunting at

midnight on the storm-riven mountain

tops for the soul of the hapless traveller,

and which associated their temples with

all the dark deeds of sorcery. It seems

diſlicult to account for the almost uni

versal connexion of swine with religious

ceremony. The ancient Romans sa

crificed the sow to Bacchus and to Ce

res; while he amongst them who un

consciously desecrated the public holi

day, or frie publica, might atone for

the offence by sacrificing a pig, though

he whose disobedience was intentional,

was deemed to have transgressed be

yond reparation. IIomer, amongst

various epithets which he bestows upon

Artemis, speaks of her as one “re

joicing in the wild boar and stag.”

The Argives offered the sow to Aphro

dite, the Goddess of Love and Beauty;”

while, in a very different region of the

earth, the natives of the Sandwich

Isles still sacrifice the pig to Pele, the

witch-goddess who personifies the crater

of Keranea. The mythology of the

East represents that when the earth

was hidden away by the malice of the

giant Hinanyakshana, the God Visnu,

assumed the form of a mighty boar,

with fiery tusks, and rooted it up from

the depths of PATALAs, restoring it to

its proper place, and thus dignifying

the pig, in the estimation of a large

portion of the people of Asia, by asso

ciating it with his third, or Vahara

Avatar: in commemoration of which he

is sometimes represented in Hindú

temples with the head of a pig. In the

island of Zubu, according§§g.
no hog can be eaten until the following

religious ceremonies have duly cele

brated his death. After a great tumult

and beating of gongs, three dishes are

brought out; in these are placed Cam

bayan cloths, fillets made from the

fibres of the palm tree, broiled fish,

and cakes made of rice and millet.

Two ord women then array themselves

in these cloths, and tie handkerchiefs

round their necks in such a manner as

to form horns above their heads. The

trumpets then sound, and in this guise

they dance around the devoted hog.

At intervals, one of thewomen addresses

the sun in a low voice, which is re

sponded to by the other. A cup of

wine is now presented, from which they

affect to drink, but the contents of

which they in reality throw over the

animal. The cup is then returned to

the bystanders, and a lance is placed in

the hands of the first woman, who, in

the midst of her evolutions, suddenly

plunges it into the heart of the hog,

at which she has long been aiming.

The wound is then closed with a bunch

of “salutary herbs;” a flambeau is

extinguished by thrusting it into the

mouth of the animal, and the second

woman, dipping the end of her trumpet

into the blood, stains the foreheads of

the assembled multitude, commencing

with that of her husband. All the

women present are then invited to par

take of the fish and the cakes, and the

flesh of the hog is at length considered

* Müller's “History and Antiquities of the Doric Race.”
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to be purified, and fit for human food.

This ceremony is termed, “Blessing

the hog.”

According to the old knight, Sir

John Maundeville, the Saracens of

his time gave as a reason for their ab

stinence from swine's flesh, that the

ig was brother to mankind; and the

|. have still some lingering no

tion of the kind. “The boar evidently

became uneasy; and I heard him say

in a clear voice— for you must know

they were formerly men— “I hope

there is no treachery,’” said an old

Reefian to Mr. Drummond Hay. And

they usually speak of the animal as an

“Infidel or Christian.”– “My chil

dren, my dearest, take care — he sees

you ; he is an infidel, a Nazarene—he

will have his revenge,” shouted some

of the Berbers, in warning to their

dogs at a boar hunt. “What a pig,

what an infidel to kill a lion I What

an immense boar, what an infidel, what

a Christian of a pig!” repeated the

above-mentioned old Reefian at another

time. And the belief constantly ex

tends to a dread of his overhearing

and understanding all that they say.”

All the Moors believe the tooth of a

wild boar to be a charm against the

evil eye.

St. Anthony, who, as Hone observes,

was remarkable for his love to all the

creatures of God save heretics, is al

ways pictured with a pig at his feet,

and even in the fine picture, by Rubens,

of his death, there is a large bacon hog

lying under his bed! Bishop Patrick

supposes this emblem merely to signify,

that he not only acquired the power of

curing the so-called St. Anthony's fire

in man, but also in beasts; and that in

commemoration of this, the pigs called

his were decorated with the bells which

were formerly hung round their necks.

Every circumstance, however, shows

that the true reason must lie deeper

than this. Stowe mentions that, even

within his recollection, the officers or

overseers of market-places, if they saw

any starved-looking lº. exposed for

sale, were empowered to take posses

sion of them for St. Anthony, and to

slit their ears, in token of their being

his property. These pigs of St. An

thony, or holy pigs, became public

pensioners, which roamed the streets,

following with shrewd grunts all those

who were in the habit of giving them

food—a circumstance commemorated

in the old English proverb given by

Camden– “Such an one will follow

such an one, as 'twere an Anthony

º; ;” and which resembles that used in

auphiny, “He is like a St. Anthony

pig, he forages everywhere.” Ays

cough mentions that St. Anthony's

Hospital in London had a grant of all

masterless pigs, whence he infers the

custom to have arisen. This hospital

had originally been a Jewish syna

gogue; and between the years 1472 and

1476, Edward IV. granted it, amongst

other privileges, that of maintaining a

ig at the public expense in every vil

age in England. These pigs were fed

by all who desired a blessing upon

their own pigs, and the revenue thus

acquired is stated to have been as

much as £600 per annum —a sum

which appears almost incredible when

we consider the value of money at that

period. Hone, however, is right in

saying, that this custom did not origi

nate in England, for both Sauval and

Saintfoix relate, that in the year 1131,

the young Philip, son of Louis le Gros,

was killed by a fall from his horse,

caused by a pig running between the

legs of the animal when he was riding

in the streets of Paris. An edict was

immediately published, forbidding that

swine should be suffered to roam at

large in the towns; the monks, how

ever, represented that it was inconsis

tent with the dignity of the Church to

prevent St. Anthony's pigs from wan

dering “at their own sweet will,”

and the point was finally conceded to

them, upon the condition, that all such

pigs should wear bells round their

necks, in order to forewarn passengers

of their approach. In “Tristant le

Voyageur,” the following occurrence

is made to take place:—“We met,”

says the supposed narrator, “a troop

of marvellously fat pigs, and the ban

doliers” [bands of robbers which, in

the fourteenth century, were employed

and paid, even by kings] “. to

place a few of them across their sad

dles; but one of our guides became

pale with terror, and after having

made the sign of the cross, he said to

them, ‘What would you do? Do you

not see that these porkers, which are

under the care of God, have a bell

round their necks? It is the sign of

their privilege: they belong to the

* See “Morocco and the Moors.”

WOL. XLII.-NO, CCLI, 2 o'
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Abbey of St. Anthony of Viennois; in

this capacity they can feed where they

lease, and have liberty to enter into

ouses, and every one willingly gives

them food, in consideration of the

great St. Anthony.” “It being so,'

said the bandoliers, “they may go in

Yeace.' And they then raised their

ats and passed on.”

In England there are one or two

curious superstitions connected with

the pig; the first of which naturally

originated in the very extraordinary

antics which it performs when the wind

blows high—antics which we have all

watched with amusement, and which

Bloomfield so happily describes — we

allude to the belief that pigs see the

wind, which the duller senses of all

other creatures will only enable them

to hear and feel. In order, however,

to balance the unwonted keenness thus

attributed to one sense, they are vul

garly supposed to be deaf. Undoubt

edly there is a species of what we may

term “rapt contemplation " about

them, which may render them a little

“hard of hearing 1" . But that they

can hear, will, we think, be acknow

ledged by those who have seen their

liveliness when they are accosted by

the voice of the person who feeds them,

or, indeed, of any one who shows them

ordinary kindness. . The peasantry of

Wales, however, take a very different

view of the subject, as they have a

proverbial expression for earnest atten

tion — “Guarandaw fel mochyn me win

soft"—To listen like a pig in stubble.

It is also believed that by a peculiar

tone in his grunt, the pig can foretell

death, and more particularly that of

his master!—a superstition which evi

dently arises from the varied intona

tion and modulations of his voice,

which seems to express feelings as

varied as the sounds;–a fact which

we must suppose suggested to a certain

French minister the idea of arranging

them, according to their voices, in a

kind of piano-like frame, making them

squeal alternately by means of a prong

attached to each key, which pricked

them when the key was touched—thus,

as a friend suggests, “making a gamut

of the gammon. '

The old tale of the discovery of the

virtues of the Bath waters by a pig

which was one of the herd kept by

Prince Bladud, the son of the British

King Ludd, is too well known to be

repeated here ; but it is not, perhaps,

so generally known that the celebrated
salt fountain at Salies was discovered

by a wild boar, which had been

wounded by a prince of Bearn. The

animal fled to his hiding-place, the

hunters followed, and their attention

was attracted by some crystals of the

purest salt, which had been produced

by evaporation from the spring, and

which glistened on his back and sides.

This hapless boar little dreamed that

by his precipitate flight he led the way

to the very supply of salt which now

seasons those much celebrated limbs

of his descendants, known as “Bayonne

hams,” of which Young, in his “Agri

cultural Tour,” speaks so highly, at

tributing their goodness to the animal's

being fed on warm food, but which

the curers consider to be due to the

use of this salt.

While on the subject of bacon, we

must not omit the well-known flitch

connected with the priory of Dunmow,

in Essex, where the applicant for the

bacon was to kneel upon two stones

in the churchyard, and there to take

the following oath, of which an evi

dently modernised version is given by

Morant, in his “History of Essex:"—

“You shall swear by custom of confession

That you never have made nuptial trans

gression;

Not since you were married, man and wife,

By household brawls, or contentious strife,

Or otherwise; in bed or at board,

Nor offended each other by deed or word;

Nor since the parish clerk said Amen,

Wished yourselves unmarried again;

Nor in a twelvemonth and a day

Repented, not in thought any way,

But continued true in thought and desire,

As when you joined hands in holy quire.

If to these conditions, without all fear,

Of your own accord you will freely swear,

A whole gammon of bacon ye shall receive,

And bear it home with love and good leave.

For this is our custom at Dunmow, well

known,

The pleasure be ours, the bacon's your own.”

A similar custom formerly prevailed

at Tutbury, in Staffordshire; and Soane

suspects that other places also boasted

of some such ceremony. He also sup

poses that it was but the shadow of

some still earlier practice of an analo

gous kind. This idea he bases upon

what Dugdale says of an ancient Eng

lish parchment-roll of the time of

Henry VIII., which was translated

from a still older French one, said to

bear a date of the time of Edward III.
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It relates to the holding of several

manors of the Earl of Leicester, Lord

of Tutbury, and as given by Dugdale,

contains the following provisions:—

“Never-the-less the said Syr Phillip

shall find, and meyntienge, and sus

teyne, one bacon flyke [flitch] hanging

in his hall at Whichenowe, redy ar

rayed all tymes of the year, bott in

Lente, to be given to everyche manne

or womanne married, after the day

and the yeare of their marriage be

passed;" and also to every person in

“holy orders,” of the same standing

as to time, on their demanding it in

the following form:—“Baillyke, or

porter, I doo you to knowe that I am

come for myself [or if he be come for

any other person, showinge for whome]

to demande one bacone flyke, hanging

in the hall of the Lord of Whichenowe,

after the forme thereunto belongynge.”

He was then to depart, as he came,

until an appointed day, when he was

to return with two witnesses of the

truth of his “relacione.” Then, after

various ceremonies, such as the parad

ing of tenants wearing chaplets, the

sounding of “trompes, tambours, and

other manner of mynstralseye,” he was

to take the following oath :-"I, A.,

sythe I married B. my wyffe, and sythe

I hadde her in my keepinge, and att

my wylle, by a yere and a day, and

after our marriage, I wold not have

changed for none other, farer ne

fowler, rycher ne pourer, ne for none

other descended of gretter lynage,

slepynge ne wakinge, at noo time.

And if the said B. were sole, and I

sole, I wolde take her to be my wyfe

before all the wymen of the world, of

what condiciones so-ever they be,

goode or evylle, as helpe me God and

his seyntis, and this fleshe, and all

fleshes.” After this the two witnesses

were to make an oath that they be

lieved him to have spoken honestly ;

and then, with renewed pomp and

ceremony, he was to bear homeward

the “bacone,” with the addition of

half a quarter of wheat and a cheese,

or, in the event of his being a bonds

man, with the bacon and the wheat

only. We believe that the Dunmow

flitch was claimed a year or two ago,

for the first time since the close of the

last century.

In the fourteenth century a curious

ceremony was observed at Nettlesea,

near Lincoln; it was termed “bless

ing the bacon,” and consisted in bring

ing a piece of bacon into the church

on Easter Sunday, and during the ce

lebration of mass, for the purpose of

having it blessed; it was then carried

from house to house as a sacred thing.

Bukinghame, Bishop of Lincoln, how

ever, condemned the custom as idola

trous, and forbade it under pain of

excommunication. Yet even at the

present day it is considered to be the

most appropriate food for Easter-day

amongst the peasantry of the eastern

counties of England. This circum

stance naturally reminds us of the ex

treme aversion entertained by the Jews

for the flesh of the hog— an aversion

which has evidently some deeper source

than the prohibition of it as an article

of food under the Mosaic dispensation,

as the other creatures which are classed

with it as unclean are simply avoided,

but are not abhorred. Kitto has

pointed out the apparent anomaly, and

draws attention to the following story

given in the Talmud; premising that,

as is very frequently the case in rab

binical history, the different parties are

reversed—Aristobulus being made the

besieger, and Hyrcanus the besieged.

The facts, however, as they occurred

at the siege of the Temple, sixty-six

years before Christ, are these: The

party enclosed within its walls were in

the habit of passing money over the

ramparts, and receiving in return such

animals as were necessary for the sa

crifices at the feast of the Passover. In

order, however, to annoy them, one of

the besiegers, “who had consulted the

Greek policy,” suggested that a hog

should be placed in the box instead of

the clean animal which they required.

His advice was acted upon, and when

the besieged drew up their burden,

they descried a “large and detestable

hog, whose cloven feet sticking in a

crevice in the wall caused such a tu

mult upon Israelitish ground, that

every way for forty furlongs together,

which took the alarm, they cried out

in consternation, ‘Cursed be the man

who hath taught his son the wisdom of

the Greeks!' In consequence of this,”

continues the tradition, “the hog was

held in such detestation, as to cause it

to be strictly forbidden to any Jew to

nourish, fatten, or bring it up, though

it were intended only for hog's lard to

grease their leather;” thus showing

that such a practice was customary be

fore this period, as not being in any

way forbidden by their law. It is
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well known that, at the present day,

the Moslem abstains from eating pork

quite as rigorously as the Jew, yet he

keeps the pig in his stable, from a be

lief that the smell is wholesome for his

horse. Pork was an interdicted meat

amongst the ancient Egyptians, yet

troops of hogs, under the care of swine

herds, are constantly represented in

their paintings.

Much has been said about the dislike

of the Scottish Highlanders to the flesh

of the pig– a peculiarity which, how

ever exaggerated in England, still ex

ists amongst those who pride themselves

upon the exclusiveness of their High

land blood. Before, however, we re

count the following ludicrous occur

rences, we think it but just to state,

that Gonzales, in his “Voyage to Eng

land and Scotland,” which was under

taken so long ago as in the year 1730,

says, that it is a vulgar error in Eng

land and elsewhere, that the Scots

have a dislike to “ hogs and the food

they yield, for in those parts of the

kingdom where they have corn and

roper food for them ; they are bred,”

e adds, “for home consumption and

for exportation, great quantities being

annually exported of salt pork from the

north of Scotland.”

Our tale, however, purports to tell

how, about the year 1720, a man in

the parish of Ruthwell, in Dumfries

shire, named the Gudeman o' Brow,

received a pig as a present. This pig

was evidently the first which had

visited this part of the world; still, as

his arrival was an “acknowledged

fact,” his appearance caused no alarm.

Far otherwise was it when he strayed

into the adjoining parish of Carlaveroc.

He was first seen by a woman who

was herding cattle on the salt marshes,

and the effect produced on her mind

was such, that she took to her heels

and ran home; the pig, who, like most

of his race, had a love for human so

ciety, following closely behind her. On

arriving at the village, she fell down in

a fainting fit; and on her recovery

she related to her terrified neighbours

how “a deil cam' out o' the sea with

twa horns on his head,” and chased

her, “roaring and gaping all the way;”

adding the agreeable information, that

he was not now far off. The village

schoolmaster, on hearing her relation,

felt that such an “eligible opportu

nity” for a learned man seldom occur

red in his degenerate days, and he at

once profited by the occasion, and an

nounced his intention of taking his

Bible and a sword, and proceeding

forthwith to “cuger the deill" But,

alas! for his learning and his heroism :

no sooner had he uttered these rash

words, than a grunt close at his back

announced the presence of the person

age he defied. A certain old proverb

rising to his mind prevented any mis

take—if mistake there could be—as to

his identity. The valour of the peda

gogue fled, and both he and the assem

bled crowd also fled in terror and dis

may, and were only re-assured when

some of the more enlightened of the

community cried out, that it was “nae

deil, but the Gudeman o' Brow's grum

phy.” Home to Brow, therefore, pigg

was sent under proper guardianship,

but his adventures were not yet at an

end. As he travelled along, commun

ing with himself in the peculiar tone

proper to a pig when he is being

driven, he a proached two men who

were pullingº: and terrified them

so much, that they jumped-upon two

horses which were at hand and scam

pered* off to Lochar Moss, where

one of the horses was smothered, and

where the two heroes lay all the night

in the utmost terror. On went piggy

still, until he met with a fisherman,

named Gilbert Gunion, riding on a

grey colt; on the sight of so nonde

script a creature, away flew both Gil

bert and the grey colt, until at length,

in the wildness of their flight, Gilbert

was thrown; still the colt flew on,

and “stopped not for river, and stayed

not for stone,” but took to the water

at Barnkirk Point, swam the Solway,

and landed at Bournes in Cumberland;

while his helpless master concealed

himself for a day and a night in the

wood of Cumlogon, from whence he

at length emerged, affirming that he

had seen a creature “as big as a calf,

with long horns, eyes like trenchers,

and a back like a hedgehog"—a recital

which none could doubt when it came

to pass that the poor man pined away,

and in less than a year died of con

sumption—whether caused by the ap

parition, or by the exposure to wea

ther in the wood, is a medical question

which we will not presume to decide

without authority. It is also added,

that about the same period a vessel

with a cargo of swine came to Glen

capel, and that one of the animals,

which escaped in landing, was chased
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by all the neighbours far and near, for

they all considered it as but “an un

canny kind o'brock” [badger]. All

hearts, however, sank within the breasts

of their respective owners when they

approached near enough to kill it. At

length, however, one brave fellow ran

the poor creature through the body

with a pitchfork, earning for himself

the life-long title of “stout-hearted

Geordie.”

Doubtless the alarm excited would

not have been so great, had the cloven

hoof been enclosed—as De Menonville

affirms it to be when the pig travels in

Mexico — in leathern boots, sewed up

with a neatly-fitting sole, in order to

protect the hoofs from injury or had

the “grumphy” belonged to that very

curious breed of pigs with an undivided

hoof, which is said to be not, even yet,

extinct in some of the eastern counties

of England.

Ireland, however, is the paradise of

pigs, where if he, who but too often

forms the sole wealth of the cotter—

he who, in common parlance, “pays

the rint”— be not supplied with every

luxury that the heart of pig can wish,

he at least shares the best of those

enjoyed by the family; and repays the

kind attentions by a faithful and affec

tionate attachment to all its members,

familiarly rubbing his sides against the

knees of his master, basking beside

the babies in the sunlight at the cabin

door, or nestling with them on the

flickering hearthstone, entertaining

himself the while, like Tennyson's sow—

“With meditative grunts ofmuch content.”

A friend of ours, having been pre

viously made acquainted with the fact,

paid a visit to a neighbouring cottage,

after the hours of work were over,

and there, as he expected, found the

master of the house walking briskly up

and down in the rays of the setting

sun; he was followed by an unwieldy

pig, which turned with him as he paced

to and fro. An inquiry into his com

panionship elicited the following re

ply, given with the quiet earnestness

ofa man who feels that he is simply per

forming one of his daily duties, without

athought of its being in any way a singu

lar one:—“Sure, y'r honour, and the

crayter dosn’t have his health without

the exercise; and it isn't all alone by

himself that he will take his walk, and

he's grown too proud to walk with the

childer now.”

We might add numberless anecdotes

of the intelligent attachment which has

been shown by the pig, but our limits

forbid it; and we can here only make

an allusion to the teachableness dis

layed by the sow so celebrated by

aniel in his “Rural Sports.” This

animal was taught by her masters to

stand at game; and she soon became

as steady and as useful as the best

pointer: though, singularly enough, she

never took any notice of hares, though

she stood at rabbits, as well as at

pheasants, partridges, &c. The do

who hunted with her were exceedingly

jealous of her, evidently disapproving
of such unwarrantable novelties; and

though she faithfully backed them,when

standing, they would never perform the

same office for her, unless ordered by

their masters to do so. She always evin

ced the greatest delight in the employ

ment, and would approach at full gal

lop when called to accompanya shooting

party. This susceptibility of teaching

should, we think, at once redeem the

pig from the oft-repeated charge of

stupidity, even did not a peep into his

keen, clear eye at once do so; while,

most certainly, if that charge be based

on his “uncleanness," we fear theblame

must rest elsewhere. For though we

have heard it asserted that the pig will

not thrive if kept clean, we would

merely recommend the holders of such

an opinion to turn their attention to

the thriving and sleek forms of pigs

which are regularly washed, as is done

by all persons who really care for the

welfare of their animals, and which, in

the small towns of the Pyrenees, is

constantly performed in the summer

evenings, beside the little rills which

run through the streets. The notion,

however, of the inseparable connexion

between pigs and dirt is by no means

a new one; for the Romans, who ma

terialised every beautiful imagining of

the Greeks, altered the name of the

constellation of the Hyades to that of

Succulae, on account of the showery,

and, consequently, muddy weather

which attended its rising and setting;

thus totally ignoring the exquisite fable

which bestowed on it the name of

Hyades, from the five sisters of Hyas,

who, weeping themselves to death for

the loss of their brother, were changed

into this constellation, and wept for

him evermore in these periodical rains.

We cannot conclude without a few

words about the much celebrated
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“learned pig." Whether such a being
be still in existence we know not, but

it is very certain that the original

Toby must long ago have slept with

his fathers, though he, doubtless, left

some successor behind him. How well

we can recall the time when, as a little

child, with the most interested anxiety

we seated ourselves on the floor with

a firm determination to penetrate, if

possible, the secret of the mode by

which he selected the required letter

or figure from the cards which sur

rounded him in the magic circle; and

how we were at first bafiled, from the

circumstance, that though his master

walked round with him, yet he inva

riably stopped short of the identical

card to be indicated, thus apparently

avoiding all collusion. We remem

ber, too, the delight with which we at

length discovered that the distance was

always exactly calculated by thenumber

of cards yet to be traversed; and that

Toby, whenever his shoulder touched

his master's knee, stopped (well know

ing that his nose would then be exactly

on the card required), and gave a sa

tisfied grunt, which spoke, as plainly

as did the philosopher of old, Eureka 1

Whether or not some learned pig

taught his South American brethren

that unity is strength, we know not;

but Father Ovalle informs us, that the

hogs of the Cordillerean Alps choose

themselves a leader or king, without

slaying whom it is impossible to break

their ranks; and he adds, that they

form themselves into two companies—

one of which devotes itself to the shak

ing of certain trees, resembling cinna

mon trees, in order to bring down the

otherwise unattainable fruit, while the

other party feeds; and that in this

manner the divisions relieve each other

alternately.

The pig is supposed to have given

its name to the island of Bermuda;

that word being derived from an obso

lete Spanish expression, signifying

black hog, a species which, even now,

abounds in the uncultivated parts of

the island. The mention of southern

isles, in connexion with the pig, will

remind the reader of the Pig Island of

the Antarctic regions, and of the impor

tant part which the animal plays in the

economy of those seas, furnishing many

a starving or diseased southern whaler

with a welcome supply of fresh meat

in these uninhabited places. In the

year 1834, Captain Distance landed

the first pigs on the island of which we

have spoken ; and so rapidly did they

increase, that when, in the year 1840,

Sir James Ross visited its shores, he

found that they had completely stocked

the island, although very large num

bers are yearly consumed by the wha

lers and sealers. The same thing may

be said, in a greater or less degree, of

most of the islands of the Antarctic

Seas.

We have made passing allusions to

the honours which both Bloomfield and

Tennyson have bestowed upon the

pig, by making him the subject of their

song; but for a full and due appreci

ation of him, we must turn to the old

Welsh bards, with whom he appears to

have been an especial favourite. As,

for instance, to the poem called “The

Song of the Pig,” which is supposed

to have been composed by Llwarch ab

Llewelyn, in the twelfth century, but

which is sometimes erroneously attri

buted to Merddin himself, as he is the

person supposed to address his counsel

to the people of Wales, under the

guise of the “Little Pig.” The poem

COIllulences

“Oian a Porchellan a pharchell dedwydd:"

or, as it is rendered by Mr. Stephens,

in his “Literature of the Cymry—

“Listen, little pig, oh, happy little pig 1

Burrow not in sight, on the mountain tops;

Burrow in secret, in the woods,” &c. &c.

Tradition asserts this poem to con

tain the advice offered by Merddin to

his countrymen after the battle of Ar

derydd, which took place in the year

577; and adds, that the celebrated

enchanter was always accompanied by

a little pig-which seems to take the

lace of the black dog, his “familiar ”

in the legends of the Bretons, and

which Davies, the Celtic antiquary,

seems to regard as a symbolical per

sonification of the Druids. Whether

these things be so, we cannot here in

quire : we shall therefore take leave of

our readers, with a hope that we have,

at least, convinced them of the truth

of our assertion, and that they will

candidly acknowledge that distinctions

have been heaped upon the poor, des

pised, “uncleanly ” pig. And we will

conclude, in the words of Cattwg the

Wise, one of the most frequently quot

ed of the old Welsh bards—“Thus

ends this portion of the sayings of the

wise; and happy is the man who is as

wise as a pig.”
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READINGS FROM “THE colloquiES OF ERASMUs.

THE name of the celebrated author,

one of whose works forms the theme of

our present article, is not unfamiliar to

the generality of our readers. Con

spicuously associated with the revival

of learning in Europe at the close of

the middle ages, that “great name ""

must ever deserve our reverence and

admiration. The precise period in

which Erasmus flourished was sin

#. ropitious to the exercise of

is peculiar genius. He was born in

the year 1467, twenty-seven years

after the invention of printing, and

fourteen years after the taking of Con

stantinople by the Turks — the latter

of which events occasioned the intro

duction of Grecian literature into Wes

tern Europe, where it was hitherto

unknown; while the former naturally

produced, or indeed, we may say, ne

cessitated the abundant publication of

critically-revised editions of those and

the other ancient classics. We of the

middle of the nineteenth century are

accustomed to flatter ourselves with

the idea, that ours is peculiarly an age

of progress — in fact, the superior of

every other age which has gone before

it; but if matters be soberly considered,

it will probably appear that we are not

so very signally superior, after all, in

this same point of utilitarian progress,

to each and every of our venerable

predecessors' generations. Indeed, the

age in which our author flourishedf

would appear, without exaggeration,

to have been about the most extraor

dinary one in point of social excite

ment and progress which the world has

ever yet seen. It beheld printing and

the compass developing their stupen

dous results in the domains of thought

and navigation — in the revival and

popularising of literature and science,

and the discovery of America and

India; it beheld the consolidation of

the principal states of Europe into

something resembling their present con

dition, and the establishment of the

kingly authority as supreme upon the

ruins of feudal disorder; it beheld the

ſº metals enriching and stimu

ating commerce with an even more

than Australian abundance; and, lastly,

it was signalized by that mighty and

mind-shaking, religious revolution —

the Reformation. Such was the ex

traordinary age in which our author

lived, and of which he was a master

spirit.

It ordinarily happens that the ſame

of a voluminous writer depends mainly,

if not altogether, upon some single

production out of the whole aggregate

of his works, and this frequently

enough, in the author's eyes, neither

the best nor the most important. The

most popular of an author's works is

that which in the end forms the chief

basis of his reputation; and of our

author's copious productions, the work

answering that description is unques

tionably that whose title we have

laced at the head of this article.

The fate of this celebrated work has

been remarkable. When it first made

its appearance, in the year 1522, it

was received with intense applause

throughout Europe, and immediately

ran through a number of editions. Its

popularity continued hardly diminished

for nearly two centuries, during which

time, so completely had it won its way

into the good graces of the learned

world, that copious selections from its

ages were used as a Latin class-book

in almost all the public schools of these

kingdoms, and of a great portion of

the Continent. Indeed, we believe

that, up to a very recent period, the

“Colloquies of Erasmus” continued to

be familiar and favourite objects of

study in the hedge-schools of the an

cient kingdom of Kerry, and other

similar classical back-settlements. Dut

universally celebrated, and justly so, as

the “Colloquies" once were, they may

now be said, by a strange vicissitude

in public favour, to be comparatively

unknown — perused by but a very

limited few, and ranking, in short,

* “Erasmus—that great name.”—Pope.

f Erasmus was born at Rotterdan in Holland, in 1467, and died at Basle, in Switzerland,

in 1536.
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merely among the curiosities of litera

ture. Independently of the fact that

the work has long ceased to be a school

class-book, one cause, we apprehend,

has operated chiefly towards this re

sult—viz., the utter absence of any

translation at all conveying the humour

and spirit of the original. Had the

“Colloquies of Erasmus” been hitherto

laid open, in a proper English form, to

the perusal of the English-speaking

public, we cannot but persuade our

selves that we should have seen that

remarkable work taking up a perma

ment place in rivalling juxtaposition

with the productions of Rabelais, Cer

vantes, Swift, Sterne, &c.

We have selected a few of the “Col

loquies” to lay before our readers, and

these we have partly translated and

| ". given a summary account of.

n the office of translating, we have

endeavoured to adhere closely to the

original text; endeavouring also, as

far as we could, to convey in our ver

sion somewhat of the peculiar vigour

and drollery which distinguish these

beyond all the other writings of our

author. It was our first intention to

place the original Latin side by side

with the translated passages, or, at

least, to append, in notes at the foot

of each page, some of the more strik

ing sentences and expressions; but we

found that, as the former plan was in

consistent with our restricted space, so

was the latter practically open to a like

objection, since we could not, it ap

peared, furnish quotations with any

due credit to our author or ourselves,

without giving them at a greater

length than we found to be admissible.

We have accordingly dispensed with

quotations altogether—an omission for

which our fair readers, and not a few

others, will readily excuse us; and as

for our readers of the erudite class, we

must only refer their critical and

scholar-like mightinesses to the origi

nal work itself.

Premising this much, we pass to our

review of the particular colloquies we
have selected for notice.

CoLLOQUY THE FIRST.

“ Divertson1A ;" or, THE INNs.

We gentlemen of the nineteenth cen

tury had, up to five-and-twenty years

ago, accomplished a vast deal in im

proving the arts of locomotion— more

than enough, one would think, in all

conscience, for any one century's triad

of generations. In the points of crack

mail and stage coaches, patent axles,

improved breeds of roadsters, macada

misation, ten-miles-an-hour speed, &c.,

&c., we had, to say nothing of the sea,

done wonders in the way of progress

upon land. But, of late years, we

have, sooth to say, fairly surpassed our

selves; and, to our immortal honour,

have, for all succeeding times, estab

lished our reputation as the pre-emi

nently and emphatically great loco

motive , and travel-improving age.

While the essentials of travelling were

making such seven-leagued strides in

advance, the accessories could not well

be expected to remain stationary;

and accordingly, to the praise, ho

nour, and high glorification of all

worthy, substantial hotel-keepers, jolly

tavern landlords and landladies, and

their brisk and smirking assistants—

from the natty and napkin-brandishing

waiter down to mynheer “boots,” or

that substitute for a latch key, the poor

devil of a “porter who sits up all

night”— be it said that inns, hotels,

“et hoc genus omne,” those temporar

homes of the traveller, have, to their

own credit and exaltation, and the

comfort of us, the peregrinatory pub

lic, made all sorts of due, choice, and

commendable improvements and ad

vances in consonance with the pro

gressive spirit of the age. The sturdy

wayfarer of three or four centuries

ago, who, mounted upon one of the

hardy, clumsily-legged nags of the

time, with a heavy, well-whetted, cut

and-thrust “bilbo” belted to his side—

a trusty guardian, whether of its mas

ter's life or his marks and crowns–

such a crusty old gentleman, thy pro

genitor, let us say, courteous reader, a

dozen generations or so removed—he,

we are assured of it, would look broadl

astare through his..
º moon-eyed spectacles,

if, instead of the queer, massive, old

clump of an inn, stuck all over with

beams and posts, and latticed windows,

and with a great, grinning blacka

moor's head, or a green, red, or blue

lion, or some other outlandish sign,

swinging and shrieking on its hinges

over the porch—if, instead, we say, of

some such odd lumbering receptacle of

“drawers,” October ale, twelfth-rate,

twentieth-hand tapestry, and ricketty,

spindle-shanked, walnut-wood furni
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ture, he were ushered into one of our

grand, top, crack hotels of the present

day in either hemisphere— (the Yan

kees, perhaps, even go ahead of us in

this line)—Astor House, let us say, or

the Gresham, or Mivart's. Good laws!

what a start would his old, tough, un

flinching, and almost malleable mediae

val nerves sustain at the sight of so

much glare, glitter, and every-day gas

and varnish of luxury, contrasted with

the homely, rough-cast, unpretending

plainness of the “A l' establishments

of his own peculiar time !

The dialogue upon which we are

now about to enter—the “Diversoria,”

and which is, in a great measure, a

satire upon German innkeepers, and

German manners in general — carries

us back to the houses of public enter

tainment in Europe at a time which it

is not easy for us of the present day to

realise to the imagination. Travelling

in civilised Europe has, within the

period intervening between the publi

cation of “The Colloquies” and the

present moment, passed through three

distinct and well-marked phases. At

first, — that is during the days of our
author, as well as for an indefinite

lapse of centuries before—roads were

few, and these few execrable; there

were no regular public conveyances,

and journeys were entirely accom

plished on foot, or on horseback. This

state of things impressed a peculiar

character upon the “hostelries” of the

age. Hardly any persons travelled,

save of the ruder sex; and the horses

of the guests rendered a peculiarly ex

tensive yard and stables the conspicu

ous accessories of every inn of resort.

It is thus that we find so much of the

inn-life of the time, as portrayed in

Don Quixote and other old works,

set before us as passing in such por

tions of the establishment. Sign

boards, also, striking and grotesque,

were well calculated to catch the eye of

the illiterate traveller of the time, for

whom lettered inscriptions would be

an unintelligible superfluity. Such

are some of the most striking external

characteristics of the inns of our au

thor's epoch, not to speak of the inter

nal ones, equally harmonising, of

course, with the uncouth, semi-civilised

habits of the time. A couple of cen

turies later, or, to speak more precisely,

about the beginning of the last cen

tury—as a consequence of the improve

ment of roads — post-chaises, stage

coaches, and private vehicles succeed

ed by degrees in superseding the mo

nopoly of equestrian travelling, and

the fair sex came at length fully upon

the scene. Queer, crackbrain signs of

all sorts began to disappear, as people

became capable of discovering plain

names, surnames, and occupations

under the homely disguise of the al

phabet; and a greater amount of

polish, punctuality, and courtesy —

though still, Heaven knows, there was

a plentiful lack of all three— found

place within the bustling realm of the

“Bonifaces” and the “Cherrys"

than was the custom theretofore. This

is the second period; and year after

year improvement went on in this

track, until at last, what with maca

damised roadways—what with four-in

hand mails and stages, of which the

top swells of the realm were proud to

be the occasional charioteers — what

with these, whirled and whisked along

by roadsters of breed and blood, at the

pace—extraordinary for the time, and

indeed to all time, for horseflesh, ex

traordinary enough — of ten statute

miles per hour—what with all this,

and a deal more that might be men

tioned, the sages of the day often

shook their wise heads together, and,

with a knowing shrug, and significant

nosetapping forefinger, exclaimed –

“Ne plus ultra ;" no more room for

improvement in that quarter, at all

events; when, one day, all of a sud

den, an odd, whimsical sort of a fellow,

with a vigorous skull, clapped a steam

coach astride upon a tramway; and

lo! a miracle—and the third travelling

era, that in which we, the present ge

neration of “bimanous mammalia,”

live, move, and have our being, began

its portentous existence. Enormous

railroads, enormous steam-ships, enor

mous hotels, enormous comfort; charges

therefor also, perhaps, partaking a

little too much of the enormous; and

everything enormous, immense, out-of

the-way, extraordinary, , and super

stupendous, is, in connexion with tra

velling and travellers, at this actual

moment, the order of the day. Such

is the third of the periods we have

noted; and, as for us gentlemen of

the present day, the idea of a “ne plus

ultra" in any quarter or in any mat

ter whatsoever, is wholly and utterly

inadmissible, heaven only knows

what it again in its turn may even

tuate in 1
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No bad criterion, either, let us ob

serve, is afforded of the social refine

ment and civilisation in general of a

nation by an experience of its inns, or,

to use the parlance of the present day,

its “hotels.” Indeed, there is but

little question that, for the generality

of travellers in civilised nations, herein

consists the chief, if it be not actually

the very best means of becoming ac

quainted with the prevailing manners

and ideas of a population. Hotels may

be said to be the temporary homes of

everybody that can travel ; their in

ternal accommodations and manage

ment represent, as they satisfy, the do

mestic requirements of their frequen

ters; or, in other words, represent the

domestic habits of the nation ; and the

guests gathered together from every

quarter, the chance representatives,

as it were, of so many provinces or

minor districts, aflord to the stranger

a ready means of inquiring into the

ideas and habits, not merely of the na

tion in general, but we may almost say

of every particular portion of it.

Premising this much, we now pro

ceed to the dialogue itself. The cha

racters between whom it is under

stood to pass are two, by name Guliel

mus and Bertulph. Bertulph, a pe

culiarly humorous, sarcastic, chuck

ling old gentleman, and his worthy

acquaintance, Gulielmus, are, between

them, it will be found, the brewers

and concoctors of a truly sparkling

and exhilarating conversation, whim

sical and ludicrous to the last excess.

Gulielmus, it appears, has in his time

travelled over all the then most civil

ized parts of Europe– Italy, Spain,

France, England — and of course we

must also throw into the list Erasmus's

own dear native land ofdikes and dams,

where the scene is understood to be laid,

and of which the speakers are of course

understood to be denizens. Bertulph,

on the other hand, although he has been

a sojourner in Germany, has never ap

parently been outside of the flats and

snipe-marshes of Holland in any other

uarter.

The inns of France happen to con

stitute the first topic of conversation,

and Bertulph opens the dialogue, as

follows:–

“The bulk of travellers, you say,

are fond of stopping a couple of days

or so at Lyons. How do you account

for that fancy 2 For my own part,

when once I enter upon a journey, I

can never think of halting till I get to
the end of it.”

“Nay, as to Lyons,” replies Guli

elmus, “what in fact I wonder at is,

how any traveller can persuade him

self to quit it at all.”

The ears of Bertulph's attention

forthwith vivaciously prick themselves

uſ).

P. Say you so *" he exclaims. “You

will oblige me by explaining.”

And now Gulielmus commences, with

a perfect ardour of enthusiasm, to des

cant upon the entertainment which he

has experienced at the hands of the

innkeepers of Lyons—

“A man cannot,” he says, “be

served better, or be more at his ease at

home in his own house than in one of

those inns.”

Their entire internal economy he

states to be in the hands of members of

the fair sex, and the fair sex, accord

ing to Gulielmus, is in Lyons peculiarly

and pre-eminently fair. The “ladies of

Lyons,” in a rhetorical flourish, in

which, warmed with the theme, he

cannot refrain from compromising him

self, he compares to “the Syrens;”

and, at the same time, himself and vi

sitors to Lyons in general to “the com

panions of Ulysses.” Ecstatically he

expatiates upon the enchanting aſſabi

lity of the landlady of a Lyonese inn;

and upon the still more enchanting af.

fability of the landlady's daughter—

“a positively elegant young woman, of

an address and conversation so gay, so

graceful, so piquant, that sheweiſmight

stimulate into gallantry even gruff old

Cato himself. In fact,” says he, “those

people are above treating their guests

merely as such. They entertain and

make much of you, as though you were

an old acquaintance, or rather let me

say, a most familiar and bosom friend.”

“I recognise,” exclaims Bertulph,

“the courteousness and affability of the

Gallic nation.”

A high compliment, truly, this, to

our good humoured, unaccountable,

mustachioed, andº
neighbours on the further side of

Dover Straits— oddly paid, it is true,

after our author's own peculiar “Shan

dyan " fashion; but in spite of its

whimsicality, nevertheless bond fide

and emphatically a compliment— a

compliment enduring—perennius are–

to last as long as compositor and press

man ever earn the wages of useful in

dustry upon an edition of the Collo
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quies, or bookworms mentally mandu

cate and digest the result of such their

labours—a compliment, too, let us say,

which, if there be between present and

past generations aught of community

of character, the urbane and hospi

table temper of the “Gallica gens "of

to-day would, with all their faults,

prove not to have been undeserved by

their hearty old progenitors of over

three hundred years ago.

The encomiums of Gulielmus upon

the courtesy of the innkeepers of Ly

ons – encomiums in which he almost

seems disposed to expatiate without

limit — are broken in upon by Ber

tulph, who, with an authority evident

ly originating in a thorough experience

of inns—in fact, in regular commercial

traveller-like style—abruptly inquires—

“But what sort of fare did they give

you? Compliments and chatter won't

fill the stomach.”

Gulielmus. – “Fare, do you say ?

Oh, most admirable; so much so, in fact,

that, speaking in confidence, I really

do wonder how they can possibly afford

to entertain people at so moderate a

charge."

Bertulph, obviously one of ancient

initiation in the ways of hotels, and all

sorts of good living, and who has

“eaten his dinners ” in inns beyond

counting, proceeds in his interpella
tions—

“What,” says he, “about the bed

rooms?”

“There, likewise,” replies Guliel

mus, “ young women were always

making their appearance, laughing,

romping, and playing all sorts of tricks.

Of their own accord, they asked us

whether we had any soiled linen for

the wash ; and what we gave them,

they returned to us, made up in the

most exquisite manner.”

At this point our friend Gulielmus,

warmed by his gayGallic reminiscences,

appears unwilling to commit himself

at further length, especially in the pre

sence of Bertulph, who, calculating

and hard-tempered blade though he

be, is, as will presently appear, a wag

after old Erasmus's heart, or in other

words, the very perfection of a wag.

“But why,” says he, “need I say a

word more? In every quarter of the

inn none were to be seen but girls and

women, unless, perhaps, in the stables;

and actually, even there, we were fre

quently broken in upon by the charm

ing creatures. On our departure they

embraced us, and dismissed us with

such tender marks of affection, as if we

had been their brothers, or other most

intimate relations.”

Thus far has our freakish and fro

licsome author descanted in the cha

racter of Gulielmus on the manners of

the then French people, as exhibited

in their houses of entertainment; and

although those ear-pleasing terms, “re

staurant” and “hotel” were as yet

uninvented, and those most agreeable

systems of the “table d'hote,” and the

dinner “a la carte,” were as yet among

the things that were to be, these same

old French inns appear to have been

(if Gulielmus is to be trusted) tolerably

decent and comfortable sorts of things

enough in their way. The world knew

no better. But then Monsieur Soyer,

the immortal inventor of a soup which

was to feed famishing millions upon

simple savour, was yet unborn ; that

sumptuous and boundless variety of

‘‘ entremets”—“fricandeaus”— sauces

of every composition, hue, and consis

tency, &c., &c., amid which, we for

tunate denizens of an enlightened age

luxuriate and become bilious— these,

the rope-dancing and pyrotechnics of

French cookery, were as yet such un

revealed novelties, as are to us the re

volutions of the twenty-second century;

and in a word gastronomy, that latest

of modern revivals of ancient science,

was as yet astir not even among its

rudiments.

But now our queer and drily humo

rous acquaintance, Bertulph, proceeds

to take his fair share in the dialogue,

and to balance, as we may say, the

scales of conversation, by expatiating

with a considerable and unctuous share

of satisfaction, on the delights afforded

him during an experience among the

inns of Germany.

“All this,” says he, “may do very

well for the French ; but as for man

ners, give me the plain, bold, mascu

line manners of Germany.”

“For my part,” replies Gulielmus,

“I have never been upon German

soil; and I would accordingly beg of

you, if you have no objection, to in

form me how travellers are treated

there.”

Bertulph in no unwilling mood ac

cords his consent; and, while in reality

prepared to pour out the vials of his

sarcasm—to thunder and lighten upon

the inns and inkeepers of Germany,

and with them upon all Germany it
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self into the bargain, he with a broad

and solemn mockery of scrupulosity,

as though conscientiously fearing to

breathe a doubtful syllable against

those whom he is determined to anni

hilate, begins his assault as follows:–

“Whether travellers are treated

everywhere in Germany after exactly

the same manner, I cannot pretend to

say. I will merely state what came

under my own observation.”

Most grave, scrupulous, and nicely

conscientious Bertulph I do now, pray,

let us hearthy account.

“When you ride up to an inn you

will not find a soul to accost you, or

as much as put his hand to his hat to

you ; and in this reserved way do they

act, lest people should suspect them of

inveigling travellers. Such modes of

catching custom they consider to be

downright shabby, and unbecoming

the haughty reserve of the German

character. When you have knocked and

shouted for a long while, you perceive

a fellow peeping out of the kitchen

window, somewhat after the fashion

of a tortoise peering out of its shell.

Him you ask if you may put up at the

inn; and if he does not tell you to be

off, you are thereby to understand that

ou are welcome. You ask a rascally,

ounging ostler, where are the stables?

and for answer he merely points over

his shoulder with his thumb; and you

may lead on your horse in that direc

tion or not, just as you please. If, in

any case, you utter a syllable of com

plaint, you are instantly saluted with,

“If you are not pleased with your enter

tainment here, go to some other inn.’

Having put up your horse, you pro

ceed with your traps and spatterdashes,

mud and all, to the kitchen aforesaid.

This is their only room for entertain

ment—a sort of a glory-hole in com

mon for all the customers that turn

u .”

“Why, in France,” interposes Gu

lielmus, “you will be shown, in the

first instance, into a private bed-room,

where you may wash; yourself, change

your dress, warm yourself at a snug

fire, or take a snooze, just as your

fancy leads you.”

“In Germany,” resumes Bertulph,

“there is no genteel nonsense of that

sort. In the kitchen you pull off your

riding-boots; you put on your slip

pers; and if you like to do so, you

change your shirt into the bargain.

Are your clothes wet with rain, you

º

hang them up opposite the kitchen-fire

to dry; and should you yourself re

#. an airing, a seat at the kitchen

re is at your service. If you desire

to wash your hands, here, too, you will

be supplied with water; but that, for

the most part, of a purity so peculiar,

that you must afterwards look out

for some decent, endurable, ordinary

sort of water to wash away the traces

of it.”

“I applaud,” says Gulielmus, “the

manners of those Germans — so bold,

unrefined, and masculine—so utterly

undebauched by the effeminacies of

civilisation.”

Bertulph proceeds with his singular

disclosures:–

“You call for dinner,” says he, “at,

let us say, four o'clock — well, you

won't get it before nine; very probably,

indeed, not before ten.”

Gulielmus, here the personification,

let us say, of at least a score of notes of

admiration and interrogation rolled

into one, immediately proposes the

uestion of a “ wherefore ?” and is

orthwith made acquainted with an

“end” which, most assuredly, accord

ing to no principles or code, whether

of morals or gastronomy, can be held to

constitute ajustification ofthe meansem

ployed; the said “end” being the saving

of an indefinite amount of culinary trou

ble and expense—less cooks and cook

ing, less fuel, &c.; and the said means

consisting in the brilliant and notable

device of “getting nothing ready until

every guest for the day had arrived.”

Gulielmus.—“What a compendious

ly-inclined crew . How deucedly fond

of saving their own trouble!”

It has been said, and with truth,

that old Homer in his descriptions

often reminds us of those pictorial vases

of remote classic antiquity which adorn

our museums, and that they recipro

cally remind us of him. We would

beg of our very critical readers not too

hastily to accuse us of an over-fanciful

comparison, when we say that, in our

judgment, we may speak similarly of

our author in reference to that school

of art which flourished about his own

time among his compatriots—that gro

tesque yet graceful school which, con

temporaneous with Holland's prosperity

and glory, even still crowns her with

enviable honour in the days of her de

cline. Erasmus, in fact, often reminds

us of the old Dutch masters, as they,

on the other hand, remind us of him.
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The miser, the alchemist, the lumber

ing clown, the keen-eyed burgomaster,

the damsel of capacious rotundity of

charms—in a word, that varied round

of characters in which he so loves to ex

patiate, are to a hair the very perso

nages that breathe from the canvass of

Teniers, Maas, &c. The scenes, too,

how reciprocally similar—the taverns,

the market-places, the gardens, &c. In

a word, there is no mistaking the ge

nuine Dutch-built physiognomy, whe

ther of the personnel or the materiel on

the one side or the other—on the part

of the pictorial artists, or of him our

author, the great literary one. For is

not honest old Erasmus, with his writ

ing-desk bofore him for an easel, every

jot as much an artist of descriptive de

tail—the whimsical, the beautiful, and

the grand—as these his great compa

triots of the pencil— a veritable Rem

brandt of the pen?

Behold, then, courteous reader, a

choice and first-class picture is now

about to be laid before thee — an au

thentic specimen of the old Dutch style

—such asketch, as regards merit, as we

very seldom, indeed, see in ink, and

just as seldom in colours—the inte

rior of a German inn, at the commence

ment of the sixteenth century, by De

siderius Erasmus, the matchless artist

of Rotterdam. Attend—

“In the one kitchen may be found

congregated together even as many as

eighty or ninety guests, of all sorts,

sizes, and complexions— pedestrians

and equestrians, merchants and sailors,

wagoners and farmers, children and

women, people sick and people sound.

There may be seen one gentleman guest

combing his head, anotherscrubbing and

spunging off a profusion of perspiration;

a third polishing boots or shoes, while

a fourth is, perhaps, modestly engaged

in a corner in holding counsel with his

stomach about a general casting up of

accounts. In short, whether of tongues

or of persons, there is not a less confu

sion than there was of old in the tower

of Babel. But if they should chance

to perceive a foreigner amongst them,

and especially if he should prove to be

a person of distinguished aspect and

respectability, upon him every eye is

pertinaciously directed ; and he is scru
tinised with looks of wonder and asto

nishment, as though he were actually

some extraordinary wild beast or other,

freshly imported from Africa; so that,

in fact, when they have sat down to

table, they turn their heads round over

their shoulders, and gape and stare at

him in one continuous unwinking gaze,

while their dinner is cooling before

them.”

More pleasing prospects, however,

at length succeed —

“When the evening is now a good

deal advanced, and no more travellers

are expected to arrive, forth comes an

old serving-man, with a white beard, a

hairless sconce, an abominable cast of

countenance, and dirty clothes. This

fellow, swivelling his eyes about in all

directions, silently counts up in his own

mind how many guests there are in the

kitchen; and the greater their num

ber, the higher forthwith is the kitchen

fire made to blaze, even although it be

in the dog-days; for, to flood your

guests in their own perspiration is es

teemed among these Germans to be an

essential part of good entertainment

and hospitality. But if any one, un

accustomed to receptions so warm,

should venture to open ever so small a

portion of the window to prevent him

self from being suffocated, he is in

stantly saluted with the reprimand and

shout of ‘Shut that ' ' If you reply,

“The heat is intolerable,' the answer

you get is, “Well, then, go to some

other inn.’”

And here good Gulielmus interrupts,

playing the part, as we may say, of a

sound, sagacious, moralising parenthe

sis, an interposer worthy, beyond all

question, of the most emphatic “hear,

hear,” and most enthusiastic and ear

splitting “loud cheers" of Messrs.

Mackinnon, Chadwick, and Co., and

their admirers — of those, in short,

whom we may fairly venture to desig

nate as “the sanitary interest.” To

that most important and growing body

we would, albeit humbly, venture to

suggest the following chosen passage,

if not exactly in the way of motto,

or even yet of “elegant extract,” at

least and at all events, as an exceed

ingly striking, sound, and useful quo

tation ; and one, moreover, that will

wear well, whether as regards the set

treatise, the platform harangue, the

editorial lucubration, the humbler

. or any other and whatso

ever formula of public appeal.

“I must say,” quoth Gulielmus,

“ that nothing can be more dreadful

than for such a multitude of people as

you describe to continue inhaling the

same poisonous atmosphere together
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for God knows how long—their bodies

relaxed, and their pores open—not to

speak of swallowing their food along

with it. Fumes of garlic, breaths of

strong savour, and stenches unmention

able, I might well expatiate upon—an

extensive topic; but, to speak of mat

ters far more insidious and terrible,

what multitudes are there not around

us who labour under hidden disorders;

and, in my private belief, there is not

a single disease which has not some

peculiar contagion and mode of propa

gation of its own.”

This enthusiasm of indignation

against the terrors and perils of filth

appears to amuse our friend Bertulph.

“Tush,” says he, “those Germans

are brave fellows— men of courage;

such dangers as these they laugh at,

and think nothing of.”

And here, good Gulielmus—his ima

gination and memory excited at the

marvels he has heard—tells “apropos

des bottes,” how some twenty years be

fore, nothing was the rage in Brabant

but “public baths and wash-houses,”

until at length some novel and extraor

dinary “scabies” put a quietus upon

the popular taste. “And now," quoth

he, “the furnaces of those establish

ments have long been unacquainted

with fire.”

The sanitary disquisition into which

our two acquaintances have permitted

themselves to lapse, coming at this

point to a conclusion, Bertulph pro

ceeds in his account of the inns of

Germany.

When the company have undergone

the stifling process already alluded to,

for some time, the attendant — whom

Bertulph appositely designates as an

“ ugly old bearded Ganymede”—again

makes his appearance, his object on

this occasion being to spread table

cloths for his guests.

“Good heavens !” exclaims Ber

tulph, in a fervour of reminiscence.

“Oh, immortal Gods ! what table

cloths You might imagine them to

be old sails, just taken down from the

yards of a ship !”

The guests, however, now take their

places, and forthwith commences a per

formance, oddly modified, it is true, of

that whimsical farce of procrastination,

which necessity has of old suggested to

the ingenuity of waiters.

Imprimis, old “Ganymede.” comes

forward, and counts his guests anew,

and then earit. After a while he re

turns, and lays methodically before

each a wooden platter, a wooden

spoon, and a small glass drinking ves

sel, and again erit. Another pause,

and the bread makes its appearance;

and in this way an hour or so is spent.

Again a pause, and the wine— the

“hock” of the establishment—is laid

on the table.

“Good heavens !” ejaculates Ber

tulph, “what wine! what stuff!—not

unfit, mayhap, for firing the wits of your

keen sophists and satirists; such is its

biting acuteness, its penetration, and

acridity. But if any guest,” he con

tinues, “should ask them to make him

off some wine of a better quality, nay,

should even back his request with the

offer of more money, at first they af

fect not to comprehend his meaning,

but all the while with an expression

in their faces, as though they were going

to stab him to the heart. If, how

ever, he should persist in his solicita

tions, they give him a reply somewhat

as follows:– I would have you to

know, sir, that at this inn the Dukes of

so and so, and the Marquises of such and

such have very frequently put up. They

never found any fault with our wine.

If you don't like it, you can make out

some other inn.’”

Finally, however, and at length,dinner

makes its appearance—but oh! shades

of Mrs. Glass and Dr. Kitchener, a

dinner of what a sort | For an insight

into its nature and composition—a due

explication of that uncivilised aggre

gation of wretched soups, hashes still

more deplorable, and boiled and roast,

not utterly so hostile to the appetite—

we must refer our readers of the more

inquiring cast to the Colloquy itself,

One piece, however, of conformity of

ritual between our dinner-tables of the

present day, and those of the queer

old fatherlanders of three centuries

ago, we cannot pass over without no

tice. Cheese, it appears, was, with

these extinct fogies of Germany, as it

is with our existent selves, the very

last item of the dinner, and relished all

the better then as now, as honest Ber

tulph communicates the fact, the more

hideously it abounded in the animal

cular abomination of mites and their

rotten cantonments.

Dinner ended, strong stingo is in

troduced, and clamour and clangour

speedily become the order of the night.

“Wonderful and astounding it is!"

quoth Bertulph, “what a clatter
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and tumult of voices is set up, as soon

as they have begun to warm in their

liquor What with hideous singing,

yelling, buzzaing, dancing, and push

ing and hauling, you would imagine

the kitchen was every moment on the

point of tumbling to pieces about their

heads; and were your next neighbour

to shout a remark up into your very

ear, not a single syllable could you

have the faintest expectation of catch

ing.”

1}ertulph now hastens on to a con

clusion. His account of the sleeping

department of the establishment is on

a par with the rest of his grotesque

pañorama of Germanic semi-barbarism.

The bedrooms, containing “beds, and

nothing else which a guest could either

use or carry off; ” and the “sheets,

strangers, for half-a-dozen months or

more, to the manipulations of the

laundress,” are choice and admirable

details — true gems and Pearls of

whimsical description. Even to this

despicability, however, and anti-sub

lime of a “shake down," no access

was allowable — such was the set in

flexible rule—until a certain appointed

* of going to bed; and according

y: If any unfortunate devil, fagged

nigh to death with travelling, should

desire, after gobbling up his dinner, to

post off to his blankets, he is not per

mitted to do so; and must sit up on

end awake all the evening, until the

remainder of the company are ready.”

“Why, this,” exclaims Gulielmus,

“is Plato's republic, with a ven

geance 1"

Erasmus, in ordinary, is peculiarly

happy in the conclusions, as, indeed,

he also is in the commencements of his

dialogues; happy, in other words, in

two important respects, in which the

bulk of dramatic writers are notably

defective—the openings and closings of

scenes—the exits and entrances of cha

racters. And, accordingly, in the pre

sent instance, good Masters Bertulph

and Gulielmus make their disappear

ance from the mimic scene, gracefully,

naturally, and without any apparent

effort. Gulielmus, for the information

and amusement communicated by his

friend, would yield a similar return,

and proposes to enlighten Dertulph as

to the inns and innkeepers—in the first

instance, of Lombardy; in the second,

of Spain; in the third, of England;

and in the fourth, of Wales. Bertulph

is most anxious for the recital; but his

gratification is unfortunately barred for

the present. Gulielmus, it appears, is

leaving town by the packet-boat—his

luggage is already on board ; and, un

less he means to be left behind, he

must be off on the instant. When he

is next in town, however, his comrade

Bertulph shall be enlightened on the

topics enumerated. And so, with a

shaking of hands, and cordial valedic

tories, the two honest, travel-learned,

and gossipping acquaintances take

their leave, and the dialogue is thus

brought to a close.

-

COLLOQUY THE SECOND.

“NAUPRAGIUM ; or, the shipwheck."

Such is the next dialogue to which

we take the liberty of introducing

our readers. The interlocutors are

two—Antonius and Adolphus. Adol

phus, the principal, has been, it ap

pears, somewhat of a voyager, and in

true traveller fashion has seen strange

sights, which, as he informs us, he

takes a pleasure in recounting. In

the present instance he is to be found

“astonishing the natives” in the per

son of his acquaintance, Antonius— a

simple, credulous soul, who swallows

all the wonders he hears without the

least compunction of conscience — a

good listener, moreover, interrupting

only to utter one of those ejaculations

of surprise so encouraging to a story

teller, or some brief question earnestly

i. deferentially proposed, and calcu

ated to draw out to the utmost the

narrational abilities of his companion.

Adolphus is no ordinary, hand at spin

ning a yarn, and the dialogue is worth

the reading, had we even no other end

in view than to learn how that well

known process used to be gone through

three centuries and a half ago—in the

times when those gallant old sea cap

tains, De Gama, Columbus, and

“Master Sebastian Cabot,” were wont

to astound flaunting knights, and

squires, and “fayre ladyes,” and even

royalty itself, by their marvellous feats

in that interesting line.

Ensconced, then, as we may sup

pose, in comfortable quarters in some

outlandish nook or snuggery in a good

old substantial inn, that had enjoyed a

reputation for good fare for genera

tions, and had witnessed bold Crusaders
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drinking success to their distant en

terprise — in such quarters, and en

joying a hearty after-supper booze by

the side of a cheerful crackling fire of

logs—thus ensconced, we say, we may

suppose Masters Antonius and Adol

phus to have had their chat together

for an hour or two, when our author

obligingly places us within earshot,

behind the oaken wainscotting, and we

hear our simple friend Antonius ejacu

lating as follows:–

Antonius—“What frightful things

you tell me of Call you that taking

a voyage 2 God forbid that I should

ever think of venturing upon the like.”

And hark, now Adolphus speaks—

Adolphus – “Nay; what I have

already told you is mere child's play

to what you shall now hear.”

Antonius—“I shudder at the perils

ou describe as though I were actually

in the midst of them.”

Adolphus—“For my part I feel a

F. in narrating the dangers I

ave encountered.”

Now, resuming the story which he

is supposed to have previously been

telling, Adolphus proceeds—

“On the night I speak of, one cir

cumstance occurred which, in a great

measure, deprived our captain of hopes

of safety.”

Antonius—“What was that, pray?”

Adolphus—“The night was tolera

bly brightsome. Close to the top of

the main mast was posted one of the

sailors to look out for land. On the

point of the mast just above him sud

denly appeared a ball of fire. This

phenomenon when it appears single, is,

you must know, esteemed most inaus

picious by mariners; when double,

they, on the contrary, consider it of

good omen. These fiery appearances

were by the ancients believed to be the

deities Castor and Pollux.”

Antonius—“What had they to do

with navigation?—one of whom was a

horseman, the other a boxer.”

Adolphus—“The poets would have

it so.”

At the period when Erasmus wrote

the “Colloquies,” the Greek tongue,

of recent introduction into Western

Europe— an introduction consequent

upon the destruction of the Eastern

Empire — was known to but a very

scanty few of the then literary world.

Erasmus had applied himself with great

labour to the acquisition of that peer

less language, and the study of its as

peerless literature; and it is interesting,

under the circumstances, to find traces,

in the way of imitation, of his intimate

acquaintance with the leading clas

sics of the Greeks. Thus, in the latter

portion of the passage last quoted, we

may perceive the most obvious traces

of the style and manner of thought of

the witty and admirable Lucian. Those

of our readers who are not strangers

to the writings of the jesting old deni

zen of Samosata, will not fail to appre

ciate our remark. Erasmus, who as

pired after a style largely partaking of

the freshness and vigour of colloquial

language, in contradistinction to the

Ciceronian predilections of his day,”

studied with peculiar interest and at

tention the works of Plautus and

Terence; and he appears with a simi

lar view to have directed his attention

to the dialogues of Lucian. The

“Colloquies,” not to speak of others

of his works, abound with imitations

of that author.

The singular phenomenon just re

ferred to is, as many of our readers are

doubtless aware, not unfrequent of oc

currence in tropical latitudes; and of

course in mediaeval times could not

well escape being ranked, with many

other curiositios of meteorology, in the

category of prodigies. As the result

of considerable electrical perturba

tions, we need not wonder at its being

associated, in fact as well as repute,

with remarkable transitions of weather;

and thus, irrespective of its pictu

resqueness as an incident, it is, with

singular appositeness and fidelity to

nature, introduced in this place by our

author.

The ill-boding anticipations of the

captain, elicited by the meteoric ap

pearance in question, are speedily con

firmed by the rising of a storm, which

at length, towards midnight, increases

to an intense pitch of fury.

“Have you ever,” says Adolphus,

“seen the Alps ?”

Antonius—“I have.”

Adolphus—“Those mountains, then,

are mere warts in comparison with the

waves of the sea. As often as the ship

was borne aloft upon their crests, you

would almost imagine that you could

* See his famous satire, “The Ciceronians.”
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touch the moon with your hand; and

when, on the contrary, we sunk into

the trough of the sea, it almost seemed

as if through the yawning chasm we

were about being plunged into the

depths of Tartarus.”

Antonius—“Oh, what madmen are

they who trust themselves upon the
seas '"

Under the pressure of stern neces.

sity, the captain at length issues orders

for lightening the vessel, by throwing

the cargo overboard. All hereupon

willingly comply, except an ..

passenger, who proves to be an envoy

to the court of the King of Scotland;

and who, sink or swim, live or die, is

determined not to cry quits with his

property. His costly bales, filled with

plate, silks, &c., he flatly refuses to

part with; but he is, nevertheless, pretty

speedily brought to his senses on being

in return just as flatly informed that,

should he continue refractory, not only

will the luggage in question be trun

died overboard, but its uncivil and

self-seeking proprietor into the bar

gain. -

These efforts, however, prove of but

little avail. The ropes and sails are

torn to pieces by the force of the wind,

and the vessel dismasted: the captain,

too, gives up all hope, and tells his

crew and passengers that they must

repare themselves to meet their Ma

I’.

“Then,” says Adolphus, “was to

be seen a dismal spectacle—the sailors,

chanting the “Salve Regina,' prayed

to the Virgin Mother, calling her ‘The

Star of the Sea,” “The Mistress of the

World,” “The Gate of Salvation.”

With these and many other adulatory

titles did they court her succour.”

“What,” says Antonius, “has the

Virgin to do with the sea, who, as far

as I can recollect, was never even upon

it?”

Adolphus—“Why, in ancient times

Venus, because sprung from the sea,

was esteemed to have mariners under

her protection; but she has of course

long abdicated that office; and so, our

lady the Virgin Mother is set up as

patron in her place—the Virgin Mother

instead of a mother the most pecu

liarly unvirginlike imaginable.”

The following passage is singular,

and not undeserving of comment:—

“Some kneeling down poured out

oil upon the waves, and as they did

so, prayed to the sea, as though

they were supplicating some wrathful

prince.”

Antonius—“What did they say?”

Adolphus—“‘Oh, most clement sea!

—oh, most noble sea l—oh, most pow

erful seal — be calmed, and save us.”

Much of the like did they shout forth

to the deaf and heedless waves.”

Antonius — “Ridiculous supersti

tion "

There is, of course, not one of our

readers who is not familiar with the

figurative expression of “casting oil

upon the troubled waters,” so generally

used in reference to efforts made for

the assuaging of angry feelings, and

the like. We well remember that in

the course of our reading, we have, on

several occasions, encountered discus

sions as to the precise meaning and

origin of the figure in question; and

have actually seen the idea soberl

propounded, that the pouring of oil

upon agitated water does repress its

undulations; and that the figure in

question is simply a reference to this

fact. Common sense, even apart from

experiment, were sufficient, one would

imagine, to expose the absurdity of

such an explanation. But the passage

before us chances thoroughly, and in

an interesting fashion, to elucidate the

matter, by informing us of the singular

fact, that several centuries ago, in the

eculiar age of charms, spells, astro

ogy, and witchcraft, there prevailed,

to use the phrase of Antonius, “a ri

diculous superstition,” that the pouring

out of oil upon the waves was a charm

for the appeasing of a storm. . . The

superstitious practice itself would ap

pear to have long since become obsolete

(though in this we may be mistaken)"

in the eccentric ritual of mariners: it

has, however, be that as it may, left

in the expression which we have been

* Some of our readers, of those especially who can boast of an acquaintance with the su

perstitious notions and customs of our maritime population, may be able to throw some

additional light, derived from existent superstitions, on this curious passage of our author.

The editor of that interesting periodical, “Notes and Queries,” would, perhaps, find in this

particular a not unamusing or unprofitable subject for the scrutiny and elucidation of his

correspondents.

Vol. XLII.-NO. CCLI. 2 P.
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considering, an enduring trace in the

language.

“What,” asks Antonius, “about

the others ?”

Adolphus – “Some were sea-sick,

and did nothing but vomit. The ma

jority, however, gave utterance to

vows of all sorts. There was an En

glishman who promised heaps of gold

to the shrine ..". Virgin at Walsing

ham, if he reached land alive. Some

vowed all sorts of things to the shrine

of the wood of the true cross, at such

a place; and others to a similar shrine

in some other place. Some to the

Virgin Mary of this church, and others

to the Virgin Mary of that. Some

vowed that they would become monks;

and there was one who promised that

he would go on a pilgrimage to the

shrine of St. James at Compostella,

making the journey with his head and

feet bare, his body clad in nothing but

an iron coat of armour, and begging

his meals the entire way.”

Antonius—“Did no one think of St.

Christopher?”

Adolphus—“I could not help laugh

ing at one fellow, who, in a loud voice,

as if he was afraid he would not be

heard, vowed to St. Christopher, of a

certain church in Paris, a wax candle

as big as himself. Whilst he was

shouting out his promises to St. Chris

topher, over and over, as loudly as he

could, a fellow passenger who chanced

to know him, touched him on the elbow

and said, ‘Take care, friend, how you

make that promise. Why, if you were

to call an auction of all your effects,

you would not be able to fulfil it.'

Thereupon, in a low whisper, as if lest

Saint Christopher should hear him—

‘Tush, you fool,' he replied, do you

think I mean what I say? Let me

once touch dry land alive, and I will not

give him as much as a tallow candle.’”

Antonius—“The scheming dunder

head—I dare say he was a Hollander.”

A gentle little picture of maternal

love, a sweet pencilling of the poetry

of description, is presently set before

us. There is a charm in its very

brevity.

“Among all the passengers, I saw

no one so calm and self-possessed as

a certain young woman, who carried,

nestled in her bosom, a little boy whom

she was nursing.”

Antonius—“How did she act. 2”

Adolphus—“She alone did not cry

out, did not weep, offered up no vows;

she merely pressed her infant closely,

and prayed in silence.” What a sweet

and beautiful picture!

The danger now becomes so immi

ment that the captain loses all pre

sence of mind, and with tears in his

eyes proclaims that the vessel cannot

be kept afloat above a quarter of an

hour longer.

Just at this critical moment land

is hailed — a lofty promontory, upon

whose summit is seen the steeple of a

church. Here a striking and romantic

scene is presented. From the deck of

the sinking vessel the hapless voyagers,

in an agony of hope bordering on des

pair, stretch forth their hands towards

the little chapel on the headland, in

ploring the intercession with heaven of

the saint, whoever he may be in whose

honour its lonely tower has been erect

ed. As the ship drives landward, the

inhabitants of the country are seen

making signals, and by their gestures

exhibiting their commiseration.

The vessel is now fast settling down

in the water, and every wave is break

ing over the deck. The sailors, pro

viding for their own safety, appro

priate the ship's only boat, recom

mending the passengers to lay hold on

whatever planks, spars, oars, or the

like, they can find, to enable them to

float to the shore ; and this advice the

majority are not slow in adoping. The

boat meanwhile being overladen, is

swamped before it has got clear of the

ship, and every soul in it is lost.

Our friend Antonius, who, like our

selves, has taken an interest in the

poor, lonely, patient young mother

already mentioned, cannot forbear ask

ing what in this terrible conjuncture

became of her.

Adolphus—“She was the very first

to reach the land.”

Antonius—“How came that to

happen?”

Adolphus– “I and some others

|. her upon a broad plank, and

ashed her to it, so that she could not

easily slip off. That done, we put into

her hand a small stave, which we di

rected her to use as a paddle, and

uttering a hearty prayer for her safety,

we, with a long spar, pushed her off

from the vessel, whose proximity

might else prove fatal to her. It was

really delightful to see how, holding

her infant closely with her left arm,

she manfully plied the paddle with

her right.”



1853.] 557Hippoplanus ; or the Roguish Horsedealer.

Antonius—“Ha! hal

little creaturel"

In addition to her and her infant,

but five, Adolphus included (so runs

his story), were saved out of a total of

fifty-eight. Adolphus himself escapes

in company with a sturdy, courageous

old priest, named Adam, on the stump

of the mast. This portion of the nar

rative is very graphically related.

Adolphus and a fellow-passenger, who

assists him in loosening the stump of

the mast from its place, have succeeded

in launching it, and have each taken

possession of an end, when old Adam,

whose bulk under the circumstances

was much more imposing than it would

be on land, plunges from overhead

between them, and insists upon making

a third. Adolphus and his comrade

are seized with consternation, ask him

what brings him there, and tell him

that he will sink both them and him

self. He, on the other hand, with

pious courage, assures them of God's

assistance, and insists into the bargain

that there is abundance of room. Just

at the moment, as they are struggling

to get clear of the ship, they are

eaught by a sea, and the original com

rade of Adolphus has his thigh broken

against the rudder; whereupon, faint

ing with pain, he lets go his hold, and

is drowned. The old priest offers up

a prayer for the repose of his soul, and

scrambles into his place; then accost

ing Adolphus, he exhorts him to keep

a fast hold of his end of the spar, and

to strike out vigorously with his legs.

After floating a long way, their feet

touch the sands, and they are drawn

on dry land, in an exhausted state, by

the inhabitants. The coast proves to

be that of Holland, and Erasmus, like

a true Dutchman, gives a high cha

racter for hospitality to his compa

triots. Adolphus vows never, while

he is in his senses, to trust himself

again upon salt water; and his friend

Antonius pointedly assures him that

he would much rather listen to stories

of such adventures than be an actual

partaker in them.

Thus ends this spirited and amusing

dialogue.

the brave

CoLLOQUY THE THIRD.

“Hippoplax us,” or the Roguish horse

pe A LEit.

What we call the world is, of a truth,

most villanously fond of giving vent

to its satiric humour; one of its most

approved, as well as amusing methods

for the purpose, being the affectation

of a sincere and zealous interest for

morality, the public welfare, and so

forth. In this droll fashion we are

used to behold slanders and libels to

no end affixed to the characters of a

number of conspicuous classes and oc

cupations; these same, be it observed,

being all the while not a jot worse than

the unlibelled remainder, and rating

even some of them among the most

important and reputable of the com

ponents of the social aggregate. Thus,

the profession of the law, for instance,

comes in for a grand general sprink

ling of jeers and banter, from even

the great wigs themselves, and the

lofty, and junior-despising Q.C.'s,down

to the humblest practitioner, on what,

by a peculiar technicality, has been

called “ the half-crown side ;” and

“fees,” and “costs,” “Chancery suits,”

“an attorney's conscience,” “Justice

and the oyster,” and the like, are but

moderate specimens of the reputation

murdering missiles, daily and hourly

furnished forth from the aresnals of

satire, for the artillery of the non-pro

fessionals. The sober-faced disciples

of Hippocrates and Galen take up, in

like manner, a conspicuous position in

the ranks of the devoted; and in such

amiable phraseology as “doctor's bills,”

“blood-sucker's profits,” “the drug

ging system,” &c., &c., does the

great world of patients take vengeance

on the poor doctors for exacting any

charge whatsoever for wear and tear

of brains — pens, ink, and paper for

recipes—pills—powders—bottles, and

eternal “gettin' up-stairs!" Instances,

of course, might be added up without

number; but of all the favourite butts

for general gibing in the way in

question, the regular votary of “the

turf,” the professed dabster in horse

flesh, stands in undisputed pre-emi

nence, first and chief— “facile prin

ceps.”

What an amazing number of witty

things are everlastingly bandied about

—so much so, indeed, as to have almost

all their wit long since knocked out of

them—about “jockeying,” “doctor

ing,” “scratching,” “hedging,”, and

a hundred other awful enormities,

equestrian, veterinary, and to matters

of the aforesaid “turf" otherwise ap

pertaining, enough to make the hairs

on a horse's hide, had the poor beast
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the sense to know but the tenth of a

tithe of them,

“To stand on end,

Like quills upon the fretful porcupine :"—

and, as every practitioner of the law

is set down by the good-natured public,

when in its jocular mood, as a gor

mandiser of costs — a decoying ogre

whose prey is clients; as, in like man

ner, every grave and health-dispensing

M.D., M.B., or licentiate of the Es

culapian craft, is duly affirmed to be a

blisterer and phlebotomist of patients'

purses, and everthing short of an ac

complice of the gravedigger, and even

that, moreover, into the bargain;–so,

sooth to say, do our universal folk of

the turf and sporting world stand forth

in the public pillory of satire, from

the trainer's stable boy, or the swell

“gent" of the betting-house, upwards

to “Sir Harry Beagle,” and “My Lord

Startall,” as a sheer, downright set of

“blacklegs;" or if, indeed, for some

few out of the lot an exception be

made, as though not having exactly

waded quite knees deep in the inky

hues of iniquity — for these does the

exculpatory and saving verdict of the

laughing world pronounce, that iſ not

precisely knaves and villains, they are

strongly to be suspected of knowing

“what's what " a little too well; and,

if not entirely corresponding to the

character itself, are, at the least, un

mistakable next-door-neighbours and

cousins-german to that “Q in the

corner "personage– “a bit of a do.”

According to Swift's celebrated deri

vation, the terms “hypocrite ” and

“horse-dealer” were originally iden

tical in meaning;” and all the herd of

satirists, large and small, good, bad,

and indifferent, since as well as before,

have shouted in a similar cry, con

signing all connoisseurs in horseflesh

to the doom of that unmentionable pit

whither converge all the leading paths

of human craft and deception.

Our friend Erasmus, employed as

he is in his Colloquies, in turning in

side out so many of the vices and

humbugs of human nature and so

ciety—probing so many weak points,

and having a laugh at so many foibles

and failings—could not, we dare say,

have prevailed upon himself to let the

opportunity slip past of having a grand

“shy" at these same equestrian con

noisseurs and dealers, and accordingly,

in his “Hippoplanus,” treats his read

ers to some scores of hearty laughs at

the expense of that class of his fellow

citizens. Although the horse-dealing

folk of Erasmus's day were restricted

in their operations to the breeding,

buying and selling, and hiring of the

animal—that stupendous system which

we call “the Turf" being, as yet, in

the womb of futurity — still, there

was, according to our author, no

dearth of the faculty of cajolery among

the class; and the knowing ones of

the time, although not enjoying as

wide a field of action as their succes

sors, would appear to have been by no

means unworthy of being the prede

cessors of the extraordinary “shots”

and “shavers" who knock a living out

of horseflesh in this same nineteenth

century of ours.

The droll and whimsical story con

tained in the Colloquy before us, will,

we are sure, strike those of our read

ers who are acquainted with Bocca

cio's “Decameron,” as bearing a coil

siderable resemblance to many of the

novels of that remarkable work—with

this difference, however, be it ob

served, that Erasmus's story is much–

indeed immeasurably – better told.

The vivacity, the easy humour, and the

grace of style of the original—all three,

of necessity but imperſectly conveyed

in a translation—are inimitable.

The openings of Erasmus's dia

logues are, as we have already ob

served, ordinarily managed with much

dramatic skill; and that of the dialogue

before us is not an exception. Auſts,

one of the two characters in the scene,

catches a sight, at some distance, of his

friend Phaedrus—the other character,

whose countenance, to his surprise, is

overcast with a grave and singular ex

pression, very different from its usual

one. He observes, moreover, that

Phaedrus every now and then casts up

his eyes to heaven; so that to Aulus's

mind, it is tolerably plain that some

thing out of the way, if not wonderful,

must have happened. Anxious to be

satisfied, he accordingly accosts Phae

drus, banters him upon the solemnity

of his aspect, and asks him for an

explanation. The reply of Phaedrus

is, that he is grave, because he has

been at confession; where, in reply to

* IIypocrite—quasi, 'ra-ox;irns—from 'irres, a horse, and x&irns, a judge.



1853.] 559Hippoplanus, or the Roguish Horsedealer.

some further queries of Aulus, he has,

he states, shrived and unbosomed

himself of all his sins, one alone ex

cepted. His reason for this exception

is, that the culpable deed in question

has been so vastly to his fancy, that

he can hardly all the while persuade

himself that it is a sin. Aulus is all

anxiety for an explanation, and is

quite charmed at the spontaneous

offer of one on his friend's part.

Phaedrus, hereupon cominences his

recital as follows:–

“You know,” says he, “what a

pack of impostors those fellows are,

whose business is the selling and hiring

out of horses.”

“Indeed I do,” replies Aulus, “too

well: I have been bitten by the scoun

drels on more occasions than one.”

“I lately,” continues Phaedrus, “had

to set out upon a journey of some con

siderable length, and in which the ut

most expedition possible was required.

Accordingly, I repaired to a horse

dealer, with whom I had some ac

uaintance, and about, I will not sa

º: most honest, but the least roguis

of the tribe. I told him that my bu

siness was of the last importance;

that I wanted a first-rate animal, and

that if he had ever treated me like a

decent fellow, he must do so now.

Whereupon he solemnly assured me

that he would act towards me as if I

were his own nearest and dearest bro

ther.”

“And he probably told no lie,” in

terposes Aulus, “for I dare say, the

rascal would not spare his own brother.”

“He conducts me to his stables,"

continues Phaedrus, “and tells me to

choose out of all the horses there

whatever horse I fancied. At length

I was especially pleased with one. The

horse-dealer applauds my judgment,

and swears that a number of persons

had bid him money for that identical

animal, but that he had preferred

keeping him up until some particular

friend should want a horse. A bargain

is struck, the money paid down, and

I mount my purchase. Wonderful was

the spirit with which my new charger

gambolled and curvetted in setting off.

In fact, you would have said that he

was even a little too fiery. On I rode,

rejoicing, for half-an-hour, or so; when,

to my dismay, I found my horse

knocked up, irretrievably blown, and

immovable, even by the spur. I re

membered hearing that horse-dealers

were in the habit of making up beasts

of the kind for the purpose of imposi

tion—neat and dashing things to look

at, but, in reality, without bottom or

working capabilities. I saw how the

land lay. “I am done,' said I. “But

never mind; I go bail, I'll pay that

fellow off in his own coin when I get

back.’”

“What plan did you now adopt,”

quoth Aulus, “poor, hapless eques

trian, as you were, thus bereft of your

horse ?”

“The plan," replies Phaedrus,

“which circumstances dictated. Iturn

ed aside to a village hard by, and there,

with a man whom I had some know

ledge of, I privately put up my horse,

and hired another; and thus provided,

I proceeded onwards to my destina

tion. On my return, I of course gave

up my hired animal, and find my own

gallant charger splendidly refreshed

from his fatigue, and looking as plump

and natty a thing as ever. Mounting

him accordingly, I return to , the

stables of the rascally dealer, whom

I ask to keep the horse in livery for

me for a couple of days, until I should

want him again. The scoundrel in

quires how the horse had pleased me;

whereupon I swear by everything sa

cred that I never in the whole course of

my life crossed the back of a finer

horse; that he seemed to fly, rather

than to move with feet; that during

the entire of my long journey he never,

from first to last, exhibited the slight

est symptom of fatigue; and that not

withstanding all the work he had gone

through, he was not in the slightest

degree cut up, and had not lost an

atom of his flesh. The fellow swal

lowed everything I said as truth, and

set it down in his mind that he had been

mistaken in the horse, and that it was

a very different sort of animal from

what he had sold it to me for. Ac

cordingly, before I departed, he asked

me would I sell the horse 2 At first I

denied point blank, saying, that if I

should have to set out upon such ano

ther journey, I would not find it easy to

}. myself with a horse like him.

affected, however, on second thoughts,

to change my determination, and told

him that there was nothing so very

precious in my eyes that I would not

part with it for a good round price;

and ‘in fact,' said I, with a laugh, “were

there a tempting bid offered, I might

not even balk at selling myself.’”
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“Capital "exclaims Aulus; “That

was “ diamond cut diamond,’ indeed.”

“To make a long story short,”

continues Phaedrus, “he would not

let me go until I had set a price upon

the horse, at which I would be content

to sell him—a price which you may be

sure was a pretty considerable chalk

above what }". paid for him. Quit

ting the scoundrel, I now made out a

smart blade, whom I knew—just the cut

of a chap to play a part in a trick of the

kind. Itepairing then to the establish

ment of the horse-dealer, my confede

rate, in a boisterous and imposing sort

of way, knocks, and calls out for the

master. The latter makes his appear

ance, and his visitor imforms him that

he wants a really fine horse, not mere

ly a dashing figure of an animal, but

a horse who could go through his

work in first-rate style. The dealer

shows him a number of horses, and

upon the merits of every particularly

bad horse in the collection he was par

ticularly eloquent. In praise of my

charger, he did not utter a word, firm

ly believing it to be such as I had re

presented it. But my friend, the sham

purchaser, easily recognising the horse,

as well from the position of his stall as

from his description, both of which I

gave him, made particular inquiry as

to whether that horse also was for sale.

The rogue of a dealer at first pretend

ed not to hear him, expatiating most

enthusiastically all the while in his

praises of the others; but when the

sham-purchaser, however he might ap

pear to fancy other horses, always turn

ed back to this particular one, and

wanted to bargain about it, the knave

at length said to himself—“It is plain

that I was mistaken in my estimate

of this horse; here now is a stranger

who at a glance has picked him out

from among all the rest.' The other

still pressing the point, ‘The horse is,

indeed, for sale,’ says he, “but perhaps

you will be deterred by the price.’ ‘I

never would think a price, quoth the

former, “too high, if the article were

really worth it. Come, what is the

|. of that horse 2–out with it.” The

orse-dealer upon this names a price,

a considerable degree higher than that

which I had fixed, hoping to pocket

the difference. At length they strike

a bargain, and to preclude any suspi

cion of a trick, my friend pays down a

gold piece, as earnest. IIe orders that the

horse shall be fed—says that he will come

back after a little to remove him, and

moreover gives a gratuity to the groom.

The instant I learned that a regular

sale had been effected — such that re

scinding it was out of the question—I

post off, equipped in boots and spurs,

to the horse-dealer. Almost out of

breath—in a fever of haste, I shout out

and hollo for him. He appears, and

asks me what it is that I want? “Let

my horse,' exclaim, I, ‘be got ready at

once, for I must set out this present

instant upon a matter of the most se

rious importance.” “Why, it is only

but just now,” says he, “that you di

rected me to put up your horse for you

for several days.” “Very true,' I re

ply; “but contrary to all expectation,

this particular piece of business has

turned up — in fact, an affair of state,

and which, of course, admits of nopost

ponement.” “Well," says he, “out of

all those other horses you may select

whatever one you like, but your own

you cannot have.’ I ask him ‘why?"

“Because,’ says he, “he is sold.”

Upon this I affect a mighty tumult

of concern. “Heaven forbid l’ I ex

claim. In the prospect of this parti

ticular journey I would not sell that

horse—no, not for four times his value."

I kick up a row, and exclaim, that ‘I

am ruined l’ At last the dealer's tem

per began to get excited. “What is

the use,’ says he, “of all this fuss and

squabbling 2 You fixed a pricc upon

your horse, and I sold him. If I pay

you the money, you have no further

claim upon me. There is such a thing

as law to be had, and you cannot com

pel me to produce the horse.’ I went

on for a long while insisting in the

most uproarious manner that he should

produce me either the horse or the

buyer, when at last, in a fury of pas

sion, he paid me down the money. I

bought the horse for fifteen gold pieces,

and sold him in this manner for twenty

six. The rascal sold him to my clever

confederate for thirty-two pieces; and

he of course considered that it was bet

ter to make a profit of the difference

than to give up the horse. Although

to a certain extent appeased by the

payment of the money, I take my de

parture, to all appearance most aw

fully mortified—he, on the other hand,

begging of me not to take the matter

so much to heart, and promising to

make up for the inconvenience I had

suſtered, in some of our future dealings.

In this way did I impose upon the
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impostor. He has on his hands a

horse worth nothing, and is in inces

sant expectation that the person who

paid him earnest will come with the

remainder of the money; but nobody

of course has as yet come, as nobody

of course ever will.”

“But I wonder,” says Aulus, “he

has not tasked you with tricking

him 7”

“With what face,” replies Phaedrus,

“or with what show of reason, could

he do so 2 He did, indeed, on a

couple of occasions complain to me

that he feared the purchaser of m

horse was a humbug. . . Whereat

turned the tables upon him, and told

him that the man who, by a precipi

tate sale, deprived me of such a horse,

richly deserved to meet with ill luck.”

Such is Phaedrus' story of his being

stupendously choused, bit, and done

brown, by the “horse-repository "

man; and of his chousing and biting

more stupendously still, and doing

browner the “horse-repository” man,

by way of retaliation — a story which

our readers cannot but agree with us

in accounting first-rate, both as re

gards the matter and the mode of nar

ration. The dialogue concludes by

Phaedrus observing that his friend

can now understand how it is, that

mightily gratified as he is with his ſeat

of cheating the horse-dealer, he has

been unable to persuade himself to

confess it as a sin; while Aulus, on

the other hand, roundly asserts, that

could he boast the achievement of the

deed, so far from confessing it as a

sin, he would claim from his country

the erection of a statue in his honour.

And now, dear reader, at the end

of this, our third specimen from “The

Colloquies,” we and our grotesque old

author, conjointly and most respect

fully, take off our caps, and salutingly

take our leave for the present.

A U t U M N A L so N. N. E. T.

by wº. ALLING in AM.

Now Autumn's fire burns slowly along the woods,

And day by day the dead leaves fall and melt ;

And night by night the monitory blast

Wails in thei. telling how it pass'd

Through empty fields, from upland solitudes,

Or wave scarce lonelier; and the power is felt

Of melancholy, tenderer in its moods

Than any joy indulgent summer dealt.

Dear friends, together in the glimmering eve,

Pensive and glad, with tones that recognise

The soft invisible dew in each one's eyes,

It may be, somewhat thus we shall have leave

To walk with memory, when distant lies

Poor Earth, where we were wont to live and grieve.
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the Bisnor” or aireat it.

In the third volume of the life of the excellent and honest Chalmers, will be found

some extracts from his evidence before a Committee of the House of Commons

on education in Ireland. In speaking of the Irish Church, he says:—“I hold

the Established Church of Ireland, in spite of all that has been alleged against it,

to be our very best machinery for the moral and political regeneration of that

country. Were it to be overthrown, I should hold it a death blow to the best

hopes of Ireland. Only it must be well manned; the machine must be rightly

wrought, ere it can answer its purpose ; and the more I reflect on the subject,

the more I feel that the highest and dearest interests of the land are linked with

the support of the Established Church, always provided that Church is trell pa

tronised. I know not what the amount of the Government patronage is in the

Church of Ireland; but in as far as in the exercise of that patronage, they, in

stead of consulting for the moral and religious good of the people, do, in the low

game of party, and commonplace ambition, turn the Church livings into the

bribes of political subserviency; they, in fact, are the deadliest enemies of the

Irishº, and the most deeply responsible for Ireland's miseries and Ireland's

crimes.”

I}ut who can look back on the policy of centuries under which Ireland has

been weighed down, and not complain, in humiliation, that the moral and reli

gious good of the people has but seldom suggested—seldom, alas ! gained for

Ireland the appointment of a pious and learned man to the high, the responsible

office of a bishop of the IReformed Church in our country 2

The selection of a good man, the elevation of one who has found favour on

the simple score of merit, is especially a subject of interest and thankfulness to

many who now look forward in hope and patience to the future of Ireland.

Such has been the feeling at the promotion ºf Joseph Henderson Singer to the

see of Meath. Fitness was his solid claim. Unblemished in personal character,

accredited as a scholar and a divine, experienced in the work of the ministry,

beloved by the great body of the clergy and laity of the Church to which he

belongs, and by many in other Churches, in which his praise had long been

established for Christian liberality and love of evangelical religion, his appoint

ment was greeted with the homage of general approval.

The subject of our memoir was born in the month of October, in the year

1786. Ile was the youngest son of the late James Singer, of Annadale, in the

county of Dublin. From his earliest years he was remarkable for his love of

reading ; it began in childhood, continued at school, and ceased not when he

encountered the sterner studies of the University, which he entered at the early

age of sixteen. Up to this time his life was one of quiet, regular industry—a

|. routine of diligence, by which he was not only well prepared for entering

opefully on the expanded course now opened for him in Trinity College; but

by the training of a well-ordered mind, and with the modesty which so much be

comes ingenuous youth, he had the early prospect of a successful career within

the walls where merit has its many triumphs. He entered under the late Dr.

Lloyd, afterwards Provost of the College. With some it is of little moment

whether the good and the learned, or the careless or incompetent, has been the

guardian of their studies; but there are others whose nature finds a nurture,

because a sympathy in their college tutor, by which the work of education is si

lently, but most effectually, promoted. This learned and good man, Dr. Lloyd,

was especially beloved by his pupils; the softness of his nature, the liberality of

his mind, the familiarity of his expositions of science, which he cultivated, and a

modest, unobtrusive piety, which shed a pleasing and attractive light on his in

tercourse with the students, made him an auspicious and most appropriate tutor

for the subject of this memoir. His pupil entered as a fellow-commoner. Dur.

ing his undergaduate course he obtained every premium and certificate then
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open to his competition, and ultimately received the gold medal on taking his

degree.

The patient and conscientious diligence which had become the fixed habit of

his life, and the steadiness with which he won his way, in each and every de

partment of collegiate study, pointed to a fellowship as the fit object of his

further efforts to attain.

The variety and depth of reading which this required, even at the period of

which we speak, have made the fellowship examination one of the severest tests

to which a scholar can be subjected. Our student, however, had not only mas

tered the necessary studies of his undergraduate course, as he went along, but

stored up accumulations of industry, gathered in gratuitous excursions into the

advanced regions of fellowship-study, so that at an early period he was enabled

to make his first attempt, not indeed in expectation of success (which on a

maiden effort is exceptional), but with a view of testing his strength, and then

husbanding his energy for the trying occasion, which is generally on the second

sitting of the young candidate.

In 1809, he first sate; his answering was very respectable; it secured him

one of the premiums which are given in money. In the next year there were

two vacancies, which were then filled up by the election of the late Dr. Elring

ton and himself. His answering on this occasion was not merely successful, but

distinguished. Were we asked at this point to say, what were his peculiarities

as a scholar or as a man, we would unhesitatingly answer, that he was an

accomplished general scholar; perhaps more remarkable for the extensive

range of his knowledge, than for exclusive excellence in any single subject of

study.

Active industry was the law of his being; his time, his talents, his diligence,

were all conscientiously appropriated to purposes of duty and usefulness. He

was pious from his early youth. His natural gifts included that courtesy of

demeanour which is always attractive; and the grace of religion imparted the

glow of a zeal, tempered with moderation — thus adding sunshine to daylight,

and consecrating each gift to the service of the Giver of them all.

The arrangement as to pupils was then different in the University from what

it is at present. The extent of connexion, or amount of popularity arising from

character, interest, and other influences, which in so many ways combine, regu

lated the profits of the tutor, and caused the preference which gave the supply.

With his general character and good address, a cheerful courtesy, a classic

taste, variety of information, combined with excellent conversational talent, and

an extensive acquaintance in the country, it was scarcely possible that Mr.

Singer should not have been a most popular tutor. At least there is no doubt

as to the fact, that he was one of the most favoured by the public, as was evi

denced by the number of his pupils.

Nor was this confidence misplaced. His care of the young students com

mitted to his charge was parental. How often has one been gently turned aside

from idleness or folly — others guided and encouraged in the pursuit of truth,

by his timely and affectionate intervention : . Without the sternness, but yet

with the influence of authority, he could stir the conscience by a judicious

appeal to the generosity of youth, and touch sympathies at once powerful and

sensitive. The hand i. pens this memoir can testify to the excellence and the

felicity of suggestions which flowed so naturally from one at once loved and

respected. By these, can he well remember, his own early doubts were removed;

his hesitations and crudities; the ebbings and flowings of his mind, in the pe

riod which just preceded the first settling down of his opinions, all so kindly

met; instruction so seasonably communicated; the best authors judiciously

recommended ; books courteously offered, and each made an occasion and a

text for further explanation; these are now remembered with the same glad

ness of heart in which the friendship of more than thirty years is preserved as

yet unabated.

A remarkable period was about this time opening on Ireland, and especially

on the Irish Church. An earnest religious feeling manifested itself in an anxious

desire for giving to the people a knowledge of the Scriptures; and both in the

laity and amongst the dº this began to work with effect. The habits and

pursuits of College life were not calculated to foster what was then supposed rather
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to indicate the fervor of the Puritan than the sincerity of sober religion; and,

consequently, in the University, it did not at first appear to make much impres

sion. But God has His own ways and His own instruments: Dunne and Matthias,

Roe and Daly, Cleaver, Otway, Woodward, and Irwin, with other lights in the

Church, were now above the horizon; whilst laymen, intelligent and pious, such

as Warren and Pennefather, Jackson, North, and Scott, all spoke fearlessly, and

some laboured earnestly for the unrestricted use of a free Bible, as the basis of

education. To this they looked as a saving remedy for Ireland. In the Uni

versity Mr. Singer was pre-eminent, if not then peculiar, in siding with the

evangelical movement; he became officially connected both with the Bible

Society and the Church Missionary Society; and the records of both testify

the ability and the fidelity with which he maintained their cause, as that of

evangelical religion, in its purity and in its power. The stirring up of opinion

about this time brought out a spirit of political and secular controversy, with

its usual accompaniments.

With the strife of tongues in faction or party he had no sympathy; in truth,

he was the sincere supporter of Catholic Emancipation, in which, it may be

observed, he had the concurrence of such men as the present Bishop of Ossory,

and the late Dr. Chalmers. These truly good men seem to have taken one

common view, that truth is best promoted by impartial freedom and direct en

couragement; by the energies of its own unrestricted and proper agency, “rea

son, Scripture, and prayer;” and that any penalty or coercion for the exercise of

the rights of conscience, is calculated rather to provoke and perpetuate the greatest

hindrances to the genuine gradual progress of truth and freedom. . It is said by

the biographer of Chalmers, that in later years he spoke of Emancipation as “an

historical blunder,” but never intimated a change in his own opinion upon it;

and this we might well understand, upon a moment's reflection. So far as re

sults may have falsified expectation, it is only with those who have read history

untruly, in anticipating that the policy of lèome would be changed by increasing

the political power so much at all times under its command. Such, certainly,

have made a great historical blunder. But they who looked forward to the in

creased energy of Protestantism, not, indeed, to maintain a political ascendancy

for a section, but to diffuse religious truth, in the spirit of truth, amongst the

people; and who trusted in the peculiar power which belongs to God's Word,

under God's blessing; and that the freedom won at the Reformation, enabled

us safely to concede what we claim — liberty for all, in the great conflict of

free discussion — they are fortified by the record of history, and the lessons

of experience. When Protestantism has exhausted its own energies and proper

resources, and in the vigour of free action fails to win its way successfully,

then, and then only, may we distrust the policy which “rejoiceth in the truth,

and hopeth all things." Meanwhile let Protestantism be in earnest; it can as

suredly defend itself, and more.

The stir in the Church now began to work largely; it threatened schism. A

form of sound words, without the power of what they esteemed as saving truth,

did not satisfy the yearnings of zealous and earnest men. Episcopal chapels were

happily their first refuge; and thus, many who might have rashly separated them

selves from our Church, found at once within its pale that it had indeed many

mansions. The liberality and prescience of the then Archbishop of Dublin, the

late Dr. Magee, were at this time providential. In the true spirit of the

Reformed Church, in which he was so distinguished a prelate, he sanctioned, nay,

encouraged every such arrangement by which piety or zeal might at least be

retained in its communion; and each differing section, whether Arminian or

Calvinist, Ecclesiastical or Evangelical, with other sectional titles, might find

that in the Scriptural latitude of the Church's Articles, and the equity of its

discipline, the breadth of the Gospel was not less honoured than its depth ; the

many-sidedness of truth, the variety of its apprehension by minds differently

constituted, all provided for in that true catholicity of spirit, which meets the

wants of man, and is accredited by the Word of God. The great substance of

truth may truly be held in a large and liberal variety of individual apprehen
SIOll.

Mr. Singer was prominent in the ranks of the Evangelical section. . By

these the great doctrine of justification by faith alone, was now made the theme
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of the pulpit. . It came out just as if it were a new discovery, and as if all else

should be overlooked in preaching. If we might offer a friendly criticism, we

would say, that it was made by many (not by him) the erclusive theme, rather

than the great principle with which practical truths should ever be inseparably

connected. The effect was, to raise the Antinomian spirit, which confounds the

teaching of man's duties with the preaching of human merit, and thus tended to

narrow Christianity into the dogmas of a single school of a section of the Church.

But nature has its storms and its stagnation ; its seed-time and its harvest.

And so, no doubt, it is in the kingdom of grace. All this was working for

good.

Mr. Singer was appointed to be chaplain in one of these chapels, called the

Magdalen Asylum, where he officiated most usefully for many years. In the

University pulpit the preaching had been, and not improperly, dogmatic and scho

lastic in general ; but it must also be allowed, it was not often very earnest.

From his faithful voice, when there heard in the pulpit, the fixed characteristic

of his preaching was in harmony with his creed. The good and gentle Lloyd

at length became Provost of the College. His selection of University preachers

now threw a weight into the side of the scales which had theretofore been light

weighted; and the men were not wanting for the set time. O'Brien, then known

to few, and only as the secluded student, retiring and reserved, was sum

moned forth by one, who, as his tutor and friend, knew his love of truth, his

classic taste, and almost fastidious discrimination. The friend and tutor of both

(then their Provost) encouraged and provided for the good of the College, the

pulpit ministrations of Singer and O'Brien. A spirit of progress began to ani

mate the University. The growth of physical science, and other enlightened

advances in the general movement of the age, began to give evident impulse to

study, and provoke isolated efforts, by which the way was prepared for general

and systematic improvement.

Mr. Singer's influence amongst the students had been for some time manifestly

felt. When Junior Dean of the College, his good taste, and correct appreciation

of those decencies of life which have a homely but real share in moulding

character, led him to require and obtain for the students several privileges

which they valued, which have since been followed up by a more exact attention

to their comfort and propriety. So special had been this service, that at the end

of his year of office, he was presented by the students with a most gratifying

address, and the substantial accompaniment of a silver vase, cup and cover,

with an appropriate inscription. -

Thus, in everything connected with the character of the College, and the

happiness of the students, whether as the servant of Him, of whom he was

neither ashamed nor ostentatious, or in the administrative duties which secured

order and decency amongst the students, he alike commanded their esteem and

won their gratitude. Others there were, amiable and worthy men, with colder

views, but still most exemplary in their collegiate offices, by whom, also, the

preparation was forwarded for the decided impulse and advance which, under

the provostship of Dr. Lloyd, was admittedly given to the University in science

and religion.

Mr. Singer's mind was always active and employed. His extensive, and (it

might be said) indiscriminate reading, stored his memory with every kind of

available knowledge. As Secretary to the Royal Irish Academy, general

science claimed a is of his attention: whilst the early numbers of the Chris

tian Eraminer record excellent specimens of his Biblical criticism.

This periodical was then very ably conducted, though, as might be supposed,
not uniform in the excellence of its numbers; but it had the aid of several

distinguished writers. Can we forget the learning and the pleasantry of Caesar

Otway, in the graphic sketch of real life—ay, real Irish life; the depth of in

tense feeling, or the lighter graces of his playful and sportive humour—the

tender touch that started the tear— the lively parenthesis that provoked the

laugh—the power that probed the conscience, and the pathos that won the

heart? Who can forget the racy didactic style of Woodward 2–then the vigour

of the downright Daly—forcible always, pleasant often, uninstructive never?—the

exact pen of Singer, more learned, more accurate, always discreet?—but one and

all were in harmony with the heartiness of a generous Christianity. Nor
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can we overlook one other rare but special contributor; one who, at this time,

was silently growing in that grace which afterwards has made him so great an

instrument of usefulness, and so great an ornament to the University, and the

Church of which he is now so distinguished a prelate—the accurate, the pro

found O'Brien, here lent a helping hand, with his occasional and modest paper.

Influences thus without and within the walls of the University, made the

season of Dr. Lloyd's provostship in every way auspicious. Science shone more

brightly—religion more warmly ; and the genuine tendencies of a mind liberal,

and enlightened, modestly but sincerely pious, brought the influences of his posi

tion, as Provost, at once to bear on the improvement of the system of edu

cation, and the encouragement of a healthful and earnest spirit of reli

gion. The course of Mr. Singer was now more free, and his position more

influential ; his labours extended, not varied in character. O'Brien came out

novel and fresh. He reasoned out of the Scriptures with the precision of science,

but with classic purity. But more than this; the great central truth of the

Reformation, with all its incidents and limitations, was by this able master now

propounded and analysed with a completeness and persuasion that laid an

arrest on the judgments and the consciences of all who heard him. Logical

exactness, metaphysical acuteness, ethical candour, were applied to the record

of the written Word; and the doctrine of justification explored and expounded

with wisdom and power. . This noble effort of pulpit teaching—this key to the

Reformation, at least to its chief treasure, is one of the greatest contributions

from the Church, since the days of Ussher. So has said Dr. Chalmers. Why

is it not published and republished by the University ? Mr. Singer, or as we

may now rather call him, Dr. Singer, began to find himself in a companionship.

He had some years before availed himself of a privilege, which, on the re

enforcing of the celibacy statute, had been secured for such as had obtained

fellowship, under the supposition that it was to be treated as obsolete. He had

married in 1822, Mary, the eldest daughter of the Rev. Henry Crofton, senior

chaplain of Kilmainham, and niece of Sir Hugh Crofton, of Mohill, in the

county of Leitrim; and thus, perhaps, in the discipline of a domestic life, cal

culated under God's blessing to sanctify his affections, he may have been the

more fitted for guarding with tender interest the sons of other parents, with

whom he could sympathise as a father. Year after year was now transferring

to the Church one after another of his former pupils. At length he saw Mr.

O'Brien appointed to fill the office of Archbishop King's lecturer in Divinity,

a day of hope and joy for the Irish Church. Light thus was breaking within

and without; the gradual but sure progress which warms and cheers the

heart, and fills it with thankfulness of spirit. After a service of thirty-one years

in the University as a junior fellow, Dr. Singer took his place at the senior

Board, on the vacancy occasioned by the death of Dr. Hodgkinson, the late

Vice-Provost.

The excellence of Mr. O'Brien's college career commended him to public

notice. His sermons fixed his reputation; his lectures to the Divinity class

gave it greater publicity. The straightforward and high-minded Lord De Grey

was now appointed to the Viceregal office. The public patronage was regarded

by him as a trust for the public good. With him modest merit was not left in

seclusion or obscurity. †. deanery of Cork became vacant; it was conferred

on Dr. O'Brien: the see of Ossory afterwards becoming vacant, he was pro

moted to the episcopal office. . This enriched the Church without, but it spoiled

her in the University. The late Dr. Elrington was then Regius Professor; he

was both a learned and conscientious man, but he belonged to a school of

divinity, more Arminian and Erastian than that which O'Brien would have fa

voured. The career of Dr. Elrington was cut short in this professorship; and,

much respected and much valued by those who were in his intimacy, he died,

and thus left a vacancy of great importance in the University to be filled up.

Dr. Singer was now a senior fºllow, and to him the appointinent was offered,

together with a small living in the diocese of Raphoe, which he accepted. Thus

was his future life allotted between the duties of his parish and the professor's

chair in the University. The amiable prelate who presides over this diocese,

appointed him to the Archdeaconry of Raphoe, which, without adding to his

emolument, gave him position with the clergy.
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His success in his parish was such as might be expected, where a single

hearted desire to do good is the genuine motive and the animating principle.

No greater benefit, no richer blessing can be conferred on a country parish, than

when it is made the residence of a sincere, kind, conscientious incumbent, with

a household trained in Christian usefulness — a wife and mother, devoted and

earnest; and all impressed with the responsibility of influence and position.

The pulpit which he now controlled sounded forth that attractive message

which meets the exigencies of man, and goes to the heart when it comes from the

heart. The schools in the parish were made effective. The clergy of the diocese

found a friend of no ordinary value, as their adviser and fellow-worker; and

especially at a time when, thrown upon their own slender resources, unaided by

any public grant, they had to maintain, under great discouragement, the princi

ple of a free Bible, as the basis ofº education.

Nor in the University were his labours now less successful. Not only were

the general duties of his professorship discharged with entire satisfaction, but he

volunteered a course of private lectures to his class, on the subjects connected

with pastoral theology; these were so highly prized, that at the close of the

term in which they were delivered, the students presented him with a splendid

Bible, and a most touching and beautiful address, the spirit of which was |. best

testimony that his teaching had been accompanied by the signal blessing of God.

His long and faithful services in College; his connexion with the many friends

of evangelical religion; the affection and the confidence with which so many in

the Church regarded him as their safe and tried counsellor and friend ; his ac

knowledged and extensive learning; his great experience as a pastor and a

teacher; his uniform avoidance of the squabbling politics of the more worldly

minded; all had marked him for many years as one eminently qualified for the

Episcopal office. But he had been the consistent friend of Scriptural education;

and this had put him, at least for a season, under positive disability.

“The Church in Ireland,” says Mr. Stephens, in his very learned work, “has

always been made subservient to political purposes ; and even the grossest igno

rance has been no obstacle to advancement to the highest ecclesiastical prefer

ments.” Such is the testimony of an eminent English ecclesiastical lawyer—a

sad and sickening comment on the degradation of Ireland by British statesmen,

for the low and servile purposes of a mere game of party.

From 1609, the year in which Daniel took the first degree of D.D. in the

University, to 1773, one hundred and eighty-eight bishops had been consecrated

in Ireland, or translated to Irish sees. This is a period of 164 years. Of these,

only twenty-three were fellows of the University This has been noticed in a

manuscript of Primate Newcome, written in 1773. Has it since been diffe

rent 2 In no country would the upright use of patronage tell more powerfully.

If merit were the sure path to eminence, merit would be the path uniformly

trodden, and men would not seek the backstairs and by ways of intrigue and

servility.

Dr. Singer, like many others in Ireland, both lay and clerical, had patiently

submitted to an exclusion from preferment and patronage. It has been a policy

of pressure and trial to many honourable, good, and modest men, who neither

sought nor sanctioned any form of political ascendancy; but hoped to find that

their own conscientious adherence to what they hold to be the great principle of

the Reformation, might not, at least, neutralize the just claims of personal in

tegrity and special fitness for the public service. -

On the appointment of Lord Derby to the Premiership, that high-minded

nobleman openly announced his determination to look for the best men for pre

ferment in the Church, leaving all free to form their own opinions on the subject

of National Education. This policy was safely and happily entrusted to the

generous and chivalrous Viceroy, who was honoured with the responsible charge

of Ireland. Never was there one more eminently suited to his oſlice. Noble,

frank, dignified, accessible: there was in him the force of genuineness, the

power of sincerity, the attraction of a thoroughly kind good-nature. His policy

was simple and straightforward: it was, therefore, firm and just, but fair and

generous : merit was the surest title to favour. The Deanery of Emly became

vacant. He inquired, he observed ; he diligently informed himself of the

claims of men in the departments from which he night have to elevate
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them. The first offer of the first vacancy in his gift was made to the Regius

Professor of Divinity, to Dr. Singer; but, as already an archdeacon, Dr.

Singer respectfully declined the favour; it was then bestowed on a man of modest

but genuine piety and worth, the Rev. Denis Browne.

The see of Meath next became vacant. , Speculation was busy as to the pro

bable successor of the late bishop. Several names were suggested; the name of

Dr. Singer was naturally prominent.

Lord Eglinton made his selection; creditable alike to his discernment, his

impartiality, his desire to give the Church the service of one of the best and

and wisest of her sons, whose example and teaching might help forward the

good mission of peace, freedom, and truth. The letter in which this choice

was communicated is indeed worthy of the heart from which it emanated ; it

breathed goodness, kindness, and generosity: it did homage to merit, and

justice to the University, whilst it presented the Church in Ireland with that

precious gift, a godly and learned bishop.

The see of Meath is one of much consequence, and peculiar rank. The bishop

is usually, if not always, made a privy councillor, and generally is consulted on

Church matters by the Executive Government. He also ranks next to the Arch

bishop of Dublin. It was once filled by the learned and gifted Ussher, a name

so dear to the University and the Irish Church. To his great influence and au

thority is it supposed that the Genevan theology has so much prevailed in the

Irish branch. This may be so; but it may also be that, in the grand compre

hensive seconomy which encircles Churches and nations, there are diversities

of gifts and special peculiarities, which are rather matured than conferred by

human agency—

“ Facies non omnibus una

Nec diversa tamen qualis decet esse sororum."

There is no doubt of the prevalence of the Calvinistic school of theology

amongst our clergy as a body; though now much relieved from the severity and

the gloom of its earlier history. We would say it is now, as it may be found in

the sober expositions of the enlightened Chalmers, and (as we believe) in

the creed of the bishop now of the see of Meath ; it amounts to an humble but

unconditional allowance of the sovereignty of God, in grace as in nature; the

supreme direction of every process in the order of sequence, ending indeed in the

unfathomable mystery of free grace, but an accountable agency of man, needing,

from first to last, grace to begin, to sustain, to complete, to continue through

out eternity. But with our good bishop, as with the wisest and best of our

clergy, the harsher dogmas of paradox, and the unseemly bitterness which

spiritual pride too often engenders, never mar the generous and gracious invi

tations of a missionary Christianity. IIe has commenced his episcopal course

in the humble spirit of a Christian pastor; and, aided by excellent men in his

diocese, especially by his unassuming but admirable archdeacon, there is the

fairest promise of a rich blessing on a life of duty.

We have always wished for the Irish Church protection and justice. It stands

in a most peculiar position at the present time. The anxiety for the convenient

maintenance of a Protestant Government rather than the conscientious support

of the Protestant religion; the hostility of classes, nurtured by the perversion

of creeds; and the discouragement of right feeling by the neglect of right prin

ciple, had, in by-gone days, put everything out of joint, and left us in almost the

difficulty of despair. Man has done comparatively but little as yet in the way of

reformation, but God has done much ; and the clouds are clearing off, the light

is breaking, the good safe path is opening plainly before our eyes. . We must

be forbearing one with another; we must make every fair allowance for the cir

cumstances under which others may have been placed, in the providence of God.

The ministerial office, whilst it requires the banishment of strange doctrine con

trary to God's Word, beautifully enjoins the duty of “maintaining and setting

forward, as much as in us lieth, quietness, peace, and love.”

The means employed should always be worthy of the end to be accomplished.

We want an earnest, practical Christianity, to permeate and pervade our

|. from the highest to the lowest. Influence generally descends. The

ishop, active, vigilant, liberal, but not lax in maintainingwºn. discipline;
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upholding sound Scriptural catholicity of doctrine, availing himself of suit

able opportunity to admonish as to encourage, might in each diocese, with the

efficient instrumentality of well-ordered parishes, be the salt, nay the life of active

usefulness. Would that our institutions were rather judged by their genuine

tendencies than by their abuses and corruptions !—would that they were made

really and truly to work out their proper and primary purposes. We would

have then, indeed, more good bishops: multiplied instead of reduced : a smaller

jurisdiction, perhaps, with an income equitably adjusted to the proper require

ments of their position, and the dignity and duty of their high office.

The opinion of Dr. Chalmers as to the capability of the Irish Church might

then and thus be tested. Great_indeed has been its progress in later years;

and much has the agency of the Irish Church been blessed in many places, but

much more might still be done in|. parochial improvement. The Protestant

portion of our people have still to learn much as to their own responsibilities in

upholding the cause of the Reformation. The Church has been hitherto main

tained so as to supersede substantial voluntary aid, but not so as to satisfy the

exigencies of the present crisis without such aid. To supplement what remains

of our Church property with abundant free-will offering, is now the great problem

which may decide the fate of church extension. But let us, at least, demand

from our rulers good bishops, and the distribution of patronage for the moral

and religious good of the people.

We may have few book divines; few who have had the leisure with the learn

ing, or both, with the independence to allow the fame of authorship to be open

to fair competition; but we have still good, discreet, faithful men, not wanting

in learning nor deficient in administrative power: their fidelity so long uncor

rupted has disproved the dogma that a state Church is necessarily servile. In

him whose character we have thus touched in rapid ontline, we hope to see al

ways, the plain, patient, quiet excellence which does nothing exceptional, but

everything with Christian propriety. We should, perhaps, have noticed the ge

neral correctness of his composition ; his written sermons were classically cor

rect, and always effective. Indeed, we have often heard of his paper on the

occasion of the death of Dr. Lloyd, the late Provost, which he ...! at the Irish

Academy, and was accounted as one of the most graceful and tender tributes to

the memory of departed worth.

His classical studies had always been attended to with, at least, impartial dili

gence, and this cultivated a purity, indeed an elegance, in his composition. It

gave both copiousness and correctness of expression, for which he is remarkable

both in writing and speaking. Several admirable specimens of his sermons have

been published—some preached on special occasions, at ordinations and for his

degrees in divinity, and others which are to be found in the Irish Pulpit.

Many unpublished sermons were preached for charitable institutions, but most,

and not the least valued, in the general course of his pastoral duty.

The active and every-day occupation of one so worked, as a fellow of the College

and as chaplain to the Magdalen Asylum, with the other active duties which he

had volunteered to discharge, left neither leisure nor opportunity for authorship;

but his rooms were the habitual resort of men of learning, as they have con

tinued to be the place of meeting for every assemblage of the students, devoted

to purposes of philanthropy or missionary enterprise.

In looking back on his whole career, it seems most attractive in its calmness,

its quiet usefulness, its consistency, and its success. Principles, not impulse—

earnestness, not fanaticism — merit, not interest— have moved him onward and

upward. The very evenness of a life of such constancy in duty makes it diſli

cult, and more than difficult, to do it justice in a brief description; and yet it

speaks with greater power, perchance, than the limner can wield, to find that in

the hearts of those who knew him best his name is affectionately registered as

their tutor always to be remembered, their friend ever to be loved. Nor is the

lesson uninstructive, to find honour and position at length overtaking him on

the straight path of duty, from which he never strayed in search of either — a

lesson truly the most needed for Ireland, the sufficiency and success of self

reliance diligently depended on, under the Divine blessing.
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NARRATIVE OF AN Excursion To THE LIMDos, IN SPIRITUAL CoxipANY.

BY THE AUthon or “The BACHEIok OF THE ALBANY."

It happened one evening last midsum

mer, or something later, when the sun

was far advanced in the furious sign of

the Lion, that, oppressed with the

fatigues of business, and still more by

the persecutions and importunities of

certain of my own species, from whom

there was no escape save through the

gates of sleep or the jaws of death,

languid and exhausted, I sunk at

length into a welcome slumber, favoured

by the drowsy twilight in my chamber

and the cushioned ease of my roomy

elbow-chair. Yet it was not sleep

that came over me, but a state of the

mind and body resembling sleep, yet

diſlerent from it, whether you call it

a swoon or a coma; probably much

the same condition of our fearfully and

wonderfully constituted system to which

the world owes so many marvellous

disclosures and entertaining voyages

and peregrinations—of the isles, for

instance, of Barataria and Laputa,

Ogygia, and the new Atlantis, with

all the wondrous continents, islands,

peninsulas, cities, seas, lakes, and ri

vers, discovered and described by such

illustrious travellers as Rabclais and

Lucian, not to mention the Arabian

explorers of Ginnistan and the German

tourists in Faeryland.

Presently stood beforeme in the spirit,

as visible as was ever form in the flesh,

and not perceptible by that sense only,

but by the smell also—namely, a deli

cate sub-sulphurous odour that always

accompanies him, my attendant angel,

fiend, or demon — for there is an af

ſecting mixture of evil and good in

him, as I have learned by an acquain

tance of a score of years— and with

more than usual tenderness in his man

ner, and a preliminary rap under the

table, accosted me thus—

“But pray, sir,” quoth the reader,

“first inform us of the name of your

friend with the delicate smell of brim

stone about him ; what is he called

when he is at home in his own country,

which I suspect is a very warm climate,

and explain also by what right you

possess the privilege of having a demon

of distinction in waiting upon you, as

if you were Socrates, Merlin, or Doc

tor Faustus 2"

Truly, I am none of the three, nor Don

Diego of Madrid; but I pray you con

sider if such sorry people as Mr. Par

tridge, and his modern representative

Zadkiel, mere common almanac-mak

ers, are permitted to keep their pri

vate imps; if Mrs. Haydon is allowed a .

whole corps of rapping, and, for aught

that I know, strapping spirits in her

house in Harley-street; if every tramp

ing brunette of a gipsy has her fami

liar at command—nay, every wrinkled

old fortune-telling crone in the realm

her organ of communication with the

unseen world, in the form at least of a

black cat — surely I, who am one of

Apollo's clerks, to say nothing of my

other appointments, may be permitted

to retain a solitary poor devil by way

of a page or a valet, in my suite and

service. As to my familiar's name,

I neither know it, nor have I ever put

the question to him. He may be As

modeus or Mephistopheles, for aught

that I care, though I don't believe he

is a fiend of quite so high a position in

the world you wot of. However, his

name, whatever it may be, is probably

not a Christian one; and yet to ask

it would be like questioning him in his

catechism — a dangerous thing to do

with these demons, as everybody knows

who has had any dealings with them.

Well, after tapping the table, which

he did playfully and satirically, to

show his contempt for the spirits of the

rapping family, he desired to know

what I did lingering in the populous

city—

“Where houses thick and sewers annoy the air"—

when all the rest of mankind were

gone forth among “the pleasant vil

lages and farms adjoined,” to enjoy the

fresh breezes, the verdure of the fields,

and the song of the birds in every

bush.

I was gratified to hear him quote

Milton so familiarly; but being too

courteous to make a remark upon it,

I contented myself with answering his

civil question, pleading my manifold
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cares and concerns, clientships, trustee

ships, executorships, guardianships,

directorships, and the whole troop of

professional, social, and domestic obli

gations, overwhelming me as the

mountains did the Titans of old. In

all which there was, I confess, not a

little exaggeration; for I had always

the vanity of wishing to be thought a

busier and more important personage

than in reality I am.

“Nonsense,” said he: “the greater

a man's burthens, the more reason for

casting them from his shoulders. Why

the deuce, man”– I was diverted to

hear a demon use the expression—

“don’t you do as other men do—wind

up those affairs of yours in one way or

another; finish as much as you can ;

leave the rest to complete itself, and

away to the groves, if you are a poet

or a lover; to the brooks, ifyou are an

angler; or the sea, if your tastes are

nautical ?”

I sighed from the depths of my soul,

and said a demon little knew what it

was to be oppressed with human cares.

“Doesn't he, indeed?" replied he,

with a comical grin. “I suppose you

think we have no law business with us;

a very likely story in a country where

lawyers and attorneys are as plenty as

blackberries. Let me tell you, fair

sir, you are not the only person I know

of who has got more affairs on his

hands than he knows well how to get

through; — why, I'm on a tour of re

creation myself at this present mo

ment.”

From this I conjectured that my

spiritual friend was himself a lawyer or

solicitor; but I feared to ask him, lest

I should be mistaken, and offend him,

perhaps past forgiveness.

“So your worship is on a tour of re

creation?” I said, repeating his words.

“I have told you so,” replied he.

“You are a lucky devil,” said I.

“And you shall find me a good-na

tured one into the bargain,” he an

swered; “for I am ready to take you

with me, if you would prefer a ramble

in my company to lying there snoring

in your chair, and awaking to-morrow

to undergo all your vexations over

ain.”

“Will the tour be a long one?” I

inquired.

“By no means,” said he, “by the

conveyances I propose to take, and

with my knowledge of the geography

and the short-cuts.”

Vol. x1,.II.-NO. CCI,I.

“Expensive?" I demanded.

“Not half as expensive,” returned

the fiend, “as a single night in one of

the d–d hotels in this city of yours.

By-the-bye, if you have any friends

among the keepers of those houses,

#. them a word of warning ; they

ittle think what a reception we are

providing for them in the country I

come from.”

“A warm one, no doubt,” said I,

“having had personal experience of

the race of extortioners in question.”

“We are fitting up a great house

expressly for them," said the fiend,

with a terrible grin.

“A prison, of course?" quoth I.

“No ; not a prison,” he answered,

with a laugh at once malicious and

mysterious.

“A house of correction, then 2"

“No,” with another laugh of the

same kind.

“Prisons, jails, dungeons, peniten

tiaries; what other penal abodes are

there? Oh, I suppose you are pre

paring galleys for the scoundrels?"

“We are fitting up nothing else but

a GREAT IIotel, for them.”

Oh! the look and the laugh that ac

companied this revelation –although

not an innkeeper, I trembled with ter

ror.

Then he gave me some details of

this most appropriate punishment that

could possibly be inflicted on the Bo

nifaces; how they were to be arraigned

and convicted at their own bars; how

they were to be scorched, in secula secu

lorum, by their own wax-candles; how

all the caravanscrais in Turkey, and all

theinns in Russia and Spain were to give

up their legions of fleas to stock the bed

rooms with ; how they were to be in

exorably doomed to drink their own

wines pure; how they were to be

served and waited on through endless

ages by their own waiters; how their

own interminable bills were to be pre

sented to them every morning and

every night, while eternity lasted; and

how they were to be made to undergo

in the spirit what they had so ruthless

ly inflicted on others in the flesh—the

horrors of paying their own flagitious

reckonings. So minute, indeed, were

these infernal arrangements for the

entertainment of our earthly hosts,

that, taking a hint from the well

known proprietor of the Hotel

Gibbon at Lausanne, who had the ho

nour of originating the charge for

2 Q
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*reillage, it was admirably provided

that, while the hotel-keepers are never

permitted to slumber, by reason of the

armies of fleas, and other nocturnal

visitations, they are rigorously to be

made to pay through the nose for the

service of being roused from their beds

after nights of sleepless torment.

“Such place,” concluded my demon,

again quoting Milton, with a facetious

change of a word or two—

“‘Such place eternal justice has prepared

For those extortioners; here their prison ordained:

How very like the place from whence they fell.’”

By this, as well as his former quo

tation, I perceived that devils can

quote other books as well as Scripture

to the purpose. With mine Milton is

a favourite author; his command of our

great bard has often astonished and

pleased me. One cannot help praying

that Paradise may not be irretrievably

Lost to a being with so fine a taste for

poetry, let his faults be what they may.

Even thus was I fairly committed,

while I scarcely had my wits about

me, to an excursion in very question

able company.

“Good heaven!" I could not help re

flecting, when it was too late to retract,

“what will become ofme, if I am judged,

wherever we travel together, by the

old maxim, “noscitur a sociis P’ It was

a relief to me when I found my com

rade had no notion of a tour in any

part of our planet at all. When I

asked him where he proposed we should

ramble, he said he had a great mind to

take a few days' ride through the

Limbos.

“You have heard,” said he, “ of the

lands I speak of.”

“They lie on the frontier of your

native country," said I, nervously, not

liking to pronounce its name, not

indeed thinking it quite polite, even in

his ears.

“Exactly,” said the angel; “they

are to us what the principalities of

Moldavia and Wallachia are to the

Turks; those are the provinces I pro

pose that we should invade together.”

“And occupy like the Czar 2" said

I, similing.

“For a material guarantee,” he

added, grinning from ear to ear; and

mounting, at the same moment, an

invisible winged fiery cob, or pony

hippogriff, swift as the electric fluid it

self, he beckoned to me to jump on

the back of another that was just the

match of it—an order which, being un

der the influence, I suppose, of a certain

description of mental intoxication, I

obeyed without hesitation; nor had I

taken my seat two seconds before we

were several thousand leagues beyond

the farthest nebula yet discovered by

astronomers. If I had only borne a

commission from Professor Airey or

Lord Rosse, I could easily have brought

back news of several thousand new

comets, and nearly as many planets,

which we passed in our course, some of

them many times bigger than the great

est as yet known, and others so ridicu

lously minute that, as my guide said,

it was absurd to rank them as planets

at all, though the inhabitants, he as

sured me, believed themselves the

finest fellows in the universe, and that

the only use of all the rest of the spa

cious firmament was to save them a

few pounds of candles in the year.

We slackened our pace as we reach

ed what Lucretius not badly describes

as the “flammantia maenia mundi,”

and as we flew side by side, for it was

flying more than riding, says my de

mon abruptly—

“Have you ever read Bellarmine—

his treatise on purgatory, I mean 2"

It was easy to answer in the nega

tive, which I did; but the question

alarmed me, lest my companion should

differ from me in his religious opinions,

foreseeing how very unpleasant a

squabble on a point of doctrine might

be at such a distance from Christen

dom, and in such society. But there

was no danger; my friend was not con

troversially disposed any more than

myself; he only wanted to give me the

Cardinal's views as to the countries we

were bound for– namely, that they

were four in number, or rather that

the invisible abyss is divided into four

cantons, the lowest of all being the pro

vince of the unpronounceable name, de

signed for the attorneys, innkeepers,

and all malefactors like them; the se

cond the Purgatorio, where certain

souls satisfy divine justice by various

terms of suffering, from ten thousand

years up to as many millions—nay, per

haps billions, trillions, and quadrillions.

13ordering on this is the Limbo of in

fants, or little children who die unbap

tised; and lastly comes the Limbo

Patrum, which, having been designed

for the settlement of the good men

who died before the Christian era, and

who were then advanced to higher and



1853.] 573Eccursion to the Limbos.

happier seats, has ever since remained

vacant.

“One house to let,” said I, ventur

ing to be a little merry, as I perceived

the fiend himself had no great respect

for Cardinal Bellarmine's knowledge

of invisible topography.

“The very remark M. Drelincourt

makes in his Dialogue on the Descent

into Hades,” said my fellow-traveller;

“but, you must know that is the very

place I propose to take you to in the

first instance.”

“We shall, no doubt, find plenty

of room, by your account,” said I ;

“more room, I apprehend, than good

cheer.”

“I have never yet visited that limbo

myself,” replied the spirit: “but I

have reason to believe we shall not find

it as empty as Bellarmine states. A re

port goes that it has been lately turned

to another use, and is now the Limbo

of all abortive things.”

“Such a place would be curious to

visit,” I observed.

Then we jogged on a short billion

of miles or so, statute measure of the

Cosmos, neither of us speaking, but

both buried in thought and meditation.

For my part, I was internally deploring

that the opportunity I now enjoyed of

visiting those remote and marvellous

parts of the universe, had not fallen to

the lot of Baron Humboldt, or our own

Herschell, who would have profited by

it so much more than I could hope to do.

At length my sulphureous friend broke

silence, by exclaiming—

“What a well-informed divine Vir

gil was to know so accurately as he

did where the Limbo of little children

was situate, on the frontier of Ilades,

forming the very porch or entrance to
it—

“Infantumque animae ſlentes in limine primo ""

“How well put in is the flentest”

I observed.

“Continually crying, as usual, the

little imps,” said he. “No doubt, the

composition of the AEneid had many a

time been interrupted by the squalling

brats of the Roman matrons. The

it had often wished them in Limbo,

dare say.”

“And farther,” I added ; after

which I related the well-known mot

of Father O'Leary in defence of Purga

tory, which amused my good demon

immensely. He laughed so that you

could have heard him across the equi

noctial—his “ ho! hol ho!” resem

bling three distinct claps of the loudest

tropical thunder.

Very soon after we reached the vast

dismal frontier territory in question.

It was easily known what place it was

by the prodigious and pitiable clamour

that began to salute our ears; but

what else was to be expected where

so many millions of helpless babes

were congregated without a mother to

suckle, or a nurse to soothe them with

a rhyme or a lullaby 2 Methought that

some score of stepdames might have

been spared from another place to do

them a few maternal offices, or at least

a few she-wolves of the tender breed

that gave milk to the Roman twins.

My companion (probably from hav

ing no children of his own) showed

none of my tender parental feeling for

the mob of little squalling shadows

through which we pursued our way;

but was engaged in remarking what a

preposterous thing it was that the ves

tibule of Orcus should be a larger re

gion than Orcus itself; for, as he ar

gued, if we put together all the infants

who perish without baptism, including

not only those who died after birth,

but before it, and add the whole pro

bable number of human abortions,

from a variety of causes, physical and

moral, the total must amount to near

two-thirds of the human race. I sus

pect my spiritual friend overestimated

the contributions to the Limbos from

the last of the three sources; nor am

I sure that he did not borrow his cal

culations from Mr. Bayle, in his article

on Guy Patin.

“If you are right,” I observed, “we

cannot say of the Limbos of babes

what Horace says of the entire re

gion—

“. . domus exilis Plutonia ""

“Do you remember,” says he, “the

story Diogenes Laertius tells of his

namesake the cynic 2 Observing at

the city of Mindos what huge gates it

had for so small a place, he recom

mended the inhabitants to keep them

shut, lest the town should escape

through them.”

“Lord what a learned devil you

are " quoth I to myself; and, solilo
quising thus, we entered the Limbus

of the fathers, which we found by no

means such a vacant, desolate place as

Bellarmine would have led one to ex

pect. To be sure, there were no fa
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thers there, nor mothers cither; so

far his eminence was right; but the

lace was, nevertheless,crowded enough

in all conscience —in fact, the British

Museum is not more over-stocked ;

and, for objects of curiosity, you will

soon acknowledge, as I did, that the

Limbus we were then in is not to be

rivalled by that or any other museum

in the world.

It was now designated the Limbus

of all abortive things; in fact it is, with

respect to literature and art, science,

F.” and human knowledge and

uman devices in general, what the

Limbus of inſants and embryos is in

relation to the human race. Now, fi

gure to yourselves what a mighty space

that must be which contains all the

miscarriages, failures, fallacies, impos

tures, quackeries, chimeras, baſiled

hopes, idle fancies, frustrated designs,

unsuccessful enterprises and broken en

gagements of our vain, presumptuous,

restless, ambitious species ; all the

shrinkings of ill-weaved ambition; all

the shortcomings of audacious self

conceit; every bubble blown by knav

ery, admired by folly, and exploded

by timeand experience; hopes not to be

realised; projects not to be executed;

foundations without superstructures;

things begun, never to be finished;

Daedalian contrivances; Icarian ſai

lures; the flights of Phaetons, and toils

of Sysiphus.

The fiend was pleased to find the

report true to which he had before al

luded; only he suspected, and I be

lieve with reason, that the Limbo we

had now reached was identical with

that known so well as the Paradise of

Fools.

“Ha!” he cried, “it is even as I an

ticipated. You shall see something to

repay the fatigue of the long jaunt you

have had through the airy wilderness.

See, we are now in the district or coun

try of Bubbles. You will recognise the

originals of many impositions and de

lusions that you have met with in your

reading—may, many that have made a

noise in your own time; for, no sooner

is a bubble burst to human observation,

than it is borne upwards or down

wards (mathematically or astronomical

ly speaking either expression is equally

correct), and transported hither, where

it remains for ever a perpetual memo

rial of human ingenuity, knavery, and

folly.”

Curious and amazing, indeed, be

yond description, was the show that

then presented itself. There I saw

preserved, in their original dimensions,

with their gay colours as fresh as when

the breath of rogues or fanatics first

inflated them, all the celebrated bubbles

on record. The air was full of them,

floating like balloons of all sizes and

hues. The arrangement was not at all

unlike that adopted in the Crystal

Palace, there being a separate compart

ment or district for each class of ob

jects; as, for instance, the bubbles of

antiquity; those of the middle ages;

those of more recent date, even down

to the present day; with subdivisions

for literature, politics, arts and

sciences, religion, and soforth. In

the modern chamber, which is the first

you enter, we were pleased to see the

table-turning imposition already regis

tered and deposited. What we saw,

was a vast, unsubstantial, circular

board, infinitely larger than that in

King Arthur's banquet-hall—perhaps

not much less than one of Saturn's

rings—with a circle of shadowy gulls

and simpletons about it; their hands

linked, and all spinning round toge

ther, with their lack-lustre eyes staring

on vacancy, and their mouths open in

the usual manner of gaping idiots. The

fiend laughed again in his own thun

derous way; and had the malice to

give the table a violent push, which

set it twirling with vastly-increased ra

Fº so fast, indeed, that I quite

ost sight of the ring of fools, who

seemed nothing any longer but a cir

cular wreath of mist, apparently sta

tionary.

“Now are the poor fools in Paradise,

at any rate,” I thought to myself, hoping,

I must own, that some boobies of my

own acquaintance—whom I shall not

name—were among the invisible re

volvers.

A similar group we found dancing

round a hat, big enough for the head

of Orion, which was frisking round

along with them; and will frisk, I sup

pose, until time shall be no more.

Not far from where these ridiculous

rotations were going forward, we came

to what seemed to me a vast pond or

lake, probably as large as the lake of

Constance or Geneva. It was, in re.

ality, an enormous cold bath, in which a

multitude of poor, lean, shivering ghosts

were seen sousing themselves with the

utmost enthusiasm; and only pausing

now and then to drink up the cold wa



1853.] 575Eccursion to the Limbos.

ter with the same avidity. To me

they had, indeed, a porous appear

ance, as if they were made of sponge,

capable of soaking up any quantity of

moisture, and giving it out again, on

being duly squeezed or wrung out like

a napkin. ð. mentioning this idea to

my cicerone, he “grinned horribly a

ghastly smile ;” and snapping up one

of the miserable dripping spectres who

happened to be nearest, he gave him a

squeeze, as if he had been a lemon.

You would never believe me were I

to tell you the number of tons of cold

water that gushed and squirted in all

directions out of him. But truth is

truth; and I vow and protest, that

100,000,000 cubic feet of water came

from the wretch's extremities alone.

I saw other hydropathic apparitions

standing under cataracts equal to ten

Niagaras, by way of douche baths;

while some were moving about, wrap

ped up in sheets, as if they had carried

off their graveclothes along with them.

The mere sight of the poor, chilly,

half-drowned simpletons gave me a

frightful catarrh; and even my friend,

warm as his constitution was, com

plained of a twinge of the rheumatism;

so that we were very glad to leave the

infernal Graffenberg behind us for

other curiosities, which we might in

spect with safety.

The mesmeric bubble detained us

a long time. We tried sundry ex

periments on the sleepers, cutting off

their heads while they dozed, which

they did not seem to mind more than

if we had only tweaked their noses.

We turned one gentleman inside

out, like a glove, without awakening

him; we requested another to tell us

what it was that was always boiling

and seething in the bowels of the

earth, producing earthquakes and vol

canos. He knew all that was going on

there, as if it had been his own kitch

en; and when we asked him how he

managed to see to so vast a depth,

he assured us his occiput was the

part of his head he saw best with ;

and spoke of his eyes as very poor

organs, indeed, for mere visual pur

ses.

The medical department which ad

joined was of , incredible extent.

There were marshalled all the quack

eries that ever flourished. There we

saw all the celebrated charlatans, St.

John Long and Mr. Morrison, among

others; and an army of hypochondriacs

of both sexes, but the female chiefly,

consisting of a thousand millions, at

the lowest estimate. The number of

phials was as much beyond my power

to count as the grains of sand on the

sea-shore. The panaceas and elixirs

vitae were alone enough to fill a mu

seum. Observing an immense cloud

of dust of various colours in one cor

ner of this section, I was told it con

sisted of the powders of a thousand

doctors, including, no doubt, the fa

mous powder for killing fleas, which

made a certain French mountebank so

renowned. In a vast cabinet, or me

dicine chest, not far distant, was the

original antimony-pill of Paracelsus;

next it was the celebrated anti-earth

quake pill, that was so much in vogue

in London after the destruction of

Lisbon ; but, of pills in general, I

may say that there was quite a uni

verse of them. I saw Morrison's,

IIolloway's, Cockle's, and the Widow

Welch's. On some shelves the boxes

were bursting; and their contents, fall

ing to the ground, looked like nothing

so much as storms of hail seen from a

little distance. In fact, I took them

to be hail, until I observed some of

the most gluttonous of the hypochon

driacs gathering them up in baskets,

and swallowing them down as if they

had been so many sugar-plums.

My companion, spying a box that

was labelled as a sovereign remedy for

the rheumatism, bolted the whole of it,

containing about a thousand pills at

the least, but was not much better for

the dose. For my part, I knew the

uselessness of all such nostrums too

well to try them, and I was not a little

vain of having more sense and expe

rience, on one point at least, than a

demon.

Coming to the machinery depart

ment, there was such a clatter "of

wheels and pulleys, combined in all

possible ways, that the noise was deaf

ening. These were the various prac

tical solutions of the problem of the

º motion. IIard by were to

e seen a number of mathematical

mountebanks, busy squaring circles,

trisecting angles, and doubling cubes.

I was not in the least surprised to find

also, in the same division, the existing

contrivances for warming and ventilat

ing the Houses of Parliament, with the

plan for purifying the Thames, and the

wonderful system in force for enforcing

the responsibility of railway companies
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and their servants. The latter was

one of the most admirable bubbles in

the entire collection.

The library of this Limbus was one

of its most remarkable curiosities: it

consisted of all the unfinished works of

authors in all languages, from the

dawn of letters to the present day.

There were all the splendid ideas of

poems, histories, romances, and com

positions of every class, which those who

conceived never executed or com

pleted. There were shelves of abor

tive epics (John Dryden's, alas! among

the number), and cases of embryo trea

tises on every art and science under

the sun. The very catalogue exceeded

in extent the Bodleian. What an il

lustration of human presumption and

human weakness was the enormous

ccllection of prospectuses there accu

mulated in eternam memoriam / Alas!

I saw there some of my own literary

designs; for there is nothing too

small, as there is nothing too large for

this vast supernatural repertory. In

the dramatic department it was most

entertaining to remark the number of

tragedies which had turned out farces,

and the number of farces and comedies

which had, on the contrary, contributed

to the seriousness and sorrows of the

world. In the department of biogra

phy and memoirs, the library, too, was

exceedingly rich. There was the no

torious life of Bacon that overlooked

his philosophy, and that of the Duke

of Marlborough, with his military ca

reer left out. Just as we were leaving

this section, they were bringing in a new

work, to add it to the collection. My

eyes may have deceived me, but it

looked exceedingly like the memoirs

of a late eminent Irish poet, edited by

a noble lord.

In political pamphlets, it is impos

sible to imagine a library half so com

plete, but we preferred visiting the de

partment where the political bubbles

themselves are preserved for the edi

fication or amusement of men and an

gels.

First and most conspicuous, not only

by its huge size, but by its glitter,

was the existing French empire. Its

glitter was evidently false; that of foil

and tinsel—not of gold, or even silver.

I observed to my comrade that as the

bubble had not yet burst, it had got

into Limbo before its time. His ex

planation was, that the Commissioners

of Abortions have a power to forestall

the proper period for lodging a bubble

or public delusion, in cases where the

period of explosion is sure to arrive,

though never so long delayed. But

the Empire was only the last of a long

series of political impostures furnished

to the collection by our versatile French

neighbours. I saw all their constitu

tions in order, from 1789 to the pre

sent hour. They were very conve

niently and neatly disposed in the pi

geon-hole escritoire of the Abbé de

Siéyes, from which some of them had

originally been produced. Our own

dear country had furnished some curi

osities too, particularly projects to pay

off the national debt, plans of sanatory

reform, schemes for national education,

and a number of charming dreamy un

dertakings to reconcile the punishment

of crime with the comforts and luxu

ries of criminals, and make prisons and

penitentiaries as like snug, commo

dious and handsome country-houses as

possible. We had also contributed

two superb bubbles, long since burst

and vanished into air, called Annual

Parliaments and Universal Suffrage;

to which there were recently added

from Ireland another brace—namely,

Tenant Right and the Repeal of the

Union.

The mention of Ireland, by-the-bye,

reminds me that in the Library I ob

served the Pacata Hibernia lying on

the floor. It turned out, on inquiry,

that it had long ago been placed on

the shelf as one of the most visionary

and hopeless of human projects; but

the course of recent events having most

perversely and inexplicably belied and

frustrated Fate itself, the Commis

sioners had lately taken it down, and

erased it from the catalogue.

We had now got nearly enough of

abortions and such like curiosities, and

began to think the Limbo had not got

much more to show, when we were

abruptly accosted by a shadow who

stood there, officiating as a guide or

porter, I fancy, and who, pointing

with his skeleton finger in a particular

direction, informed us that we must go

that way if we desired to see the Pa

norama of Human Knowledge. This,
he added, was a sight better worth see

ing than anything we had yet beheld,

which we did not believe, but still al

lowed ourselves to be directed by him.

A short walkthrough a dismal, dusky

avenue led us to the Panorama. The

name was not particularly appropriate.
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The place where we stood was the brink

of a stupendous precipice, or more like

the edge of a bank of clouds, floating

high in the ether. Fearfully approach

ing the margin, I looked over, as I

was desired, but with extreme caution,

the height was so dizzy.

“I see nothing,” I cried, “but

something resembling a boundless dark

sea, greater than the Atlantic, Pacific,

and Indian oceans united in one ex

panse.”

The blackness of this mighty tract

seemed to my sight, though I strained

it to the uttermost, perfectly monoto

nous, unbroken by the smallest lumi

nous streak or speck. It was sublime,

but inelancholy and gloomy to a degree

that made one shudder.

My companic n, having sharpersight,

as became a being of his order, soon,

however, began to discern a small white

spot in the midst of the infinite black

ness, and pronounced it to be an islet,

something like the rock of St. Helena.

“It is so,” said the shadow, who had

followed us; and at the same moment

I also perceived the speck with the

help of a great telescope, which he

placed in my hands.

“What a monstrous disproportion,”

I cried, “between light and darkness!

But where is the Panorama you pro

mised us a sight of 2"

“Stupid.” exclaimed the fiend. “I

now understand what it is that lies

before us. That infinitesimal spot,

that mere point of light, not bigger

than one of the asteroids, is, no doubt,

the entire circle of your boasted know

ledge and learning, the sum-total of all

your advances in every branch of

science and erudition. Pitiful as yon

speck in the ocean is, you must divide

it among all your sages, and philoso

phers, and authors, and discoverers, of

all kinds, since the beginning of the

world. Possibly in a thousand mil

lions of years it may become visible

without the help of the telescope:

hardly much sooner, I calculate.”

My feelings were hurt by the tone

of mockery the demon assumed so very

unseasonably, for I required no hum

bling at that moment. I gazed on the

prospect beneath me with a sentiment

of the deepest humiliation, not un

mingled with filt despair, when I cast

my eyes to the right and left over that

measureless empire of darkness, so

profound, so illimitable, so triumphant.

We were now much nearer Purga

tory than I had ever dreamed of find

ing myself; in fact nearer than was

comfortable; for though the actual

distance was 29,000,000,000 geogra

phical miles as the crow flies, the mer

cury boiled in my pocket-barometer,

and the buttons on my coat were on the

point of melting. At this you will

not be surprised, when I remind you

that it is agreed by all the most learned

Catholic doctors that the quantity of

fire and actual heat in the Purgatorio

is equal to that in the Inferio—the

duration of torment making the only

difference between the two places.

Be this as it may, I never got such a

broiling. My companion offered to

give me a plunge in the hydropathic

lake, but I begged of him to conduct

meback to my chambers, being anxious,

fevered as I was, to take a few notes of

my journey while my impressions were

vivid.

This he obligingly did ; and it will

probably be at least a month before

we take another excursion together.
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THE DREAM OF RAVAN.-A MYSTERY.

PAkt in.

The first Kanda closed with the con

solation of Mandodari. At the open

ing of the second, Ravan resumes the

narration of his dream. It chances

that while he lies asleep, overpowered

with the heat, at the base of an ancient

column or obelisk, on the banks of a

mighty river, Zingarel, who had been

watching at his side, rises, with that

indomitable thirst for knowledge which

distinguishes the sex, to scan more in

tently the curious characters and hiero

glyphics, that cover the time-worn

monument. In her tip-toe eagerness

to accomplish this, the clasps, which

fasten Chrystalline on her arm, give

way, and the amulet drops, without

her being sensible of the loss, into the

bosom of Ravan. Fatal loss | Fatal

female curiosity that occasioned it !

The talisman that ensured her safety,

and averted evil, no longer guards her;

and misfortune is, for a time, mistress

of her destiny. A dark, terrible object

in the adjacent waters now fixes her

attention, by its mass, its wonderful

shape, its strange utterings, and its

motions so indicative of power. Is it

Leviathan, or Behemoth, or one of

those creatures of the gigantic saurian

tribe, that possessed our fenny world

and its waters, before it was yet trod

den by the foot and gladdened by the

voice of man 2 The description given

of this great creature of the deep, re

minds us of the magnificent picture in

Job, of him who is styled “king over

all the children of pride”:—

“By his necsings a light doth shine;

And his eyelids are like the eyelids of the

morning.

Out of his mouth go burning lamps;

And sparks of fire leap out.

Out of his nostrils goeth smoke,

As out of a seething pot or cauldron.

His breath kindleth coals,

And a flame goeth out of his mouth."

The great creature advances, seizes,

and carries off Zingarel. Awakened

by her screams, Ravan rushes into the

river to her rescue, and puts forth all

his Titanic strength to arrest the mon

ster's course; but in vain.

“The sword of him that layeth at him ean

not hold;

The spear, the dart, nor the habergeon.

He esteemeth iron as straw,

And brass as rotten wood.

Darts are counted as stubble !

He laugheth at the shaking of a spear.

He maketh the deep to boil like a pot:

Ile maketh the sea like a pot of ointment.

He maketh a path to shine after him:

One would think the deep to be hoary.”

And thus, cleaving his path through

the foaming billows of the river, the

amorphous ravisher of Zingarel makes

for the depths of the ocean; whilst she,

borne weeping and reluctant upon his

scaly back, extends her arms to the

shore, calling out in her sense of utter

isolation,

- dinám man-dina-vatsala,

kathan-vityajase, rajan, bhitam, asmin,

sarijjale !

O king, to the wretched so tender,

Poor me, in this river water terrified, how

canst thou thus abandon 2

Bafiled and stupified with grief,

Ravan stands in the water, gazing upon

the receding monster, when, smiting

his bosom in a sudden movement of

despair, his hand strikes against the

talisman, which, till then he had never

noticed. Aware of its importance to

the welfare of Zingarel, and of the

fatal consequences which must result

from its loss, of which he has already

had this terrible sample, he resolves

to make one last, desperate effort;

and, if he cannot rescue her from the

monster, at least restore to her posses

sion the amulet, on which her safety

depended, and through which she

might yet escape the dark fate that

seemed impending over her. He seeks

the cave of some IDivars, a species of

eastern Tritons, and taking off his ten

fold, gemmed tiara, , and his heavy

collar formed of the large pearls ob

tained in the fishery of Lanka, or

Ceylon, tenders them to the Divars

for their aid. The eyes of the Divars

glisten at the sight of the promised

reward, and they eagerly accept his
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proposal; but all is nearly lost by the

greediness, mutual envy, and perverse

ness of the Divars' wives, who no

sooner behold the sparkling jewels

proffered by Ravan, than they com

mence fighting for their possession,

and raise such a horrible clamour in

the cave, that the Divars beseech

Ravan to take his gems away, as the

only mode of restoring peace among

their females. This proposal, how

ever, brings the latter to their senses;

and, sooner than lose the treasure alto

gether, they come to the curious com

promise, that the jewels shall be con

sidered common property; but, that,

at every new moon, they, the Divars'

wives, shall all be weighed, and the

heaviest shall have the first choice of

the jewels for that month; the next

heaviest the second choice, and so on

to the end. No sooner has this com

pact been made, than they all fall to

eating voraciously, in hopes of better

ing their chance of success; and, thus

released, the Divars yoke their sea

chariot, an enormous shell, to a train

of gigantic, red, shrimplike sea-horses;

and, placing Ravan in the seat of

honour, and taking their tridents and

harpoons, proceed rapidly to sea, in

pursuit of the saurian monster.

As soon as they come near enough

to give some hope of accomplishing

their object, Ravan is desirous that

the Divars shall approach the monster

cautiously from behind. But they are

mad with wine, with the excitement of

the pursuit, and with the hope of se

curing the splendid recompense before

them. They pay no heed, therefore,

to his entreaties, but rush right upon

the creature's flank, and receive, in

consequence, a stroke from his power

ful flipper, which crushes two of the

red sea horses, and nearly sends the

whole equipage, and those within it,

to the bottom. Warned by this cala

mity, the Divars cut the traces of the

slain horses, and fall back to the rear.

But here a violent lash of the monster's

tail covers them with a deluge of foam,

and creates an abyss in which they are

nearly engulphed. Emerging from

this second danger, they are averted

from further effort, by a warning voice

in the air, and they behold the hoary

form of Lingastya—the ancient Rishi

of the Sea, one of the favourite chil

dren of Varuna, the Hindu Neptune,

who, sitting at a distance in his conch,

with his two green-haired daughters,

cautions them against further approach

to this terrible monster. Ravan is

fain to submit to the voice of Lin

gastya, whose experience has given

him a prophetic power like that of

Proteus. Taking a last look at Zin

garel, he beholds her standing on the

back of the giant alligator, with her

arms outstretched towards him; and,

holding up Chrystalline to her view,

he flings the talisman with all his force

towards her. The little sea-cow, by

some secret sympathy and power on

her own element, guides the flight of

her crystal grotto straight to the hands

of Zingarel, who receives it in her out

spread scarf, and is filled with joy and

courage at its repossession—with a sad

smile she waves her scarf to Ravan—

et “longum Vale, Vale!" inquit—

Here the good Mandodari is heard to

sigh; and as, according to the etiquette

of all Eastern courts, it is considered of

rigor to re-echo the slightest feelings

and sentiments of royal personages,

the whole of the assembly take up the

sorrowful utterance, and sigh, or feign

to sigh, in unison with her. The at

tempt proves distressing to some of the

old Rishis, and veteran Senapatis, and

ludicrous on the part of others; and

the effect of the whole is to produce

a very singular and undignified com

bination of sounds, which interrupt

the Titan's narrative, and try his pa

tience for a full quarter of an hour.

Silence and decorum being at length

restored, he proceeds with his tale.

He remained—thus runs his rela

tion—long in a state of stupid ab

straction, gazing vacantly on the black

but ever-lessening shadow which the

receding monster interposed between

himselfand the setting sun, and scarcely

daring to contemplate in its realit

the great change which had thus fallen

upon his existence. He is at last

roused to a sense of the present by the

Divars, who are anxious to return to

their cavern, not only to claim their

reward, having accomplished at least

one great object of their attempt, the

restoral of the talisman; but also, be

cause, judging, ſrom what they had

seen when setting out, they begin to

entertain serious apprehensions of not

finding any supper left, if they do not

reachiomé as soon as possible. Ravan

returns to the cavern, and pays the

Divars the promised reward. He
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would fain have rested that night

there, but finds it impossible. The

1)ivars' wives resolve upon being

weighed immediately, to decide pos

session till the next new moon. The

Divars, having their appetite sharpen

ed by their exertions, and the keen

air of the winter sea, insist upon first

having their supper ; and, pressing

the matter, find their worst forebod

ings realised. The women have eaten

up everything ! The result of such a

discovery in a Triton's cave may be

anticipated. The Divars resort to

blows, their wives to that weapon,

which female Tritons, in all times and

places, have ever used with so sharp

and shrill an edge.

In addition to these sources of dis

turbance, the whole neighbourhood

resounds with the cries of thousands

of wild asses, inhabited by the spirits

of men, who, having been cruel to

their animals and servants in a former

life, are now condemned to wander in

brute form, in this desolate region,

bearing the burthens and blows of

their hard taskmasters, the Divars.

The variety of sad tones in which these

creatures cry out to each other through

the night, proves that they still retain

their human knowledge and feelings;

and the effect, joined to the incessant

sound of blows, and the shrill scream

ing and invectives of the Divars' wives,

is so distracting, that Itavan rushes

out of the cavern, and throwing him

self upon the back of one of the wild

asses, plunges into the deep gloom

and silence of the faintly starlit desert.

All night long rode he through the

dreary waste, amid silence and deso

lation. As soon as the morning

dawned, and the sun had advanced

well up the sky, he began to be con

scious of some phenomena which he

had experienced once before, on his

first entry into the silent land in com

pany with Zingarel. He beheld in the

distance, in the midst of this arid and

treeless desert, extensive lakes of cool,

blue water, studded with verdant is

lands, and surrounded by groves of the

most refreshing green. This was the

“mriga-jala"—the “deer-water” or

blue mirage, which mocked the desire,

and ever fled at his approach ; the ii

lusive water.brook, after which the

weary hart panteth in the wilderness;

emblem of the desires and hopes of

this false world, which appear so invit

ing and beautiful afar off, but which

ever fly the pursuit, and at last vanish,

perhaps when apparently on the point

of being attained, and leave the disap

pointed soul, which has so long wasted

its divine energies on the vain pursuit,

in bitterness and blank despair :

The second delusion sometimes ac

companied the first, but was frequently

seen alone. It consisted of an assemi

blage of gorgeous castles, towers and

alaces, rising afar off, in mid air, or

in the sky, tinted often with all the

glorious hues of sunset, and resembling

those inefiable vistas into eternity,

which some sunsets, and some music

alone, present upon this earth to the

soul of the longing gazer, and en

tranced listener. This was the “Gand

harva-nagari,” the “Gandharva-city.”

or assemblage of fairy palaces, which

resulted from the white mirage, and

presented a mournful emblem of those

beautiful and magnificent Castles,

which the poor human soul builds with

so much labour in the air, to vauish in

a monient.

The third was the semblance of a

black, wavering vapour, that seemed

ever to flutter before the eyes in the

sunshine, but which you could never

fix by a steady gaze. Ever and anon

it seemed to glimmer black before you,

but, look fixedly, it was gone; relax

the tension of your gaze, and there it

wavered again. This was the greatest

delusion of the three ; for it deluded

not the eye merely, but the mind. As

the blue and white mirage, operating

in space, and altering its relations, in

verted real objects, and produced phan

tasmal representations of unreal ones;

so this, operating in, and altering the

relations of time, inverted real events,

and ſº illusive phantasms of

unreal ones. Itavan felt himself re

membering the events which had hap

pened to-morrow; and looking for

ward, with expectation, to those which

would happen yesterday. He lived in

future ages. He looked forward to

the arrival of the past. The destruc

tion of the universe by the sword

shaped comet of Kalki, the tenth

Avatar, was gone by. Its first pro

duction by Bramha — its successive

preservation in three deluges, by the

Fish, the Tortoise, and the Boar

Avatars, were yet to come. Such was

the offect of the “Kala-Vivarta,” the

“Islack Miirage” or “Mirage of Time.”

Through these deiusions he pro

ceeded for two days and nights without
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refreshment, or sense of fatigue, deep

sorrow supporting, and being assuaged

by, the prolonged physical exertion.

On the third night, when it was

towards dawn, and the waning moon

was just going down among the western

sandhills, he observed a singular ap

pearance upon the eastern mountains,

upon which the last pale glimmer of

her departing radiance was now pro

jected. A dark, undulating, broad

shadow came waving over the side of

the mountains, from the summit down

ward, like that cast by the rapid flitting

of autumn clouds over a field of grass

or corn. But not a cloud was then in

the sky. As the moving shadow ex

tended into, and darkened the plain,

it looked like a black mantle or sheet

covering the ground for miles, and

moving close to the earth. He paused

in curiosity to watch this phenomenon;

and, as it approached and passed the

spot on which he stood, he observed

with astonishment, not unmixed with

terror, that it consisted of an army of

millions of black wolves, proceeding

in marshalled order and dead silence

across the plain, in the direction of

the setting moon. The vision—for he

could not tell whether they were living

creatures, or mere phantasms—lasted

for about half-an-hour, and then gra

dually disappeared to the west, leaving

a chill upon his feelings that made

him anxiously long for the morning.

Often did he turn to the east to catch,

across the faint twilight, some glimpse

of orient red heralding the rising sun.

But no ruddy golden glow flushed the

horizon. No sun arose that mournful

day. He lay sleeping in his clouds

in some far off, misty chamber, “care

less of the voice of the morning.” At

last, when the hour arrived that the

day should have broken, and his light

should have been gladdening the hills,

Ravan beheld, in his stead, a black

comet rise in the east, with its nucleus

in the Zenith, and its tail—in which,

by some strange effect of refraction,

he saw a terrific and magnified image of

himself, pointing downwards towards

the earth, looming, in its rise, larger

and larger, and nearer and nearer–

till its distinct outline was lost in its

immense spread and proximity, and

he was only conscious of a black tem

st— as yet silent, collected, and as

it were, brooding — advancing imper

ceptibly over the earth.

While reflecting upon the meaning

of this strange portent, other ominous

signs began to show themselves. A

lurid, coppery glow crept gradually up

the horizon. The wind began to blow

at intervals in low, mournful gusts,

and then suddenly to cease. Flocks

of birds came wheeling and screaming

over his head, and groups of wild dogs,

jackals, and other beasts of the desert,

darted suddenly past, uttering cries

indicative of distress and supernatural

terror. The wild ass on which he

rode at last lay down beneath him,

and buried its nose in the sand ; and,

finding no effort of his could induce it

to rise, he left it to its fate, and stag

gered on alone, dismayed by the ap

pearances of change and elemental

convulsion that gathered more thickly

around him at every step. At last, a

deep hollow sound, as of roaring waters

in the distance, burst upon his ear, and

hastened his flight. The great blue

river, at whose embouchure Zingarel

had been borne off, had burst its

bounds to the right; while the sea

itself, overleaping its barriers to the

south, was advancing to cut off retreat

in that direction. The coppery glow

of the horizon deepened upward into

a dark, inky purple—the low murmur

ing of the wind gradually swelled to a

roar; red and blue flashes of light shot

athwart the gloom, amid sharp crashes

of thunder—and all nature seemed re

turning again to chaos. darkness, and

whirlwind. Above, blackness, tempest,

red lightning, and waterspout; below,

the river and the ocean roaring along,

and covering the earth — the Maha

Pralaya, or great dissolution of all

things, was at hand, and escape ap

peared hopeless. In this crisis, Itavan

clambered to the top of an ancient

yramidical temple of the Goddess

ſma, or Bhavani, which stood aban

doned in the desert, and there awaited

his fate. It was time that he did so;

for the waters now covered the whole

face of the desert, and threatened,

before many hours were past, to sub

merge even the lofty temple where he

had taken refuge. At this crisis he

discerns a large object looming through

the darkness, and apparently advanc

ing towards him on the face of the

waters. As it approaches, he perceives

it to have the semblance of a ship; and,

to his inexpressible relief, it stops on

arriving opposite the temple. But

there is something mysterious, some

thing supernatural or spiritual (adhy
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atmika) in this dim, phantasmal ship.

Its outline is nowhere sharp and firin,

but wavy and ragged, like a swaying

cloud; it has neither helm nor sails,

and appears to move and to stop at

will. There are human figures on

board; but they appear shadowy, and

almost transparent; they neither speak

nor move, but seem wrapt in Samadhi,

or the profound trance of religious

contemplation. Their attire, too, is

of a fashion now unknown. Still, it

strikes Ravan as not wholly new ; and,

on taxing his memory, he remembers

with astonishment, that he has seen

them all in the religious paintings

which adorn the walls of his eastern

palace. Eight of the parties who oc

cupied the centre, seven surrounding

in a semicircle, one apparently greater

than the rest— all wore matted hair

coiled up into a pyramid above the

head, and garments of bark. The

central personage had one arm and

one leg stiffened and shrunk, as if he

had been standing for years, or cen

turies, in a penitential attitude, which

destroyed their natural functions. In

him Ravan recognised with awe no

less a personage than Satyavrata, or

Manu Vaivasvata (the Hindu Noah);

and in his seven attendants, the seven

Rishis, or holy sages, Bhrigu, Marichi,

Atri, Angiras, Pulastya, Kratu, and

Vashista, who are preserved with him

in the ark, in the dissolution of all

things, by the Fish Avatar. This

phantom ship, then, can be no other

than Manu's Ark; and he now com

prehends how it moved without sails

or rudder, being fastened by a rope to

the horn of the divine fish. But if

this be the ark of Manu, the deluge

must indeed be once more upon the

earth ! What, then, can be the fate of

Zingarel 2 Lanka too must have been

submerged, and Sita and Rama must

both have perished 1

Here Mandodari

voice:—

“Ah ! Ravan, so it was of Sita's

perishing you thought ! You could

not spare a thought for poor Man

dodari | Nor for your sister, the long

nailed Shurpa-Nakha now slit both of

nose and ears ; nor for the dark-eyed

Sulochana, the noble widow of our

brave Indrajit ! And yet, to my mind,

some of us might be reckoned as wor

thy of being remembered as she ; for

although she has, beyond doubt, a

beautiful face—which I should be sorry

to disparage—she is, as compared with

some of us, deficient in majestic round

ness of proportion, and looks rather

uncomfortably bare about the neck.”

“She is quite scraggy,” said Shur

pa-Nakha.

“She is crooked in the spine,” said

Mahodari.

“She has the voice of a peacock,”

said Anunaska.

“She has elephant ankles,”

Panka-Magna.

“She is very proud,” said Ahankara.

“She is very sly,” said Gupta.

IRavan bit his lips at this interrup

tion, and the unpleasant turn of the

remarks; and, turning to Sulochana,

said with bitterness—

“Well, Sulochana, you have not

yet spoken. What is your accusation

against Sita ?”

“Sita,” replied the noble widow of

Indrajit—“Sita is the most beautiful

woman, the truest lady, the most heroic

wife, and the most translucent, child

like soul that walks the earth. Would

she were my sister, and would that she

were sent back with honour to her

husband "

This generous tribute from her,

whom Sita's brother-in-law had made

a widow, drew a spontaneous burst of

applause from the whole assembly, and

gratified Ravan, in spite of the rebuke

to himself contained in the closing

wish.

He now resumes his narrative—

While gazing with wonder at the

phantom ship, and the motionless sta

tues seated upon the deck, he observes

three other figures emerge from the

interior of the vessel. One he knows,

by his rainbow wings and antelope eyes,

to be the beautiful Gandharva Davini.

The second he concludes, from the re

semblance he bears to his portraits, to

be the compassionate Muni Ke. In

the third, to his astonishment and de

light, he recognises one of his own

Titan followers, the Rakshas Surang,

whom he thought far away in his own

Lanka. He had no time to speculate

how these parties, especially the latter,

came to be in the ark of Manu, for the

Rakshas Surang immediately plunged

into the water, and, swimming towards

him, touched his feet respectfully with

his hands, and then, taking him on his

back, bore him safely through the

water, and landed him in the ark.

Here, the Muni Ke putting his finger

to his lips to enjoin absolute silence,

said in a low

said
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the three went forward with Ravan,

and sat down apart from the contem

plating Rishis. The ship now moved

forward again with velocity, and Ravan

could discover by the immense mass of

hosphoric light extending before the

i. the dim outlines of the Fish that

towed it through the waves. About a

yojana in front rose the golden horn,
round which was fastened the cable

which drew it. On—on—went the

ship through the desolate ocean. In

the monotony of motion, the dead si

lence, and dreary sameness of view on

every side, Ravan lost all sense of time.

It might be only hours; but it seemed

to him years, centuries, ages, that they

thus careered through the boundless

waters. At last, the monotony was

broken. A roar was heard in the dis

tance; and they beheld, as it were, a

cloudy pillar, emerge out of the sea,

and again sink back out of sight.

As the ship approached, the linea

ment of THE THING became dimly dis

cernible. It resembled, in the lower

part, a stupendous conch-shell, out of

which emerged what seemed the shell

dappled neck of a gigantic horse,

bristing with a mane of branching

corals, and surmounted by an enor

mous, jagged, crustaceous boar's head,

turned upwards, and armed with a

multitude of tusks, like the barbed

weapon of the sword-fish. At the root

of the neck were two rotating arms,

which produced a whirlpool in the

water round, like those at the head of

the Vorticella. It was no other than

HAYA-GRIva or “ IIorse-NEck,” the

famous SHANKAsura, or SHELL-DEMON,

who stole the Vedas out of Bramha's

mouth, when he fell asleep, and hid

them in the sea; and whom it is one

of the purposes of Vishnu, in the Fish

Avatar, to slay, in order to their re

covery. This conflict is now, therefore,

imminent. The Shell-demon and the

Fish are almost in contact, the former

coming up under the very bows of

the ship, in order to attack the Fish

from behind, and keeping nothing but

his enormous tusk-armed head above

water. Ravan rushes forward to catch

a nearer glimpse of the monster; and,

stooping imprudently over, loses his

balance, and falls headlong, encum

bered as he is with his armour, into

the open, upturned mouth of the

Shankasura. A moment longer, and

he had been crushed ; but the faithful

Rakshas Surang, who never quitted

his side, catches his mantle as he falls,

and, though too late to break the

crushing shock of the fall upon the

monster's barbed tusks, he is enabled

to draw him up in time, and thus save

him from utter destruction. The com

bat, meantime, twixt Haya-Griva and

the Fish has commenced ; but Ravan

lies unconscious of its issues. Stunned

by the fall, bruised by his own armour,

and lacerated by the jagged tusks of

the monster, he lies fainting and bleed

ing in a corner of the ark, till the

benignant Muni Ke approaches, raises

him up, and stripping him, with the

assistance of the Gandharva Davini, of

his heavy armour, washes his lacerated

breast and arm, and pours down his lips

a draft of Amrita, or celestial elixir

vitae, which preserves his life, but pro

longs his insensibility.

In one interval of dreamy conscious

ness, which broke, for a brief period,

this salutary state of lethargy, he heard

the following hymn chanted in the

deep tones cf Satyavrata, or Manu,

surnamed Vaivasvata the “Child of

the Sun" : —

HYMN of satyavnAtA IN THE ARK To VISHNU, As THE ETERNAL ILLUMINATor,

AND SUPREME GURU, OR SPIRITUAL DIRECTOR OF SOULs.

O thou, thro' whose favour spirits sick with the moils of the world,

Which hath its roots in self-consciousness disturbed by primordial error,

Here find an asylum, to whom they attain, the bestower of freedom,

Thou art, oh! Lord, our Guru, our Spiritual Teacher—Supreme.

This race of man unillumined, bound by their own past deeds,

From desire of pleasure—give themselves up to action, productive of only pain.

He, by whose service man shaketh off this evil bent of his mind,

He only may cleave that knot, the heart, He is our Guru Supreme.
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III.

He, by whose service, as gold thro' fire, man casting away his filth,

The darkness clouding his spirit—resumeth his native brightness,

Let that inexhaustible one, that Lord, become our transcendent Teacher of teachers!

IV.

He, the least atom of the ten thousandth part of whose favour

To man, all other Gods and Teachers, united together,

Are insufficient to work of themselves, to that Lord, to thee, for refuge I fly.

v.

As an eyeless man made leader unto the blind,

Even so to the ignorant man is an unillumined guide,

Thou the Sun-eye itself, which illuminateth all eyes,

Art the chosen Guide of us, who seek the way unto thyself.

VI.

Man teacheth unto man a wisdom that is false,

Whereby he goeth forward to the darkness of dread perdition;

3ut thou art Wisdom divine itself, inexhaustible and fruitful,

Whereby man instantly goeth to his own (long lost) dignity.

VII.

Thou art of all mankind the Friend, and the loving Lord,

The Spirit, the Guide, the Wisdom, the accomplishment desired;

Yet man, ever blind of heart, and enchained by desire,

Knoweth thee not, tho' existing within his very heart."

VIII.

To thee, the chief and the all-transcending God, I come for illumination :

Cleave, Lord, asunder, with words, burning as lamps of truth,

The knots in my heart existing, and thine own self reveal.

What further happens—what be

comes of the Shell demon, the Fish,

the Ark and the Rishis in the dream—

he cannot tell. When he recovers his

consciousness in that dreaming world,

he finds himself on the little Isle of

Palms, near Lanka, lying in a chamber

within the castle of the Kamatur Rak

shas, attended by a strange wizard

from the north–surrounded by the

clamorous lamentations of all his wives

—but quietly and tenderly waited on

by his chief queen, Mandodari.

“Ah!” said Mandodari, “it is at

such times only that we are appreciated.”

Sita would have been of little use

there, I fancy. Amid sunshine and

green trees, gay cavalcades, and brave

plumery—among chaplets, and music,

and lights, Sita is all in all, and Man

dodari is forgotten. But in darkness

and sickness; among vials, and galli

pºts, and plasters, and poultices, poor
Mandodari becomes some one once

In ore.

Here, to the astonishment and horror

* This whole hymn, which is put into the mouth of Satyavrata in the account of the

deluge given in the Bhagavata (Shandha, viii. Adhaya, 24), is a very remarkable production.

It shows that, in the very heart of the wildest and most apparently childish portions of the

Hindu mythology, there is a deep vital mysticism, and aspiration after divine union, which

could hardly be fruitless.

The word translated “mankind" and “man” is Loka, which may also be rendered the

“world.” This stanza has a very great analogy to these words of John—“ In him was life,

and the life was the light of men. That was the true light which lighteth every man that cometh

into the world. And the light shineth in darkness, and the darkness comprehendeth it not,

He was in the world, and the world was made by him, and the world knew him not."
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of the whole court, a rich deep voice

began to sing, in mocking reply, as it

were, to the observation of Miandodari,

the satirical song of the poet Amrita

Raya upon wives:—

Of the money, of the money the woman is the wife,

And never, ah never of the man;

I.

As long as he makes money, and enricheth her with children,

So long she will caress him and be sweet—

Of the money, of the money.

II.

If broken down in health, or means, or mad, or deaf, or crazed,

When she sees him, the Virago she will play—

Of the money, of the money.

III.

Amrita Raya declareth unto thee,

From personal experience I can vouch,

Of the money, of the money the woman is the wife,

And never, ah! never of the man.

This insolent interruption proceeded

from Madhavi, surnamed Pankaja, or,

as the ladies of the court softened it in

their pronunciation, Panza, a title of

honour he had received from Ravan,

in consequence of his fine voice and

rich humour. He was a very short,

stout individual, who held the office,

and enjoyed all the privileges of Wi

dushaka, or Court I3tifſo-poet, and

Pasquin. The word Pankaja signifies

etymologically “mud-sprung,” but is

the commonest name of the lotus, or

water-lily, which, as every one conver

sant, with Hindu literature knows, is

applied as an exhancing epithet to

*Wºrything in which there is any ex

cellence: thus lotus-eyes, lotus-hands,

&c., Madhavi prided himself both on
his honorary surname, and his office at

court; and had himself formally an

nounced in all the subordinate circles

* Lanka as, “Madhavi, the Water

lily, the Court Buffo.poet.”

. Happening, however, one day, on

is return from court in the wet sea

son, in full court costume, to sink so

ºply in the gutter, that he was only

sºlº to extricate himself by laying
hºld of the tail of a buffalo that was

foundering out, the witty boys of

lanka changed the name “Pankaja"

into “Panka-magna," or “stuck-in-the

mud;" and, ever afterwards, when he

Wasseen in the streets, they would follow

ºn shouting, “Madhavi, the stuck-in

the-mud, the Court Buflo-poet" — an

*nouncement which occasioned roars

of laughter, in which the squat buſſo

himself very good-humouredly joined.

“Madhavi you are a privileged

person” said Mandodari : “no one

heeds anything proceeding from you.

Your fine voice and your wit atone for

a thousand slanders, and, in you, im

pertinence is termed the freedom of

your office. Were it otherwise, it

were sufficient reply to the scandalous

sentiments expressed in that song to

say, that it is written by a man: and

before we can receive his testimony, I

should like to know how he behaved

to his own wife.”

“It is written, moreover,” said

Ravan, soothingly, “ of wives as ex

isting in the Kali Yuga; and is wholly

inapplicable to our excellent partners

of this better age, which has not yet

degenerated so far.”

Madhavi Panza,” said the sly Gupta,

the mischievous companion of Mando

dari, “has a good word ready for every

one. After this complimentary opinion

of the faithful attachment of wives, I

should like to hear his panegyric upon

friends of his own sex. They can

hardly fare better at his hands.”

“You shall have it,” said the Water

lily, gaily, “but mind it is the poet

Hari Suta, or as he sometimes calls

himself, Hari Tanaya, who speaks, and

not I. For my part, when I think as

a philosopher, which I always do after

dinner, l discover there are two sides

to every question ; two aspects of every

relation in life; and good and bad in



586 [Nov.The Dream of Ravan-Part II.

each. But in my vocation as Wi

dushaka, I must necessarily prefer that

which is most satirical, most humorous,

and capable of yielding most entertain

ment. The dream of the king is so

full of sad and grave images, that a

little fun is absolutely necessary to re

lieve the painful tension of all our

minds.”

So saying, he carolled forth, in his

fine bass voice, Hari Suta's song on

friends, which is not a whit more com

plimentary than Amrita Raya's upon
W1Wes

'Tis money, 't's money that draweth friends,

And never the cord of love.

As long as your person is gilded with wealth,

So long their affection expands.

'Tis money, 'tis money.

In the hour of your danger, in the day of your decline,

With clapping hands they publish your disgrace.

'Tis money, 'tis money.

III.

Hari Tanaya, sirs’ tells you this proof,

In my own person I've had experience of the truth.

'Tis money, 'tis money that draweth friends,

And never the net of love.

“To me,” said the carnest and beau

tiful Sulochana, “all this levity—at a

time when so many hearts in Lanka

mourn for the fallen brave, when a

crisis seems impending over the fate of

the city and the monarchy, and when

the king himself is relating a dream of

the most mournful presages—seems

Gently Mandodari crept

ill-timed and unfeeling. Proceed, dear

Father-in-law . I am impatient to hear

what happened after you were restored

to consciousness, and found yourself

lying in the Castle of the Kamatur

Rakshas.”

The conclusion of the dream we give
in Ravan's own words :—

To the chamber where I lay alone;

And silent beside my couch she wept,

And you heard but her sob and moan.

Then all at once shrieked out, in one universal wail,

The eighty thousand women that were standing round my bed;

Their eyes were red with weeping, their cheeks with watching pale,

They tore their hair dishevelled, and cast ashes on their head.

And, smiting their bosoms with force,

They lifted their voices shrill and hoarse,

And screamed a lament in alternate course,

Like a mourning dirge for the dead.

LAMENT OF THE LANRA woxien.

STRoPHE.—Who was it wounded King Ravan 2

Was it Rama, the Prince of Ayoud,

Or Laxmana, youthful archer proud 2

Was it Pahlavi, Barbar, or Yavan 2

ANTISTrophe –"Twas I, said Shankasur, the Demon-Shell,

Who move in the sea like a vorticell,

I opened my valve, and in he fell.

'Twas I that wounded King Ravan;

Not Rama, the Prince of Ayoud,

Not Laxmana, youthful archer proud,

Nor Pahlavi, Barbar, or Yavan.
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STRoPIIE.—Who saw the great Titan fall,

Bowing his figure, majestic and tall,

Like tower erect, or fortalice wall,

Smitten down by Astra magical ?

ANTiSTROPHE.—'Twas I, said Waivasvata, Manu-my Ark

Was rushing along like a hurricane bark;

I saw the great Titan fall,

Bowing his figure, majestic and tall,

Like tower erect, or fortalice wall,

Smitten down by Astra magical.

STRoPHE.—Who caught the King by his mantle brown,

Ere he went utterly, utterly down?

ANTISTRoPHE.—"Twas I, said the Rakshas Surang,

When his armour sonorous rang

Against Haya-Griva's adamant jaw,

As into the dread Asura's maw

He fell with a horrible clang.

I stretched forth my brawny Rakshas arm,

And caught the King by his mantle brown,

Ere he went utterly, utterly down,

And came to more desperate harm.

STRoPHE.—Who lifted the wounded Ravan up,

And held to his lips the amrita cup 2

ANTISTRoPHE.—'Twas I, said the merciful Muni Ke;

As helpless, and bleeding, and fainting he lay,

I lifted the wounded Titan up,

I held to his lips the amrita cup,

And bade him to drink ere he swooned away.

STRoPHE.—Who was it healed King Ravan 2–

Was it Shaka, or Pahlavi, Barbar, or Yavan,

Who stanched the bleeding arm,

By medical drug, or magical charm?—

Was it he, the compassionate Muni Ke,

Who lifted the wounded Titan up,

And held to his lips the amrita cup,

And bade him to drink ere he swooned away?—

Or was it Gandharva Davini?—

Or the twin physicians of heaven, Ashvini?—

Was it one of the Rishis three,

Who in Manu's bark still roam the sea?—

Was it Moreshvar the wise,

The towers of whose hermitage rise

In the forest of Grantha Nagari?—

Was it Vatsa, or Valinshal,

His disciples who dwell in the hermit's hall,

And learn his lore and alchemy?

Who was it healed King Ravan 2–

Shaka, or Pahlavi, Barbar, or Yavan”

ANTISTRoPHE.—"Twas I, said the Pahlavi Muni Bhims,

Thaumaturgos of wounded and broken limbs,

Of legs, and of arms, of fingers, and toes,

Luxated jaws, and disjointed nose,

Of men, and of peacocks, of women, and cows,

Kids, children, and horses, and buffaloes.

'Twas I healed Ravan's arm,

By amulet, taviz, and charm;

By mantra, and tantra, and drug,

Essence of blood-sucker, ottar of bug;

By the honey-bag of Brahmar bee,

WOL, XLII.-NO, CCLI. 2 R
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The leathern wing of the vampire bat,

The pounded ears of munmied cat,

The tail of grey-haired bandicoot

Dug out of his homestead under the root

Of aged Banian tree:

By the claw of lizard, the scorpion's sting,

The flying fox's hooked wing:

The tarantula's legs, the centipedes' feet,

The dust scraped up where seven roads meet,

The small white spider's gossamer thread,

The little ant-lion's shovel head,

The spectre grasshopper's long green legs,

Queen ant's mandibles, cockatrice eggs,

The parasite gochar, that lives and grows

Fat on the hide of living cows;

The eye of the insect pulled out by crows

From the ears of afflicted buffaloes;

Scrapings of nilgay's horns and hoofs,

White ants taken out of mouldering roofs;

The gecko's eyelash, the cobra's fang,

Poppy-juice, majum, hemp, and bhang;

The down from blushing maiden's cheek,

The dew from the lip of widow weak,

Who dreading the fire, and running away,

Would not be canonised and mourned—

Worshipped first, and after burnt—

Upon her immolation day.

The nails of misers that grew old

In hoarding up their cankered gold;

The saddest tear by woman shed

For the first grey hair on her poor little head;

The last black tufts that straggling grow

On whisker side of faded beau;

Raja's liver, Bramhan's gall,

Pounding, boiling, stirring all,

In a witch's caldron, sure,

I accomplished Ravan's cure.

Not Rishi Ke, nor Gandharva Davini,

Nor the twin physicians of heaven, Ashvini;

Nor Nala Siddh–nor the wandering Muni—

Nor Moreshvar, Watsa, nor Walinshal;

'Twas I alone—apart from all,

I healed King Ravan.

STRoPHE.—Who was it nursed King Ravan 2

Was it Shurpanakh—with her basket nails?

Or Sulochana sad, with her widow's sighs,

And streaming tears and sorrowful wails

For Indrajit, and those beautiful eyes,

From which the anchorite, if wise,

And Yogi, in desperation, flies,

And Muni turns, and Rishi quails.

Was it female Barber, or Yavan 2

ANTISTRoPHE.—"Twas I, said a dusky form, in tears,

For I've loved King Ravan these hundred years,

'Twas I, said the queen Mandodari,

Seated upon my bearskin godari

I nursed King Ravan–

Not Shurpanakh—with her basket nails,

Nor Sulochana sad, with her widow's sighs,

And streaming tears and sorrowful wails

For Indrajit, and those beautiful eyes,

From which the anchorite, if wise,

And Yogi, in desperation, flies,

And Muni turns, and Rishi quails;

Nor female Barber, nor Yavan.
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CHORUS OF Women.

Hark to the sorrowful cry

That rises o'er ocean, earth, and sky,

From all the immortal races !

All weep and hide their faces.

The Daityas, Danavas, Asuras,

Pause in their warfare with the Suras,

The Yaksha, the Raksha, the Rakshas

Calleth in grief to the Bramha-Rakshas,

The Bhutas turn from their banquet foul,

And raise in the charnel a mournful howl.

Rakshani screecheth to Bhutini,

Yakshini waileth to Dakini.

The Pisacha rejects his skull full of blood,

The Naga spreadeth his spectacled hood;

The Kinnura droops his horse's head,

The Sidhas on clouds no longer tread;

The Yakshas their treasure cease to guard,

The Guhyakas keep no longer ward;

The Gandharva no longer melodious sings,

Or scatters perfume from his Zephyr wings;

The Apsara, that from lake or sea

Like a mist, the morning sun to greet,

Up rising, dances so beauteously,

Suddenly stilleth her twinkling feet.

The sage Vidhyadharas cease to ply

Their magical formula on high ;

The sorrowful Rudras, who ever weep

The Uragas on their breasts that creep;

All joined in the terrible cry of grief

That rose for the wounded Titan chief.

Even nature uttered a pitying voice,

For the Titan was a child of her choice,

The very rocks from their hearts of stone

Were heard to shudder and utter a groan;

The trees gave forth a sorrowful moan.

The loving sweet-briar drooped its head,

The violet sad its petals shed;

The cowslip turned aside and wept,

The moon-flower shut up its leaves and slept.

All the maiads and kelpies in fountain and flood,

All the dryads and fauns in forest and wood,

All the fairies and brownies fell a-sighing and sobbing

When they heard the disaster of poor King Ravan

Here, anid the sobs of Mandodari, which we shall next enter, is devoted

terminates the mysterious dream of to the Kamatur Rakshas, and the su

Ravan. Its interpretation commences pernatural weapons.

in the fourth Kanda. The third, on
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SIR JASPER CAREW, KNT.

His LIFE AND ExperieNCEs, with some Account of HIs over-REACHINGs AND short

COMINGS THEREIN, Now FIRST GIVEN TO THE world BY HIMSELF.

C. H. A P T E R x x x I v.

secret senwice.

When I come to reflect over the space

I have devoted in these memoirs of my

life—to slight and unimportant circum

stances—the small incidents of a pure

ly personal character — I feel that I

owe my readers an apology for passing

rapidly over events of real moment.

My excuse, however, is, the events

were such as to render my share in

them most humble and insignificant.

My figure was never a foreground one;

and in the great drama that Europe

then played, my part was obscure, in

deed. It is true, I was conversant

with stirring themes. I had on many

occasions opportunities of meeting with

the mighty intelligences that gave the

world its destiny for the time; but in

no history will there ever be a record

of the humble name of Paul Gervois.

Such I now found myself called; and

the passport delivered to me called me,

in addition, “Agent Secret.” It is

true, I had another, which represented

me as travelling for a Dutch commer

cial house; but the former was the

document which, in my interviews

with prefects and men in authority, I

made use of, and which at once obtain

ed for me protection and respect.

It is well known that the rightful

King of France in his exile made a

personal appeal by letters to Bona

parte, to induce him to devote his

genius and influence to the cause of

the monarchy. The example of Monk

was cited, and the boundless gratitude

of royalty pledged on the issue. The

fact is history. Of this memorable

note I was the bearer. Looking back

at the wondrous destiny of that great

man, such an overture may easily ap

ar vain and absurd to a degree,

ut it was by no means so destitute of

all chance of success at the time in

which it was made. Of this I feel as

sured, and for the following reason:

There was a frequent interchange of

letters between the persons attached

to the exiled family and leading mem

bers of the then French Government.

This correspondence was carried on by

secret agents, who were suffered to

pass freely from capital to capital, and

more than once entrusted with even

verbal communications. These agents

were rigidly instructed to limit them.

selves strictly to the duty assigned to

them, and neither to use their opportu

nities for personal objects, nor for the

acquirement of information on subjects

foreign to their mission. They were

narrowly watched, and I believe my

self that a secret espionage was main

tained expressly to observe them. The

sudden disappearance of more than one

amongst them fully warrants the sus

picion that indiscretion had paid its

greatest and last penalty.

By the means of these persons, then,

a close and compact correspondence

was maintained — a tone of familiarity,

and even frankness, was, I am assured,

paraded in it; while, in reality, the

object of each side was purely treach

erous. At one time it was a proposi

tion to some high and leading indivi

dual to desert his party, and espouse

that of its opponents; at another, it

was an artful description of the decline

of revolutionary doctrines, made pur

posely to draw from the Royalists some

confession oftheir ownfutureintentions;

while, more important than all, there

came a letter in Bonaparte's own

hand, offering to the Count D'Artois

a sum of several millions of francs, in

return for a formal renunciation of all

right to that throne, from which his des

tiny seemed sufficiently to exclude him.

Whatacuriouspage of history will it fill,

when this secret correspondence shall

one day see the light! I know, of my

own knowledge, that a great part of

it is still in existence, though in the

hands of those who have solid reasons

for not revealing it.

At the time when I first joined this
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secret service, the interchange of letters

was more than ordinarily great. The

momentous change which had taken

}. in France, by the ascendancy of

onaparte, had imparted new hopes

to the Royalist party; and they were

profuse in their expressions of admira

tion for the man, who of all the world

was fated to be the deadliest enemy of

their race. Their gratitude was, in

deed, boundless—at least it transcend

ed the usual limits of the virtue, since

it went so far as to betray the cause of

the very nation to which they were at

the very same moment beholden for a

refuge and an asylum. Secret infor

mation of the views of the English Ca

binet—the opinions of statesmen about

the policy of the war, the resources,

the plans, even the discontents of the

country, were all commented on, and

detailed; while carefully drawn up

statistics were forwarded, setting forth

the ships in commission or in readiness

for sea, with every circumstance that

could render the information valuable.

I know not if the English Govern

ment looked with contempt on these

intrigues, or whether they themselves

did not acquire information more va

luable than that they connived at ; for

assuredly every secret agent was well

known to them, and more than one

actually in their pay. Of myself, I

can boldly sayº was not the case.

I traversed the Continent, from Ham

burgh to Naples; I passed freely across

Europe in every direction, and on my

return to England I met neither mo

lestation nor hindrance, nor did I at

tract any more attention than an ordi

nary traveller. If I owed this immu

nity to a settled plan I had set down

for my guidance, it is equally true that

it impeded my promotion, and left me

in the rank of those who were less se

cret agents than mere messengers. My

plan was to appear totally ignorant of

the countries through which I journey

ed, neither remarking the events, nor

being able to afford any tidings about

them. I was not ignorant of the in

jury this course of action inflicted on

my prospects. I saw myself passed

over for others of less capacity; I no

ticed the class with which I was asso

ciated as belonging to the humblest

members of the walk; and I even

overheard myself quoted as unfit for

this, and unequal to that. Shall I own

at once that the career was distasteful

to me in the highest degree ? Conceal

it how we could, wear what appellation

we might, we were only spies; and any

estimation we were held in simply de

pended on whatever abilities we could

display in this odious capacity. It was,
then, in a sort of compromise with my

pride, that I stooped to the lowest

grade, rather than win my advancement

by the low arts of the eavesdropper.

If I seemed utterly incapable of those

efforts which depended on tact and

wordly skill, my employers freely ac

knowledged that, as a messenger, I had

no equal. No difficulties could arrest

my progress; the most arduous jour

neys I surmounted with ease; the least

frequented roads were all familiar to

me. Three, four, and even five days

consecutively have I passed in the sad

dle; and whether over the rude sierras

of Spain, the wild paths of the Apen

nines, or the hot sands of the desert,

no fatigue ever compelled me to halt.

The Royalist partisans were scattered

over the whole globe. Some of them

had taken service in the German ar

mies; some were in the Neapolitan

service; some had abjured their reli

gion, and were high in command over

the Sultan's troops; and stranger than

all, a few had joined the Americans,

and fought in the war of Independence

against England. Wherever they

were, whatever cloth they wore, or the

flag they were ranged under, they had

but one cause, and one hope—the res

toration of the Bourbons; and for this

were they ever ready to abandon any

eminence they might have gained, or

any fame or fortune they had acquired,

to rally at a moment beneath the ban

ner of him they regarded as their true

and rightful sovereign. I knew them

well, for I saw them near. Their little

ness, their jealousies, their absurd va

nity, and egregious pretensions, were

all well known to me; but many a

time have I felt a sort of contemptuous

scorn of them repelled by reflecting

over the heroic and chivalrous loyalty

which bound them to a cause so all but

hopeless. If it be asked why I re

mained in a career so distasteful to me,

and served a cause to which no sym

pathy bound me, my answer is, that I

followed it with an object which had

engrossed every ambition and every

wish of my heart, and this was to find

out “my mother" and Raper. I knew

that the secrets of my birth were known

to them, and that with them alone, of

all the world, lay the clue to my family
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and kindred. While the Count lived,

my mother— I cannot call her by any

other name — was fearful of revealing

circumstances to me, of which he would

not suffer any mention in his presence.

This barrier was now removed. Besides

I had grown up to manhood, and had

a better pretension to ask for the sa

tisfaction of my curiosity.

This was, then, the stimulus that

supported me in many a long and weary

journey; this the hope that sustained

me through every reverse of fortune,

and through what is still harder to

bear, the solitude of my lonely, friend

less lot. By degrees, however, it be

gan to fail within me; frequent disap

pointment at last so chilled my ardour

that I had almost determined to aban

don the pursuit for ever, and with it a

career which I detested. The slightest

accident that foreshadowed a prospect

of success was still enough to make me

change my resolve; and thus I lived on,

vacillating now to this side, now to

that, and enduring the protracted tor

tures of expectation.

It was in one of these moments,

when despair was in the ascendant,

that I received an order to set out for

Reichenau and obtain certain papers,

which had been left there in the keep

ing of Mons. Jost, the property of a

certain person whose initial was the

letter C. I was given to understand

that the documents were of great im

portance, and the mission one to be

executed with promptitude. I had

almost decided on abandoning this pur

suit. The very note in which I should

communicate my resignation was begun

on the table, when the abbé, who ge

nerally was the bearer of my instruc

tions, came to convey this order. He

was in a mood of unusual gaiety and

frankness, and after rallying me on my

depression, and jestingly pointing out

the great rewards which one day or

other would be bestowed upon me,

he told me that the tidings from

France were of the very best kind; that

the insolent airs of Bonaparte were

detaching from himmany of his stanch

est adherents; that Pichegru openly,

and Bernadotte secretly, had aban

doned him. Davoust had ceased to

visit at his house; while Lasalle, and

others of less note, were heard to de

clare, that if they were to have a mas

ter, at least it should be one who was

born to the station that conferred com

mand.

“We knew,” continued he, joy

ously, “that we had only to leave

this man alone, and he would be his

own executioner; and the event has

only come a little earlier than we looked

for. These papers for which you are

now despatched, contain a secret cor

respondence between a great personage

and some of the most distinguished

generals of the Republic.”

He said much more on this theme ;

indeed, he sat late, and talked of no

thing else; but I paid little attention

to the subject. I had, over and over

again, heard the same observation; and

at least a dozen eventful crises had oc

curred,when the Republic was declared

in its last struggle, and the cause of

the king triumphant.

“I perceive,” said he, at last, “you

are less sanguine than I am I Is it not

so P”

“You mistake me, Mons. l'Abbé,”

said I; “my depression has a selfish

origin. I have been long weary of

this career of mine, and the note which

you see there was the beginning of a

formal renunciation of it.”

“It is impossible you could be so in

sane,” cried he. “You are not one

of that vulgar herd that can be scared

from a noble duty by a mere name. It

is not the word ‘spy' that could wound

you, enlisted as you are in the noblest

cause that ever engaged heroism, and

in which the first men of France are

your associates.”

“I am no Frenchman, Abbé,” said

I; “remember that.”

“But you are a good Catholic,”

said he,Fº “and, Ursule tells

me, well versed in every duty of the

faith.”

I by no means fancied the turn our

discussion was likely to take. Morethan

once before had the abbé made allusion

to the principles which he hoped might

animate me, and which at some future

time might obtain for me an admission

into his own order, so I hastily changed

the topic, by declaring that this journey

I should certainly undertake, whatever

resolve I might come to for the future.

He had far too much tact to perse

vere on an unpleasant theme, and after

some further allusion to the prospects

before me, he wished me good-night,

and left me. I took my departure the

next morning for Hamburgh, since

latterly some impediments had been

thrown in our way about landing in

France; and the process of verifying
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our passports, as “agents secrets,” oc

cupied much time, and caused delay.

On the journey thither I made acquain

tance with a young Pole, who, ex

changing with me the private signal,

showed that he was a “brother of the

craft." He was a fine, dashing, good

looking fellow, with a certain air of

pretension and swagger about him,

that savoured more of the adventurer

than of the character he wished to

assume. He told me that he was the

son of the Empress Catherine, and that

his father had been a soldier of the

Imperial Guard. The story might or

might not have been true, but at all

events he seemed to believe, and was

exceedingly vain of it.

With all the secret plotting and po

litical intrigue of the day he appeared

quite conversant, and found it diſii

cult to believe in my ignorance or

apathy.

“I conceive,” said he, at last, “that

you are one of those who feel ashamed

of your position, and dislike the word

‘spy.” Be it so; it is not a flattering

name. But have we not within our

selves the power to extort by force the

degree of consideration we would be

held in 2 Any act of insubordination

from one or two, or even three of us,

would be sure to meet its penalty.

That price has been paid before.”

[Here he made aº: sign by

rapidly drawing his hand across his

throat.] “But if we combined, met

at some appointed spot, discussed our

rights, and agreed upon the means of

asserting them, do you believe that

there exists the king or kaiser who

could refuse the demand 2 It is not

enough for me that I can pass a fron

tier by a secret signal, enter a minis

ter's cabinet while others wait in the

antechamber, or even ascend the back

stairs of a palace. I want a place and

a recognition in society; I want that

standing in the world to which my

habits and manners entitle me, and

for which now my hand is ever on the

hilt of a rapier, or the trigger of a

pistol, to secure. It is an outrage on

us that this has been delayed so long,

but if it be deferred a little longer, the

remedy will have passed from our

hands. Already some of the govern

ments of the Continent begin to sus

pect that the system works badly.”

“My astonishment is only that it

ever could have been permitted,” broke

I in, “for it is plain that to know

the secrets of others, each country has

had to sacrifice its own.” -

He gave a smile of supreme con

tempt and replied—

“You are but an apprentice of the

trade after all, Mons. Gervois, though I

have often heard you called a man of

tact and shrewdness. Do you not

know that we are not the agents of go

vernments or of cabinets, but of those

who rule cabinets, dread them, and be

tray them 2 The half-dozen crowned

heads who rule Europe form a little

fraternity apart from all the world.

The interests, the passions, the jea

lousies, and the ambition of the several

nations may involve them in wars,

compel them to stand in hostility

against each other, and be what is

called great enemies; but while their

cannon are thundering, and their ca

valry charging—while squadrons are

crashing, and squares are breaking—

they for whose sake the blood is shed

and life poured forth, are calmly con

sidering whether they should gain most

by victory or defeat, and how far the

great cause—the subjugation of the

masses to the will of one—can be bene

fited or retarded by any policy they

would pursue.”

I need not follow him in his reason

ings—indeed they were more ingenious

and astute than I should be able to

convey by repetition. His theory was,

that the rulers of states maintained a

secret understanding with each other;

that however the casualties of for

tune should fall heavily on their coun

tries, they themselves should be ex

empted from such consequences; and

that the People mightfall, but Dynasties

should be spared. As long as the Bour

bons sat on the throne of France, the

compact was a safe and a sure one.

The revolution, however, has broken

up the sacred league, and none can

tell now what people are next ripe for

revolt. As Bonaparte for the mo

ment represents power in France,

every effort has been made by the so

vereign to draw him into this alliance

—not, of course, to found a dynasty,

but to serve the cause of the rightful

one. I abstain from entering more

fully into his views, or citing the mass

of proofs by which he endeavoured to

sustain them. If not convinced by his

arguments, I am free to own that they

made a deep impression upon me; ren

dered more so, perhaps, from the num

ber of circumstances I could myself
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call to mind, which, in my own secret

service, tended to corroborate them.

I asked him whither he was then

going, and he told me to Moscow.

“Russia and England meditate a

war,” said he. “The two cabinets are

embroiled; and I am hastening with

an autograph letter from one great per

sonage to another, to say with what

regret he countersigns a policy so dis

tasteful, and how sincerely he preserves

the tie of personal friendship. Be

lieve me,” said he, laughing, “we are

the professed traitors of the world;

but we are simple-hearted and honest,

if weighed in the scale with those who

º us!”

f I was amused by much of what

he said, I was also piqued at the tone

of superiority he assumed towards me,

as he very frankly intimated, that by

the low estimation in which I held my

walk in life, I had contrived to make

it still meaner and lower.

“It rests with ourselves,” said he,

“to be the diplomatists of Europe.

Your men, who pore over treaties, and

maps, and protocols, may plan and

scheme to their heart's content; but we

can act. If I choose to change the

destination of this letter, and deliver

it at Berlin or Vienna; or if I go for.

ward now to Moscow, and convey the

answer to l'aris, instead of London,

do you not suppose that the world

would feel it, and to its very centre,

too 2"

He paused for a minute or two, and

then added—

“You are wondering all this while

within yourself, why one who knows

so well the price of treason has not

earned it; and shall I tell you ? I am

not always aware of the value of my

tidings. I may be charged with a se

cret treaty. It may be a piece of

court gossip, the mishap of an Arch

duchess, or the portrait of a court fa

vourite. This very letter—whose con

tents I believe I know—I am perhaps

deceived in. Who can tell, till it be

opened, if my treachery be worth a

farthing 2"

If there was anything wanting to the

measure of abhorrence with which I

regarded my career, it was amply sup

plied by such doctrines as these ; but

º much of the disgust they

were calculated to inspire, was lost in

the amusement the narrator afforded

nue. Everything about him bespoke

levity, rather than systematic rascality,

and yet he was one who appeared to

have thought profoundly on men and

the world.

“I’ll wager a crown,” said he, as

we jumped into the boat that was to

row us on shore, “that you are fully

bent on hiding yourself and your shame

in the ‘Golden Plover,” or the ‘Pilot’s

Rest,” or some such obscure hotel;

but this you shall not for the present.

You are my guest while, we stay at

Hamburgh. Unfortunately, the time

must needs be brief to both of us.

To-morrow we shall be on the road,

but to-day is our own.”

I did not consent without reluc

tance; but he would not take a refu

sal, and so I yielded; and away we

went together to the “Schleswicker

Hof,” a magnificent hotel in the finest

quarter of the town.

“No need to show your passport to

any one,” said he to me, in a whisper,

as we entered the house ; “I’ll ar

range all."

By the time I had refreshed myself

with a bath, and dressed, the waiter

came to say that Count Yusafiich was

waiting dinner for me; and though I

gladly would have asked a few parti
culars of one with whose name and

person he seemed evidently acquaint

ed, there was no time allowed me,

as he led the way to a splendid apart

ment, where the table was already

spread.

It was not without an effort that I

recognised my friend the Count in his

change of costume; for, though good

looking, and even handsome before,

he might now strike the beholder with

admiration. He wore a blue military

pelisse, richly braided with gold, and

fastened with large Branderbourg but

tons. It was sufficiently open in front

to display a vest of scarlet cloth, all

slashed with gold. His trousers were

black, with a broad gold band along

the sides, while a richly-embossed belt

of Russia leather supported a sabre of

most costly and gorgeous make. He

wore several handsome decorations;

and around the throat, by a broad blue

ribbon, a splendid diamond cross, with

the letters “P. C.” in the centre.

“I have not dressed for dinner,"

said he, as I entered, “since we must

take a stroll under the linden trees,

when it grows cool, and have our cigar

there. After that, we'll look in at the

opera; and if not very attractive, I'll

present you at one or two houses
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where they receive of an evening, and

where, when }. come again, you will

be always welcome.”

Since I had gone so far, I resolved

to abide by all his arrangements, and

suffer him to dispose of my time just

as he pleased.

Our dinner was excellent. The

Count had bestowed pains in ordering

it ; and all was of that perfection in

cookery for which Hamburgh was, and

is, so justly famed. Nor was the wine

inferior to the rest of the entertain

ment. Of this the Count appeared to

be a connoisseur, and pressed me to

taste a dozen different kinds, the very

names of which were unknown to me.

His conversation, too, was so amusing,

so full of strange incidents and adven

tures, such curious anecdotes, such

shrewd remarks, that I was by no

means impatient to rise from table.

“I see,” said he, at last, “we are

too late for the opera. Hanserlist's

reception is also nearly over by this

time; shall we just drop in, then, at

Madame von Geysiger's? It is the

latest house here, and every one goes

there to finish the evening 2"

“They are all strangers to me,” I

replied; “and I am entirely under

our orders.”

“Then Madame von Geysiger's be

it,” said he, rising.

As we went along, he told me that

the lady to whose house we were going

had been, some thirty-five or forty

years ago, the great prima donna of

Europe. She was also the most cele

brated beauty of her time, and by these

combined attractions had so captivated

a rich merchant of Hamburgh, that he

married her, bequeathing to her on his

death-bed the largest fortune of that

wealthy city.

“They count it by millions and tens

of millions,” said he ; “but what mat

ter to us—at least to me 2—for I have

been refused by her some half-dozen

times; and indeed now am under the

heaviest recognizance never to repeat

my proposal. If you, however, should

like to adventure—”

“Oh, excuse me,” said I, laughing.

“Not even all the marco-brunner and

champagne I have been drinking could

give hardihood for such a piece of im

pudence.”

“Why not?” cried he. “You are

young, good-looking, and of a fa

shionable exterior. You are a stranger,

besides, and that is a great point; for

she is well weary of Hamburgh and

Hamburghers.”

I stopped him at once by saying

that I was by far too conscious of the

indignity attached to my career to as

pire to the eminence he spoke of.

“And too proud to marry an old

woman for her money ! Can't you add

that 7" said he, laughing. “Well,

there we differ. I am neither ashamed

of the ‘espionage,’ nor should I be

averse to the marriage. To say truth,

my dear Gervois, when I have dined

in a splendid salon, hung round

with the best pieces of Cuyp, Wo.

mermans, and Jansens; when I have

seen the dessert set forth in a golden

service, of which the great Schnyders

over the fireplace was but a faint

copy; when I have supped my Mocha

out of a Sèvres cup worth more than its

full of gold louis, and rested myself on

the fairest tapestries of France, with

every sense entranced by luxury, I do

find it excessively hard to throw my

mantle over my shoulders, and trudge

home through the rain and mud, to

resume the sorry existence that for an

hour I had abandoned.”

“There lies the whole question,”

said I; “since, for my part, I could

not throw off the identity, even under

such captivations as you speak of.”

He looked at me very fixedly as I

said this; so fixedly, indeed, that he

seemed to feel some apology necessary

for it—

“Forgive me,” cried he ; “but I

could not help staring at the prodigy

of a man, content to be himself.”

“I have not said that,” replied I.

“I only said I was incapable of feel

ing myself to be any other.”

“You plume yourself upon your

birth then, doubtless,” added he ;

“ and so should I, if I knew how to

get rid of my father. What were

your people— you said they were not

French?”

Had the question been put to me

half an hour before, as we sat over our

wine, I have little doubt that, in the

expansiveness of such a situation, I

should have told him all that I knew

or suspected of my family. The sea

son of confidence, however, had

passed. We were walking along a

crowded thoroughfare; our talk was

desultory, as the objects about were

various; and so I coined some history

of my family for the occasion, ascrib

ing my birth to a very humble source,
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and my rank as one of the mean

eSt.

“Your father was, however, Eng

lish,” said he “so much you know?"

“Yes,” said I, “that point there is

no doubt about.”

“Is he alive 2"

“No, he is dead a great many years

back.”

“How did he die, or where 2 Ex

cuse these questions, which, I have

only to say, are not out of idle impor

tunity.”

I own that I did not feel easy under

this cross-examination. It might

mean more than I liked to avow even

to myself. At all events, I resolved,

whatever his object, to evade it, and

at once gave him some absurd narra

tive of my father having served in the

war of the Low Countries, where he

married a Frenchwoman or a Flem

ing; that he died of some fever of the

country, at a small fishing town on the

Dutch coast, leaving me an orphan,

since my mother survived him but a

few months.

“All this is excellent,” cried he,

enthusiastically. “It could not be

better by any possibility. Forgive me,

Gervois, till I can explain my mean

ing to you more fully; but what you

have just told me has filled my heart

with delight. You'll see how Madame

von Geysiger will receive you when

she hears this.”

I started back with astonishment.

Could it possibly be the case that my

stupid story might chime in with the

facts of some real history; and should

I thus be involved in the web of some

tangled incidents in which I had right

fully no share 2 There was shame

and falsehood both in such a situation,

and I shrank from it with disgust.

“I will not go to this house,

Count,” said I, resolutely. “I fore

see that somehow or other an interest

would attach to me to which I can

lay no claim. Neither Madame von

Geysiger, nor any belonging to her,

could have known my parents. Their

walk in life was of the very hum

blest.”

“I have not said she did, my dear

friend,” said he, soothingly; “nor is

it exactly generous to be so suspectful

of one whose only feeling towards you

is that of kindness and good will.

Once for all, if you desire it, I will

allude no further to this subject here

or elsewhere.”

“On that condition I will accom

pany you,” said I.

He pressed my hand as if in recog

nition of the compact, and we entered

the house.

There were not above half-a-dozen

carriages at the door; but still I could

perceive, as we passed through the

salons, that a very numerous com

pany was assembled. It was exactly

what the Count said, a rendezvous

where all came to wind up the even

ing ; and here were some in all the

blaze of diamonds, and in the splen

dour of full dress; others less magni

ficently attired, and some again in

their walking costume. The suite of

rooms then open were not the state

ones in use for great occasions, but a

ground floor, opening by several doors

upon a handsome pleasure ground, that

blending of copse and “bosquet,” of

terrace and shady alley, which foreign

ers call an English garden.

Here and there through this many

of the company lounged and loitered,

enjoying the cool of a summer night

in preference to the heated and crowd

cd rooms within. We were not long

in search of our hostess when she

came towards us—a large, full, but still

handsome person, magnificently at

tired, and with somewhat of what I,

at least, fancied the assured air and

bearing of the stage.

To the Count she was most cordial;

while to me her manner was courteous

in the extreme. She regretted that

we had not come earlier, and mention

ed the names of some one or two distin

guished visitors who had just left.

After some little conversation on com

monplace matters, I joined a party at

ombre, a game of which I was fond,

and where, fortunately, I found the

|. satisfied to contend for stakes

umble enough for my means. The

Count had, meanwhile, given his arm

to the hostess, and was making a tour

of the company. He appeared to have

acquaintance with every one. Indeed,

with most, it was an easy intimacy;

and all saluted him as one they were

glad to welcome. I watched him with

considerable curiosity, for I own the

mam was a puzzle to me. At times I

half persuaded myself that he was

something very much above the con

dition he assumed; and at other mo

ments I suspected him to be below

even that. If he be an impostor,

thought I, assuredly there are more
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dupes than me, and in this very room,

too. My game soon absorbed my at

tention, and I ceased to think of, or

look after him. I know not how long

this may have lasted; but I remember,

when lifting my head from my cards,

I saw straight in front of me Madame

von Geysiger steadily contemplating

me through her glass, and standing to

do so in an attitude that implied pro

found scrutiny. The moment she

caught my eye, she dropped her “lorg

nette,” and hurried away, in what was

clear to see was an air of confusion.

It immediately struck me that the

Count had broken faith with me, and,

whatever his secret scheme, had re

vealed it to the lady; and indignant

at the treachery, I would have risen at

once from the table if I could ; as it

was, I took the very first opportunity

that presented itself, and by feigning

the fatigue of a long journey, I made

my excuses, and withdrew.

My next care was to leave the house

without attracting any notice, and so

I mingled with the crowd, and held on

my way towards the room by which we

had entered. The dense throng in

terrupted my progress, and in order to

make my escape more rapidly I passed

out into the garden, intending to enter

the house again by some door lower

down. To do so more secretly, I

moved into one of the dark alleys,

which, after following some time,

brought me out upon a little open

space, with a small marble fountain

spouting its tiny jet in the midst of a

clear and starlit pond. Though so

near to the house, the spot was still

and noiseless, for the thick copse on

every side effectually excluded sound.

Thecalming influence of the silence and

the delicious freshness of the night air

induced me to linger here for a while,

and even longer, too, I should have

staid, had not the sound of voices

warned me that some persons were ap

proaching. That they might pass

without observing me, I stepped has

tily into the bosquet, and concealed

myself in the thick and leafy cover.

My misery and terror may be imagined

when I heard my own name uttered,

and then perceived that it was the

Count and Madame von Geysiger, who

now stood within a few feet of where I

was, in deep and secret conference.

Not all my training in my odious

mode of life had reconciled me to the

part of an eavesdropper. Yet what

could I do? Should I discover my

self, no explanation could possibly ac

count for my situation, nor would any

assurances on my part have satisfied

them of my ignorance. I will not

presume to say, that if these were my

first thoughts, my second, with some

tinge of sophistry, suggested, that if

treachery were intended me, it would

be unpardonable in me to neglect the

means of defeating it. There is assu

redly a stronger impulse in curiosity,

united with fear, than exists in most

other incentives— for, reason how I

would, it was impossible for me to re

sist the temptation thus presented to

Inne.

“You mistake him, Anatole,” said

the lady; “believe me, you mistake

him. I have watched his countenance,

and read it carefully as he sat at cards,

and my interpretation of him is, that

he would never consent.”

“The greater fool he, then,” re

plied the other. “Take my word for

it, his splendid abilities will not stand

him in such stead as his mongrel pa

rentage and mongrel tongue. But I

do not—cannot agree with you. It is

just possible that so long as the world

goes smoothly with him, and no imme

diate pressure of any kind exists, that

he might refuse. But why need that

continue? If fortune will not deal

him bad cards, don't you think we

might contrive to shuffle the pack our

selves?”

She muttered something I could not

hear, and he quickly rejoined—

“Even for that I am not unpre

pared — no, no. Be assured of one

thing, he may decline, but will not

defy us.”

“I know where your confidence is,

Count,” said she ; “but that rapier of

yours has got you into more trouble

than it has ever worked you good.”

“Parbleu, I have no reason to be

ungrateful to it!” replied he, laughing;

“and, perhaps, with all its rust, it may

do some service yet.”

“At all events,” said she, “bethink

you well of the consequences before

you admit him to any confidence. Re

member that, when once he is entrusted

with our plan, he is the master of our

secret, and we are without a remedy.

Pshaw 1" said she, scornfully, as if in

reply to some gesture on his part,

“that remedy may be applied once

too often.”

My heart beat fast and full as I
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heard these words, whose significance

therecould not be a doubt of, as the same

curiosity to discover some clue to the

scheme by which I was to be snared,

was superior to all my fears, and I half

resolved, at whatever risk it might

cost, to suffer myself to be drawn into

the intrigue. They now moved on,

and though I could hear their voices

stop in low discourse, I could not de

tect the words they uttered. It was

evident that some proposition was to

be made to me, the rejection of which

on my part might involve me in the

greatest peril. With what straining

ingenuity did I endeavour to divine

what this might be . In all likelihood

it referred to some political intrigue,

for which my character, as a “secret

agent,” might seem to adapt me. Yet

some of the expressions they had let

drop by no means favoured this inter

pretation. What could my “mongrel

nationality,” as the Count styled it,

avail me in such a conjuncture ?

As these thoughts were chasing each

other through my mind, I was tread

ing my way through the salons, and at

length, to my sincere satisfaction, found

myself in the open street. By the time

I reached the hotel I had made up my

mind to start at once on my mission,

without waiting for the Count's arrival.

I hastily scratched a few lines of com

monplace acknowledgment for his at

tentions to me, and half-significantly

adding that I hoped to express them

º: when we met again, wished

in a “good journey,” and then set

out on my own.

During the rest of that night, and,

indeed, for a great part of the follow

ing day, I did not feel satisfied with

myself for what I had done. It was,

indeed, an inglorious mode of escaping

from a difficulty, and argued more of

fear than resolution. As time wore

on, however, I reasoned myself into the

notion, that against secret treachery,

courage and firmness avail little, and

if a well-planned scheme was about to

environ me, I had done the wisest thing

in the emergency.

c in A p T. E. R.

I suppose the experience of others

will bear me out in saying that the

actual positive ills of life are more

easily endured than the vague and

shadowy dangers which seem to hover

over the future, and darken the road

before us. The calamities that lie in

ambush for us are ever present to our

thoughts. The hour of our misfortune

may be to-day, to-morrow, or the day

after. Every chance incident of un

toward aspect may herald the bad

tidings, and we live in unceasing ex

pectancy of evil. Do what I would,

a dreary and despondent gloom now

settled on me; I felt as if I were pre

destined to some grievous misfortune,

against which I was utterly powerless,

and the hour of which I could neither

hasten nor retard. How bitterly I

reproached myself for making an ac

quaintance with the Count I For

years I had lived a life of solitary

seclusion, avoiding even the common

est forms of acquaintanceship. The

shame my calling inspired me with

made me reluctant to know those who,

perhaps, when they discovered me to

be the spy, would have regarded me

with aversion l Not that in reality the

odious epithet could, with any fairness,

be applied to me. My “secret agency”

had not risen beyond the mere func

tions of a messenger; and though at

times I was intrusted with verbal

communications, they were delivered in

conſidence of my trustworthiness, and

not, imparted in any reliance on my

skill to improve them; but I cannot

stoop to apoligise for a condition to

which bitter necessity reduced me, and

which I clung to as offering the last

remnant of hope, to find out those

who, of all the world, were the only
ones who bore me affection.

I have already said that this hope

was now fast dying out; repeated dis

appointment had all but extinguished

it; and it was only when the name

“Reichenau " had again stirred its

almost cold embers, that I determined

on this last chance ere I abandoned

my career for ever.

xx x V.

* Discoveries.”

ONLY ye who have felt what it is,

after long years of absence, after buf

feting with the wild waves of life, and

learning by heart that bitter lesson

they call the world, to come back to

what was once a home, can forum



1853.] 599Chapter XXXV.-Discoveries.

some notion of the mingled emotions

of joy and sorrow with which I drew

near Reichenau.

As the road grew gradually more

steep, and the mountain gorge became

narrower and wilder, I found myself at

each moment in sight of some well

remembered object. Now it was a

well beside which I had often rested;

now a cross or a shrine beneath which

I had knelt. Here was a rocky emi

nence I had climbed to gain a wider

view of the winding valley before me;

here was a giant oak under which I

had sheltered from a storm. Every

turn of the way brought up some

scene, some incident, or some train

of long-forgotten thought of that time

when, as a boy, I wandered all alone,

weaving fancies of the world, and

making myself the hero of a hundred

stories. Sad and sorrowful as it is to

reckon scores with our hopes, and mark

how little life has borne out the pro

mises of our youth, yet I cannot help

thinking that our grief is nobly recom

pensed by the very memory of that

time, that glorious time, when, sha

dowed by no scepticism, nor darkened

by any distrust, we were happy, and

hopeful, and confiding. It is not alone

that we recur to those memories with

pleasure; but we are actually better

for the doing so. They tell of a time

when our hearts were yet uncorrupted,

our ambitions were noble, and our

aspirations generous. They remind

us of a period, when the episodes of

life rarely outlived the day, and our

griefs never endured through half the

night. And so comes it that when, in

after-years we are tried and careworn

by the world, it is not to our expe

rience of mankind we look for support

and comfort, but to the time when,

in happy innocence, we wandered all

alone, peopling space with images of

kindness and goodness, and making

for ourselves an ideal world, so muc

better than the real one !

It was sunset. The “Angelus" was

ringing as I entered Reichenau, and

the postilion — a mountaineer — reve

rently descended from the saddle, and

knelt upon the road-side in silent

prayer. How long was it since I had

witnessed even so much of devotion 1

The world in which I had mixed had

its occupations of intrigue and plot,

its schemes of greatness, and wealth,

and power; but no space for thoughts

like those of this poor peasant. Alas!

and was I not myself corrupted by

their contact! That penitent atti

tude — that prayerful look — those

clasped hands—were now all objects of

astonishment to me, when once I had

deemed them the fit accompaniment

of the hour. Too truly was I changed

from what I had been

Night was falling fast as we reached

the bridge, and a light twinkled in the

little window which had once been the

Herr Robert's. A little further on, I

saw the Chateau and the terrace; then

came the tower of the old church; and

as we turned into the Platz, I beheld

the arched gateway and the small, dia

mond-paned window of the little inn.

How sadly did they all remind me of

my solitary existence; for here, in the

midst of every object of my childish

memory, was I, friendless and alone.

A little crowd gathered around the

carriage as I got out. The staring

rustics little thought that he who then

descended had been, perhaps, their

play-fellow and companion. The pos

tilion had styled me an “Excellency,”

and the landlord received me with all

his deference.

I pretended that I should stay a day

or two in expectation of a friend's ar

rival, and ordered the best rooms in

the house; and, as was not unusual

in those days, begged the favour of

my host's company at supper. The

invitation was gladly accepted, and

Herr Kirschler entertained me till past

midnight with an account of Reiche

nau and its inhabitants. I affected to

know the village as a mere traveller,

who had passed through it some years

back, on my way to Italy; and

the host, with true innkeeper memory,

remembered me perfectly. I was fat

ter, or thinner, or browner, or some

what paler than before; but in other

respects little changed. So, at least,

he told me, and I accepted the de

scription. I reminded him that when

I last came through, the Chateau had

been a school—was it so still 2

“Yes; and Mons. Jost was still the

master, although now very old and in

firm, and, of course, little able to

direct it. In fact, he devoted his time

far more to beetles and butterflies than

to the boys; and so most of the scho

lars had left him, and the school was

rapidly declining.”

I turned the conversation on Rei

chenau itself, and asked in a careless

tone if strangers ever sought it as a re
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sidence. He shook his head sorrow

fully, and said rarely, if ever.

“There had,” he added, “been one

or two families who had fled thither on

the outbreak of the French Revolution,

but they had long since taken their de

arture. One of them,” added he, ris

ing and opening the window, “one of

them lived yonder, where your Excel

lency sees that old tower; and mean

as it looks without, I can assure you it

is still poorer within; and yet they were

noble—at least so it was said here.”

“You cannot remember the name 2"

said I.

“No ; but it is written in one of my

old ledgers.”

“Will you do me the kindness to

look for it?" said I, “as these things

have a deep interest for me, since I

have known so many of the exiled fa

milies.”

It was in no spirit of curiosity

that I made this request—I needed no

thing to aid me. There, stood the old

tower which contained my play-room;

there, the little window at which I have

sat, silent and alone, whole nights long.

It was to conceal my emotion that I

wished him away; and scarcely had he

left the room, when l hid my face within

my hands, and sobbed aloud. The

search occupied him some time; and

when he returned I had recovered my

self sufficiently to escape his notice.

“Well, have you found it?" said I.

“Yes, your Excellency, here it is"

—in the lady's own writing too.

The words were simply the routine

entry of travellers in the “police sheet”

of the hotel—stating that Madame la

Comtesse de Gabriac, accompanied by

“son secretaire,” M. Raper, had passed

two days there, and then departed for

. The word had been written, and

then blotted out.

“For where 2" asked I.

“That is the strangest point of all,”

said he, “for after having taken the

places for Milan and their passports all

viséd for that city, when day broke

they were not to be found. Some pea.

sants, who came to market that day,

thought they had seen them on the

mountains taking the path to Feld

kirch; but, wherever they went, they

were never heard of more.”

“Do you mean that they had to set

out on foot ”

“Parlileut your Excellency; the route
they took can be travelled in no other

fashion.”

“But the baggage—their effects?”

“They were of the lightest, I assure

you,” said he, laughing. “Madame la

Comtesse carried hers in a kerchief, and

Mons. le Secretaire had a common sol

dier's knapsack, and a small bundle in

his hand, when he came here.”

I suppose the expression of my face at

the ribald tone of this remark must have

intimated what I felt, but tried to con

ceal, since he speedily corrected himself

and said, in a voice of apology—

“It is not, assuredly, at their po

verty I would sneer, your Excelleney;

but, for persons of their condition, this

was not the suitable way to travel.”

“Did they leave no friends behind

them, who might give a clue to their

mysterious departure?"

“Friends ! No, your Excellency,

they were too proud and too highly

born for us of Reichenau–at least the

Comtesse was ; as for Mons. Raper,

r fellow, he was a teacher at Mons.

ost's yonder, and rarely seen amongst

us.”

“And how do you explain it? — I

mean, what explanation was the com

mon one in vogue in the village 2"

“As for that, there were all manner

of rumours. Some said they had Îled

from their debts, which was false; for

they had sold the little they possessed,

and came to pass the two last days here

while paying whatever they owed in the

village. Somethought that they had been

hiding from justice, and that their refuge

had been at last discovered ; and some,

among whom I confess myself one,

think that it was with reference to the

Count's affairs that they had taken to

flight.”

“How do you mean "asked I.

“Oh, De Gabriac was a ‘bad sub

ject, and if report speak truly, was

implicated in many crimes. One thing

is certain—before they had been gone

a week the gensdarmes were here in

search of him; they ransacked the lodg

ing for some clue to his hiding-place,

and searched the post for letters to or

from him.”

“And so you think that it was pro

bably to avoid him that she fled ” said

I, hazarding a question to obtain a

fuller admission than he had made.

“That is precisely my opinion; and

when I tell your Excellency that it was

on receiving a letter from Paris, most

probably from him, that she hastily sold

off everything, you will possibly be of

my mind also.”
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“And Gabriac, did he ever appear

here again 2"

“Some say he did ; but it is doubt

ful. One thing, however, is certain—

there was a teacher here in M. Jost's

academy, a certain M. Augustin, who

gave lessons in mathematics, and the

secret police gave him some tidings

that made him also leave this; and the

report is, that Gabriac was somehow

the cause of this. Nobody ever thought

ill of Augustin, and it is hard to be

lieve he was Gabriac's accomplice.”

I could perceive, from this reply of

the host, that he was “all abroad” as

to any real knowledge of events, and

had only got some faint glimmerings of

the truth. I now suffered him to run

on about people and occurrences of

which I knew nothing, so as to divert

him from any attention to myself; and

then betook me to my bed with an

anxious mind and a wearied one.

I was up early the next morning, and

hastened to the Chateau, where I found

my old master already up, and walking

in the garden. He was, indeed, much

changed. Time had told heavily on him,

too, and he seemed far more feeble than

I expected to find him. The letter with

which I was charged for him invited

him to make me any confidential com

munication he desired to impart, and

to regard me as trustworthy in all

respects. He read it over, I should

think, several times—for he sat down

on a bench and seemed to study it pro

foundly.

“Youshall have the papers,” said he,

at length; “but I doubt that they will
be found of use now. Dumourier's influ

ence is at an end with his old adherents.

The party is broken up; and, so far as

human foresight can go, the cause is

lost.”

“I ought to tell you, Mons. Jost,”

then broke I in, “that, although you

are speaking to one who will not abuse

}. confidence, that it is also one who

º nothing of the plan you speak

of.”

He appeared to reflect some minutes

over my words, and then said—

“These are matters, however, not

for my judgment. If the prince think

well of the scheme, it is enough.”

I saw that this was said unconsciously

and to himself, and so I made no re

mark on it.

“At all events, Mons. Gervois,” con

tinued he, “let them not build upon

many whose names are here. We saw

what Dejaunay became t'other day.

Jussard is little better than a spy for

the First Consul; and as for Gabriac, to

whom we all trusted, he would have

been even worse than a spy, ifhis villany

had succeeded.”

“You knew him, then, sir?” asked I.

“ Knew him Parbleu / I did know

him; and better, too, than most did

always said he would play the trai

tor– not to one, but to every cause.

He was false to all, sir,” said he, with

increasing bitterness; “to his King ; to

that King's enemies; to the Conven

tion; to the ‘Emigration;' to the no

bles; to the people;—false everywhere

and to every one False to her who

bore his name, and to her whom he led

away to ruin— that poor girl! whose

father's chivalrous loyalty alone might

have protected her — how do you call

him—the Marquis de Bresinart 2 No,

not him ; I mean that old loyalist

leader, who lived near Valence.”

“Not the Marquis de Jupernois?"

said I, in trembling eagerness.

“The same; the Marquis de Juper

nois, to whose daughter he was once

betrothed, and whose fair fame and

name he has tarnished for ever !”

“You do not mean that Gabriac

was the seducer ofMadame de Bertin 2"

said I?

“The world knows it as well as I

do; and, although one alone ever

dared to deny it, and branded the

tale with the epithet of base scandal,

she came at last to see its truth; and

her broken heart was the last of his

triumphs 1”

“You speak of the ‘Comtesse’—his

wife?”

He grasped my hand within one of

his own, and pressed the other across

his eyes, unable to speak, through

emotion. Nor were my feelings less

moved. What a terrible revelation

was this Misfortune upon misfor

* and De Gabriac the cause of

all !

For a moment I thought of declar

ing myself to be his old pupil, and the

child who had called that dear Com

tesse “mother;” but the morbid shame

with which I remembered what I then

was, stopped me, and I was silent.

“You know, of course, whither she

went from this, and what became of

her?" asked I, anxiously.

“Yes. I had two letters from her

—at long intervals, though; the last,

when about to sail for Halifax —”
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“For Halifax 1–gone to America?”

“Even so. She said that the old

world had been long unkind to her,

and that she would try the new ; and

then, as their only friend in Hamburg

was dead—”

“They were at Hamburg 1 — you

did not say that?” said I.

“Yes, to be sure. Mons. Raper,

who was a worthy, good man, and a

smart scholar, besides, had obtained

the place of correspondence clerk in a

rich mercantile house in that city,

where he lived with credit, till the

death of the head of the firm. After

that, I believe the house ceased busi

ness, or broke up. At all events, Ra

per was thrown on the world again,

and resolved to emigrate. I suppose,

if Mons. Geysiger had lived —”

“Geysiger l—is that the name you

said "

“Ay; Adam Geysiger—the great

house of Geysiger, Mersman and

Dorth of Hamburg, the first mer

chants of that city.”

Though he continued to talk on, I

heard no more ; my thoughts became

confused, and my head felt turning

with the intense effort to collect my

self. Geysiger thought I; the very

house where I had been at Hamburg–

where I had overheard the project of

a plan against myself I Could it be,

that through all my disguise of name

and condition, that they knew me?

With what increase of terror did this

discovery come upon me ! If they

have, indeed, recognised me, it may

be that some scheme is laid against my

life. I could not tell how or whence

this suspicion came ; but, doubtless,

some chance word let drop before me

in my infancy, and dormant since in

my mind, now rushed forth to my

recollection with all the power of a

fact!

I questioned the old man about this

Geysiger—where he had lived, whom

he had married, and so on ; but he

only knew that his wife had been an

actress. I did not ask for more. The

identity was at once established. I

next tried to find out if any relations

of friendship or intimacy had subsisted

between the Comtesseand Madlle. von

Geysiger; but, on the contrary, he

told me they had not met nor known

each other when she wrote to him; and

her stay after that in Hamburg was

very brief. I wearied him, with ask

ing to repeat for me several circum

stances of these strange revelations;

nor was it till I saw him fatigued and

half exhausted, that I could prevail on

myself to cease. I had now loitered

here to the last limit of my time; and,

with an affectionate leave of my kind

old master, I left Riechenau, to make

my way with all speed to England.

Ch.APTER xxxvi.

the ordeAL.

My first care on arriving in England

was to resign my post as an “Agent

Secret.” This was not, however, so

easily accomplished as I thought; for

the Itoyalists had more than once be

fore discovered that those in their em

ployment had been seduced into the

service of their enemies, whose rewards

were greater, and who had a large field

of patronage at their disposal. Unable

to prevent these desertions by the in

ducements of profit, they had resorted

to a system of secret intimidation and

menace, which unquestionably had its

influence over many.

I have not space here to dwell on a

theme, some of whose details might,

however, prove amusing, illustrating

as they did the mysterious working of

that Jesuit element, which laboured so

zealously and so long in the cause of

the Restoration. There is a little work

still extant, called “L’Espionage et ses

Dangers,” by Jules Lacoste, published

at Bruxelles, in 1802, which gives, if

not a perfectly authentic, at least a

very graphic description of this curious

system. The writer distinctly alleges

that five of his colleagues met their

deaths by poison, on mere suspicion of

their disloyalty, and gives the names

of several whose impaired faculties and

shattered health showed that they had

narrowly, but perhaps not more for

tunately, escaped a similar fate.

For my own part I must own that

such perils were not mine. It is true,

I was asked to re-consider my deter

mination. It was at first hinted vague

ly, and then positively assured me that

my long and faithful services were on

the eve of a high and substantial re
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cognition. I was even told that my

own wishes would be consulted as to

the nature of my reward, since I was

not to be treated like one of the mere

herd. When all these temptations

were found to fail, I was left, as it

were, to reflect on the matter, while,

in reality, a still more ingenious and

artful scheme was drawn around me—

the Abbé being employed as its chief

agent. Aftecting, in a measure, to

coincide with and even encourage my

determination, he invited me constantly

to his lodgings, and by degrees insi

nuated himself into my confidence.

At least he learned that it was in pure

disgust of the career itself that I de

sired to forsake it, and not with any

#. of other advancement in life.

e sought eagerly to discover, the se

cret subject which engaged mythoughts

—for I could not succeed in concealing

my deep pre-occupation—but he cau

tiously abstained from ever obtruding

even a word of question or inquiry.

Nor did his ardour stop here; he stu

died my tastes, my passions, and my

disposition, as subjects for successful

temptation. I was young, high-cou

raged, and enthusiastic; and yet he

found me indifferent to pleasure, and

indisposed to society and its amuse

ments. He knew me to be poor, and

yet saw clearly that wealth did not

dazzle me. I was humble and un

known; yet no recognition of the high

and great could stir my heart, nor

awaken my ambitions. He was too

well read in human nature to accept

these as signs of an apathetic and cal

lous disposition; he recognised them

rather as evidences of a temperament

given up to some one and engrossing
theme.

I own that in my utter destitution

there was a pleasing flattery to me in

this pursuit; and I could not but feel

gratified at the zeal with which he

seemed to devote himself to compre

hend me. He exposed me to the va

rious subjects of temptation which so

successfully assail youth ; but he per

ceived that not one could touch the

secret cord of my nature. To some I

was averse; I was indifferent to others.

He took me into society—that circle of

his intimates, which really in conver

sational excellence surpassed anything

I had ever met before; and although

I enjoyed it at the time, I could re

frain from frequenting it without a re

gret.

VOL, XLII.-NO, CCLI.

“You are a puzzle to me, Bernard,”

said he,ºf me by my former

“soubriquet,” which he always used

in private; “I want to see you take

interest in something, and show that

humanity is not dead within you; but

nothing seems to touch, nothing to at

tract you; and yet it was not thus that

Sister Ursule first represented you to

me. She spoke of you as one that

could be warmed by the zeal of a great

cause, and whose faculties would ex

and when once engaged in it. If the

Monarchy be too mean for your ambi

tion, what say you to the Church 2"

I pleaded my unworthiness, but he

stopped me, saying—

“The career it is that creates the

man. Only resolve firmly to fulfil a

duty, and mark how capacity comes of

mere volition | Ursule herself is an

instance of what I say. Bred up

amidst those who only cared for the

world and its vanities, see what she

became by the working of noble devo

tion, and see what has Margot sunk to

for want of it !”

“Margot! what of her?" asked I,

eagerly. “You did not tell me that

you had tidings of her.” .

The sallow cheek of the Abbé seem

ed tinged with a ſaint colour as I ut

tered these words with unusual warmth.

Whatever his feelings, however, they

were quickly under control, as he said—

“Margot has fallen—fallen as never

before fell one of her high estate 1”

I could not speak from emotion, but

by my anxious look I entreated him to

continue. The recital, as he gave it,

was a long one, but briefly told was

this:—Margot had been “prepared"

by her sister for admission into the re

stored convent of the “Chaise Dieu,”

and at length had entered upon her no

viciate. This being completed, she had

returned home, in compliance with the

precepts of the Order, to mix in the

world and its pleasures for three

months— the abandonment of such

temptation being accepted as the best

evidence of fitness for the last solemn

vow. Dangerous as such an ordeal

would seem, yet scarcely ever is one

found to fail under it. The long pre

vious training of the mind, the deep

impression made by a life of unbroken

devotion, and that isolation that comes

of a conventual existence, joined to the

sense of disgrace attendant on deser

tion, all combine to make the novice

faithful to her first pledge. The trial

2 s
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is, therefore, little other than a forma

lity, and she who goes through it seems

rather a martyr suffering torture than

a youthful spirit taking its last fleeting

glimpse of joy for ever!

To fulfil this accustomed ceremonial

— for it was simply such — Margot

came home to her father's house. The

violent spirit of the revolutionary pe

riod had given way to a more calm

and dispassionate tone, and already

the possessors of ancient names and

titles were returning to the respect
they once were held in. In the little

village of Linange the old Marquis was

now esteemed a high personage — by

some, indeed, was he placed above the

“Maire” himself. To do his daughter

honour was, therefore, a duty; and

everyone whose rank gave them the pre

tension, endeavoured to show her some

mark of respect and attention. Small

as the community was, it had its dig

nitaries and its leaders, and they vied

with each other on this occasion.

Margot had been a favourite — she

was about to be a nun —two claims

which appeal to the heart by separate

roads; for, while one exacts admira

tion, the other disarms jealousy. Thus,

even they who would have felt the ri

valry of her beauty as a subject of irri

tation, could now bestow their praises

on her without a pang. This flattery

of admiration from every quarter was

too much for the brain of one whose

chief fault was vanity. The splendour

of her dress, the presents lavished on

her, the worship which reached her

wherever she went, all served to height

en the fascination; and, while Ursule

prayed and entreated her to remember

that these were but as the flowers that

deck the victim at the altar, she would

not heed her. How could she 2 Was

not the swell of approving voices which

met her in society louder than the faint

whisperings of her sister's admonition ?

How could the cold warnings of pru

dence stem the torrent of adulation

that swept through her heart? She

was conscious, too, of her beauty; and,

for the first time, felt that its influence

was experienced by others. The repu

tation of the lovely novice spread far

and near, and strangers came to Li

nange to see and speak with her. The

little weekly receptions at the “Mairie.”

were crowded with new faces. Officers

from the garrison at Valence, and

travellers were continually arriving;

and “La Belle Margot" was a toast

ledged by hundreds who never saw

er.

From Ursule alone came words of

warning. The world of her acquaint

ance met her with nothing but flattery,

and flattery, too, more palpably ex

pressed than is usual, since used to one

upon whom, in a few days, life was to

close for ever.

Margot was told that, to waste her

charms on the dull world of a little

village, was an insult to her own beauty,

and that Valence, which so long had

heard of, should certainly see her. She

believed this, and accordingly insisted

on going there. At Valence her tri

umphs were greater than ever; but

there she heard that Paris alone could

rightly appreciate loveliness. such as

hers. They told her, too, that it was

an age in which beauty was sovereign;

and the nation, wearied of a monarchy,

had accepted military glory and female

loveliness as the true elements of com

mand. The will of the novice is a law

at this period; and the old Marquis,

who had now regained some remnant

of his fortune, set out for Paris.

The most hacknied in the world's

ways knows well with what a sense of

enjoyment he finds himself in Paris—

the most brilliant of all the cities of the

earth. The gorgeous panorama of life

that passes there before his eyes has no

where its equal. What, then, must it

have appeared to the fresh enthusiasm

of that young girl, eager for pleasure,

for excitement, and admiration 1

At first her whole soul was bent upon

the gorgeous spectacle before her—the

splendour of a scene such as she in ima

ſº had never realised. The pa

aces, the military pomp, the equi

pages, the dress, were far above all

she had conceived of magnificence and

display; but the theatres imparted a

delight to her beyond all the rest. The

ideal world that she saw there, typified

a world of passionate feeling, of love,

joy, ambition, and triumph What a

glorious contrast to the grave-like still

ness of the convent—to the living death

of a poor nun's existence It is true,

she had been taught to regard these

things as sinful, and as the base con

ceptions of a depraved nature; she

had even come to witness them to con

firm the abhorrence in which she held

them, and show that they appealed to

no one sentiment of her heart. Alas!

the experiment was destined to prove

too costly.
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The splendour, the beauty, the glow

ing language of the scene—the strains

of music, softer and more entrancing

than ever swept across her senses—the

very picturesque effect of everything,

varied with every artifice of light and

shadow, carried her away, and bore

her to an ideal world, where she, too,

had her homage of devotion, where her

beauty had its worshippers, and she

was herself loved. It was in vain that

she tried to reason herself out of these

fancies, and regard such displays as

unreal and fictitious. Had they been

so, thought she, they could not appeal,

as I see and know they do, to the sym

pathies of those thousands whose breasts

are heaving in suspense, and whose

hearts are throbbing in agony. Iłut

more than that, she beheld the great

actress of the day received with all

the homage rendered to a queen in the

real world.

If ever there was one calculated to

carry with her from the stage into so

ciety all the admiration she excited, it

was that admirable actress, who was

then at the very outset of that brilliant

career, which for nigh half a century

adorned the French stage, and render

ed it the most celebrated in Europe.

Young, beautiful in the highest

sense of the word, with a form of per

feet mould, gifted and graceful in every

gesture, with a voice of thrilling sweet

ness, and a manner that in the highest

circles found no superior, Midlle.

Mars brought to her profession traits

and powers, any one of which might

have ensured success. I remember

her well . I can bring to mind the thun

dering applause, that did not wait for

her appearance on the boards, but an

nounced her coming — that gorgeous

circle of splendid and apparelled beau

ty, stimulated to a momentary burst

of enthusiasm—that waving pit, lock

ing and heaving like a stormy sea—the

hoarse bray of ten thousand voices,

rude and ruthless enough many of

them, and yet all raised in homage of

one, who spoke to the tenderest feel

ings of the heart, and whose accents

were the softest sounds that ever issued

from human lips. And I remember,

too, how, at the first syllable she utter

ed, that deafening clamour would cease,

and, by an impulse that smote every

one of that vast assemblage in the

same instant of time, the stillness was

like the gravel

Margot became so fascinated by her

that she would not lose one single

night when she performed. It was at

first a pleasure—it then became a pas

sion with her. The real life she mixed

in became poor, weak, and uninterest

ing, beside the world of intense feeling

the stage presented. The one seemed

all false, unreal, and fictitious; the

other, truthful, and addressing itself to

the heart direct.

Mille. Mars herself at length re

marked the lovely girl, who, with eager

gaze and steadfast, sat each night in the

same place, indifferent to everything,

save the business of the scene. She felt

the power she exercised over her, and

saw how her whole nature was her cap

tive. Once or twice their eyes actually

met, and Margot felt at the moment

that she was beneath the glance of one

who read her very thoughts, and knew

each working of her heart.

A few nights after this, they met in

society, and Mdle. Mars, without in

troduction of any kind, approached

and spoke to her. The words were

few and commonplace — some half

apology for a liberty—an expression of

pleasure at meeting her, and a kind of

thankful return for the attention by

which she marked her. She saw the

attraction which the stage possessed

for her, and made it the subject of

their conversation. The great actress

was herself an enthusiast about her

art, and when she spoke of it, her

genius kindled at once, and her words

rose to high eloquence. She told

Margot the whole story of her own

devotion to the stage — how she had

been destined to the cloister, and that

an accidental visit to the theatre at

Nancy had determined the entire for

tunes of her life. “I felt within me,”

said she, “a power of expression that

I could not bear to bury beneath the

veil of the nun. The poetry that

stirred my heart should find its utter

ance; nor could I endure the stormy

conflict of passion that raged within

me, save in giving it a form and a

shape. I became an actress for my

self, and hence perhaps, why I have

met with the applause of others.”

Margot's acquaintance thus casually

formed, ripened into intimacy, and

quickly into a close friendship. The

ritual that prescribed the ordeal

through which she was going, ordain

ed that it should be restricted by

scarcely a limit. The novice was

really to be her own mistress for a
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brief season in that world she was to

leave so soon, and for ever. She now

accompanied Mdle. Mars not only
into the wide circle of Parisian soci

ety, but into that far more seductive

one, which consisted of her most inti

mate friends. Here she met all that

boasted of artistic excellence in the

capital — the brilliant dramatist, the

witty reviewer of the Debats, the great

actor—it was Talma in those days—the

Prima Donna who was captivating all

Europe, and a host of lesser celebrities,

all brimful of spirits, joy and gaiety,

as people with whom the world went

well, and whose very business in it

was that of pleasure and amusement.

I need not trace the course by which

Margot grew to a perfect infatuation

with such company. Wiser and calmer

heads than hers have been unable to

resist the charms of a society made up

of such elements. Nor was she herself

to pass without admiration from them.

Her beauty and heryouth, the mingled

gentleness and energy of her tempera

ment, her girlish modesty, blended

with a i...o. enthusiasm,

were exactly the qualities which they

could value and appreciate.

“What gifts | the stage " said

one of the greatest amongst them, one

night; “if Mademoiselle was not a

Marchioness, she might be a Mars.”

“But I am going to be a nun,” said

she, innocently; and a joyous burst of

laughter received the speech. “It is

quite true,” said she, “and most un

kind of you to laugh at me.”
- c. By St. Denis, I'll go and turn

Trappist, or Carmelite, to-morrow,”

cried one, “if only to pay you a visit

in your convent.”

“I wish they'd accept me as almon

er to your cloister, Mademoiselle,”

said Breslot, the comedian, “I’m

getting tired of serious parts, and

would like a little light business.”

“Am I the style of thing for a su

rior, think ye 2" said Jossard, the

ife of the “Français,” throwing over his

head a lace scarf of one of the ladies,

and assuming a demure look of inde

scribable drollery.

“How I should like to hear Made

moiselle recite those lines in your play

of Cecile, Mons. Bertignac,” said a

famous actress of tragedy. “Her face,

figure, voice, and air, are perfect for

them. I mean the farewell the novice

takes of her sister, as day is just

breaking, and the distant bells of the

cloister announce the approach of the

ceremony.”

“Where's the book 2–who has it?”

called out three or four together.

“The copies have been all seized by

the police,” said one. “Bertignac was

suspected of a covert satire on the au

thorities.”

“Or they have been bought up for

distribution by the Society of “Bons

Livres,” said another; “and Bertig

nac is to be made Gentleman of the

Pope's Antechamber.”

“Here is one, however, fortunate

ly rescued,” said Mdlle. Mars, pro

ducing the volume, which Jossard

quickly snatched from her, and began,

in pompous tones, reciting the lines,

beginning—

“Sarur de mon enfance, si je te quitte pour

toujours."

“An abominable line,” cried one;

“and perfectly impossible to give with

out a bassoon accompaniment for the

last word.”

“The epithet, too, is downright non

sense. Why sister of her infancy?—

did she cease to be so as she grew up?”

said another.

“I wrote the lines after supping

with Breslot,” said the author. “One

is not accountable for words uttered

in moments of debility and hunger.”

“Be the lines what they may, let us

hear Mdlle. read them,” said Talma;

“and I mistake greatly, but with all our

studied accuracy, we shall learn some

thing from one whose nature is not

bound by our trammels.”

To have adventured on such a task,

before such an audience, was more

than Margot could dare to contem

plate, and she grew faint and sick at

the bare thought. They were not,

however, of that mould which listens to

excuses and refusals. The great fami

liarity which existed amongst them

excluded all deference to individual

likings or dislikings, and if servants

of the public on the stage, off the

boards they were the slaves of each

other. Margot, almost lifeless with

terror, was therefore obliged to com

}. At first the words fell from her

ips almost inaudibly; by degrees her

voice gained strength, and only a tre

mulous accent betrayed the struggle

within her. But, at last, when she

came to the part where the nun, as if

asking herself whether the world and

its fascinations had taken no hold upon
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her heart, confesses, with a burst of

spirit-wrung misery, that it was so,

and that to leave that joyous sunlight

for the gloomy sepulchre of the clois

ter, was worse than death itself, her

utterance grew full and strong, her

dark eyes flashed, her colour heighten

ed, her bosom heaved, and she gave

the passage with such a burst of thril

ling eloquence, that the last words

were drowned in thunders of applause,

only hushed as they beheld her ſall

back fainting, and perfectly overcome

by her emotions.

“And you think you can take the

veil, child?” askedM. Mars, when

they were alone.

But Margot made no answer.

“You believe, Margot, that it will

be possible for you to stifle within you

feelings such as these, and that the

veil and the cord can change your na

ture ? No, no If the heart be not

dead, it is cruelty to bury it. Yours

is not so, and shall have another des

tiny.”

Mdlle. Mars at once communicated

with the old Marquis, and endeavoured

to dissuade him from his purpose re

garding his granddaughter; but he

would not listen to her arguments, nor

heed her counsels. At first, indeed,

he could not be brought to believe

that Margot herself could concur in

them. It seemed incredible to him,

that a child of his house could so far

forget her station and self-respect, as

to avow herself unequal to any sacri
fice or any trial,. less one in itself

the noblest and the highest of all mar

tyrdom.

“You will see,” cried he eagerly,

“that it is you—not I–have mistaken

her. These gauds of the fashionable

world have no real attraction for her.

Her heart is within those walls, where,

in a few days more, she will herself be

for ever. She shall come and tell you

so with her own lips.”

He sent a servant to call her, but

she was not to be found ! He

searched everywhere, but in vain.

Margot was gone I From that day

forth she was not to be met with. No

means were spared in prosecuting the

search. MIdlle. Mars herself, deeply

aſilicted at any inducements she might

have held forth to her, joined eagerly

in the pursuit, but to no end.

“But you cannot mean, Abbé,” said

I, as he completed the narrative, “that

to this very hour no trace of her has

been discovered 2"

“I will not say so much,” said he,

“for once or twice tidings have reach

ed her friends, that she was well and

happy. The career she had chosen, she

well knew would be regarded by her

family as a deep degradation; and she

only said to one who saw her, “Tell

them that their name shall not be dis

honoured. As for her who bears it,

she deems herself ennobled by the

stage!' She was in Italy when last

heard of, and in the Italian theatres;

and in some of Alfieri's pieces had

earned the most triumphant successes.

Poor girl | from her very cradle her

destiny marked her for misfortune.

What a mockery, then, these triumphs,

if she but recalls the disgrace by which

they are purchased 1"
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R. H. Y. M. E. s. F O R N o V E M B E it.

By reardana.

h O L L A N D t I d E.

Oh! the homes of green Munster were homes full of glee,

Ere the blight-cloud stole in through her mountains, and drove

The fond hearts afar over island and sea,

That lived but in gladness, and throbbed but in love!

And when, long ago, in those calm sunny days,

Rose a gladness so sweet by the brilliant fireside,

As when meeting in mirth by the light of its blaze,

Came the peasants around on each fair Hollandtide.

There the blithe laugh arose from the maids, as they cast

Fond looks at the youths whom sweet spells on that night

Might say should be theirs 'till life's journey was past,

Gilding o'er their calm pathways with love and delight.

There the old people sat by the fire's ruddy glow,

And told, with sweeti. of subdued, happy pride,

How they met by each hearthstone in times long ago—

How they loved, how they lived in the old Hollandtide

And there, when the dance and the games were all o'er,

Rose the light laugh again, or the tear from that throng,

As they heard from the men of the wild fairy lore

Some improvised story or sweet-gushing song:

And oh when that circle was parted again,

How the tall striplings wished, and the young maidens sighed,

With love-longing hearts for the Lext Autumn wane,

For their meeting once more upon fair Hollandtide

In the homes of green Munster there's happiness yet,

And the IIollandtide circles are laughing once more—

Ah! the hot Celtic bosom may burn with regret,

But it soon leaves the gloom for the gladness of yore!

There the laugh ringeth up from the children at play,

There the dancers in quick mazes merrily glide,

There the hours with the lovers too fleet pass away,

But how bright, ah! how sweet on this fair Hollandtide 1

But a change hath passed o'er them—some gay heart is gone,

Some fond look is missed by the Holland-fire bright.

Ah! eyes, 'mid those circles that witchingly shone,

Quenched, quenched evermore are their glances of light.

There sits some fond parent, now drooping and lone,

Some wife with the tears of her parting half dried,

And they think 'mid the gladness on those who have flown,

Who sat by their hearths on some past IIollandtide

But still there are looks, oh! as fond and as mild,

And blue eyes as brilliant—young maidens as fair–

And hear how the roof-tree with laughter rings wild

From the brave youths who sit by these bright maidens there!

Thus long may white Winter be throned in the skies—

Ah! ne'er may a welcome like this be denied—

When he comes like a god, with his clear starry eyes

Gleaming joy to each bosom at sweet Hollandtide 1
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THE OAKS AT GLENEIGIſ.

Oh! think of the days when the crags' hoary masses

Bent o'er our green forest in Houra's wild passes,

When the grey wolf was king of the forest and mountain,

And the red deer ran free by the blue torrent's shore,

When the prey scarcely rested at eve by the fountain,

Swept on by the spear of the wild creachadore

'Twas a brave time—a wild time—the hills seem to mourn

Till the splendour of glade and of forest return;

Yet is not their splendour as wild and as shaggy,

Where the huge blasted roots of that forest remain,

Wide spread o'er each deep cave and precipice craggy,

Sending scions of strength to the blue sky again?

Afar where Molanna' in thunder is flowing,

Afar in Gleneigh are these strong scions growing—

They spring from the stream, and they tower from the ledges

Of the huge rocks which frown o'er that wild fairy dell:

Like young guardian giants encircling the edges

Of the deep silent pool, and the moss wreathed well.

How thick in the Summer their green leaves were shining !

How sere and how scattered at Autumn's declining !

But the wild hills shall see them far greener than ever,

When Winter hath fled from the bright looks of May.

Ah! thus should Adversity's children endeavour

To breast the rude blasts, like the oaks of Gleneigh I

* The Houra mountains, a range lying along the northern borders of Cork, between it

and Limerick. In a valley, at the northern declivity of these mountains, rises the main

stream of the Aubeg, or Mulla of Spenser; the other branch rises in the bog of Annagh, to

the west. Smyth, in his “History of the County Cork,” says that the Brackbawn, or prin

cipal branch of the Funcheon, a river rising far away in the Gaulties, is the Molanna men

tioned in the “Fairie Queen.” Here are a few of Spenser's lines:–

“Amongst the which there was a nymph that hight

Molanna, daughter of old Father Mole,

And sister unto Mulla faire and bright.”

And, in another stanza, Spenser says that Diana and her nymphs punished Molanna, for

leading Faunus to their bathing-place, by “whelming her with stones;” but Faunus, to

reward her

“For her paine

Of her beloved Fauchin did obtaine

That her he would receive unto his bed :

So now her waves passe through a pleasant plaine,

"Till with the Fauchin she herself doe wed,

And, both combined, themselves in one fair river spread."

This is at Teompal Molaga, an ancient church near Kildorrery, where the Oun-na

Geeragh–River of the Champion—falls into the Funcheon. A beautiful mountain peak,

now St. Feine, or the seat of the Finian warriors, but called by Spenser “Old Father Mole,”

rises near the springs of the Mulla; and in its western gorge the Oun-na-Geeragh has its

source. This river is the Molanna, and not the Brack bawn, as Smyth has stated. The

Brackbawn rises at least eighteen miles from the source of the Mulla, and Spenser, who

knew the topography round Kilcoleman very well, could not have called a river rising at

such a distance

“Sister unto Mulla faire and bright."

The Oun-na. Geeragh is nearly as large as the Funcheon where they meet; and its course,

and the scenery around it, correspond most accurately with the descriptions of the Molanua,

given in Spenser's poems.
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sonG OF THE FAIRY CAPTIVE.

I

Stars are brightening

Over the hill;

Clouds are whitening—

Still, oh still,

Ever and ever my doom shall be

To go with the fairy companie,

Over moorland and over lea,

'Till my true love, Dermid, come for me !

II.

Oh! there is singing

By wood and glen;

Bugles are ringing

O'er rock and fen :

Not an owl dare scream or hoot–

All the voices of night are mute,

While the dancingi. to the harp and flute,

Down by the oak tree's mossy root.

III.

Oh! it is weary

The long night time,

Darksome and dreary,

'Till matin chime,

Down o'er the lonely streams to sail,

Ever away in the moonlight pale ;

Thus to dance in some trackless vale,

With none to list to my ceaseless wail

IV.

Oh I am sighing

To meet and find

Voices replying

Of human kind–

Sighing some friendly face to see,

Sighing for Dermid to come to me;

In the strength of his love to set me free

From the wiles of the fairy companiel

The WATERFALL.

I.

Where the moss-bronzed oaks are towering,

'Tween the rude rocks' hoary wall,

Into a chasm with sudden spasm

Rusheth the waterfall !

I3reaking its prison thrall,

Bursting its rocky bar,

Its voice rolls loud, from the bright spray cloud,

Over the hills afar !

II.

All through the flame-browed Summer

'Twas but a tiny stream—

Brown Autumn gave the swelling wave,

And the fierce and fiery gleam.
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Oh! wanderer, you would deem

That a bright-eyed monster there

Rushed out on thee with a roar of glee,

Mad from his yawning lair!

III

It springeth far in the hill-tops,

That torrent wild and rude,

And rolls along with its ancient song,

Through the deep solitude;

Then o'er the sedgy wood,

Down from the torn clift,

With a sudden sweep it taketh its leap,

Into that caverned rift

It boils, and writhes, and hisses,

As it leapeth down amain;

And its quivering roar shakes the valleys hoar,

Like a Titan's yell of pain l

Then darting on again,

Swiftly its wild waves go,

Winding away in their azure play,

Through the widening vales below 1

Each moon-bright Hallow-even,

Go sit by that cataract lone;

And there a dream thou’lt hear by the stream,

The fairy trumpets blown—

O'er dingle, and dell, and stone,

Thoul't see them dance along,

Save one bright maid, who sings in the shade

A low and mournful song!

RECENT NOVELS.

The agreeable duty has been assigned

to us by Mr. Poplar—whom may God

preserve — of reading through some

half-dozen novels, selecting from

among them such as seem to us most

worthy of public notice; and writing

ºut opinion upon their respective me

ºts. Such a task is at all times a de

!ghtful one, come when it will; but

in the present time of the year it is

*greeable from a variety of reasons,

which we shall not now pause to enu

*rate. Let the reader imagine them,

it he can ; should he be unable to do

*he is not a fellow of fancy. It is now

* gloomy season of the year—just

the time for turning over the leaves

*A novel, and repressing those suici

alpropensities which are said to come

*trongly upon men with the fogs. If

therefore, any observations which may

occur in our comments should seem to

our readers less kind and genial than

those with which we commence, they

must not, therefore, think us savage—

but just blame the weather. The

readers of novels may be divided into

many classes. Some there be who af.

fect to despise them utterly, who call

them trash, but under whose pillows

may, nevertheless, be found secreted

the latest hot pressed three volumes

which have issued from the printing

press of Marlborough, or Burlington

street. There are others whose appe

tite for this species of food is insati

able, and whose tastes are almost as

indiscriminating as their appetites :

who will read half-a-dozen of a day,

and not read only, but inwardlyº,
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learn, and digest their contents. Again,

there is a different class, who have

more time, perhaps, than the first, and

a more discriminating taste than the

second ; who are able to appreciate

and enjoy a thoroughly ...] novel,

who will not endure an indifferent one,

and who, having once read a few

chapters, are able to pronounce upon

the quality of the article in hand. To

this class, gentle reader, you, we hope,

belong. We think we do so ourselves,

but as none thoroughly understand

themselves, we would only say, that

what we enjoy in works of fiction,

is truth in the delineation of character.

Incidents however marvellous and

striking; a plot however complicated

and well constructed, description how

ever brilliant and picturesque, all

these qualities are as nothing when

compared with the intense and absorb

ing interest which a true and correct

representation of life excites in our

mind. By the brilliancy of its style,

the glitter of its language, or the

abundance of its incidents, a novel

may create a momentary sensation ;

but to produce a satisfactory, as well

as a permanent impression, it must be

true to nature. If this be wanting,

nothing can compensate for the defi

ciency. From a certain class of readers

the merest commonplaces and, plati

tudes will wring an absorbing attention;

and the writer of fiction rejecting ex

perience, may give such a representa

tion of life as may create for him a

certain amount of reputation, but his

fame will be short-lived. No one who

has read him once will do so again,

when that curiosity which has been

created by means of a well contrived

plot is allayed; the charm is broken ;

the secret of the trick being discovered,

there is nothing left to fill back upon.

But if to that interest, which a well

continued story must excite, there be

added scenes which are transcripts

from actual life—if the mimic stage,

be peopled with real, living, healthy

beings of flesh and blood, then the

work rises above the dead level of com

monplace into the exalted regions of

art.

But with which of these candidates

for public approval that await our

judgulent shall we commence 2 IIere

is a great name, we will take it the
first.

We were disposed to entertain some

doubts whether the fame so justly ac

quired by the author of “Jane Eyre"

and “Shirley,” would be sustained

by the work we now proceed to notice;

but the interest with which we opened

these volumes increased as we went

on, and however high the test by which

the critic might be disposed to subject

a new brochure by this distinguished

author, we think there can hardly be a

doubt, that in “Villette" her reputa

tion will be amply sustained. The novel

is not only constructed with great care,

but there is displayed throughout so

abundant a variety of resources, such

a perfect mastery of the springs of cha

racter, and such graphic pictures of

external life, which are all used with

art admirably directed to the end in

view, that whatever the casual reader

may think of the degree of success

with which the latter is worked out,

he will not be likely to deem the canon

of criticism applied by Goldsmith at all

applicable, “that the picture would

have been better if the painter had

taken more pains.”

The story takes its shape after the

fashion of former models. It is in the

form of an autobiography, a certain

Lucy Snowe being the narrator. Than

the outline of the plot nothing can be

more simple. It may be told in a

few words, which are in some degree

necessary to render the observations

we shall make intelligible to such of

our readers as have not yet had an op

|. of perusing the book. The

eroine makes her first appearance on

the stage as a visitor to her godmother,

whose son, one John Graham Bretton,

occupies a prominent position in the

rogress of the tale. Paulina Mary

}. a sort of elfin child, is at the

same time a visitor at the house of the

Brettons. This child, who bears so

strong a resemblance to little Paul

Dombey that she might almost pass for

his sister, becomes a great friend of

Graham's. Eight years elapse. By a

series of casualties, which we shall not

pause to enumerate, Lucy Snowe finds

herself thrown entirely upon her own

resources for the means of support.

She earns fifteen pounds as a salary

* “Villette." By Currer Bell, Author of “Jane Eyre,” “Shirley." 3 vols. London:

Smith, Elder, and Co.
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for nursing a sick lady, and with this

slender capital she goes to seek her

fortune in the great world of London,

that mighty home of the friendless and

unfortunate. Passing thence she did

not probably find her capital last for

long. She takes shipping, and in due

time arrives at a city which we shall

call Brussels, although the conclusion

is, perhaps, an entirely erroneous one

(the place is called Villette); her design

there is to seek for the situation of

English teacher of the children of one

Madame Beck, who keeps a boarding

school, where she succeeds in obtain

ing the object of her moderate ambi

tion. From this period the little ca

pital of the kingdom of Belgium re

mains the scene of the story. A fa

vourable opportunity is afforded for the

delineation of character in the interior

of a large French pension, of which

the author makes admirable use. The

characters are all new, at least they

are new to us, and are worked out

with a skill and a humour which can

not fail to give us a very high opinion

of the author's powers. There is not

an actor in the little drama, from Mau

rice Paul to Doctor John Graham (for

the friend of early days is found again

in the shape of a flourishing medical

practitioner) that is not a real creation

of flesh and blood. This Doctor John,

in his way, is quite a wonderful fellow,

encountering difficulties only to subdue

them; falling in love, only to rend

asunder the chains which are thrown

over him, and marching on through

life with head erect and bold front,

until at last he meets his fate in the

shape of a very small creature, quite

spirituelle, but with no apparent at
tractions which could entitle her to

such a victory. We have now said

enough to enable our readers to under

stand what we conceive to be the great

merits, as well as the no less remark

able defects of this tale. In the deli

neation of the character of the heroine,

we cannot help thinking there is dis

layed some inconsistency. The qua

ities with which she is endowed can

scarcely be called natural, although,

like Jane Eyre, she has that intense

longing after affection, that strong de

votion to the duties of her daily life,

and those other qualities which would

indicate a high moral tone of charac

ter; all these are in some degree marred

and defaced by a species of morbid sen

sibility which seems strangely at va

riance with such attributes, while the

aim of the book would seem to be the

utterance of a further complaint against

the destiny of such of the softer sex as

are reduced by necessity to look for

their living by the most irksome of all

occupations – viz., that of teaching.

The moral it would inculcate is, that

there can be no real happiness to a

woman, at least independently of the

exercise of those affections with which

nature has endowed her. We shall

not stop to argue the metaphysical

question which such an inquiry would

necessarily involve. We shall only

say that the doctrine is an unwise one,

and likely to lead to most disastrous

results, which would establish the ne

cessity of indulgence in such feelings

as indispensable to a calm enjoyment

of life and an honourable and useful

employment of it. We have each of

us to bear our burden of sorrow; there

is no house, however blessed with so.

cial advantages, which has not a ske

leton hanging up in some quiet corner,

and the philosophy which would incul

cate the necessity of the indulgence of

morbid feeling of any kind is obviously

unsound in its conclusions. We will

quote one passage of the book, as il

lustrative of our observations:–

“‘I shudder at the thought of being liable

to such an illusion, it seemed so real. Is

there no cure ?—no preventative º'

“‘Happiness is the cure, a cheerful mind

the preventative; cultivate both.’

“‘No mockery in this world ever sounds to

me so hollow as that of being told to cultivate

happiness. What does such advice mean 2

Happiness is a glory shining far down upon

us out of Heaven : it is a divine dew which

the soul, on certain of its summer mornings,

feels dropping upon it from the amaranth

bloom and golden fruitage of Paradise.'

“‘Cultivate happiness,' I said, briefly, to

the doctor. “Do you cultivate happiness?

How do you manage?'

“‘I am a cheerful fellow by nature; and

then ill-luck has never dogged me. Adver

sity gave me and my mother one passing

scowl and brush ; but we despised her, or

rather, laughed at her, and she went by.’”

In this passage is contained the point

of the philosophy, upon the unsatisfac

tory nature of which we would most

strenuously insist. If happiness be

only a glory shining down out of

Heaven, it is a blessing servile to the

skiey influences, and as much out of

our own control as the weather. To

teaching such as this we object. In



614 [Nov.Recent Novels.

the sedulous performance of all life's

daily duties; in the meek endurance

of its cares and troubles; in the

strength of will which it is necessary

to call into exercise in order to sub

due them ; in all these, and in the

exertion necessary to practise them,

we believe true happiness will most

frequently be found ; it is, therefore,

more or less within the reach of every

man who prefers a life of active

labour in whatever vocation it has

pleased Providence to assign him, to

a life of sluggish despondency. To

forget sorrow is by no means neces

sary; all that we would insist upon is,

that it is wisest and safest to have

it put aside, and kept carefully out of

sight, that its remembrance should not

be suffered to impede the more active

operations of the mind; if this be

done, all will go on well. We would

incline to think that another rather

prevailing defect in the book is the

somewhat too elaborate analysis of

characters with which we are occa

sionally presented, who have but little

claim upon our sympathy or re

gard. An instance of this occurs in

the case of Paul Emanuel, the singu

larly unattractive teacher in Madame

Beck's seminary. We point to this,

because the fault is one which appears

to be rapidly spreading among our

modern writers of fiction; whole pages

are now not unfrequently filled with

broken dialogue, in which the point to

be discovered is but slowly evolved,

and by which not only the progress of

the story, but the interest of the

reader are very materially retarded.

Of the characters both of Lucy and

Jane Eyre, the elements are, in

some degree at least, the same ;-

strong and deep natural affections,

great sensibility, and great indepen

dence, softened down by adversity,

and constrained to self-control by the

hard pressure of misfortune. Like the

other heroines of her former works,

both of these are almost destitute of

personal attractions, captivating their

admirers entirely through the power

of a similar influence. But though

the elements in each nature are almost

identical, the character becomes dif

ferently developed by the operation of

different circumstances; and it is in the

skilful application of these, so as to

bring out the points upon which the au

thoress wishes to dwell with the most

stress, that the great charm of this story

consists. We must not, in the enu

meration of portraits, forget that of

the warm-hearted professor of lan

guages, Monsieur Paul Emanuel, upon

whom the charms of Miss Lucy work

such sad havoc. It is drawn with

singular force and completeness:–

“M. Paul Emanuel owned an acute sensi

tiveness to the annoyance of interruptiºn

from whatever cause occurring during his

lessons; to pass through the class, under

such circumstances, was considered by the

teachers and pupils of the school, indivi

dually and collectively, to be as much as a

woman's or girl's life was worth. Madame

Beck herself, if forced to the enterprise,

would “skurry' through, retrenching her

skirts, and carefully coasting the formidable

estrade like a ship dreading breakers. As

to Rosine the portress, on whom every half

hour devolved the fearful duty of fetching

pupils out of the heart of either one or other

of the divisions, to take their music lessons

in the oratory, the great or little salon, the

salle-à-manger, or some other piano station,

she would, upon her second or third attempt,

frequently become almost tongue-tied from

excess of consternation, a sentiment in

posed by the unspeakable looks levelled at

her through a pair of dart-dealing spec

tacles.

“One morning I was sitting in the carré

at work upon a piece of embroidery which

one of my pupils had delayed to finish, and

while my fingers wrought at the frame, my

ears regaled themselves with listening to the

cadences of a voice haranguing in the

neighbouring classes, in tones that waxed

momently more unquiet, more ominously

varied. There was a good strong partition

wall between me and the gathering storm,

as well as a facile means of flight through

the glass door and the court in case it swept

this way, so I am afraid I derived more

amusement than alarm from these thickening

symptoms. Poor Rosine was not so safe.

Four times that blessed morning had she

made the passage of peril; and now, for the

fifth time, it became her dangerous duty to

snatch, as it were, a brand from the burning,

a pupil from under M. Paul's nose.

“‘Mon Dieu ! mon Dieu !' cried she,

‘que vais je devenir? Monsieur, vame tuer,

je suis sure; car il est d'une colere.'

“Nerved by the courage of desperation,

she opened the door.

“‘Mademoiselle La Malle au piano!'

was her cry. Ere she could make good her

retreat, or quite close the door, this voice

uttered itself.

“‘Desce moment!—la classe estdefendue.

La premiere qui ouvrira cette porte ou pas

sera par cette division sera pendue, fut–ce

Madame I3 cl elle meme.”

“Ten minutes had not succeeded the pro

mulgation of this decree, when Rosine's



1853.] 615Willette.

French pantouffles were again heard shuffling

along the corridor.

“‘Mademoiselle," said she ‘I would not

for a five-franc piece go into that class again,

now. Monsieur's lunettes are really terrible;

and here is a commissioner come with a mes

sage from the Athénee. I have told Ma

dame Beck I dare not deliver it, and she

says I am to charge you with it.'

“Me? No; that is rather too bad. It

is not in my line of duty. Come, come,

Rosine, bear your own burden. Be brave;

charge once more.”

“‘I, mademoiselle? impossible! five times

I have crossed him this day. Madame

must really hire a gendarme for this service.

Ouf je n'en puis plus !'

“‘Bah—you are a coward. What is the

message?"

“Precisely of the kind with which mon

sieur least likes to be pestered; an urgent

summons to go directly to the Athénée, as

there is an official visitor, inspector—I know

not what—arrived, and monsieur must meet

him; you know how he hates a must."

“Yes—I knew well enough the restive

little man detested spur or curb; against

whatever was urgent or obligatory he was

sure to revolt. However, I accepted the

responsibility, not entirely without fear, but

fear blent with other sentiments, curiosity

amongst them. I opened the door; I enter

ed; I closed it behind me as quietly and

gently as a rather unsteady hand would per

mit; for to be slow or bustling, to rattle a

latch, or leave a door gaping wide, were

aggravations of crime often more disastrous

in result than the main crime itself. There

I stood; then and there he sat. His humour

was visibly bad–almost at its worst. He

had been giving a lesson in arithmetic, for

he gave lessons on any and every subject

that struck his fancy; and arithmetic being

a dry subject, invariably disagreed with him.

Not a pupil but trembled when he spoke of

figures. IIe sat level with his desk; to look

up at the sound of an entrance, at a direct

breach of his will and law, was an effort he

could not for a moment bring himself to

make. It was quite as well. I thus gained

time to walk up the long classes; and it

suited my idiosyncracy far better to encoun

ter the near burst of anger like his, than to

hear its menace at a distance.

“At his estrade I paused, just in front.

Of course I was not worthy of immediate

attention. He proceeded with his lessons.

Disdain would not do; he must hear and

answer my message.

“Not being quite tall enough to lift my

head above his desk, elevated on the estrade,

and thus suffering eclipse in my present

position, Iventured to peep round with thede

sign at first of getting a better view of his face,

which had struck me at first when I entered,

as bearing a close resemblance to that of a

black and sallow tiger. Twice did I enjoy

this side view with impunity, advancing and

receding unseen. The third time my eye had

scarce dawned beyond the obscuration of the

desk, when it was caught and transfixed,

through its very pupil transfixed, by the

“lunettes.' Rosine was right; these uten

sils had in them a blank and unutterable

terror, beyond the mobile wrath of the wear

er's own employed eyes. I now found the

advantage of proximity: these short-sighted

lunettes were useless for the inspection of a

criminal under monsieur's nose. Accordingly,

he doffed them, and he and I stood on more

equal terms.”

We would gladly, did our space ad

mit, present our readers with many

more of these admirable portraits. We

had marked several other passages for

extract—that of the inimitable Ma

dame Beck, who rules her school upon

the principles of continental politics,

espionage—with that of her compa

nion, the French tragic actress, Wash

ti; but we must refrain—the novel is

a pleasant and an admirably written

one. We can so seriously recommend

it to the notice of our readers, that it

is perhaps of less consequence we

should illustrate our opinion by further

specimens. Indeed, so closely is the

narrative woven and matted together,

it would by no means be easy to con

vey, by means of mere isolated pas

sages, any adequate idea of its origi:

nality and genius. It must be read

continuously to be either understood or

appreciated; and that it will be so

read, not only thus, but with avidity,

by a large circle of readers, we enter

tain no manner of doubt.

Although the age of the fashionable

novel, properly so-called, has in some

measure gone by, yet there can be no

reason why, in depicting the manners

and habits of the times in which our

lot is cast, the higher circles should be

exempt, inheriting as they do the

weaknesses and failings which are com

mon to us all, and liable to a more

than ordinary degree of temptation,

The lives of those, whom destiny has

placed above the daily struggles of

life, must afford legitimate materials for

the writer of fiction. The artists, how

ever, who were in the habit of painting

these pictures, somehow or other lost

their power to charm. The more homely

and vigorous pictures of commonplace

life supplied by Dickens, and the

school of which he has been the crea

tor, put the former favourites out of

fashion, and, with the exception of

Thackeray, and one or two of the old
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writers, whom no change of taste can

ever displace from their hold over the

public, no one ventures now to draw

aside the rose-coloured curtains which

conceal that region into which the

vulgar eye may not penetrate. Here,

however, is a new writer upon the old

theme; and the motto paraded upon

the title-page of her book—“A novelis

a picture of real life, and the test of

its merit is the fidelity of its likeness”—

proves that she—for we assume the per

formance is by one of the fairer sex—

has, at all events, not approached her

work without endeavouring to master

the true principles of art; and when

we come to investigate the manner in

which it is executed, we feel bound in

limine to say, that the author has

not fallen short of her ideal of fiction.

Fiction, more true to those phases of

life which it is her object to represent,

we have never met with since the days

when Sir Edward Lytton used to charm

the world with the earlier productions

of his gifted pen.

That the volumes now before us" are

the performance of a beginner we can

not entertain the slightest doubt. The

greater portion of the first volume is

stifl' and didactic ; but as the writer

warms with her subject, the interest

increases, and we find the characters

which are portrayed as it progresses

uttering sentiments which, for beauty

and justness of conception, would do

credit to many a writer of established

reputation. The portraits are full of

life, and retain their identity to the

very last page of the book. The

style is remarkably good; there are

passages which embody a world of

strong, deep, impassioned feeling; and

the writer, be she who she may, is one

who, we cannot doubt, will yet al

tain a high place among her contem

poraries.

The peculiarity of the story consists

not so much in there being two hero

ines, although that of itself is some

thing new, as in the interest being

divided with consummate tact between

them. It is difficult to pronounce to

which of the two county beauties the

taste of the reading public will most

favourably incline. We presume to

offer no opinion upon such a subject,

differing as they do so entirely in cha

racter and conduct. The thread of

the story in which their fates are en

twined is so dexterously woven, that

there is not the slightest approach to

similarity in their lives and fortunes.

Although from the subject of which it

treats, this book must certainly be

placed in that class to which we have

already assigned it, yet it has the ad

vantage of pointing out clearly the

shoals and quicksands which surround

those who are placed by circumstances

in that glittering vortex which men

call the great world. In the story

there is evolved a moral, which can

scarcely fail to make a deep impression

upon those to whom it is addressed—

a deep and solemn lesson is read on the

pomps and vanities of this hollow and

empty life. And the writer is not

content with telling in so many words

the truths she endeavours to enforce,

but she skilfully allows the course of

events to develop not only the cha

racters, but their faults and follies,

with all the bitter consequences they

entail.

We would not anticipate the plea

sure with which our readers will peruse

these volumes, by attempting to analyse

the course of the story, for that we

refer them to the book itself. They

will find in it not only incidents in

abundance, but passages of a more

than common elegance and beauty.

The forte of the writer, for her expe

rience has not as yet supplied her with

a deep insight into the springs of

human character, is evidently descrip

tive ; as an instance of this, we would

invite the attention of our readers to

those eloquent passages in which the

Belgravian wedding is so vividly por

trayed –

“The sultry noontide sun, on one of July's

most brilliant days, poured its ſervid beams

on a throng of gay equipages occupying

the broad road fronting St. Peter's Church.

A knot of busy idlers had gathered round

the gate leading to the side entrance, for the

small vestry was already crowded and over

flowing with a goºdly company of fair dames

and courtly lords and squires, awaiting the

arrival of the bride and her nearest relatives.

“The bystanders are not confined to the

vulgar multitude blocking up the pavement

—nor, indeed, to curious nursemaids, who,

with their youthful charges, all press to

* “Broomhill; or the County Beauties: a Novel." 3 vols. London: Colburn and Co.,

Great Marlborough-street.
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wards the same point, within the sacred

precincts, yelept—narrow though limits be—

the Square Garden;' but slowly pacing the

formal paths of this same straightened plea

saunce, are bright and fair Belgravian

damsels, all–high and low, rich and poor—

intent on one and the same object—a pass

ing view of the beautiful young bride.

“At length the portals open, and in

floating draperies of a rich and costly lace,

which well became her tall and graceful

figure, her pale brow garlanded with flowers,

Ellen Mulcaster came forth, leaning on the

arm of her Uncle IRalph, and closely fol

lowed by her aunt and sister. Not a word

was spoken as they drove rapidly up the

square—a moment more, and they are

within the holy edifice; and with choking

sighs and blinding tears, which, prisoned

back from dawn of day, could no longer be

repressed, Flora stood–for-most of the

bridal train that gathered round the altar—

behind her sister.

“And Ellen–did no unbidden memories

rise up within her heart, as “in the sight of

God, and in the face of this congregation,'

she vowed that heart away from its first

allegiance? Could those solemn words

annul the past — obliterate all trace of

early feeling? Who can tell? But when

in low and thrilling accents the venerable

prelate who performed the ceremony pro

nounced the Church's solemn invocation,

‘as ye will answer at the dreadful day of

judgment, when the secrets of all hearts

shall be disclosed,' for one brief moment she

hid her face within her clasped hands; and

there were those who trembled lest now—

when it was indeed too late—her dauntless

resolution had at last failed her.

“As the service proceeded, those proud

and immovable features were again displayed

to view ; the cheek yet more pale, the blanch

ed and bloodless lip, all testified that if no

tear-drops dimmed her eye, or stained her

check, yet deep and strong emotions possessed

her inmost soul ; and the white and slender

fingers which Sir Henry Osborne clasped

warmly and firmly within his own, were

damp and cold, as the chill hand of death.

And, when the nuptial rites concluded, he

pressed her to his beating heart, the eyes he

sºught to meet were veiled beneath their

long dark lashes; for him they had no an

swering glance of love, for him her gentle

voice had no responsive tone of affection.

“Proudly and fondly the joyous bride

groom drew her arm within his own, as

friends and kindred flocked round with proſ

fered wishes and with kind caress, by none

more heartily uttered, more sincerely offered,

than by our good friends Lord and Lady

Ashurst."

We should assign to this tale the

character of a life-drama more than

that of an ordinary fiction; it is life

rather as it really is, not that vain

shadow, which in books we find only

too frequently substituted for the re

ality. "...i. observations and

reflections seem to indicate that not the

characters merely, but the incidents

and the dialogues, are the results of

an abundant observation from the life

of one who has been in a position to

describe from experience. The he

roines are far removed above the range

of commonplace; they are most at

tractive specimens of their class. Left

orphans at an early age, both educa

tion and circumstances combined to

make them think, act, and decide for

themselves; their mutual affection is

not the least natural and pleasing por

tion of the many attractive passages in

which this tale abounds. The character

of Ellen may, perhaps, be pronounced

to be the more brilliant of the two ;

but it is not improbable that in the

active every-day life of this world, that

of her less gifted sister would prove the

more attractive. Both are, however,

so genuine and so admirably contrast

ed, that we are pretty much of the

same opinion as dº elderly peer who

delivers himself of an opinion upon

their respective merits. This noble

man, by the way, with his wife, are

excellent specimens of the class which

they represent. Lord Ashurst is an

admirable type of an honest, straight

forward, English nobleman; and since

death deprived the ranks of literature

of one of its brightest ornaments, in

removing Miss Austen, we have seen

no portrait more true to nature.

Lord Alwyn Conyers, too, is ad

mirably portrayed. He is the proto

type of a class which, in “Vanity

Fair," is only too numerous; vain,

reckless, and unprincipled even to the

woman whom he loves, and who loves

him with all the devotion of a tender

and impassioned nature. Even in his

case, the rule has not been lost sight

of, that the hero should be so far blame

able as to justify his fate, but not so

much so as to lose the spectator's pity;

and the destiny which the retributive

justice of fiction has assigned him, is

the just reward of so worthless, but so

fascinating a character. His rival, Sir

Henry Osborne, is a very cleverly-drawn

fac simile of a man of quite another

stamp, but neither of these candidates

for the hand of the elder sister at all

equal the real hero of the book, Cecil

Tracy. He is, in truth, something more
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than the ordinary hero of a romance,

and as superior to the good-tempered,

well-meaning baronet, as he is to the

Hussar. It is evident, that upon the

delineation of this character great pains

have been bestowed—almost every man

in his position has at one period of his

life endured, in a greater or less de

gree, that which he was condemned to

suffer; but it is not every one who

can stand the test of long years of ab

sence and of trial, as he did. And we

freely confess, that after he has appear

ed on the scene, the interest of the work

more than doubles. Indeed the por

trayal of the exquisite tenderness and

earnest devotion of Tracy's affection

for Flora, is one of the most touchingly

beautiful descriptions of that master

passion which we ever read, and the

chain of events which interrupt the

progress of their true love, is conceived

with great skill, and worked out with

considerable dexterity. It is seldom

that so very natural an impediment

stands in the way of the union of two

loving hearts in the realms of fiction,

however frequently it occurs in real life.

The whole Tracy family are also

distinguished by great truth and indi

viduality of portraiture; a single con

versation between the father and the

elder son, relating, in some degree, to

the then apparently hopeless affection

of the younger brother, brings this

charming family group, with all their

varied characteristics, so forcibly before

us, that we cannot pass it by. The

scene is laid at the opera:–

“Albeit Jack Tracy condescended so far

as to accompany his parents, he by no means

considered himself bound to act as cicerone

during the whole evening; but no sooner

had he seen them seated, and provided with

translations and opera glasses, than he de

parted to lounge about the pit, on the look

out for acquaintances, until the commence

ment of the ballet, which had far more at

tractions for him than even Jenny Lind in the

Somnambula.

“At the end of the first act, having no

thing better to do, he was however gra

ciously pleased to go and see ‘how the old

folks were getting on,' and found ‘the go

vernor,” as he irreverently termed him, in a

fever of curiosity. A box on the opposite

side of the grand tier completely engrossed

all the attention Mr. Tracy could spare from

the stage; he hailed Jack's return with de

light. His son, whom he thought the finest

young fellow in the world, must be able to

tell him who those two beautiful creatures

were.

“Captain Tracy advanced to the front of

the box, and deliberately prepared his opera

glasses; before he raised them to his eyes.

however, he shrank back into the shade with

an exclamation which sounded very much

like an oath.

“‘Who are they, my boy?" said his fa

ther.

“You don't know, ch?' retorted his duti

ful son, with a severity to which his parent

was by no means unaccustomed.

“‘If I did, it is not very likely I should

ask the question,’ was the half-angry, half

apologetic response.

“Jack, leaning against the back of the

box, was staring with all his might at the

subjects of discussion: he did not seem at all

disposed to vouchsafe the desired informa

tion.

“Do not vex your father,' whispered the

much-enduring wife.

“‘Wait a minute,' quoth the unmoved

Jack.

“I’ll tell you all about them, sir, if you

will have the goodness to inform me first,

which you think the prettiest.’

“Mr. Tracy took another look.

“‘They are sisters, tranquilly remarked

his son, “and you are not far wrong in ad

miring them, sir, for they are universally al

lowed to be the two most beautiful women

in London. You might, perhaps, match

either of them taken singly,” added Jack,

cooly, “but I'll undertake to say you'll not find

two such sisters in the United Kingdom."

“‘How comes it they're alone,' growled

his father, who knew by experience that

his son would not gratify his curiosity amo

ment sooner than he thought proper: “they

can't, either of them, be much more than

twenty.'

“‘You're right, there; but the eldest of

the two, the dark-eyed houri, with dia

monds in her hair, is married.'

“‘I don't wonder at it,' rejoined the old

man, enthusiastically; “I am only surprised

that her sister is still Miss–Miss—what

name did you say, Jack?"

“This stratagem really diverted his du

tiful son, who congratulated his father on his

astuteness, but told him it was useless to

attempt to take him, Jack, in. It was not

till, to his infinite delight, he had cajoled

the old man into lavishing a thousand en

coniums on Flora's beauty, that he broke

forth.

“And that is the young lady you would

not hear of Cecil's marrying–Miss Mulcas

ter, who was not good enough to be your

daughter-in-law,’ added he, sarcastically.

“Mr. Tracy looked at his son in amaze

ment: a variety of conflicting feelings kept

him silent.

“‘I hope to goodness you're ashamed of

yourself, that you're sorry now for what

you've done,' remarked the incorrigible

Jack. -

“Mrs. Tracy trembled, but the world
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happened to go very well with Mr. Tracy

at present, and lie took his son's rebuke in

very good part.

“‘I’d no idea,' began he, somewhat

sheepishly.

“‘You might have had an idea,' inter

rupted the infuriated warrior, “if, as any

other father would have done, you had

chosen to go and see her. I, myself, heard

Cecil entreat you to do so."

“It was not the least strange part of Mr.

Tracy's peculiar character, that his eldest

son, might accuse and abuse him as much as

he pleased, while Cecil's mildest remon

strance urged him up to fury.

“It's no use talking about and regretting

it now,” proceeded the Captain, in an ag

gravating tone. “You see that tall and

rather handsome young fellow, who has

edged his chair in so close, that no one else

can speak a word to her. That is the Mar

quis of Chester, and not only does he pay

court to Miss Mulcaster, but his father and

mother both back him up, and she might

be a duchess to-morrow if she chose—so, at

least,’ added he, with a praiseworthy regard

to truth, ‘I heard a fellow say, who was

leaning over the rails in the park, yesterday,

when Miss Mulcaster rode by, and Chester

with her.”

“Mrs. Tracy was not quite so much dis

concerted at this prospective alliance, as

was her lord and master. With a woman's

acuteness she perceived, that although the

said Marquis was evidently striving to

make himself agreeable, that Flora's eyes

were rarely taken from the stage; and al

though she smiled occasionally, and every

now and then vouchsafed a brief reply to

his eager questionings, yet she never turned

towards him; and, beyond these trifling acts

of courtesy, he succeeded in winning but

little of her attention.

“But she won't have him, my boy, if

she likes Cecil,' said the old man, anx

iously.

“‘I don't know that,' said Jack, with as

perity; “nothing could be more insulting

than the manner in which you refused your

consent."

“‘Many's the heart caught in the re

bound; and a ducal coronet is not to be had

every day. Her sister has married only a

baronet, though he is as rich as Croesus,

and of course her family would like her

to make a great match," added the soldier,

who did not scruple on this occasion to draw

somewhat largely on his imagination.'”

While we would willingly accord all

honour to that class of our fair coun

trywomen who so ably support the re

putation of England as a novel-pro

ducing country, we cannot help think
ing that they write too rapidly, at

least for their own fame. Since the

publication of the “Head of the Fa

mily" little more than a year has

elapsed, and the authoress of that

agreeable story makes her appearance

once more upon the stage, demanding

our suffrages in her favour. It has

been said, and said justly, that one

fiction in two years is the utmost which

the novelist who looks for a large and

permanent fame should allow himself

to write; justice cannot otherwise be

doneeither to himselfor to his theme. A

moreremarkable illustration ofthe truth

of this critical converse could scarcely be

desired than in the volumes now under

our notice.* We would not for a mo

ment insinuate, that the author has

either exhausted her imagination or

fallen into those habitual modes of ex

pression which, if too freely indulged,

not only weary the reader but reduce

the writer into a mere copyist of his

own style, be it ever so brilliant. This

lady has apparently opened a fresh

vein of that mental treasure which she

unquestionably possesses, but the ore

she has brought to the surface has

not been properly refined —sufficient

time has not, we conceive, been al

lowed for the operation.

While the lords of the creation oc

cupy a prominent position in the fore

grounds of this artist's pictures, it is

not, however, about them that the

chief interest centres—our sympathies

are far more strongly attracted by the

heroines. The thoughts, opinions, sen

timents, and actions of the lady fill

every page, while those of the husband,

who, like many Agathas in real life,

she has taken for better or worse, have

quite a subordinate interest. The plot

of the story is simple, even to excess;

a few words would suffice to tell what

is spread out with much dexterity into

three volumes. We shall not, how

ever, mar the reader's interest by de

priving him of the pleasure of ascer

taining it for himself.

The events which lead to the mar

riage of the heroine are sufficiently out

of the beaten track to justify the epi

thet of exciting, although that is a

phrase rather too commonplace for us

to adopt. The sudden love-letter, the

* “Agatha's Husband: a Novel." By the Author of the “Head of the Family.” 3 vols.

London: Chapman and Hall.
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adventure with the bear, the formal

betrothal, are assuredly not matters

of every day life. But the staple com

modity of the work consists, for the

most part, of misunderstandings and

misrepresentations, which a few words

judiciously spoken would at once re

move. Nathaniel has his grievance, so

also has Agatha, but although they rest

upon very different grounds, to each of

these belligerent parties a word in sea

son would have made the course of

true love run in a smooth and uninter

rupted channel.

Among the best passages of the book

are those in which the gradual deve

lopment of the heroine's feelings is

described as she passes from indif.

ference into interest, from interest into

affection, and from affection into love.

“That love,” as the writer finely says,

“without which marriage is but as a

dead body without the soul—love the

true life union, consisting of oneness of

spirit, sympathy of thought and will—
love which would have been the same

had they lived twenty thousand miles

apart, ay, had they never married at

all, but waited until eternity com

mingled those whom no earthly destiny

could part asunder. Now out of her

own soul she learnt what not one hu

man being out of a hundred learns,

and yet the truth remains the same,

the unity, the immortality, the divine

ness of love, to which the one Immortal

Divine gave his name.” In the deve

lopment of the character of Agatha we

see what the book might have been

made had time been taken by the

author to furnish her materials in a

workmanlike style. She is no silly

love-sick heroine, but a living, breath

ing woman, instinct with the breath of

passion. Even in her very faults of

temper there is something which at

tracts us. Nor is this by any means a

solitary instance of the defect of moral

handling which is apparent in the
book.

To Major Harper, who swindles his

sister-in-law, and commits other enor

mities which we shall not stay to men

tion, no retributive justice of any kind

is meted out. In the delineation of

this, as well, indeed, as of nearly all

the minor characters, there is apparent

that species of carelessness which, as

we have already hinted, is one of the

main defects of the story. He is describ

ed as a clever, agreeable, fascinating

man of the world, but he by no means

acts up to his part when an opportu

tunity arises of proving his powers of

these qualities. Upon the only occa

sion when he has it in his power to

show the self-control and composure

which he is represented as possessing

in no ordinary degree, he appears on

the stage “hurriedly,” “very pale,

with beads of dew standing on his

brow,” by which embarrassed demean

our, it is needless to add, every sort of

mischief is brought about which it is

Yossible to conceive. Would one of

Thackeray's worldlings, or any living

stoic, have so belied his earth-struck

heart. Duke Dugdale is meant for a

character, but he and his Harrie (how

unlike the squire's helpmate in “My

Novel"), Mary Elizabeth, Eulalie, the

Taurons, the Thornycrofts, man and

wife, even the tall, thin, white haired

terfamilias, a second edition of Ma

jor Harper frozen into stately age, are

none of them true to life; they help

off the hero and heroine but lamely

from the stage, acting more the part

of the puppets of an over-worked

brain than as creatures of flesh and

blood, who are inspired with the breath

of life; of scenes of great interest and

beauty, the book is not, however,

quite devoid. How often, in real life,

such stormy love passages occur as are

described in these pages, we shall not

stop to inquire; but as to the power

and pathos with which they are de

scribed, no question can be raised. The

writer, whose pen had power to por

tray the passionate outburst of manly

love which, to its possessor, had brought

so much grief and bitterness, must have

sufficient energy to be able to produce

a book so superior in every respect to

that which is now before us. We can

not afford to give more than a single

extract, which must suffice for such of

our readers as the remarks we have

already made may not attract to the

book itself:—

“‘Come and sit down here, Agatha, I want

to talk to you,' said her friend, on the morn

ing which preceded the celebration of the

ceremony.

“She let him place her by his side. He

took her hand and regarded her earnestly.

“‘Do you remember what day this was

to have been º'

“‘Was to have been,” she repeated, and

instantly guessed what he had doubtless come

to say to her. Her heart began to beat vio

lently and her eyes dropped in confusion.

“I say, was, because if you desire it, it



1853.] 621Agatha's Husband.

shall not be. I see the very idea is a re

lief to you, I see it in your sudden joy."

“Agatha was annazed ; she had, till this

moment, never thought of such a thing. Mr.

Harper's whole manner of speech and pro

ceeding was so very incomprehensible, like

a lover's, that she told the entire truth in

simply saying “that she did not understand

him."

“‘Let me repeat it in plainer words.’

But the plainer words would not come; after

one or two vain efforts, he sat with averted

face, speechless; at last he said, abruptly,

‘Agatha, do you wish to defer our mar

riage º'

“As he spoke, his grasp of her hand was

so fierce that it positively hurt her.

“‘Oh, let me go—you are not kind," she

cried, shrinking from the pain which he did

not even perceive he had inflicted, so strange

a mood was upon him. He loosed her hand

at once, and stood up before her, speaking

vehemently—

“‘I meant to be kind—very kind, just

in the way that I knew would most please

you. I meant to tell you that I wish you

to hold yourself quite free, both as to this

day, or any other day—that you have only

to say the word and—what a fool I am

making of myself!'

“Muttering the last words, he turned, and

walked quickly to the far end of the room,

leaving Agatha to meditate.

“So she sat without moving, her eyes

fixed on her hand, where the red mark left

by her lover's grasp was slowly disappearing,

until a minute after, he approached.

“‘Was that the mark of my fingers on

your wrist? Did I hurt you, my poor

Agatha 7"

“‘Yes, a little.”

““Forgive me!' And sitting down be

side her, he bent his lips to where his rude

grasp had been, kissing the little wrist over

and over again, though he did not speak.

“His concession in this, the first ripple

which had ever stirred their calmest of all

calin courtships, moved Agatha even more

than his sudden burst of passion. It is a

curious fact, that some women—and they

not of the weaker or more foolish kind

— like very much to be ruled ; a strong

nature is instinctively attracted by one still

stronger. Most certainly, Agatha had never

so distinctly felt the cords—not exactly of

love, but of some influence akin thereto—

which this young man had netted round

her, as when he began to draw them with

a tight, firm hand, less that of a submissive

lover than of a dominant husband. She

had never liked him half so well as when,

taking her hand once more into his deter

mined hold, he said, gently, indeed, but in a

tone that would be answered—

“‘Now, tell me, what do you wish *

“‘What do I wish º' echoed she, feeling

as though some hard but firm support were

about to relax from her, leaving her trembling

and insecure to the world's open blasts. “I do

not know—I cannot tell; talk to me a little,

that will help me to judge.’

“His eye brightened, though faintly.

“‘I will speak, but you shall decide, for

all lies in your own hands. I thought this

right, and came here determined on telling

you so.’

“‘Well?" said Agatha, expectantly.

“‘You promised me this hand to-day, be

lieving I was to leave England at once.

My not leaving frees you from that promise,

at least at present. If you would rather

wait until you know me better, or love me

better, then *

“‘What then º'

“‘We will quite blot out this day—crush

it—destroy it—no matter what it was to

have been. We will enter upon to-morrow,

not as wife and husband, but mere lovers,

friends, acquaintances—anything you like—

nay, I am growing a fool again.'

“He put his hand to his forehead, sighed

heavily, and then continued with less vio

lence—

“‘If this is what you wish, as from your

silence I conclude it is, be assured, Agatha,

that I shall consent; I will take no wife

against her will ; the kisses of her lips

would sting me, if there were no love in her

heart.”

“Agatha was still silent.

“‘Well, then, it must be so,” said he, in

slow, measured speech; ‘I must go away

out of this house, for I am no bridegroom;

you may tell the women to put away those

white baubles till they are again wanted,

which may be—never!"

“She looked up questioningly.

“‘I repeat merer! The currents of life,

so many and so fierce, may sweep us asunder

at any moment: I may become mercenary,

and choose a wife richer even than yourself;

or you may turn from me to some one more

pleasing, more winning; my brother, perhaps."

“Agatha recoiled, while the angry blood

flashed from brow to throat. Her lover saw

it, and for the moment a strange intentness

was in his gaze; but immediately he smiled,

as a man would at some horrible phantom

of his own creating, and continued, with a

softened manner—

“‘Or if our own wills hold secure, many

things may happen, as Anne Valery fore

warned us, to prevent our union; even ere a

month or two, for if you are ever mine it

must be as soon as then, but even within

that time one or other of us may have gone

away where no loving, no regretting, can

ever call us back any more.'”

That a book may be thoroughly ap

preciated, it is necessary to consider,

when reading it, what were the aim

and the end of the author. And, in

the work now before us, we must con- -

ſess we had expected to find a story
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pointed at one or other of those social

evils, which, at the present moment, are

so loudly spoken of and lamented, but

which, alas! so little really is done to

ameliorate." In this, however, we were

doomed to be disappointed. The les

son—if lesson there was to be learnt

from Ruth Hilton's career—did not

come home to us either in principle or

sympathy; and in this respect we be

lieve that it must be found wanting,

from the very circumstance of a distinct

purpose being absent from the writer's

mind, in consequence, apparently, of

the confusion of ideas, arising as w

from partial views as from the great

difficulty ofconstructing a story, which,

while it involves an exceptional case,

might still square with the actual real

ities of life. In a word, the one great

fault of this book is, that it wants that

impress of truth which is always re

..". in order to excite the sympa

ies of the many.

Notwithstanding this, however, the

general story, as well as the particular

scenes, are deeply interesting. The

authoress is evidently possessed of a

clearer perception of external imagery,

than that inward life which gives force

to the outward character. But, of all

things she excels in description; her

country scenes are so elegantly drawn,

that the reader, even in the murky at

mosphere of London, can almost ima

gine, while he reads them, that he

breathes once inore the pure, fresh, in

vigorating air which sweeps across the

Cambrian hills; and that he smells the

fragrance of flowers blooming in the

garden of the kind-hearted old dissent

ing minister. With all this poetry of

description—with almost equal powers

of conception and of sentiment, and,

moreover, with an originality and fresh

ness of style, which have lost nothing

since the publication of “Mary Barton,”

we cannot conceive why so painful a

topic as the fall of Ruth Hilton should

have been selected for the groundwork

of a romance, as the entire interest of

the story centres on facts which mustne

cessarilybanish these volumes from many

a drawingroom table. It is impossible

to feel aught but commiseration and

deep sympathy for the fate of the un

happy girl, who, friendless, houseless,

and desolate, succumbs to the very

commonplace arts of her seducer. Mr.

Bellingham is meant to be a bad man ;

but, wicked as he is, he has not, to our

minds, a very real air; and we cannot

well believe there is any being in hu

man shape so utterly selfish and

heartless as to abandon an unhappy

girl of sixteen, who has sacrificed every

thing for his sake, to her inevitable

fate, without consideration for the

past or provision for the future. This

cruel wrong is made the result of a

severe illness. But we would ask, is

the sick bcd of the most weak and

worldly exempt from the feelings of

compunction and remorse? Does no

repentance, nor any sorrow for past

sins and misfortunes, torment the con

science and torture the heart of him

who, at three-and-twenty, in the first

flush of his career, is brought to the

brink of the grave.

So, however, it has pleased our no

velist that it shall be; and, fortunately

for poor Ruth, she has likewise been

leased to raise up a couple of charitable

riends, who not only protect her, but,

despiteof their extreme opinions on reli

gious subjects, and the strictness of the

sect to which they belong, suggest she

should be passed off as a widow, and un

der a feigned name reside in their house

—a deed of which, in due time, they

reap the reward. Years roll by ; and

when time, worldly experience, educa

tion, and religion have had their effect

in bringing Ruth to a true sense of her

position, and when the heart that was

once so desolate and heavy, is engross

ed and filled by the little son, on whom

she lavishes a world of passionate af.

fection, Mr. Bellingham, who, in con

sequence of an increase of fortune, has

meanwhile changed into a Mr. Donne,

and become a member of the House of

Commons, appears once more upon

the stage, and we arrive at the most

interesting crisis of the story. We

shall, however, allow the author to at

test this in her own words:–

“The reply was “yes,' rather breathed

out in a deep inspiration than spoken in a

sound. The sands heaved and trembled be

neath Ruth. The figures near her vanished

into strange nothingness ; the sounds of

their voices were as distant sounds in a

dream, while the echo of one voice thrilled

through and through. She could have

* “Ruth.” By the Author of “Mary Barton.” 3 vols. London: Chapman and Hall,

Piccadilly,
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caught at his arm for support in the awful

dizziness which wrapped her up, body and

soul. That voice No 1 if name, and

face, and figure were all changed, that

voice was the same which had touched her

girlish heart, which had spoken most tender

words of love, which had won and wrecked

her, and which she had last heard in the

low mutterings of fever. She dared not

look round to see the figure of him who

spoke, dark as it was. She knew he was

there—she heard him speak in the manner

in which he used to address strangers years

ago, and perhaps she answered him, perhaps

she did not—God knew. It seemed as if

weights were tied to her feet—as if the stead

fast rocks receded—as if time stood still—

it was so long, so terrible, that path across

the reeling sund. . - - -

“It seemed now as if she could not think

—as if thought and emotion had been re

pressed so sternly that they would not come

to relieve her stupified brain. Till all at

once, like a flash of lightning, her life, past

and present, was revealed to her in its mi

nutest detail. And when she saw her very

present " now,' the strange confusion of

agony was too great to be borne, and she

cried aloud—

“‘If I might see him ' If I might see

him ' If I might just ask him why he left

me; if I had vexed him in any way; it was

so strange, so cruel ! It was not him, it

was his mother," said she, fiercely, as if an

swering herself. “Oh, God! but he might

have found me out before this,” she continued

sadly. “He did not care for me as I did for

him. He did not care for me at all,' she

went on wildly and sharply. “He did me

cruel harm. I can never again lift up my

face in innocence. They think I have for

gotten all because I do not speak. Oh, dar

ling love! am I talking against you?' asked

she, tenderly ; “I am so low and perplexed

you who are the father of my child.’

“Then she began again, but in a deep low

voice.

“‘He left. He might have been hurried

off, but he might have inquired—he might

have learnt and explained. He left me to

bear the burden and the shame, and never

cared to learn, as he might have done, of

Leonard's birth. IIe has no love for his

child, and I will have no love for him.'

“She raised her voice while uttering this

determination, and then, feeling her own

weakness, she moaned out, “Alas! alas!'

“And then she started up, for all this

time she had been rocking herself backwards

and forwards as she sat on the ground, and

began to pace the room with hurried steps.

“‘What am I thinking of? Where am

I? I who have been praying these years

and years to be worthy to be Leonard's mo

ther. My God! what a depth of sin is in

my heart! Why the old time would be as

white as snow to what it would be now, if

I sought him out, and prayed for the ex

planation which should re-establish him in

my heart, I who have striven (or made a

mock of trying) to learn God's holy will, in

order to bring up Leonard into the full

strength of a Christian--I who have taught

his sweet innocent lips to pray, “Lead us

not into temptation, but deliver us from

evil;" and yet somehow, I've been longing

to give him to his father, who is—who is—'

She almost choked till at last she cried sharp

out, ‘Oh, my God! I do believe Leonard's

father is a bad man, and yet, oh! pitiful

God! I love him, I cannot forget, I cannot!”

“She threw her body out of the window,

into the cold night air. The wind was

rising, and came in great gusts. The rain

beat down upon her. It did her good. A

still, calm night would not have scathed

her as this did. The wild tattered clouds,

hurrying past the moon, gave her a foolish

kind of pleasure that almost made her smile

a vacant smile. The blast-driven rain

came on her again, and drenched her hair

through and through. The words ‘stormy

wind fulfilling his word,” came into her mind.

“She sat down on the floor. This time

her hands were clasped round her knees.

The uneasy rocking motion was stilled.

“‘I wonder if my darling is frightened

with this blustering noisy wind. I wonder

if he is awake.’”

In our eyes, from this period Ruth

seems to have lost much of what

charmed us in her character. Although

she acts upon the highest possible

rinciples, |. gentle human nature

ecomes, in some degree, hardened;

and we are quite ready to transfer our

affections to Jemima Bradshaw, who,

after all, is, perhaps, the most natural

character in a book which is derived

from reflection rather than from any

actual experience or observation of

the realities of life.

We have dwelt so long upon the vo

lumes already submitted to our criti

cism, that we have left ourselves rather

curt space for the discussion of some

two or three novels that still look in

ploringly at us. There is sometimes a
reat deal in a title—not that it is an

infallible guide to the merits of a book;

but the title of the two volumes that

we first take up promises something

quaint and pleasant – “Alderman

Ralph, or the IIistory of the Borough

of Willowacre.” Well, let us see what

* “Alderman Ralph; or, the History of the Borough and Corporation of the Borough of

Willowacre.” By Adam Hornbook. London: George Routledge, Farringdon-street. 1858.
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the borough historian, Adam Horn

book, has to say. Perhaps the title

page affords no bad epitome of the

subject of this novel, which, Adam tells

us, is “all about the bridge and the ba

ronet, the bridge deed and the great

scholar, the toll-keeper and his

daughter, the fiddler and his virtues,

the lawyer and his rogueries, and all

the rest of it.” One has thus the cha

racters presented in theº: like

the dramatis personae on the fly-leaf of

a play-book. We do not know any

novel with which, either in structure

or style, we can well compare this. It

partakes much of the quaintness of the

school of Fielding, whose grandiloquent

introductions to the several books into

which it is divided, are palpably imi

tated, and, we think, not over success

fully. Alderman Ralph is much about

as perfect a character as Squire All

worthy; and Blifil is far surpassed in

villany by Lawyer Threap. The plot

of the novel is very intricate, perhaps

too much so; yet the incidents are na

turally brought about,and the whole well

managed at the denouement, though a

little too melodramatically in the way

of blood and murder. We have rather

a dislike to this fashion of disposing

of troublesome villains. It generally

argues a want of skill in the tale-wright;

nor is it in consonance with what we

see in the world, of which, after all, the

novel should be a true reflex. Your

villains, except when the law overtakes

them—we have no objection at all to

that—seldom are shot, or explode by

the violence of their own passions, like

the boilers of steam-engines when the

safety-valve is out of order. Mr. Horn

book has not altogether escaped the

prevailing epidemic of “Dickenism”—

if we may be allowed the phrase; a

disease that, we fear, will do much

mischief in literature, just as the imi

tators of Sterne, after the appearance

of “Tristram Shandy,” and the “Senti

mental Journey,” “misused the king's

press damnably,” and deluged the

world with all sorts of flat sentimen

tality and witless obscenity. Never

theless, there is some good writing,

and good painting, too, in the book.

Mary Trueman, the Alderman's daugh

ter, is a sweet and natural character

—a good girl, with nothing angeli

cal about her; just such a one as the

reader, unless he is a most unlucky

fellow, is sure to meet now and then in

life. Sir Nigel Nickem—who is the

antagonist of the worthy burgesses, and

their grand enemy in the great affair

of the toll-bridge—is, we think, some

what too thorough a scoundrel; and

Doctori.; too great a simple

ton to have made so arrant a knave.

Well, let all this pass. “Alderman

Iłalph" is, on the whole, a very plea

sant, readable book; and, though we

very much doubt that such a borough

is to be found since the Reform Act,

we are quite certain that boroughs and

burgesses, such as good Adam Horn

book has described, were not uncom

mon in England five-and-twenty years

ago. -

Here comes another novel in two

volumes. We are glad to see a dispo

sition to innovate upon the old ortho

dox number of three, and to retrench

the redundancies of marginal blank

paper. Percy Effingham" is from the

pen of a tried and successful author—

Henry Cockton—and his last produc

tion will not derogate from his reputa

tion. . There is a moral purpose

throughout the tale, which is impres

sively illustrated. The hero of the

story, a young man of liberal educa

tion, refined tastes, kindly nature, and

most generous disposition, is led, partly

by his good nature, ly by heed

lessness, to dissipate his fortune alike

on the worthy and the unworthy. It

is the old tale since the days of Timon

of . Athens. He goes security for

swindlers as well as honest men. He

squanders in presents upon sycophants

and low boon companions—he debases

him to their level, joins with them,

sometimes from an easy, compliant na

ture, sometimes to drown the cares of

that true love, whose course for a while

runs unsmoothly, in their coarse de

bauches, and opens his house and his

purse to their revels. The usual con

sequences ensue; arrest of his person,

execution upon his property, and ap

proaching ruin. And then he learns

the value of the world's estimate. He

is cut by those who had once fawned

upon him; he is pressed by tradesmen.

Opportunely—there are always those

happy opportunes in works of fiction,

* “Percy Effingham ; or the Germ of the World's Esteem.” By Henry Cockton, Author

of “Valentine Vox,” &c. London : G. Routledge and Co., Farringdon-street. 1853.
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whatever there may be in the every

day world — a wise and steady friend

or two intervene, and his own good

sense aids them. He mortgages his

estates, dismisses his servants, sells his

stud, reduces his establishment to the

smallest possible expenditure, and pre

pares bravely to struggle and retrench.

Of course, there is a love-plot running

side by side with the life of the young

man; and this brings us to the heroine.

Flora Delisle is the daughter of a tho

rough-going fox-hunting major, one,

who, however, is not a mere bumpkin,

like the Squire Westerns of by-gone

times, but such as we may see in our

own days, at the sessions and the

county meetings — men of education

and fine taste. The daughter of such

a father is a lover of field sports, a

Diana Vernon, and is thus described

to a sober, sport-hating citizen friend,

who has been deluded to join the hunt.

The old gentleman had observed that

the exercise was too severe for such

delicate creatures as women:—

“Of delicacy,” observed the major, “I

mean, of course, physical delicacy, girls in

general, have too much. Flora was delicate,

exceedingly delicate; indeed, I at one time

feared that she was about to follow her poor

sister; I had made up my mind that she

also, was consumptive; but look at her now,

full of spirit, health, and beauty I am

proud of her, Trevere!—I have reason to be

proud of her | She's a good girl—a noble

girl; and while she has the physical courage

of a lion, she has the moral gentleness of a

lamb. I like to see her join us. Being an

advocate for mutual pleasures, I should

glory in seeing the field studded with beau

tiful women. And why should it not be so?

As we derive pleasure from the chase, why

should they be deprived of a share” If an

absolute line were to be drawn between our

enjoyments and theirs, we should, of course,

be unfit for each other's society; we should

not be able to associate in such a case at all,

without making reciprocal sacrifices. If we

partake of that which delights them, why

should not they partake of that which de

lights us? They ought to have a full share

of all our pleasures, and certain am I that

no sport, no amusement of any description

at which they ought not to be present, can

be pure.”—Vol. i. pp. 4-5.

Whether the major's sentiments be

correct or the reverse on this subject,

will be always a debateable question.

Undoubtedly, the author is a strong

advocate for the major's views, and

discourses, with great enthusiasm, upon

the joys of the chase; and contrives to

answer all the ordinary objections that

are, in the person of Mr. Trevere,

urged against the keeping of hounds

and the hunting of foxes, on the score

of useless expenditure—waste of food,

encouragement of vermin, and so forth.

Percy, of course, falls in love with Flora

Delisle, declares his passion in a very

manly and natural way ; and is re

sponded to in a frank, yet most wo

manly manner. He is the accepted

lover, and as happy as such people

always are, especially when they dine

five days out of the seven with their in

tended father-in-law. But this would

never do for two volumes. According

ly, there is another young lady—a great

sportswoman, too ; a fair, dashing girl,

fond of admiration, who has set her

eye on Percy. Hence all sorts of plots,

treasons, and stratagems. A misun

derstanding ensues between the lovers,

and Helen Gilbert, who, we must say,

exhibits hourly a more unenviable dis

position, enjoys a temporary triumph,

to end, of course, in ultimate confu

sion.

The character of Flora is charming

ly drawn, and well sustained through

out. That of Helen is by no means a suc

cessful portraiture. It is at first merely

unamiable—it becomes finally odious ;

and we in vain look for the seeds of

those hateful qualities which she deve

lops in the sequel. In fact, it seems

to us as if the author did not thorough

ly comprehend the character he would

draw. He could have no prototype

for it in real life; and thus the former

and the latter portion of it are utterly

out of keeping. There is one other

fault. As we are at fault-finding, we

may as well despatch them all together,

in the depiction of character in this

novel. We allude to that of makin

grooms and serving-men notº:
and reason after a fashion quite above

their education, but even express

themselves in language which their

masters are not always quite at home

with. We have no faith in philoso

phical menials, and no wish for them

either; and, though institutes and lec

turing are doing wonders in turning

artisans into all sorts of “ologists,” we

trust that such accomplishments will

not speedily find their way to those

who groom our horses or brush our

Coats.

Bating these blemishes—and they

are minor ones—“Percy Effingham"

is a good novel of its class. There is
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great ease and sprightliness in the style,

a rational life-likeness in the characters,

and an excellent tone pervading the

book. And so, Mr. Cockton, we wish

you success.

Ah! what is this? A three volume

novel in the good old style of prodi

§ of paper and economy of type.

Verily, Lady Marion* sends us back

again from our visions of compressed

typography and diminished price. The

plot of the volumes before us is some

what ingenious—one which we cannot

easily fancy to arise in our own times,

and in England. Lady Marion, the

heroine of the tale, conceals from his

family her brother, Lord IRothnel, who

is supposed to have been drowned ;

the young nobleman having particular

reasons, the cogency of which the

readers will not very well appreciate,

for preserving his incognito, till he at

tains his majority. From this fidelity

to her brother arises a series of contre

temps and embarrassments. Her lover,

Lord Bertland, suspects her of a secret

attachment to a rival, and attributes

her frequent visits to the old castle,

where her brother is concealed, to as

signations with another. The artful

seductions of a cousin, Agatha, suc

ceed in withdrawing him from his first

attachment, and securing him for her

self. Agatha and Bertland are even

tually married, but the faithful sister

still preserves her secret. The youth

ful bride becomes the victim of re

morse, and dies in giving birth to a

daughter, whom she commits to the

care of Lady Marion. Meantime, a

very accomplished villain, Cosmo

Loosmene, aided by a still more ac

complished villain, his father, besiege

the heart of the beautiful and richly

endowed Marion, and achieve a va

riety of perfidious schemes, that equal

anything to be found in ancient ro

mances, terminating in an attempt at

forcibly abducting the young lady,

which precipitates the denouement of

the tale, and eventuates in the death

of the two Loosmenes, and the joyful

restoration of the Lord Bertland to

his family. Marion, after having en

dured aſilictions and trials, such as we

hope no young lady, aristocrat or com

moner of our own day will ever be

subjected to, is happily married to the

amiable brother of her former lover,

who very properly puts himself out of

everybody's way by dying after he has

witnessed the marriage ceremony of

her, of whose value and virtue he is

too late convinced. Such a plot gives
abundant room for the exercise of the

fair authoress's ingenuity, and she has

produced a very charming novel. The

character of the heroine is finely drawn,

though savouring a little too much of

the angelic for common life, perhaps

somewhat above common sympathies.

It is well relieved by the vain and self

ish cousin and rival, and strongly con

trasts with the super-diabolical young

gentleman and his parent, who plot

incessantly against the heroine. The

scenes lie too much amongst the mere

aristocracy for the healthier taste of

the present day, and the characters of

the tale are in general a little too

perfect to be entirely palatable. But

the work abounds with true and just

thinking, and the interest is kept con

stantly excited throughout. There

are, indeed, some scenes very skilfully

drawn, and one or two powerfully

wrought. There are several minor

personages, who play their parts well;

and, upon the whole, it is a very good

novel, such a one as may well amuse

a reader of novels upon a gloomy No

vember day, and even administer in

struction, and suggest salutary think

ing, without which any work of fiction

is valueless.

IIere is a novel reduced to the di

mension to which we yet hope to see

all novels reduced—one volume. Let

us see what “Christie Johnstone”f

promises. . We had scarcely perused

a dozen of pages, ere we felt that we

had lighted upon a volume of no ordi

nary interest. . We continued to per

use its pages with increasing pleasure;

and when we laid the volume down,

we were convinced that we had just

finished one of the most effective, ori

ginal, and charming productions of the

day. Mr. Reade may almost be said

to be the founder of a new style—curt,

nervous, and pointed. There is no

affectation about it, save, perhaps,

* “Lady Marion; or, a Sister's Love.” By Mrs. W. Foster. London: Hurst and

Blackett, successors to Henry Colburn, Great Marlborough-street. 1853.

f “Christie Johnstone." A Novel.

New Burlington-street. 1853.

By Charles Reade, Esq. London: Richard Bentley,
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sometimes the affectation of being un

affected. His characters are full of life,

vigour, and truth; his sentiments are

just, healthy, and true to nature. It is

one of those novels that touch the heart,

somewhat in the same way that the

acted drama touches the spectator;

and you feel yourself thoroughly sym

pathising with scenes and characters

which, you feel, have all the force of

reality about them. The story is itself

a fresh and healthy one. A young,

rich, ennuyé viscount, Lord Ipsden,

falls in love with a charming cousin–

Lady Barbara Sinclair. On the sur

face their characters appear diametri

cally opposed ; but, as the sequel

proves, they both possess the same

true, earnest hearts that love all that

is good, in whatever rank of life it may
be found.

“Her mental pulse was as plethoric

as his was languid; she was as enthu

siastic as he was cool. She took a

warm interest in everything;” and,

above all, there was not, in the whole

range of her mind and body, one grain

of affectation of any sort. The young

noble proposes in form, and receives

the following written reply:—

“The man I marry must have two

things—virtues and vices. You have

neither; you do nothing, and never

will do anything, but sketch and hum

tunes, and dance and laugh: forget

this folly the day after to-morrow, my

dear Ipsden; and if I may ask a favour

of one to whom I refuse that which

would not be a kindness, be still good

friends with her who will always be

your affectionate cousin.

“BARBARA SINCLAIR.”

The young man is disappointed –

becomes more listless— a physician is

called in, a singular character, who

reminds one of Abernethy .The inter

view between the patient and physi

cian is admirably described. The latter

discovers that his patient's malady is

not physical but mental, and he pre

scribes for himinthefollowing fashion–

“Make acquaintance with all the

people of low estate, who have time to

be bothered with you; learn their ways,

their minds, and, above all, their trou

bles, and relieve one fellow-creature

every day.”

The viscount goes in his yacht to

Newhaven, where he commences to

put his regimen to the test. Here

Christie Johnstone, the heroine of the

tale, is introduced in the person of a

young fishwoman, and, in truth, her

character, and that of her companion,

are drawn with a masterly hand. We

wish we had space to quote the pas

sage, but we must content ourselves

with referring to it. It is one of those

portraitures that you do not fully com

prehend at the first glance, but it

grows upon you the longer you gaze,

till you feel, at length, that you con

template one of nature's loveliest crea

tions — one in whom all your human

sympathies can find a place. The

young noble is strangely attracted

towards Christie; not, indeed, with

the feeling of a lover, but with the ad

miration of a man, and by degrees the

practice of active benevolence, the in

tercourse with a healthier order of so

ciety, and the contemplation of the

virtues of Christie Johnstone, renovate

his heart, and restore it to a#.

tone. Meantime, a young Englis

artist visits Newhaven; a mutual at

tachment springs up between him and

the beautiful girl. Their passion is

opposed by his mother, but Christie

eventually saves the young man's life

by a heroic perilling of her own. The

opposition of the mother gives way,

and their fidelity is rewarded. Lord

Ipsden, too, has performed his fete of

manly devotion in saving a sinking

vessel. Lady Barbara by degrees be

gins to see that he is not the listless

being she took him for, but a man of

mind, energy, and feeling; and thus

at length they, too, reach the ultima

tum of all heroes and heroines, and are

happily married.

So much for the tale—a good one,

indeed, and told with singular power.

We have seldom read a more effec

tive novel in every respect. Fine

thinking, good painting, and healthy

sentiments, we venture to predict that

“Christie Johnstone” will be one of

the most popular volumes of the season.

And now, our task is completed.

We trust our readers will, from our

guidance and advice, see their way in

selecting the materials of some pleasant

companions for fireside hours during

the winter.
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BALLINASLOE FAIR.

*

SoME one has described Irish human

life as an intoxication of two stages.

Your true Irishman, according to this

wit, who was, no doubt, himself to the

manner born, and before the time of

Father Mathew, is roaring drunk, or

crying drunk. With a sheet or two

in the wind, he stands, alpeen in hand,

burning with noble rage to prove, upon

the bodies of all Saxons whomsoever,

that a chalk mark on the rim of his

Caroline hat is silver lace; or, half

seas over, he lies on his left side, like

the prophet of old, and testifies against

the iniquity of his heretic oppressors.

The point of the witticism is wanting, as

we hope we shall be able to show; but

put an Irishman on a spit, it is said, and

an Irishman will be found ready and

willing to turn him; and worse than

this, crack a ridiculous joke upon his

head, and he has not a compatriot

whom the sight will not move to laugh

ter. This latter sad truth is, we fear,

of universal application. We, at least,

dare not give thanks that we are

not as those publicans; for confess

we must, that the tipsy metaphor of

the wicked wit has often caused our

sides to shake inopportunely, flashing

across our memory, as it is wont to do,

at some unlucky moment when all the

mental powers were needed to take in

an imperfect estimate of the vast na

tural resources of our country, and to

conceive the inconceivable results of

their industrial development; or when

the heart should have overflowed with

sympathy for prelates required to obey

the laws, for tenants asked to pay rent,

and for the general raggedness of the

royal race of Tara. We own to the

weakness — there is no use in denying

it—we have laughed when we should

have admired or wept. When the

rush of our mighty-water privileges

should have filled our ears and souls;

when the paraffine of our bogs, the in

calculable treasures of our mines, the

inexhaustible stores of our fisheries,

the beauty and virtue of our women,

the height, breadth, and strength of

our peasantry, all only waiting to be

developed, should have elevated our

thoughts to the sublime, that mischiev

ous image of the “ranting, roaring

Irishman" has interposed its ridiculous

shape before our mind's eye. And

often have we failed to exorcise the

twinshade from our fancy, when the

insults of the Ecclesiastical Titles

Bill, the monstrous oppression of

ownership, the sufferings of needy Irish

“Knife-grinders,” should have dis

solved the sternest teetotalism in tears.

Yet it is dangerous to be laughed at,

even though we may find it impossible

not to join in the laughter; and, laugh

ing still, we acknowledge the wisdom

and patriotism included in a reproof

we once heard Daniel O'Connell ad

minister to a well-known Irish joker of

jokes, who scandalised Ireland by the

unseasonable exercise of his art in a

London circle—

“This is no place, sir, to sing “Dun

can Mac Figg.’”

Nevertheless “Duncan MacFigg" is

a good song enough, given in proper

time and place; and as such, we doubt

not, the primo buffo of the day would

have acknowledged it, whatever his

own occasional offences against sound

taste might have been. Still it does

seem to be beyond question, that there

are times and places when it is better

for Ireland not to sing “Duncan Mac

Figg;” at least, not too loudly. We

have talked loudly enough about our

resources, and what we could do to de

velop them—if only we had capital to

build mill-wheels to be turned by our

mighty waters; or moulds to melt our

paraffine into spermaceti candles; or

Swansea coals to smelt our Arigna

iron; or nets to catch our fish; or

swains to be subdued by our female

charms; or weights heavy enough, or

foes brave enough to prove the strength

and valour of our men. We have

keened, even to hoarseness, over the

baseness of slaves who pay; over the in

sult of bishops who are no lords, but

Christopher Slys. Variety is charming;

and, just by way of variety, we mean

to try to show that all our resources

do not remain to be developed; that

something has been done; and we

have the more heart for this work, be

cause the raised spirits of our dear

countrymen and our own balances, do

very plainly show that, even at this
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moment, something isº to prove

that Irish human life has had, and now

has, a third stage, not taken into ac

count in the touch of our satirist. If

there be a Philip Drunk, there is also

a Philip Sober ; and that he has been

domiciled in Ireland long before the

days of teetotal pledging, we venture

to hope we shall be able to show, in a

slight sketch of the great mart of the

staple of Irish industry, which it is our

wish now to place before our readers.

It is not improbable that many of

these, and among them, perhaps, not

a few hereditary and selected manu

facturers of laws gravely affecting the

social and economical interests of Ire

land, may need to be informed that

Ballinasloe is a town containing some

four or five thousand inhabitants, and si

tuated about eighty miles west of Dublin,

on the march of the Connaught coun

ties of Roscommon and Galway. It is

now accessible by railway, both from

the east and the west; and is thus,

since the last three or four years, con

nected with the coast at Dublin and

Galway. For a considerably longer

period there has been water communi

cation between Ballinasloe and Dub

lin, by means of the Grand Canal; but

the characteristic that distinguishes

the little Connaught town above its

fellows, has existed long before any of

these facilities of access which, in ac

cordance with all experience, should

tend to render it less marked and dis

tinctive. Easy means of intercom

munication, regular and frequent in

tercourse between remote districts,

and the new modes of commerce con

sequent upon these, are the natural

enemies of great fairs, which become

practical anachronisms in the progress

of civilisation. We have seen the great

messen of Leipzig and Frankfurt wast

ing away before the eyes of this gene

ration; the latter almost annihilated

under the operation of those influences,

from which it must not be expected

that Ballinasloe fair will remain free.

It is still, however, a considerable

fact; and from its peculiar character,

and the circumstances of the country,

may be expected to exhibit somewhat

more strength of resistance to the de

structive action of the new powers of

locomotion, than has been found in the

periodical marts of miscellaneous com

merce—an expectation which is, in

deed, borne out by the experience of

the last two or three years.”

That which is known as THE FAIR of

Ballinasloe, is held annually in October,

and continues from the 4th to the 9th of

the month. The legal date of the com
mencement of business is the 5th of

October, but the great event actually

takes place on theº day, and

in preparation for this, the attention of

the neighbouring districts, and, indeed,

to a considerable extent, of the whole

province of Connaught, and of the

adjoining counties of Leinster and

Munster, is absorbed during the day

and night of the 3rd of October. Early

on the morning of the 4th, the show

of sheep commences, but upon the

previous evening the flocks begin to

concentrate towards the show-ground,

upon which, or in its immediate

neighbourhood, most of them remain,

guarded by their respective shepherds,

during the night. At day-break each

flock takes up its position, which is ge

nerally that occupied by sheep from

the same , estates, or belonging to

owners of the same family during many

former years. Should the weather be

favourable, which, indeed, is but too sel

dom the case, the scene then exhibited

is one of great beauty. To a stranger

it is peculiarly striking, as altoge

ther differing from everything else of

the kind to be seen in Ireland, and we

will venture to say, at variance with

the ideas of Irish character existing in

the minds of the most diligent students

of the works of the numerous monthly

and fortnightly special commissioners,

memorandum writers, tourists, philan

thropists, and other Ferdinand Men

dez Pintos of the day.

The site of the show is the fine park

of Garbally, close to the town, which

the Earl of Clancarty opens liberally

to guests who, on their side, never de

part without bestowing a blessing of

fruitfulness upon the soil. There is,

therefore, no restriction as to space,

* The traffic at Ballinasloe being chiefly in store sheep and cattle, bred in the west, and

bought to be “finished” in the richer pastures of the midland counties, it is much less likely

to be injured by facilities of transit than a market more frequented by butchers. Animals

may be sent to Smithfield in small numbers as they are ready, and will find purchasers.

Graziers will continue to buy in large quantities when their supply of fodder is ready—a fact

which renders a periodical tryste a matter of necessity.
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and the flocks are consequently kept

well asunder, and shown distinctly upon

sloping lawns broken into graceful un

dulations, but are yet all at once

within the range of sight from many

favourable points. The picture is set

in an irregular frame-work of tasteful

groups of young trees, the effect of

which is at that season enriched and

softened by the various tints of the

autumn foliage. And truly, well wor

thy of the frame is the charming pic

ture it includes, in which composition

and colour, both artistically perfect in

their mere natural simplicity, give ex

pression to ideas of peace, abundance,

and humanhappiness. There literally—

“Every shepherd tells his tale

Under the hawthorn"——

for many fine hawthorns are scattered

over the slopes; and around, or near

them, the sheep are gathered into grace

ful groups, the pure white of their

fleeces contrasting with the black frieze

dresses of the men, who, pastoral crook

in hand, are held in deep attention to

the just count of their charge, or are

silently engaged in recovering tru

ants §on neighbouring flocks. The

whole, toned down and harmonised by

the sober green of the lawns, is free

from any of those accidents which too

often vulgarise the finest of Irish land

scapes. There is neither beggar nor

soldier to offend the sight— not even a

policeman is to be seen, unless care

fully looked for, and when found in

some out-of-the-way corner, it is pro

bable the observer will be able to no

tice, even in him, the scarcely possible

effect of a demeanour more correct and

pacific than that which ordinarily cha

racterises the members of that excellent

body.

Dispersed over the ground, and not

apparently in any very great numbers,

small groups of owners and buyers may

be secn from an early hour engaged as

quietly as London merchants in the ar

rangement of their bargains, and dis

patching the business with quite as

much promptitude and decision. Man

of these are men of considerable ran

and station. It is an article of the re

ligio loci to attend Ballinasloe fair,

and a majority of the noble lords and

worshipful squires of southern Con

naught are pretty sure to be found

there, most of them taking charge of

the sale of their own flocks and herds.

Intermingled with them are the grazier

gentlemen and farmers of Meath and

Westmeath, and a miscellaneous as

semblage of buyers of all classes and

degrees from other districts. In the

phrase, of some, these men are, of

course, clodpoles, pressed to the earth

by the weight of their own bucolic

souls. They are, unquestionably, to

an extent which would probably be

doubted in other parts of England, men

of quiet habits, perhaps even some

what too closely devoted to the deve

lopment of the industrial resources of

their country, since they have per

mitted the public attention to be di

verted from their acts, nay, they have

too often connived, by their silence, at

the direction of the public indignation

against their alleged omissions by the

chattering of coxcombs resonant in

roportion to its emptiness. Neverthe

ess, we confidently ask any English

man of candid mind to spend the early

morning of a fourth of October on the

show-ground of Ballinasloe; to observe

the condition of the flocks; to notice

the appearance of the shepherds, their

courtesy of manner to himself, their

gentleness to the animals in their charge,

which they never touch but with the

crook. We beg of him to watch, if

his sight be quick enough, the acts of

buying and selling; to note the fact that

by 10 or 11 o'clock, A. M., the greater

part of the trade is over, and the flocks

rapidly and quietly leaving the ground.

Having madehis observations upon these

matters, let him call up before his me

mory the best regulated factory he has

ever inspected, and the most orderly

produce-market he has ever assisted at,

and then deliver his judgment on the

issue we have put. Let him declare

whether or not we have reason upon

our side when we say that something

has been done, though much, alasi

still remains to do. Wehaveno fear that

such a judge, so informed, would hesi

tate to pronounce that from Dan to

Beersheba all is not barren; that the

entire capital of the world is not in

Capel-court; that Manchester is not

salted with all the wisdom of the earth;

that there are bona notabilia even in

Ireland; and that knowledge, natural

and commercial, strong wills, and ho

nest hearts, have been at work in deve

loping her resources long before her

native stock was polluted by that

vilest of crosses, between a gue

Lecturer and a Repeal Association

demagogue — the jobbing spouter in
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the service of industrial agitation. Vita

brevis est ars longa; it was not in a

day or a generation those flocks and

herds of Connaught were reared to

their present standard of high value.

Those shepherds have not been render

ed, by itinerant talkers, courteous to

man, kind to the brute, and skilful

in their calling. I’eers, gentlemen,

and farmers have traded at Ballina

sloe before political economy and

the noble art of commerce were de

graded into quackery, and rendered

infamous in the eyes of the unskilful

by their forced prostitution to the

uses of party. In these facts, we

maintain, there is ample proof, if no

other existed, that as high an order

of intellect, as large a share of the rare

faculty that enables man to govern his

fellows, as keen observing powers, as

apt a genius for dealing, have been, for

generations exercised in the staple

trade of Ireland, as ever have been

employed in brawling at a Peace Con

gress, or in deluding mankind into the

notion that motley is the only wear—

that a threepenny print is a fitter co

vering for their nakedness than home

spun linsey-wolsey. -

The great event of the Fair is, as

we have said, the show of sheep in

Garbally Park, on the 4th of October.

In two or three hours of the morning

of that day the great flocks are com

monly disposed of, and the tone of the

market is ascertained. On the 5th and

6th the smaller flocks, and the rem

nant unsold on the show day, are of.

1790, Total sheep . 69,931

,, Sold . 59,231

1853, Total sheep . 62,356

n Sold . 46,096

The decline in numbers from 1828

to the present time, is probably to be

attributed to the operation of those

general influences to which we have

already adverted. The increase in the

resent year, accompanied as it was

É. a steady improvement in the prices

of all descriptions of stock, must be

set down as evidence of recuperative

energy in the country — the reaction

from that state of depression which

reached its nadir within the last couple

of years. Taken at their lowest point,

the figures we have quoted sustain our

original proposition, that the staple re

sources of Ireland are not altogether

so virgin a treasure as the orators

fered for sale in the fair green, which

is a well-kept and sufficiently spacious

area, situated between the public build

ings of the town—the church, the Agri

cultural Hall, and the workhouse—and

the park wall. On the 6th, the horse

fair is also held ; and the 7th is

exclusively, given up to dealings in

horned cattle. The bucolics are ter

minated on the 8th of October, with

what is called the “poor man's fair,” in

which all kinds of ordinary country

* are brought to a common mar

et.

Of the extent and meaning of these

combined transactions we will now,

without, we hope, fatiguing our read

ers with dry figures, say a word or two.

A register of the number of sheep and

cattle sold or unsold, shown at each

October fair, has been kept since the

year 1790, a copy of which, containing

averages of the respective prices of the

various descriptions of stock, is now

before us. The extreme fluctuation

in numbers during that period has been

not much less than 100 per cent. The

greatest number of sheep shown was in

1828, 97,384; the smallest in 1851,

51,533. Of these, 86,374 and 47,564

were sold respectively in the former

and the latter periods— the demand

appearing to keep pace pretty closely

with the supply. The maximum show of

horned cattle was in 1842, 14,364;

the minimumin 1797, 6,200; the re

spective sales being 8,074 and 5,804.

At the extreme ends of the scale of

years, the figures stand thus:—

1790, Total cattle . 8,632

,, Sold . 7,782

1853, Total cattle . 14,832

,, Sold . 12,294

would have us believe. The people of

the west of Ireland were engaged in

developing their share of them, to the

extent we have shown by recorded

facts, sixty years since; and they con

tinue at the same pursuit, in the face of

many novel difficulties up to the pre

sent hour. In quantity of work, they

have something to show, and that it

has not been, and is not now, much

below that of their neighbours in

quality, a very few more figures will

probably prove to the satisfaction of

any candid mind. In the year 1828,

the average price obtained for first

class wethers was forty-six shillings;

that for first-class oxen and heifers
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iſ 14. In reference to the fair that has

just passed, we find such entries as the

Ewrºs. s. d.

Mr. Robert Darcy, for a lot of 200, 2 years old . 53 6

Mr. Patrick Taaffe, for a top lot of 50 do. . . 63 0

Mr. Lyons, for a lot of 150 do. . . 62 0

whethers.

Mr. Smith, for a lot of 100, 2 years old - . 54 0

Mr. Mac Donnell do. do. . - . 50 0

Mr. Frank Flanagan, for a lot of 700, do. . 51 6

following in the newspaper reports of
'sales actually effected:—

rams.

There was a very fine show of rams in the fair to-day, some of which brought high

Mr. Taaffe sold some very fine ones of the long-woolled breed, at prices varyingprices.

from £20 to £24. Mr. Busby sold three cows at £15; £12 10s. ; and £10.

lieiFers. £ s. d.

Lord Clonmel, for a lot of 40 3 years old 16 0 0

Mr. Nugent, for a top lot of 40 do. --- 17 0 0

Mr. Robert D'Arcy do. 43 do. --- 16 15 0

Lord Clanricarde do. 21 do. 13 12 6

Mr. Holmes do. 43 do. --- 17 0 0

BUILLOCks.

Mr. John Dennis, for a lot of 80 ... --- 15 0 0

Mr. Charles Mahon, for the top lot of the fair ... 21 10 0

Lord Mountmorris, for a lot of 10 14 0 0

Lord Ashtown, do. 30 --- --- 14 0 0

These prices, we say, constitute

proof that a fair degree of commercial

success has been attained in these trad

ing operations, and that is all we de

sire to prove. We have heard boast

ings from the typical Irishman, ut

tered when his Caroline hat, with the

chalked lace edging, was in its place

on the side of his cranium, that nothing

in the known world is like Ballinasloe

fair — that it “bangs Banagher, and

Banagher bangs the world.” This is

mere nonsense, and, as extremes meet,

such gasconading inflicts pretty nearly

the same kind of injury upon Ireland

as is inflicted by the lowly abasement

of the same individual, when, in ano

ther mood, he prostrates himself before

the spectre of English capital, and

confesses to his own utter helplessness

and his entire willingness to lie down

and die in the next ditch, if some

Saxon, of his pity, will not make him

a railway, or set on a line of steam

ships to bring him gold from Califor

nia; or, at the least, buy his lands,

the outgoings of which have reduced

him to a state of starvation. The fact

is, that upon looking at the returns

bearing upon the matter which are

nearest to our hand, we find that at

the Tryste of Falkirk, in Oct., 1838,

there were present 60,000 head of

sheep, 50,000 do. black cattle, and

2,700 horses; and at Weyhill, in Hamp

shire, the great fair of England, in

Oct. 1840, it was estimated that above

150,000 sheep were exhibited for sale.

Compared with these statements our

Ballinasloe facts and figures show re

spectably enough ; and although they

do not absolutely establish the fact

that “ Ireland is the first flower of the

earth, and first gem of the sea,” they

do very intelligibly declare that no

Irishman can justly plead prescription
in excuse for future indolence, or rea

sonably base fears that he will not be

able to develop his resources for him

self, and in his own way, upon the

ground that he has hitherto failed in

developing them. The fair of Balli.

nasloe is essentially a creation of Irish

commercial and agricultural enterprise,

There is no record, not even a tradi.

tion of its origin. It grew out of the

struggles of progress, and was fashion

ed by the ". themselves, unassisted

by English capital, or by acts of legis

lation. The |. of the soil collects

his tolls under the authority of imme

morial usage, and the Baron of the

Fair holds his Court of Pie powder, and

is absolute therein, by virtue of a like
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ler non scripta. Yet the proceedings

are, and we are assured, have been

for the last half century, conducted

with the utmost decorum and regula

rity. Power has not been abused ;

justice has not been defied. A consti

tution has been established, under the

shade of which liberty may dwell with

order, in the only mode in which such

a constitution can be brought to matu

rity. It has grown. Let no rash hand

disturb it, in a hasty desire to develop

industrial resources. The system of

which Ballinasloe fair is a culminat

ing point, is of more worth to the

Irish commonweal than a whole Lan

cashire of spinning-jennies. That it

may be developed and extended, so as

to be brought into harmonious relation

with all Irish and English commercial

and manufacturing resources, must be

the earnest prayer of every sincere and

thoughtful patriot.

We have not much more space at

command, but a word or two may be

spared to note a few of the incidents

and effects of the institution, which,

though commonplace enough, are not

unworthy of being pointed out, as

bearing upon views we have already

traced out. Until the present century,

there were but two slated houses in

Ballinasloe, and the cost of lodging,

such as it was, during the fair, was,

fifty years ago, at the rate of two gui

neas a night. There is now a suffi

ciency of good shops and dwelling

houses, flour-mills, breweries, a coach

factory, and banks; and no lack of

accommodation for visitors, at reason

able charges. The town has become,

in fact, a sort of provincial metropolis,

and the time of the October fair is its

season of business and pleasure. For

a week or two, then, a brisk traffic is

carried on in the exotic wares of Dub

lin tradesmen, whose habit it has long

been to attend with supplies of jewel

lery, perfumery, haberdashery, sad

dlery, and even books. , Nor are

other less pleasing proofs of the pro

gress of civilisation wanting. A regular

attendance of gamblers and pickpockets

may be cited, to cap the climax of our

evidence, that the industrial resources

of Ireland were in course of develop

ment long, long ago.

We have already spoken of the mark

ed urbanity of the humbler attendants

upon the business of the fair, and of the

gentleness of their demeanour, especi

ally toward the sheep. The facts might,

perhaps, be of service in support of the

theory of the pacificating and human

ising influence of commerce — some

what more serviceable, perhaps, in that

line, than the demonstrations that have

been made of the habits of certain dis

tinguished members of the Peace So

ciety. We would gladly put them to

that use, for we are sincere believers

in the theory; but we must admit that

courtesy and politeness are the natural

characteristics of the Connaught pea

santry, to a degree which we have ne

verseen equalled among the lower class

es in any other country. Still, though

commercial intercourse had, perhaps,

little share in rendering their manners

affable and kind to the human stranger,

it has, in all probability, been the chief

means of forming the quiet, steady ha

bits of doing their business with one

another, and of dealing with the ani

mals under their charge, which now

certainly constitute a marked and pe

culiar feature in the external appear

ance of Ballinasloe fair. The Irishman,

there, is in neither stage of intoxication

—he is not drunk either in the ranting

roaring, or in the whining, grievance

mongering mood; but is &lothed in the

unostentatious sobriety of a plodding

tradesman—“ as painstaking a cord

wainer as any in Cordova.” On the

very last 4th of October, we saw

two or three large printed placards,

inviting to religious controversy, car

ried about the show-ground, mounted

upon poles; and we verily believe no

three men in the park read a word of

them beyond the first line.

It can scarcely be necessary to point

the moral of Ballinasloe fair in a for

mal post-scriptum. No intelligent read

er will misinterpret what we have said

so widely as to suppose that we are

opposed to, or inclined to make light

of, rational and temperate endeavours

to turn the talent with which Ireland

has been entrusted to the best account.

We have no sympathy with the fears

that would bury it in the earth, nor

with the inactivity that would avoid

blame for neglect by putting it out at

simple usance. We would trade in it,

and multiply it, as the best mode in

man's power of honouring the bounti

ful Giver, and of benefiting those for

whose use every talent is given in trust

to man. But neither do we confide in

every Dousterswivel, whose divining

rod tells of springs in dry places. We

are .."." of manufacturing move
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ments, and mining movements, and

flax movements. Our spirit is poured

out as water when the people shout,

hailing a new Irish Avatar in some

scheming projector, who illuminates

our destiny with a bog-wax candle.

Every such convulsive paroxysm, ex

cited by stimulation from without,

has invariably ended in collapse. The

resources of a nation, or of an indi

vidual, can be developed only by

action originating from within. In

dustrial movement, to be anything

more than galvanic motion in a corpse,

must grow out of the natural reaction

of the constituent elements of so

ciety. All that can be done, ab extra, to

encourage it, is to set or to leave those

elements, moral and physical, at per

fect liberty to act and react upon each

other. pon a people of excitable

temperament and quick fancy, the

Dousterswivel operators work peculiar

mischief; infinitely more, in our opi

nion, though it is not the fashion to say

so, than the mere political agitator.

They precipitate hope into an abyss

deep in proportion to the height to

which they raised it on some unsub

stantial scheme. In their own ardour,

and in the eagerness of their victims,

their schemes assume a bulk and splen

dour which obscure all the monuments

of previous progress. It is the old

story of Alnaschar and his Basket—

men who dream that they have disco

vered the grand catholicon, and who

awaken to a bitter knowledge that

what remains in their hand is but a

streak of common flax, are apt, in their

disgust, to turn again to sleep, and for

a long time to lose recollection of the

fact, that the shirt they wear—and a

stout, wholesome vesture it is — was

made years ago out of a material no

better than that which they now think

worthless, only because they find they

have been grossly deceived into an

over-estimation of its value. When

men are told that they are poor, naked,

helpless, living brutishly in the midst

of resources they have never tried to

develop; and when, in their earnest

desire for regeneration, they suffer

themselves to be persuaded into an ad

mission that such is the truth, and into

a belief in the powers of the specific

remedy offered to them; should that

remedy fail to realise all that is told of

it, the disappointed believers will not

easily recover the faith they have lost

in themselves. Our design is to main

tain and strengthen that faith, as the

substance of all that can be safely

hoped for in the future. The best evi

dence of the possibility of unseen de

velopment are existing marks of pro

gress. Hope in the development of the

resources of Ireland, is, to some de

gree, substantiated, and an unseen

future of industry evidenced to the

sceptical, in the landmark of agricul

tural and commercial progress, which

has been raised, and still stands, unin

jured by time, in the great Fair of
Ballinasloe.
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By Anthony Poplan.

Let your poets and your painters render, as loyally as they will, their homage

to summer—the one by the glow of his language and imagery, the other by the

brilliancy of his colours—still I hold it that Winter has his charms as well as his

more worshipped season-brothers. True it is, he has but a scant cortege, and

small pomp. No zephyrs breathe softly around him— no birds carol hymns at

his advent; for him flowers bloom not, plants bud not; the trees greet him not

with the glory of their leaves; the fields grow not green beneath his footsteps;

nor are the plains purple with the grape, or yellow with the golden grain. The

sun looks coldly upon him, and gives him as little of his company as possible;

rising late, and setting early—as we see in the world a gay man of fashion hurry

away from a shabby-looking acquaintance. Clouds and rain, storm and cold,

sleet and frost—these are the ministrants upon winter; and yet, with all these,

there is something downright honest and lovable about him. Honest fellows

have, very often, rough faces and rude manners; and it is a matter of notoriety

that mothers very often are fondest of their most wild and ill-favoured children, just

because they are such. But be the cause what it may, I love old Winter, “frosty,

but kindly,” and I make much of him when he comes— treating him with all

sorts of good cheer, warming his old bones with the blazing log, comforting his

old heart with the best cheer I can give him ; and finally turning him out of

doors, as the spring approaches, so merry and green-hearted, so softened and

warmed, that he hardly knows himself. This, I believe, is the true philosophy

of life; and I am particularly of this opinion to-night, for I have retired into the

very heart of my sanctuary; I have shut to the door, barred the windows,

drawn close the curtains, wheeled my easy-chair to the fire, set my table with

the lamp on it beside me, placed my feet on the fender, and given myself up to

thinking all sorts of pleasant things. Ay, there goes the wind howling outside,

and the rain plashing in sheets against the window-panes Isn't that enough to

make any man feel pleasant, who has a roof over his head, and a fire under his

nose? Let Mark Tapley go out into the “long, unlovely street,” to be jolly if he

will: I shall be cheery within. There is no season or hour so favourable to the

development of fancy and the enjoyment of contemplation, as a winter's night.

Spring, and summer, and autumn draw the soul, as it were, out of her mansion,

and send her gadding about amid the fascinations of the external world; but

winter makes her stay at home, and turn her thoughts upon herself, and regulate

the inner life. Come, let me look through my chamber, and feel all the snug

ness around me. There is a long, massive shadow of a man — a shadow that

poor Peter Schlemihl would have given his soul to have projected — the legs

stretching along the carpet, and the body dislocated against the skirting, and
VOL, XLII,-NO. CCLII. 2 U.
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then reared upon the wall; the arm looks lusty enough to fell an elephant, and

the head might put a giant to shame. The light is glinting playfully upon

the folds of the thick curtains, and the legs of chairs and tables straggle about

in fanciful distortion. And now the ruddy firelight throws out its blaze fitfully,

making its own rival-shadows, only they are less stable than those of the*I.
deepening and lightening, fluttering and flickering, coming and going, like

witches and goblins in a dance upon Walpurgis night. A fire upon a winter's

night is a microcosm. If you have any spiritual vision, you may see the whole

world in it. Mighty mountain-ranges, deep gorges, broad plains, interminable

seas, and cities with their multiform buildings, tall spires, cupolas, pagodas; every

sort of architecture, Greek, Roman, Gothic, Saracenic, Byzantine, Arabesque.

And there, too, humanity in all its phases has its type; so that you may moralise

to your heart's content, and become a profound anthroposopher just by gazing

between the bars of the grate. There you have the first effort of infant life, the

little scintilla gleaming out of the blackness; perhaps you see it no more—gone

in one little puff— or it may be that it gushes out in a strong bituminous jet,

blazing up with a whizzing sound. Ah! that is boyhood — bright, joyous,

vigorous; flinging itself, heart and soul, into everything ; living in and for the

moment, and fed from the very fountain-head of animaliſe. But the flame by

degrees grows steadier, quieter, and more tempered, as the supply of gas begins

to fail, just like the boy when the exuberance of vital spirits is worked off.

And then we have the flame broad and clear— the ardour of youth ; and this

again subsides, and the flame itself goes out, leaving the red glow of the ignited

mass — the steady, persevering, hopeful energy of manhood. This lasts long,

provided you do not stir it with the poker, and derange its organisation; and

so too will the man, if he gets fair play from within and from without; but they

will not last always, for they are both “of the earth, earthy.” The glow fades;

first a little, as a greyish shadow steals across its brightness—then it rallies for a

moment, but the shade comes across it again and again, recurring at shorter

and shorter intervals, till at last it loses all its ruddiness and its warmth, and the

dim grey, ashy hue overspreads it, never, never again to disappear. Ah! 'tis so

with man; disease assails him from without, the native infirmities of his mortal

structure sap him from within—he baſiles them for a while, he rallies, he sinks;

his eye loses its brightness, his cheek its bloom, his step its elasticity, and the

shadow of the grave for the first time casts a gloom over him. Look now at

yon mass, how it grows darker and darker—there is no heat in it; see how it

shrinks together, and at last, with a faint, feeble crash, falls to pieces, down into

the pit beneath—dust and ashes! Just like man; the blood grows cold and colder,

the form shrivels, the eye dims, and at last the shadow of death draws nearer

and looms heavily over him; then the light goes out, and he sinks into the grave

pit, dust and ashes too. Well, but it may be that the fire and the man, the spark

material and divine, have each in their hour done their allotted work. Has not

the blaze brightened everything around it?– has not the strong glow warmed

the chilled limbs, cheered the heavy heart?—nay, may it not have vapourised the

water, and liberated therefrom the mighty steam-spirit, and sent him forth to

pant and toil in his beneficent labours throughout the earth? And may not

man, too, have fulfilled his mission — wrought his work in youth and in age 2 –

may he not have made many an eye bright, many a cold, sad heart glad and

warm—done works of goodness, of greatness—elevating man, pushing him for

ward and upwards by his invention or his industry 2 Assuredly, he may have

done all this, and if so he has not lived in vain, nor shall his memory perish

from amongst his kind. No ; as the HEARTH is amongst all nations the symbol

of the dearest and most sacred of human affections, so shall the grave wherein the

ashes of the great and the good man repose be ever honoured in the hearts, and

kept green by the love of his kind.

Well, well ! we have ranbled far away from the point at which we started,

following the guidance of our own pleasant fancies. Let us come back to

“winter and cold weather.” It is meet, dear friends, that you should have some

fancies for your firesides, as we have for our own. Shall we not give you song

and lay for your evening cheer? Ay, marry shall we; and so let us look through
our red-leather case, and take somewhat from its stores to sing to you. Here is

a song from an old acquaintance, and just in season too:—
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WINTER.

by JonAthan Frtere slin Gsby.

Dreary old Winter I weary old Winter 1

Snow-blanchèd carl, all dripping and chill;

Ice chains have bound thee, winds whistle round thee,

Heavily, gloomily plodding on still.

Yet when we meet thee, kindly we greet thee,

Sit by the hearth-blaze and melt all thy snow;

With wassail and gladness we'll charm all thy sadness,

Make thy eye brighten, thy icy blood glow.

Dreary old Winter, weary old Winter,

We'll make thy eye brighten, thy icy blood glow.

Cheery old Winter 1 merry old Winter

Laugh while with yule-wreath thy temples are bound;

Drain the spiced bowl now, cheer thy old soul now,

“Christmas waas hael !” pledge the holy toast round.

Broach butt and barrel; with dance and with carol

Crown we old Winter, of revels the king;

And when he's weary of living so merry,

He'll lie down and die on the green lap of spring.

Cheery old Winter! merry old Winter

He'll lie down and die on the green lap of spring.

Well, how do you like that, “masters mine and ladies, fair 2" Form your

own judgments about it, for help of ours ye shall not have in the matter. We

have made up our minds to say nothing about Slingsby, good or bad. He has

got quite beyond our control, so we deliver him up to the public to use him as

shall seem good in their sight. Bless us! here he comes again:—

“THERE's A LINING of sILVER To EveRY cloud.”

BY JonAthan Freike slix Gsh Y.

“Did a sable cloud

Turn forth her silver lining on the night?"—MILTON.

One winter night dreary,

Dejected and weary,

I kept my lone vigil of sorrow and care;

Mistrusting—mistaking—

My heart full to breaking—

My soul seeking comfort, and finding despairſ

All wildly and chilly

The wind whistled shrilly,

Drifting the clouds o'er the desolate sky;

Low moaned the ocean

In ceaseless commotion,

Dashing the spray of its billows on high

Tearfully gleaming,

The young moon was beaming,

Struggling by fits through each gathering cloud;
Faint light now shedding,

Dark shades now spreading,

Over the moonshine their vapoury shroud!

“Ah! thus,” thought I, sighing,

“From birth to our dying,

Man's course is a struggle through trial and gloom ;

Joy gives scarce a promise

That Grief rends not from us,

O'er the light of our life looms the shade of the tomb!”
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But soon, to my wonder,

The cloud burst asunder,

And down through the fissure now streamed the moon's light;

Soft fell its splendour,

So holy and tender,

In showers of sheen on the face of the night!

While all the cloud's margent

Was gleaming like argent,

Though earthward still sullen and dark was its shroud,

I knew that towards heaven

Its brightness was given—

A lining of silver spread over the cloud 1

Then my soul rose in gladness,

And shook off its sadness,

I felt God can turn all our darkness to light—

To-day what is sorrow

Make joy on the morrow—

Dry tears that are hiding his smiles from our sight!

I looked up, confessing

That Trial is Blessing,

To HIM if each grief be spread out and avowed;

What from earth Man sees glooming,

God above is illuming—

“There's a lining of silver to every cloud I"

There's a very good moral in that song of thine, Jonathan. One can always,

somehow, take comfort who looks up at the heavens. But take care that you

are something more than sentimental upon paper and amiable in ink, not like some

cold-blooded fellows who wax loving in their cups. The man who has learned to

look at the bright side of things, and better still, to look beyond the things

themselves, has learned a lore more precious than pearls. Come, let us see what

is next at hand. Another winter piece —

WINTER.

The trees, the trees are black and bare,

And sorely shrunken from their prime,

The skeletons of what they were

In the rustling summer-time.

Drearily wave the barren boughs,

Drearily shiver the twigs forlorn,

Underneath the leaden brows

Of a weary sky all winter-worn.

Ah! the days have cheerless seeming,

Ah, the clouds are cold and gray;

Lone I wander dully dreaming,

Deeming thee a loiterer, sis,

Yet be thou welcome, gusty time,

For all the darkness of thy days;

I will forvive thee every crime,

With holly crown thee and with bays.

For thy dark days have glowing nights,

And thy bleak blasts are barred out,

And bright within are fires and lights,

And storms at sea are talked about.
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With voices low and thoughtful eyes,

That turn them to the fire alway,

As there they heard the sailors' cries—

In embers saw the fleering spray.

A swooping blast, the lulls between,

Comes booming louder then ; and now

Our hearts are gladdened, and their sheen

Comes brightly out on every brow.

Up flares the flickering fire-flame then,

Merrily dancing to the wind,

And blood-red glows the wine of Spain,

And kindly eyes grow doubly kind.

When clouds go farther up the sky,

For thesi will have welcome Spring;

Yet hear me, Winter, ere ye die,

To thee warm-bosomed paeans sing. CALEDONIAN.

There is nothing pleasanter of a winter's night than thus to crowd around the

fireside when the wind is blowing cold and gustily against door and window

frame, and to think of those who are journeying shelterless upon the bleak roads,

or tossing on the stormy seas; and if there be a ghost-story, or a tragical tale,

or a song of some luckless true lovers, all the better. These old-world fancies

are not yet all passed away, and we hope never shall. So here, then, is a pleasant

rhyme of two lovers, just fit for a winter's evening:—

The Force.

In the gloomy mountain's lap

Lies the village dark and quiet;

All have passed their labour-nap,

And the peasant, half-awaking,

A blind, yawning stretch is taking,

Ere he turns to rest again;

There is not a sound of riot,

Not a sound save that of pain,

Where some aged bones are aching;
Lo! the moon is in the wane—

Even the moon a drowse is taking.

By the blossomed sycamore,

Filled with bees when day is o'er it,

Stands the Forge, with smoky door :

Idle chimney, blackened shed—

All its merry din is dead;

Broken shaft and wheel disused

Strew the umbered ground before it,

And the streamlet's voice is fused

Faintly with the cricket's chirrup,

As it tinkles clear and small

Round the glooming hearth and wall,

Hung with rusty shoe and stirrup.

Yes, the moon is in the wane:

Hark! the sound of horses tramping

Down the road with might and main ;

Through the slaty runnels crumbling,

Comes a carriage swinging, rumbling;

Round the steep quick corner turning,

Plunge the horses, puff'd and champing:

Like the eyes of weary ghosts,

The red lamps are dimly burning.
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Now 'tis stopt—and one springs down,

And cries unto the sleeping town—

“Ho! for a blacksmith—ho awake

Bring him who will his fortune make—

The best, the best the village boasts 1"

Up springs the brawny blacksmith now,

And rubs his eyes, and brushes off

The iron'd sweat upon his brow,

Hurries his clothes and apron on,

And calls his wife, and wakes his son,

And opes the door to the night air,

And gives a husky cough ;

Then hastens to the horses, standing

With drooping heads and hotly steaming,

And sees a dark-eyed youth out-handing

A sweet maiden, light and beaming.

He strikes a lusty shoulder-blow:

“Four shoes" he cries “are quickly wanting;”

His face is in an eager glow.

“Take my purse and all that's in its

Heart, if you in twenty minutes

Fit us for the road.” The smith

Looks at the wearied horses panting,

Then at the clustering gold;

And thinks, as he falls to his work,

He dreams—a mine-dream, rusty murk,

That this is but a faery myth,

A tale to-morrow to be told.

But now the forge fire spirt's alive

To the old bellows softly purring,

In the red dot the irons dive;

Brighter and broader it is glowing,

Stronger and stronger swells the blowing:

The bare-armed men stand round and mutter

Lowly while the cinders stirring—

Ho! out it flames mid sparkles dropping,

Splitting, glittering, flying, hopping;

eavily now the hammers batter,

All is glaring din and clatter.

In the cottage dimly lighted

By the taper's drowsy glare,

Stands the gentle girl benighted;

By her side for ever hovers

That dark youth, oh, best of lovers 1

Daring all that love will dare

With an aspect firm and gay :

Now the moon seems shining clearer,

Hark! a sound seems swooning nearer

From the heathy hills; the maid

Lists with ear acute, and while

One there with brave assuring smile,

Smooths her forehead's chesnut braid,

The danger softly dies away.

Now the forge is in a glow,

Bellows roaring, irons ringing;

Three are made, and blow on blow

Sets the patient anvil singing;
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“Another shoe—another, hark ye,”

Ra-ra, ra-ra, ra-ra-rap ;

Split the ruddy sheddings sparky,

-ra, ra-ra, ra-ra-rap ;

Strikes the quick and lifted hammer

On the anvil bright and worn;

While amid the midnight there,

Beyond the noisy streaming glare,

With a yellow misty glamour,

Looks the moon upon the corn.

On the hill-road moving nigher,

Hurries something dimly shooting,

Glances from two eyes of fire:

“Haste oh, hastel” they're working steady ;

Cries the blacksmith “now they're ready.”

Pats the pawing horses, testing

On the ground their iron footing;

Helps the lady, lightly resting

On his black arm up the carriage;

Takes the gold with doubt and wonder—

And as o'er the stones and gorses

Tramp the hot pursuing horses,

Cries with voice of jolly thunder–

“Trust me, they won't stop the marriage 1"

Scarce a minute's past away

When, oh, magic scene the village

Lies asleep all hushed and grey;

But hark who throng again the street

With roaring voices, brows of heat 2

Come they here the town to pillage 2

No. Across the road, o'erthrown,

Carriage creaks, and horses moan;

& 4 Blacksmith, ho!” the travellers cry—

Not a taper cheers the eye;

While a-top a distant hill

Flushed with dawn-light's silent warning,

Speed the lovers toward the morning

With a rapid right good will;

While, behind that father fretting,

The pale night-sick moon is setting. T. IRw1N.

What a life-like picture, strong colouring, and admirably wrought out in its

details It reminds one of the pieces of the old Dutch masters. That deep,

ruddy glow of the forge flashes out on the night gloom most picturesquely, and

you hear the low roar of the bellows and the ringing music of the sledge upon

the anvil. The poet is working in a true vein, and has brought up the ore. It

is wonderful what poetry there is in the incidents of every-day life, if one only

understands how to develop it. We wish Mr. Irwin success—nay, we venture to

promise it, if he throws his vigorous fancy thus into the romance of the world

around him. But here comes something to contrast with the world as we see it

º something about the days of eld–of knights, and dragons, and fair
adies:—

the OLDEN TIME,

by Tiny.

M º: rest upon thee, thou merry olden time,

hen the fairies were in fashion, and the world was in its prime;

Every ruin had its goblin, every green rath had its ſay,

Till the light of Science chased them from their ancient haunts away.
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How rich wert thou in legends of magic lamps and ring—

Of genii, whom a single word to mortal aid would bring;

Of caves of gold and diamonds, where foot had never been,

Till by the favoured one their depths were all unveiled and seen.

Thou wert the time for monarchs—then kings were kings indeed,

With potent fairy sponsors to summon at their need;

Whose wands could change their enemies to marble at their will .

Ah, many a king would need to have those wands of power still I

Oh, cruel race of stepmothers' where are you vanished now 2

Where are the henpecked husbands who before you used to bow,

And yield their lovely daughters to glut your jealous ire,

Forgetful, ‘mid your blandishments, of ev'n the name of sire?

Sweet beauteous persecuted tribe, princesses young and fair,

With faces like a poet's dreams, and veils of flowing hair,

Beloved by vile enchanters, who turned to stone and wood,

The princes who to rescue you dared steel, and fire, and flood.

Fierce cannibalish giants, who dwelt in forests wild,

And worn and weary wayfarers to darksome dens beguiled;

Brave knights with charmed weapons, who laid the monsters low,

And opening wide the dungeon doors, bid cease the captive's woe.

Where are you all departed 2–where lie your treasures hid 2

Where are the pearls and emeralds that came when they were bid 2

Where are the mines of gold and gems, that but to think of now,

Dazzles our mental eyes with light—Old World, where art thou ?

We want those endless riches, we want the magic spells,

That brought the fairies to your aid, from woods, and hills, and wells;

We've no enchanters now-a-day, no cabalistic flames–

The world has lost them all, and keeps but their time-honoured names.

Oh, could I find a magic wand, I'd bring those days again—

I'd call the treasures from the caves of earth and throbbing main;

The land should be a glorious land, as 'twas in ancient time,

When the fairies were in fashion, and the world was in its prime !

A blessing on the olden time! Ah, that's all very well; we have no objection

to give it our benison, but we are not quite sure that we would recall it. It

looks very well in the distance, like the old ivy-mantled castles; but we have a

notion that the present times are as superior, intellectually and physically, for

man, as the modern houses are better to live in than the little, dark, damp,

stone-floored chambers of the old fortresses. A fair lady certainly travels more

pleasantly in a first-class steam carriage than she was wont to do sitting sideways

upon a palfrey, behind a man-at-arms. But what is that crash? Mercy on us,

our fire has sunk down bodily in the grate –there goes the last flare-up, and

now there is nothing but the blackness of darkness. Our lamp, too, is growing

dim, and the light is flaring and ſlickering. We look around us—the shadows

on floor and wall are growing fainter and more ghostly ; even our own umbra

has a less imposing appearance, and looks as if it was tired sitting up so late into

the night keeping us company. “Ah, hapless shade" we shall certainly let

you go to bed, and shall even marshal you the way ourselves, for we know well

that unless we go you are too polite to leave us. So come along, then, com

rade; on there before us up the stairs, while we carry the light. And then,

when we are comfortably in bed, we shall put out the candle, and dismiss you.

Good night, dear friends; may each of you, through the long winter evenings,

enjoy your fireside fancies.
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A PEEP AT THE DRAMATIC GALLERY OF THE GARRICK Club.

“Dulce est desipere in loco.”—HoR.

It is pleasant to relax in proper season.

READER, are you acquainted with the

“Garrick Club,” the hospitable tem

ple of which stands in King-street,

Covent-garden 2 We do not mean, do

you know it by sight 2 as Jack Ban

nister said he knew Greek; but have

you ever been admitted into the pene

tralia, and examined the curiosities

therein contained 2 You have not.

Well, then, the next time you visit

London, get into fellowship with some

of the members— we may specially re

commend Jack Harley, or l)rinkwater

Meadows, than whom it would be im

possible to name more agreeable orcom

petent ciceroni—the regulations allow

them to introduce guests. You will

find a good dinner, good wine, and ex

cellent company; and will illustrate

practically what the poet figuratively

expresses as–

“Mingling o'er the friendly bowl,

The ſcast of reason, and the flow of soul.”

Substantial sweeteners of life's pilgri

mage, never to be contemned at any

time, and particularly welcome when

you are in town for three or four weeks

en garçon—as, of course, you make it

a rule to be, in the short interval of

relaxation from professional and do

mestic cares, during which you are

permitted to indulge in an annual

“Spree.”

The Club-house has nothing impos

ing in its exterior, and cannot com

pete, inarchitectural magnificence, with

some of the more recent, stately palaces

of Pall Mall; but it has a snug, old-fa

shioned, English look, with a pedigree

of respectable antiquity, having been

for many years “Probatt's Family Ho

tel;” and, before that, the residence

of William Thomas Lewis, the cele

brated light comedian, who died, very

rich, in 1811, and of whom four por

traits are now within the walls. The

edifice very much resembles the de

scription of Drury-lane Theatre in the

“Rejected Addresses,” as supposed to

be delivered by Cobbett:—“A large,

comfortable house. Not a gimcrack

palace, nor a Solomon's Temple ; not

a frost-work of Brobdignag ſilagree;

but a plain, honest, homely, indus

trious, wholesome, brown, brick, house

—all plain and smooth, like a Quaker's

meeting. None of your Egyptian

pyramids, to entomb subscribers' capi

tals. No overgrown colonnades of

stone, like an alderman's gouty legs in

white cotton stockings, fit only to use

as rammers for paving Tottenham

Court-road. Neither after the model

of a temple in Athens, nor a temple in

Moorfields.” In selecting the situa

tion, prudential motives took the lead.

Convenience and economy were more

considered than fashion or show. It

was near what were then the two great

national theatres, the inns of court,

the resorts of merchants; and a sort of

intermediate station between the busi

ness-end and the west-end of the great

metropolis. The Garrick Club was

formed in 1831, and may be considered

a very small, private constituency; the

number of members being limited to

three hundred, unless with the consent

of a general meeting. The muster

roll, we believe, has never been com

ſº and now only amounts to two

undred and sixty-one. This appears

strange, when we consider that the

club is by no means an expensive one;

and the inducements, as set down in

the rules and regulations, are nume

rous and attractive. The avowed ob

jects are—“For the general patronage

of the Drama; for the purpose of com

bining the use of a Club, on economi

cal principles, with the advantages of

a Literary Society; for the formation

of a Theatrical Library and Works on

Costume; and also, for bringing toge

ther the Patrons of the Drama, and

Gentlemen eminent in their respective

circles.” The affairs of this, as of all

other clubs, are managed by a commit

tee. The president and vice-president

are elected for life. The former is the

Duke of Beaufort; the latter, Lord

Tenterden.

The Garrick Club possesses an unique

attraction in their far-famed “Gallery

of Theatrical Portraits,” originally

formed by the late Charles Mathews;

collected by him with great taste, and

regardless of expense; for years the

pride of his existence, and a leading

solace under many disappointments.

This is the only complete series of the

kind ever formed, and devoted to one
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exclusive subject. For those (and

they are many) who delight to live on

retrospection, and to multiply present

enjoyments by a revival of the past,

these pictures possess a charm exclu

sive of, and superior to, their preten

sions as works of art; and a power

over the imagination and feelings,

which can be felt more easily than de

scribed. You may sit or stand for

hours in dreamy abstraction, looking

on the familiar faces and costumes

which have so often thrilled your soul

with high-wrought sentiment, or con

vulsed your faculties with immoderate

mirth; until they step from their frames

in animated reality, surround you in a

band, and carry you far away into the

realms of imagination. You fancy that

you hear, and are mingling with, the

social intercourse, the green-room gos

sip, the professional jealousies, the

|. jest, the biting sarcasm, or

the pungent anecdote. The little busy

microcosm is full of life, variety, and

conflicting passions. These musings

are as salutary as they are delightful;

and, like the sleeping Caliban, when

enjoying visions of pleasant sights and

sounds, you are almost ready to weep

on awakening from them.

The number of pictures collected by

Mr. Mathews, amounted to three hun

dred and eighty-eight, according to the

printed catalogue. The original cost

approached to £5000. He built a

room expressly to contain them, at his

residence, Ivy Cottage, Kentish Town,

and took much délight in showing

them to his friends. He was frequent

ly bored by vapid, unmeaning curiosity

hunters; many of them perfectstrangers,

who almost forced themselves in, and

would scarcely have left him an hour

to himself, had he admitted them all.

But nothing afforded him more plea

sure than to exhibit his gallery to

friends, or even simple acquaintances,

who were attracted by true taste, and a

rational desire to see what was known

and admitted to be one of the lions of

the day. Mrs. Mathews says, in her me

moirsof herhusband:—“So manycame

—whom to reject would have been per

sonally mortifying to us—that ourpeace

ful retreat was converted almost into

a fatigue to us, too often having all the

character of a show-place (from which I

}. Heaven to defend me !) where we

ived more for others than for our

selves.”

When circumstances compelled Mr.

Mathews to break up his country es.

tablishment, and live in London, it be

came absolutely necessary to part with

the pictures. He could not bear the

idea of their dispersion. The Garrick

Club, it was said, ought to have them.

Pleased with the idea of seeing them

kept as an unbroken collection, where

he could still look at them whenever

he felt inclined, the transfer was pro

posed at £3000; but the sum which the

finances of the club enabled them to

offer was so small (about one-fifth of

the original cost), that the idea of the

disposal was for the present wholly

given up. Mr. Mathews was then

strongly advised to exhibit them, to

which with reluctance he consented–

thinking their deserved popularity

would assist and enhance the ultimate

sale. It was well that he contemplat

ed no immediate gain. In May, 1833,

the exhibition was opened to public

view, the price of admittance being

one shilling. When the accounts were

closed at the end of the period an

nounced, it was found that the loss ex

ceeded one hundred and fifty pounds !

Thus it became evident, upon an un

answerable arithmetical calculation,

that the troublesome curiosity, the ra

bid appetite of thousands, had been

excited more by a desire to see the un

rivalled Mathews, than Mathews's unri

valled show. When the original pro

prietor and collector died, in 1835, his

widow sold the pictures to Mr. John

Rowland Durrant, the well known and

wealthy stock-broker, who purchased

them for the Garrick Club—they pay

ing him five per cent. interest until

convenient to re-imburse the capital.

At his death he bequeathed them as a

free legacy to the club ; and thus they

are permanently fixed in the most eli

gible resting-place (which appears as if

specially provided for their reception),

and secured against the probability of

being diminished or dispersed. And

now, having played off a necessary pre

ludio of information, let us enter and

look around us.

There are many busts and portraits

in the hall and on the staircase not be

longing to the Mathews collection —

amongst others, Charles Kemble, in

Macbeth, a donation from himself. In

the smoking-room beyond are four very

fine large paintings—one by Clarkson

Stanfield, one by David Roberts, and

two by Louis Haghe, executed ex

pressly for the club, and presented by

the artists. Every room is full of pic

tures, and it matters not where you
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begin. First take a general glance,

and then individualise. There are

printed catalogues to assist you, origi

nally drawn up by the present Charles

Mathews with much skill and discrimi

nation, when the gallery was exhibited.

Let us look first at the old actors of

the Restoration. Here is Nell Gwynne,

by Sir Peter Lely; there is another

by the same master, in Windsor Castle,

and half a dozen more in as many dif.

ferent places. These great painters

were very industrious, and dealt in du

Fº as freely as pawnbrokers. Nelly

ad smallsparklingeyes, quick and kind

looking; a little figure, hair inclining to

red, but very handsome features. She

was espiegle rather than pretty, pi

quante more than beautiful. Not many

rears ago there was a bust of her in

#: Wells (it may be there still),

where she had a country-house, which

represents her plump and round, as we

can readily fancy. While we look on

the portrait before us, and think over

her mad pranks and escapades, it is

easy to believe that she gave more

point to a prologue or epilogue than

any speaker in either theatre, and was

in great request with authors for that

especial duty. . But our ancestors were

more susceptible of mirth than we are

in this dull, matter-of-fact age ; and

we doubt if the appearance of any un

dersized, popular actress, in a hat of the

circumference of a large coach-wheel,

would now be considered an unparal

leled flight of humour, and suffice of

itself to throw the house into convul

sions. When Nelly's pretty face, peep

ing out from under the broad-brimmed

hat, won the heart of Charles II., she

was the only one of his legion of mis

tresses who remained faithful without

fleecing him. In her advancement, she

discovered neither pride, avarice, nor

ostentation; remembered all her thea

trical friends, and did them service—

including Dryden, to whom she owed

much; and Otway, and Lee, both of

whom she warmly patronised, although

she could not save them from starving.

Once, as she was driving up Ludgate

hill, some bailiffs were hurrying a cler

gyman to prison. She stopped ; and,

finding him a worthy object for pity,

paid his debt on the spot, liberated,

and procured him preferment. She

rsuaded the King to build Chelsea

ospital with money which would other

wise have been wasted on frivolous

pleasures, and at all times urged him

to attend to public business. One of her

expedients for this purpose, at a time

when the royal presence at an important

council was highly necessary, is well

known. She instructed Killigrew to

breakin on theirtéte-a-tête whip in hand,

booted, spurred, and equipped fora long

journey. “How now, Killigrew!” ex

claimed theastonished monarch, “Why

are you thus accoutred 2 and where are

ou going in such a hurry?” “To h-,”

3. replied the wag, “ and I am

come to ask if your Majesty has any

commands.” “None,” replied the

King; “but what can your errand be

to that place 2" “To fetch back Oli

ver Cromwell, " , rejoined Killigrew,

“to see to the affairs of England, which

are all going to ruin for want of some

one to look after them.” The King

felt the rebuke, smiled, took his hat,

and forthwith proceeded to join his im

patient and offended ministers.

When King Charles was on his

death-bed, almost his last words to his

brother were, “Do not let poor Nelly

starve.” She purchased a house in

Pall-Mall, where she lived several

'ears in general estimation, and died

in 1691, being buried with considera

ble pomp in St. Martin's Church ; to

the ringers of which she left money to

supply them with a weekly entertain

ment, which they still enjoy. She

also bequeathed a large sum to furnish

the poor debtors of Newgate with a

certain quantity of bread per day. This

gift they yet possess the benefit of, and

the philanthropic bequest is (or was

very lately) stuck up in the courtyard of

the prison. Dr. Tennyson, afterwards

Archbishop of Canterbury, preached

her funeral sermon, in which he eulo

gised her charitable disposition, and

sincere penitence. . Some spiteful per

sons distorted this into a fulsome pane

gyric upon her and her profession, and

urged it as a bar to his promotion; but

Queen Mary defended him, saying,

“she was convinced Nell Gwynne

made a truly pious and Christian end,

or so good a man as Dr. Tennyson

would never have been induced to

speak favourably of her.” Funeral

sermons were much more the fashion

in those days than they are now, and

were looked upon as a necessary por

tion of the closing ceremony. Few

persons possessed of means died with

out assigning a special legacy for the

purpose. A curious collection might

be formed of these mortuary compli

ments. The notorious M. Cres

well left fifty pounds for a sermon, sti
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pulating only that the preacher should

speak well of her. Many declined, but

at last a young curate accepted the

conditions, and delivered a tolerably

eloquent oration on mortality and ſu

turity. In conclusion, he reminded

his auditors of the deceased, whose

death had led to the discourse. “I am

instructed,” said he, to speak well of

her, and I am happy that I can comply,

without departing from the truth. She

was born at Cres-well, she lived inClerk

en-well, and she died in Bride-well.”

Here is a very wild-looking portrait

of poor Nat. Lee, painted during his

confinement in Bedlam, but surely not

by Dobson, as the catalogue tells us.

Lee was shut up in November, 1684,

and Dobson died in 1646–7. It would

have been difficult for him to paint

anything thirty-seven years after. Lee

came out in King Duncan, and failed

completely as an actor, although the

most pathetic reader of his own scenes

that was ever listened to. Mohun

threw down his part at a rehearsal, and

exclaimed to Lee, in the warmth of

his admiration, “To what purpose

should I undertake this character,

unless I were able to play it as well as

you read?" While in Bedlam, Lee

wrote Alerander the Great, which is

certainly well sprinkled with mad ſus

tian, although not half so extravagant

as Brutus, Caesar Borgia, or the Massa

cre of 1'aris. But his worst plays are full

of tenderness, and have many passages

of true poetic enthusiasm. While in

Bedlam, a coxcombical scribbler had

the cruelty to jeer him with his misfor

tune, by observing that it was an easy

thing to write like a madman. “No,”

said Lee, “it is not an easy thing to

write like a madman; but it is very

easy to write like a fool.” He reco

vered his reason, and was released

after four years' confinement, but died

soon, in 1691 or 1692. Oldys, in

his “MS. Notes,” mentions his death

as follows: — “Returning one night

from the Bear and Harrow, in Butcher

row, through Clare-market, to his

lodgings, in Duke-street, overladen

with wine, he fell down on the ground,

as some say: according to others, on a

bulk, and was killed, or stifled in the

snow.” He was buried in the parish

church of St. Clement Danes, aged

about thirty-five years.

Who are these two quaint-looking

gentlemen 2 Cave Underhill, as Oba

diah, in the Committee, and Anthony

Leigh, as Dominic, in the Spanish

Friar — the last by Sir Godfrey Knel

ler. These two were the Mathews and

Munden of their day, each inimitable

in his respective line. They had a

Liston too, to complete the triumvi

rate, Nokes; but of him there is no

portrait in this collection. Underhill was

a patriarch in the drama, and remained

on the stage until his age exceeded

eighty. Leigh was a special favourite

with King Charles the Second, who used

to call him his own actor. He was light

and mercurial—and with a superabun

dance of humour, knew when to stop,

when he had tickled his audience, with

out offending them by “o'erstepping

the modesty of nature.” Here is ano

ther celebrated comedian of that day,

John Lacy, in three characters, a copy,

by Michael Wright, from his original

picture in Windsor Castle, painted by

royal order. That he was a leading

performer in his line, we may gather

from the following passage in Durfey's

prologue to Sir Hercules Buffºon, a

comedy, written by Lacy, and pro

duced three years after his death :—

“Know that fam'd Lary, ornament o' the stage,

That standard of true comedy in our age,

Wrote this new play;

And if it takes not, all that we can say on't,

Is, we've his fidaie, not his hands to play on't."

True comedy must have sunk to a

very low ebb indeed in that licentious

age, when such feeble attempts as

Lacy's are quoted by a brother scribe

as their standard. His plays are long

forgotten, and may be forgiven, except

the horrible mutilation of Shakspeare's

Taming of the Shrew, entitled Sarney

the Scot.

That large painting before us, re

presents Betterton and Mrs. Barry, in

the closet scene of Hamlet. The cos

tume, so different from what we of the

present generation have been long ac

custoned to, gives a formality and un

poetical look to the figures, but may

be studied with curiosity as memorials

of a style of dress not likely ever to be

revived.

You are now looking on the two

greatest performers the British stage

could boast, and who stood unrivalled

in the highest walks of tragedy, until

Garrick and Mrs. Siddons rose, and

eclipsed the fame of both. Colley

Cibber, in his delicious volume of remi

miscences, brings up Betterton before

us in living reality; and many other

writers have warmly seconded his pa

negyric. “He was an actor,” says

Cibber, “as Shakspeare was an author,
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both without competitors; formed for

the mutual assistance and illustration

of each others' genius. How Shak

speare wrote, all men who have a taste

for nature may read and know; but

with what higher rapture would he

still be read, could they conceive how

Betterton played him Then might

they know that one was born alone to

speak what the other only knew to

write.” Betterton's father was under

cook to Charles I. He gave his son

a good education, and intended him

for one of the learned professions; but

the civil wars interfering, necessity or

the confusion of the times compelled

his parents to apprentice him to a

bookseller. His master, Mr. Rhodes,

obtained from the Government, in

1659, a license to open a theatre at

the cock-pit in Drury-lane, into which

company young Betterton, being then

scarcely more than twenty, entered,

and soon gave proof of extraordinary

genius. Notwithstanding his success

and high position, he does not appear

to have amassed a fortune, as he con

tinued to perform up to seventy-two,

when we are assured his physical and

mental powers were still sufficiently

vigorous; but his death was hastened

by acting Melantius in Beaumont

and Fletcher's Maid's Tragedy, when

suffering under an attack of gout,

which he sought to reduce by outward

applications. Betterton married Mrs.

Saunderson, an actress of equal merit

with himself, and of unblemished cha

racter, with whom he lived most hap

pily, and who survived him many

years. He was greatly esteemed in

private life, and his society courted by

noble lords and learned prelates. His

wife was honoured with the tutorage of

the two princesses, Mary and Anne,

daughters of the Duke of York, when

they performed in a court pastoral,

called, Calisto, or the Chaste Nymph,

written expressly for the occasion by

Cronne, at the desire of Queen Ca.

tharine of Braganza, consort of Charles

II. In grateful remembrance of

this, Anne, when Queen, settled a pen

sion of £100 per annum on her old

instructress, which, however, she did

not enjoy long. Old age, bad health,

and the loss of her husband, soon de

prived her of her reason, and in a few

months, of her life also. Dr. Sheldon,

Archbishop of Canterbury, in 1675,

on an occasion when Betterton was

dining with him, said—

“Pray, Mr. Betterton, inform me

what is the reason you actors on the

stage can affect your audiences with

speaking of things imaginary as if

they were real, while we in the church

speak of things real, which our congre

gations only receive as if they were

imaginary.”

“Why, my lord,” replied Betterton,

“with submission to your grace, the

reason is very plain ; all lies in the

power of enthusiasm. We actors on

the stage speak of things imaginary as

if they were real, and you in the pulpit

speak coldly of things real as if they

were imaginary.”

Betterton was the author of eight

lays, including two alterations of

Shakspeare's Henry the Fourth, of

which the best that can be said is, that

(with the exception of the two last

named) they are not devoid of merit.

But his fame survives in the reputa

tion of his talent as an actor. He was

buried with considerable pomp in the

cloisters of Westminster Abbey, of

which ceremonial, as of many of his

most celebrated performances, inte

resting accounts may be perused in

various numbers of the Tatler. The

Mrs. Barry in this painting must not

be confounded with her successor, wife

of Spranger Barry, who, although a

fine tragic actress, can by no means be

compared with this, the first of the

name, who died in 1713, aged fifty

five, and is usually called, Madam, or

the famous Mrs. Barry. There is

another portrait of this lady in the

collection. Dryden says of her, in his

preface to Cleomenes– “Mrs. Barry,

always excellent, has in this tragedy

excelled herself, and gained a reputa

tion beyond any woman I have ever

seen on the theatre.” Cibber confirms

the eulogium of Dryden thus—“I will

venture to add, that, though Dryden

has been dead these thirty-eight years,

the same compliment, to this hour, may

be done to her excellence.”

This next painting is one of the gems

of the club, and was presented by R.

Willett, Esq. It was long in Horace

Walpole's collection at Strawberry

hill, and is supposed to be Harris, an

actor contemporary with Betterton, in

Cardinal Wolsey. The painter's name

is not given, which is to be regretted,

as the work is highly creditable to him,

be he who he may. Downes, in “Ro

scius Anglicanus,” says of Harris, that

his Wolsey was little inferior to Bet

terton's Henry VIII., and that he was

an admirable general actor.
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Here we have old Colley Cibber

himself, as Lord Foppington, painted

by Grisoni. IIe began life with nothing,

and received his first salary of ten shil

lings per week, that he might beforfeited

five for incompetence. But he rose to be

patentee and poet laureate, and to be

most unjustly elevated to the throne of

the “Dunciad” by the spite of Pope.

Colley Cibber was a most egregious

coxcomb, yet as far removed from a

brainless dunce as the little wasp of

Twickenham himself. We never saw

him act (we are not quite oldenough for

that), we seldom read his plays, and

should be truly sorry to dis-inter his

birth-day odes. But we rejoice sin

cerely that he lived, or we should have

wanted the “Apology for his Life,”

the most delightful book of gossip ever

written, not even excepting the mag

mum opus of James Boswell, the em

eror of all familiar biographers. Cib

er's Richard the Third is an immortal

hodge-podge, not likely to be ever

superseded; and his scenes of polite

altercation between Lord and Lady

Townly, in the Provoked Husband,

will be remembered as long as the

English language endures. Cibber

left the stage at seventy-three, in 1744,

and lived up to eighty-six, long enough

to abuse Garrick, and the shining

lights of the new school, whom he

looked upon as Vandalic invaders of

the old style, the solemn superiority of

which he never ceased to proclaim.

Mrs. Bracegirdle (there is her portrait

before you) had more candour, and

soundly reproved Cibber for saying

that his son Theophilus could play

Bayes better than Garrick. “Come,

come, Colley,” said the old lady,

“there is too much envy in your cha

racter of this young gentleman. The

actor who draws all the world after

him, and pleases everybody, must be a

man of merit.”

“Why, faith, Bracey,” replied the

ancient cynic, taking a pinch of snuff,

and reluctantly admitting the truth,

“I believe you are right — the young

fellow is clever.”

Anne Bracegirdle, in her youth, was

beautiful, clever, and courted by every

body; actors, authors, and amateurs,

all made love to her. But she resisted

all, and lived in celibacy, with an un

blemished reputation.

Gildon and Tom Brown attacked

her private character, but apparently

with no better foundation than the

difficulty of remaining chaste in a

profligate age, and in a profession ex

posed as it then was to such powerful

temptations. Anthony Aston says:—

“Mrs. Bracegirdle, that Diana of the

stage, had many assailants on her virtue, as

Lord Lovelace and Mr. Congreve—the last

of which had her company most ; but she

ever resisted his vicious attacks, and yet was

always uneasy at his leaving her. She was

very shy of Lord Lovelace's company, as

being an engaging man, who dressed well.

She was of a lovely height, with dark brown

hair and eyebrows, black, sparkling eyes,

and a fresh blushy complexion; and when

ever she exerted herself, had an involuntary

flushing in her neck and face, having con

tinually a cheerful aspect, and a fine set of

even, white teeth. Genteel comedy was her

chief essay, and that too when in men's

clothes, in which she far surmounted all the

actresses of that and this age; yet she had

a defect scarce perceptible– viz., her right

shoulder a little protruded, which, when in

male attire, was covered by a long peruke.

She was finely shaped, and had very hand

some legs and feet.”

Nothing can be more arbitrary than

notions of beauty, which has been in

geniously described as “an assemblage

of graces that pleases the eye;” a defi

nition perfect i. applicable to every

taste. Slight physical peculiarities are

sometimes additional attractions. An

approximation to a squint, or a mez

retroussé, have found admirers, and a

limp has been considered interesting.

The gentle La Vallière laboured un

der the last defect, and the fascinating

Princess Eboli had but one eye. Aston

concludes his panegyric on Mrs. Brace

girdle by saying—

“She was, when on the stage, diurnally

charitable, going often into Clare Market

and giving money to the poor unemployed

basket-women, insomuch that she could not

pass that neighbourhood without the thankful

acclamations of people of all degrees; so

that, if any person affronted her, they would

have been in danger of being killed directly—

and yet this good woman was an actress.”

IIere are two charming portraits of

one of the most fascinating actresses

you have ever read of-Anne Oldfield.

She excelled principally in arch, ani

mated comedy, but her powers were

various, and she appeared in tragic

characters with great success, although

much to her own discontent. She

often used to say, “I hate to have a

}. dragging my tail about.” Her

stifania was considered perfect, and

she was the original performer of Lady



1853.] 649A Peep at the Dramatic Gallery of the Garrick Club.

Townly in the Provoked Husband, as

also of Mrs. Sullen in the Beaur'

Stratagem. Wilkes told Farquhar,

the author of the latter play, when

dying, that Mrs. Oldfield thought he

had dealt too freely with the character

of Mrs. Sullen in giving her to Archer

without such a proper divorce as might

save her honour. “To salve that,”

replied Farquhar, “I’ll get a real di

vorce, marry her myself, and give her

my bond she shall be a real widow in

less than a fortnight."

Mrs. Oldfield's lively spirit scorned
the fetters of the tie matrimonial. She

lived first with Arthur Maynwaring,

Esq., and after his death with Bri

adier-General Churchill; but these

irregularities were tolerated, and by

no means excluded her from good so

ciety. Queen Caroline once asked her,

rather abruptly, if she and the General

were married. “Yes, your Majesty,”

she replied, “only we don't mean to

make it public yet." When the late

Mrs. Powell was privately united to

Renaud, she at first retained her former

name, and said nothing about the

change. Mrs. E–, a lady in the same

theatre, who was suspected to have no

claim to the matronly title she assumed,

addressed her sister actress before the

whole company in the green-room thus,

“Do you know, my dear, they say you

are married ?" Upon which the other,

not in the least discomposed, retorted

instantly — “And do you know, my

dear, they say you are not?” Mrs.

Oldfield died in i730, aged 47, leaving

liberal legacies to her relations and

friends, and very handsome fortunes

to her two natural sons, Mr. Mayn

waring and Mr. Churchill, the latter

of whom afterwards married LadyAnna

Maria Walpole the natural daughter

of Sir Robert Walpole, Earl of Orford.

She was generous and benevolent. The

unfortunate Richard Savage received

from her, a pension of fifty pounds

a-year as long as she lived. The corpse

of Mrs. Oldfield lay in state at the

Jerusalem Chamber, and was interred

with great funeral solemnity in West

minster Abbey, at the west end of the

south aisle, near the monuments of

Secretary Craggs and Congreve, close

to the Consistorial Court. In allusion

to these three eminent persons never

having been married, a gentleman

threw into Mrs. Oldfield's grave the fol.

lowing verse, written with a pencil:—

“If penance in the bishop's court be fear'd,

Congreve, and Craggs, and Oldfield will be scar'd,

To find that at the resurrection day

They've all so near the consistory lay.”

Personal vanity, not extinguished

by death, was the ruling passion of

Anne Oldfield. At her own particular

request, when consigned to the coffin,

she was adorned with a head-dress of

Brussels lace, a Holland shift, with

tucker and double rufiles of the same

costly material, and a pair of new kid

gloves. Alas! for the weakness of

poor human nature Pope satirises

this folly in the often quoted lines:–

“Odious ! In woollen 'twould a saint provoke :

Were the last words that poor Narcissa spoke.

No: let a charming chintz and Brussels lace

Wrap my cold limbs and shade my lifeless face;

One would not sure befrightful when onc's deal

And, Betty, give this cheek a little red."

On examining the portraits of cele

brated old performers in this fine col

lection, there are several whose fea

tures we should like to have looked

upon, and which are still wanting to

make it complete. Amongst the la

dies, we miss Mesdames Leigh, But

ler, Mountford, Porter," Marshall and

Saunderson—all famous in their day,

and warmly commended by Cibber,

and others. Amongst the male cele

brities, we have no vera effigies of

Hart, the original Alexander in Lee's

tragedy, whose delivery of the glowing

rant on the passage of the Granicus

produced such a tumult of applause in

the pit, that the inhabitants of the

neighbouring alleys rushed out in ter

ror, thinking there was an earthquake.

Michael Mohun, f too, is absent, of

whom Lee said in a preface—“Mohun,

thou little man of metal, if I were to

write a hundred plays, I would write a

art for thee." Neither are there here

ohnson and Griffin, so celebrated as

Ananias and Tribulation, in the Alche

mist, in which characters they were

painted by Van Bluck; nor Mount

ford, so treacherously murdered by

Lord Mohun, at the early age of thirty

two ; nor Kynaston, so renowned for

* This lady was a heroine in real life, as well as on the stage. She lived at Heywood-hill,

near Hendon, and always drove herself home after the performance, in a one-horse chaise, her

only companions being a book on one side, and a pair of horse-pistols on the other. .

f Mohun had been a major in King Charles the First's army, and was usually distinguished

in the playbills by his military rank.

WOL. XLII.-NO, CCLII. 2 x
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his excellence in female characters,

that ladies of fashion used to quarrel

as to who should take him in their car

riages, and drive him round the park,

in his stage clothes, after the play was

over;" nor George Powell, who killed

himself with drinking, when he might

have lived and beaten all competitors;

nor the facetious Will Bullock, and

still more facetious Will Penkethman.

Much we should have rejoiced to see

Wilks, who was so kind to poor Far

quhar's daughters, bequeathed to him

as a legacy by his dying friend, and re

puted to be the truest representative

of the fine gentleman that the stage

could boast. His dress was followed

as the rule of fashion, and his manners

copied as the criterion of elegance. A

º of Sandford, too, would have

en very acceptable. He, the Spag

noletto of the stage, the stock assassin

and conspirator, whose features were

never suffered to relax from the scowl

of hatred, and who became unpopular,

and was often hissed, as an involuntary

tribute to his excellence in depicting

villainy. Tony Aston describes Sand

ford as diminutive and mean in figure,

round-shouldered, meagre-faced, spin

dle-shanked, splay-footed, with a sour

countenance, and long, lean arms, all

which rendered him a proper person to

discharge Iago, Foresight, or Malignii.

He acted strongly with his features,

wherein the diabolical passions were

powerfully expressed. No wonder

that the manager confined him exclu

sively to the line of villains, of which

King Charles proclaimed him to be

the best in the world. The Tatler

(No. 134) says— “When poor Sand

ford was on the stage, I have seen him

oaning upon a wheel, stuck, with

i. impaled alive, calling his ex

ecutioners, with a dying voice, cruel

dogs and monsters; and all this to

gratify his judicious spectators, who

were wonderfully pleased with seeing a

man in torment so exquisitely acted.”

Has any one ever seen a portrait of

the noted buffoon and comic actor

Joe Haines, commonly called Count

Haines?— equally remarkable for his

wit and wickedness, in either of which

he rivalled Rochester himself. He was

educated by subscription at Queen's

College, Oxford, and ought to have

known better; but the spirit of pro

fligacy was strong within him, and

overpowered the influence of learning.

His excellence on the stage was pro

duced by natural humour and impu

dence, skilfully blended. Once he

spoke an epilogue in the habit of a

horse officer, mounted on an ass, a

piece of extravagance imitated in more

recent days by Liston, as Lord Griz

zle. Haines was a professed joker,

both verbal and practical; but his

mode of life was such as to bring dis

credit on any calling. More stories are

told of his wild tricks, than would suf

fice to fill several volumes. The fol

lowing, which rests on the authority of

Aston, may be selected as a specimen—

“One morning Joe was seized by a

couple of bailiffs, in an action for a

debt of £20, as the Bishop of Ely was

passing by in his coach. Quoth Joe

to the bailiffs, “Gentlemen, here's my

cousin, the Bishop of Ely, going into

his house; let me but speak to him, and

he'll pay the debt and charges.” The

bailiffs thought they might venture

that, as they were within three or four

yards of him. So up goes Joe to the

coach, pulling off his hat, and got close

to it. The Bishop ordered the coach

to stop; whilst Joe (close to his ear)

said softly, “My lord, here are two

poor men who have such great scruples

of conscience that I fear they'll hang

themselves.” “Very well,” said the

Bishop ; so calling to the bailiffs, he

said, ‘You two men, come to me to

morrow morning, and I’ll satisfy you.'

The men bowed, and went away.

Joe, hugging himself with his falla

cious device, also went his way. In

the morning the bailiffs, expecting the

debt and charges, repaired to the Bi

shop's; when, being introduced, “Well,'

said the Bishop, ‘what are your scru

ples of conscience?’ ‘Scruples tº said

the bailifls— ‘we have no scruples.

We are bailiffs, my lord, who yester

day arrested your cousin, Joe Haines,

for £20. Your lordship promised to

satisfy us to-day ; and we hope your

lordship will be as good as your word.'

The worthy Bishop, reflecting that his

honour and name would be ex *

if he complied not, paid the debt and

charges.”

Let us now take a look at the Ho

garths, which are seven in number, be

ginning with the “leviathan "-Quin.

* In those days the performances commenced at noon.
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He has precisely the laughing, juicy eye

suited to Falstaff; the burly, impor

tant look adapted to Sir John Brute;

and the sensual expression of the gour

mand who could revel in the flesh

pots of Egypt. We know not whe

ther he is best remembered as an actor,

an epicure, or an utterer of facetiae;

but many jokes have been fathered on

him, to which he has no claim. His

ponderous, mechanical style, gave way

before the brilliant vivacity of Garrick,

who fairly acted him down, when they

appeared together, and established the

supremacy of what was then the new

school, although the disciples of Gar

rick would now in turn be consider

ed stiff and old-fashioned. Quin's an

cestors were of an ancient Irish family.

His ndfather, Mark Quin, had

been Lord Mayor of Dublin in 1676;

but he himself was born in London.

His last appearance on the stage was

at Covent{. in 1753, when he

performed Falstaff, for his friend Ry

an’s benefit. Until Garrick rose, he

held the first place in public opinion;

and his natural surliness of temper was

not improved by being “pushed from

his stool” before he was disposed to ab

dicate. He lived many years in Bath, in

the best society, and is buried in the Ab

bey Church, with a very elegant epi

taph from the pen of his successful rival.

Like many of his theatrical brethren,

Quin was generous and kind-hearted.

He left by will £1000 toThompson, and

the same sum to Ryan, and told both,

if they wanted money, they had better

draw it at once, and save his executors

trouble. In those days, actors fought

duels as readily as noblemen. Quin

was twice out; once with Theophilus

Cibber, who wounded and disarmed

him, under the Piazza in Covent Gar

den; and a second time, when he was

more unfortunate, as he killed a bro

ther performer, Bowen, in a quarrel,

which was decided at the Pope's Head

Tavern, in Cornhill. Bowen before he

died declared that all was fair, and for

gave his antagonist. Quin was found

guilty of manslaughter only, and soon

returned to his usual avocation. Hewas

constitutionally pugnacious; for on

another occasion he came to fisty-cuffs

with Aaron Hill, for an article in a pe

riodical paper called The Prompter, in

which his qualifications as an actor

had been rather freely commented on.

Quin's most popular characters were

Falstaff, Sir }. Brute, the Duke,

in Measure for Measure, Brutus, and

Cato, in which last many thought he

even excelled Booth, the original re

presentative. Churchill, in the “Ros

ciad,” while awarding him considerable

raise as a manly, nervous elocution

ist, who topped what he calls “the la

bour'd artifice ofspeech,” condemnshim

as a monotonous declaimer, without

flexibility, feeling, variety, or power of

individualizing character. According

to this trenchant satirist, he was always

the same:–

“In Brute he shone unequalled : all ngree

Garrick's not half so great a brute as he.

When Cato's labour'd scenes are brought to view,

With equal praise the actor labour'd too.

In fancied scenes, as in life's real plan,

He could not, for a moment, sink the man.

In whate'er cast his character was laid,

Self still, like oil, upon the surface play’d.

Nature, in spite of all his skill, crept in :

Horatio, Dorax, Falstaff, still 'twas Quin."

The individual thus described may

be a good and sound actor, but can

show no pretensions to the name of a

j. comprehensive master of his art.

udgment and physical power are attri

butes far inferior to the divine inspira

tion of genius. Quin was a bad dresser,

and his carelessness in this particular

was not improved by the outré costume

then worn on the stage. At the age

of sixty, he performed Chamont, in the

Orphan, in a long, grizly, half-powdered

wig, hanging low down on each side of

his breast, and down the back; a heav

scarlet coat and waistcoat, trimmed wit

broad gold lace, black velvet breeches,

black silk neckcloth, black rolled stock

ings; a pair of square-toed shoes, with

an old-fashioned pair of stone buckles;

a pair of stiff, high-topped, white

º and a broad old scolloped hat.

ere the youthful Chamont to appear

in such a dress now, the tragedy would

cause more laughter than tears. All

who have read Cumberland's delight

ful autobiography, will remember his

lively description of the first appear

ance of Quin and Garrick together, as

Horatio and Lothario, in the Fair Pe

nitent; an entire century appeared to

roll away in a moment, between the

heavy, measured exit of the one, and the

bounding, elastic entrance of the other!

We should have mentioned Barton

Booth before Quin, in the regular

succession of theatrical dynasties, but

his portrait has only this moment

caught our eye. We must insert him

in a parenthesis, although his merit, as

the legitimate successor of Betterton,

demands a longer notice. He was near
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ly related to the Earls of Warrington,

and educated at Westminster, under

the matchless pedagogue, Dr. Busby.

He was unquestionably the greatest

tragedian of the early stage, next to

Betterton; but forced to retire, from

ill health, in his forty-sixth year. To

the last hour he hoped to recover, and

was endeavouring to improve himself

in the art he longed to resume. A few

days before his death he said, “The

longest life was too short for the almost

endless study of an actor.” Booth, in

addition to his histrionic talents, was a

very pretty poet, of which good evi

dence may be seen in his translations

and imitations of Horace, and in the

well-known song of “Sweet are the

charms of her I love,” which may be

reckoned a masterpiece in its kind.

He invested the greater part of his for

tune in building three streets in West

minster—viz., Cowley-street, Barton

street, and Booth-street. In the first,

he perpetuated the memory of Cowley,

". looked upon as the greatest of

English poets; and in the two latter,

the name of himself and family.

The old lady now before us, honour

ed by the pencil of Hogarth, is Mrs.

Pitt, who was forty years at Covent

Garden, and played the Nurse to six

generations of Juliets. She would,

erhaps, wonder at her own immorta

ity, if she was aware of it. And here,

close by, is John Rich, the ignorant pa.

tentee, but accomplished harlequin,

whose stage name was Lun. The first

English pantomime was brought out

by him, at Lincoln's Inn-fields, in

1717, called Harlequin Sorcerer. He

was a mighty master in his own pecu

liar walk, but had a sovereign con

tempt for Shakspeare and legitimacy.

When the houses at Covent Garden

were crowded to overflowing, to witness

the joint efforts of Garrick and Quin,

Rich would look through the hole in

the green curtain, in utter mortifica

tion, and exclaim derisively to the

audience (but not loud enough to be

heard), “So, you are there again, are

X. ? Much good may it do you.”

We have him again in another room,

in his generic panoply of Harlequin.
Hogarth the fourth is the incom

parable Kitty Clive, as the Fine Lady
in Lethe. In broad comic characters

she has never been equalled ; but, like

many others, mistook her line, and was

always squabbling with Garrick be

cause he would not indulge her, or per

mit an inimitable Flora to be ex

changed for a bad Violante. The great

delight of her life was to bully Roscius

into submission, in which she some

times succeeded. Such was her bad

taste, that in the trial scene of the

Merchant of Venice, wherein she was

suffered to travesty Portia, she turned

the whole into burlesque by a mimicry

of some well-known lawyer. A modern

audience is often accused of having de

generated in taste; but most assuredly

they would not endure, for a moment,

such an outrageous perversion of the

author's intent. Kitty, after her re

tirement, lived many years in a snug

cottage at Twickenham, and in coin

fortable independence. She was a

great favourite of Horace Walpole,

and a constant visitor at Strawberry

Hill, where, from her undaunted man

ner, ready repartee, and freedom of

speech, she became the nightly terror,

the bête noire of all the gossiping,

cheating, tea-table tabbies, who formed

the staple of his select coterie. She

produced four dramatic pieces, all of

which are long forgotten. The second

W. of Mrs. Clive, said to be by

erelst, is a mistake — Verelst died

the year before she was born. The

two next portraits by, Hogarth, are

Christopher Bullock, who died young,

in the high road to excellence; and

John Hippesley, who began as a can

dle-snuffer, and, on the death of Pen

kethman, succeeded to all his cha

racters, and more than half his reputa

tion. “Hippesley's Drunken Man"

obtained. celebrity. His face was

distorted by an accidental burn in

his youth, which some said was his

chief recommendation. One day he

mentioned to Quin, that he had

thoughts of bringing his son on the

stage, and he hoped he would resemble

his father. “In that case,” replied

the cynic, “you had better begin by

burning him.”

And now, look on the three Peg

Woffingtons, by Wilson, Mercier, and

Hogarth—the last incomparably the

best and most fascinating. There

she is, reclining on a couch, “dal

lying and dangerous,” as Charles

Lamb observed thirty years ago, when

he first saw the painting. She has a

book in one hand, and a miniature in

the other. What is the subject of her

studies, and whose features is she con

templating? Do not gaze too long,

lest you become fascinated. We can
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not promise you the fortune of Pyg

malion, or that Venus will a second

time re-animate her own rival. No

wonder she captivated Garrick, in the

heyday of his success, and in the pride

of her own loveliness. She had but one

drawback— an inharmonious voice;

her face and figure were faultless.

She was, perhaps, altogether the most

beautiful woman that ever appeared

upon the stage; and her animation and

overpowering vivacity wereneverequal

led, except by Dorothea Jordan. She

sometimes courted Melpomene, but in

that walk she only reminded the au

dience painfully of her superior devo

tion to the sister muse. Alas! she

was frail as the most yielding of the

sisterhood, in spite of the chivalrous

efforts of our friend, Charles Reade, to

purify her fame in his agreeable drama,

and still more attractive novel. But

her heart was in the right place: she

supported her mother with every com

fort; built and endowed a number of

almshouses at Teddington, in Middle

sex ; and although cut off in the prime

of life, lived long enough to repent

sincerely of all her early indiscretions.

Christian charity may readily echo the

sentiment of the gallant bishop, who,

being accidently a witness to ſº be

nevolence, and captivated by her

graces, exclaimed involuntarily, “Wo

man, may thy sins be forgiven thee!"

Garrick intended to marry her, poured

forth his adoration in the song of

“Lovely Peggy;” and went so far as

to place a ring on her finger before

witnesses. But he pulled up in time

—detected her in an infidelity—found

that he could do better, and united

himself to Mademoiselle Violetti, a

celebrated dancer, also distinguished

by her, beauty and accomplishments,

with whom he lived in uninterrupted

harmony to the end of his days, and

from whom he was never separated

for four-and-twenty hours, after holy

Church had incorporated two in one.

There she is opposite to you, at the

end of the room, between the windows,

painted by Cipriani, in her decline,

and looking very sedate and matronly,

although she never knew the feelings of

a mother. No matter whether she

was Lord Burlington's daughter or

not, he gave her a good fortune, and

bestowed her on an excellent husband.

She survived David forty-three years,

and died in 1822, at the extraordinary

age of 105." He left her a magnificent

fortune, but she never married again.

Perhaps she thought as old Sarah of

Marlborough did, that the heart which

had once belonged to a great man

should never be given away a second

time.

We have here no less than twelve

portraits of Garrick, in different cha

racters. Little David was vain — the

common weakness of genius, accordin

to some philosophers. He never tire

of sitting for his portrait, and cared
not for trouble, while it increased his

popularity. His versatile powers ren

dered him equally excellent in Tragedy

and Comedy, and entitled him to the

precedence which Churchill has ac

corded him in the “Rosciad.” There

may be many disputes as to who should

come next, but his claim to stand first

is universally admitted. Actors have

exceeded him in individual parts. He

failed utterly in Othello and Marplot,

and never willingly assumed the Ro

man dress. But, as a whole must be

judged by all its parts taken together,

we may fairly place him above every

professor of the histrionic art that any

age or nation has produced. He repu

diated measured declamation for easy,

impassioned speaking; and when we

remember the artificial impediments

of the early classic stage, we become

incredulous as to the great effects re

corded of Polus, Roscius, and Paris.

How could they possibly reflect nature

through the pipe, the mask, and the

exaggerated cothurnus; and, above all,

how could the gentler sex be invested

with interest, while its representatives

were bearded men 2 The illusion is en

tirely dispelled, when we are told that

the play cannot begin until the queen

is shaved. Churchill's condensed eu

logium on Garrick may bear repeti

tion, although tolerably familiar:–

“If manly sense, if nature link'd with art :

If thorough knowledge of the human heart;

If powers of acting, vast and unconfined ;

If fewest faults with greatest beauties join'd :

If strong expression, and strange powers, which lie

Within the magic circle of the eye;

If feelings, which few hearts, like his, can know,

And winich no face so well as his can show ;

Deserve the preference—Garrick, take the chair,

Nor quit it, till those place an equal there."

We cannot say that we admire this

* She could scarcely have been so old as this. Ninety-five is more likely.
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Zoffany, representing Garrick and

Mrs. Pritchard in the murder scene of

Macbeth. The positions of the figures

are stiff and unnatural—that of Garrick

ungraceful almost to impossibility.

We know he was short, but here, al

though placed in advance, he looks

like a dwarf attended by a vulgar

giantess. We also recollect the lines

of the poet we have just quoted from,

wherein it is justly said—

“Before true merit all objections fly—

Pritchard's genteel, and Garrick six feet high."

This picture reminds us of the de

fect, but conveys not the intense ex

pression of high genius which supplies

the remedy. Macbeth is dressed in a

heavy blue coat, with scarlet waistcoat

and breeches plastered with broad gold

lace, very similar to the full costume

of the Lord Mayor's state coachman,

on inauguration day, with his hair

hanging over his shoulders, and just

loosened out of a trimly curled wig.

Macklin was the first who introduced

the tartan, while all the rest of the

characters, including his brother gene

ral, Banquo, retained the court dresses

of George the Second. Kemble ar

rayed the entire dramatis personae in

kilts, and made a good step in advance;

but the correct point is reached at last

in the magnificent revival, by Mr. C.

Kean, at the Princess's Theatre.

Here is a much more agreeable picture

by Hayman (one of the first members of

the Royal Academy), in which we have

the two great artists again as Ranger

and Clarinda, in Dr. Hoadly's comedy

of the Suspicious Husband. In this,

the Garrick is light, airy, and elegant,

as we have so often heard him describ

ed. Mrs. Pritchard is a fine portly

looking dame, somewhat too substan

tial for the juvenile heroines of the

comic muse; but her talent must have

been of the highest order, for she con

quered personal disadvantages, and her

line embraced leading characters of the

most opposite descriptions. She was

as celebrated in Mrs. Oakly as in Lady

Macbeth. Dr. Johnson says of her

that she was coarse and uneducated;

and her pronunciation of English so

impure that she talked of her gownd.

Her features were strong and impres

sive rather than pleasing, but her voice

had great power and compass. Gar

rick told Wilkinson that, in scenes of

passionate grief, she blubbered too

uuch, and became indistinct with emo

tion. Mrs. Pritchard retired from the

stage in 1768, and died, not long after,

at Bath. Her last appearance was in

Lady Macbeth. Garrick wrote her

farewell address, which is a poor coin

position, much on a level with his own,

delivered eight years later. The author

of the epitaph on Quin might have

produced something better than the

following common-place rhymes:–

“The curtain dropt, my mimic life is past :

That scene of sleep and terror was my last—

I now appear myself—distress'd, dismayed,

More than in all the characters I’ve played :

In acted passion tears must seem to flow,

But I have that within which passeth show. - .

But worse lines than these will produce

effect, if delivered with good emphasis

and discretion.

Here is Garrick again as Jaffier, but

this time accompanied by Mrs. Cibber

as Belvidera. She was one of the

most natural actresses that ever lived,

so much so that it was impossible to

imitate her. She had no salient points

of peculiarity which could be carica

tured. She was originally a singer,

and sister to the great musical com

ser, Dr. Arne. Ophelia has never

|. so perfectly represented either

before or since. Garrick dreaded her

uiet, determined manner, even more

than the clamorous invectives of

Clive and Woffington, when they

squabbled for parts, as they were con

tinually doing. A manager leads a

sorry life with his rival queens. When

the news of Mrs. Cibber's death was

brought to Garrick, he thus pro

nounced hereulogium—“Then tragedy

has expired with her l and yet she was

the greatest female plague belonging

to my house. I could very easily parry

the threats and despise the coarse lan

guage of some of my other heroines;

but whatever was Cibber's object, a

new part or a new dress, she was al

ways sure to carry her point, by the
acuteness of her invention and the

steadiness of her perseverance.”

We are now standing opposite to

the finest Zoffany in the collection,

representing a scene from the Claudes:

time Marriage, with King as Lord

Ogleby, Mrs. Baddely as Miss Fanny

Sterling, and Baddely as Canton.

Either as regards the likenesses or

the details, this picture is admirable.

Garrick originally intended to play

Lord Ogleby himself, but resigned the

part to King, who, under the instruc

tions of his master, made it entirely
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his own. We have heard veterans who

have seen King, declare, that William

Farren in his best days was quite as good

as the far-famed original. Mrs. Baddely

was reckoned a great beauty, but very

improvident, and died in abject poverty.

Baddely was jealous of the attentions

bestowed on his spouse by George

Garrick (David's brother and trea

surer), and called him out. Just as

they had taken their places and were

going to fire, Mrs. Baddely arrived on

the ground, and rushed between the

combatants, exclaiming, “Spare him

spare him :” Whether she meant her

husband or reputedlover, did not trans.

spire, but the fight was at an end; and

after some tears and explanations, all

three went home together amicably

in the hackney-coach which had con

veyed the lady to the scene of action.

John Kemble was once challenged by

Aickin, and took the field, attended by

Jack Bannister as his second ; Aickin

had neither pistols nor friend, but

Kemble accommodated him with both.

Aickin fired, and missed; Kemble de

clined to return the shot, and the affair

terminated. On their way home, Ban

nister complimented his principal on

the perfect coolness and self possession

he had evinced. “There was no great

merit in that, Jack,” replied Kemble,

“for I saw from the way in which the

fellow pointed his pistol, he was much

more likely to shoot you than me.”

Baddely was celebrated for acting

Frenchmen, but is better remembered

by an annual twelfth cake, with wine

and punch, bequeathed by him to the

performers of Drury-lane, and to pro

vide for which in perpetuity, he invest

ed one hundred pounds in the three

per cents.

Do not hurry past the painting now
before you. This is a scene from the

old comedy of The Committee, by

Sir Robert Howard, painted by Van

dergucht, with Moody as Teague, and

Parsons as Obadiah. The play is better

known to modern audiences as curtailed

intothe farce of Honest Thieves. Observe

Parsons attentively. Did you ever see

utter, helpless inebriety, so admirably

rsonified without being disgusting?

e is drunk down to his shoe-buckles

and the strings of his inexpressibles.

Garrick was very partial to Parsons,

and took great pains in teaching him.

His face was long, and possessed as

tonishing flexibility; the great merit

of his countenance was its power of ex

pressing every passion with which co

medy abounds. But Parsons, although

a rich, unctuous actor, never descended

to buffoonery, or coloured more highly

than nature suggested to him. He

was a well-read man, and also an artist

of considerable merit. When his col

lection of pictures was sold at Christie's

after his death, many of his own works

brought good prices. Moody was con

sidered the best representative of Irish

characters on the London stage, but

from all that tradition has preserved

concerning him, we suspect he was not

to be compared to Jack Johnstone or

Tyrone Power.

This very forbidding old gentleman

is Charles Macklin, in his 93rd year,

I. by Opie, as Shylock. Nobody

new his exact age, but he was su

posed to have reached 108. You will

find him again, by Dewilde, in an

other room, as Sir Pertinax Macsyco

phant, in his own comedy of The Man

of the World. In these two characters

he reached a high point of excellence;

but in extreme old age he committed

a sinful trespass on the domains of

tragedy, by attempting Macbeth and

Richard III. Strange, indeed, are the

vagaries of theatrical genius. John

Kemble, during his last season, was

with difficulty prevented from exposing

his asthma in Falstaff; and Liston al

ways persisted that he was intended for

a tragedian.

This large §§ of Spranger

Barry and his wife, in Hamlet and the

Queen, may be looked upon as a great

curiosity. There are very few por

traits of Barry, who was as careless of

fame as Garrick was sedulous on the

same point. He started at once as a

great actor without practice, and kept

rapidly advancing, until he proved the

most formidable rival the great little

potentate of Drury-lane ever encoun

tered. His voice was music itself, and

obtained for him the name of the sil

ver-toned Barry. It has even been

known to charm a bailiff who came to

arrest him, and extort from him the

money to pay a second son of Agrippa,

who was waiting in another room. In

1751 occurred the great contest for su

remacy between him and Garrick, in

}. in which the preponderance

was supposed to lie with Barry, not

withstanding the fire and energy

which Garrick contrived to throw

into the part. Macklin's criticism was

spiteful against both. “Barry,” he
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said, “comes swaggering into the

garden, talking so loud that the ser

vants would inevitably take the alarm,

and toss him in a blanket. Garrick

sneaks in like a thief in the night, as

if he was afraid of the watch-dog, and

trembling at the sound of his own

voice.” The contest, before it was

abandoned, proved pernicious to the

treasury of both theatres, and very

wearisome to the public, as indicated

by the following epigram, which ap

peared in the Daily Advertiser:—

“‘Well, what's to-night," says angry Ned,

As up from bed he rouses;

* Romeo again l' and shakes his head,

“Ah! plague on both your houses I'"

There is another likeness of Barry

in his private character; but we miss

Mossop, who was supposed, with many

defects, to rank next to him; also an

Irishman, and equally improvident.

He died at the early age of 43, in ex

treme poverty, having only one half.

enny in his possession at his decease.

1ossop excelled in tyrants, and possess

ed a voice of iron, which never gave

way. His style of elocution was pom

pous and emphatical, with an equal

emphasis upon every syllable. There

appears to have been justice in

Churchill's censure, wherein he says of

Mossop's dislocated minuteness of ut

terance—

“In monosyllables his thunders roll—

He, she, it, and, we, ye, they—fright the soul."

There is one portrait here of Thomas

Sheridan, the father of Richard Brins

ley, who completes the triumvirate of

celebrated Irish actors coeval with

Garrick. He was an excellent scholar,

and a performer of sound judgment

rather than genius. His English Dic

tionary was long in good repute; his

“Essay on British Education ” and

“Oratorical Lectures” show that he

was a writer possessed of depth in rea

soning, and an ample command of

graceful language.

This scene from King John, by Mor

timer, gives us William Powell as the

gloomy monarch, and Bensley as Hu

bert. Powell came out at Drury-lane

when Garrick was travelling in Italy

in 1763; and although a perfect no

vice, burst upon the stage with every

perfection but experience. He drew

such large sums of money to the trea

sury, that Lacy wrote to his partner to

say, he might amuse himself on the

Continent as long as his health re

quired, for his place was amply filled

in his absence. - Roscius took the

alarm, and not being at all disposed to

bear “a brother near the throne,”

returned with all speed to look after

his endangered laurels. Powell's ca

reer was short and fleeting as that of a

meteor. He died in 1769, aged only

thirty-three. Bensley was a stiff, noisy

actor, who trusted much to a powerful

voice and sound lungs. He had held

a commission in the Marines, served

in North America, and retired from

the stage on being appointed barrack

master of Knightsbridge. One day

while he was yet an actor, he invited

some of his old brother-officers to din

ner, and when the wine was circulating,

they asked him how he could leave a

gentlemanlike profession to become a

vagabond player. “I am well paid,”

replied their host, “and I suppose that

consoles me.” “And how much may

you get by this business, Dick?” de

manded one of the guests. “About

six hundred a-year,” answered Bens

ley. “Thed–l you do!” exclaimed

the red coats with one accord; “have

rou any vacancies in your corps ?”

ad Powell lived, his name would have

come down to us in the very first class

of great actors, but he was cut off before

his powers attained maturity. Such

was the fate, too, of his friend Charles

Holland, who introduced him to Gar

rick, and whom you see hanging there

over the chimney. He had consider

able merit, but injured his reputation by

a servile imitation of his master, except

that he ranted outrageously, which

Garrick never did. Holland was once

storming through Richard III. to a

very thin house, and remarked to Mrs.

Clive, that it was most extraordinary.

“On the contrary,” replied the lady,

“it is perfectly natural, when they

can hear every word outside without

paying for admittance.”

At last we have reached Samuel

Foote, the Proteus of the stage, painted

by no less a person than Sir Joshua

Reynolds. He was no great actor in

the legitimate line, but a brilliant wit

and a pestilent imitator—the terror of

everybody, high or low, gentle or sim

ple, who laboured under physical defects

or peculiarities; except only Dr. John

ston, who awed him into silence by the

purchase of a shilling cudgel, which he

most certainly would have used with a

hearty good-will, on provocation. A

sacrilegious dog was Foote. How he
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ever got into Westminster Abbey, the

Dean and Chapter only can tell; but

the authorities of the cathedral were

less conscientiously fastidious in those

days than they are at present. Having

let in St. Evremond, they thought,

perhaps, there could be no great mis

chief in allowing Foote to occupy a

niche near him. In the face of these

uestionable precedents, it seems ra

ther hard to have excluded Lord Byron,

and reminds us of the text which says

something about straining at a gnat

and swallowing a camel. There can

be no reason whatever why great actors

should not find statues and monuments

in cathedrals or churches as readily as

the great poets of whom they have been

the able illustrators. But let them be

perpetuated in their own, and not in

their assumed characters. Much as we

admire John Kemble and Mrs. Sid

dons, we think they would look better as

Cato and Queen Catherine in some lo

cality less exclusively devoted to sacred

purposes. For many years Foote acted

with a cork leg, and died in 1777, aged

56. He has been called the English

Aristophanes, but the wit of his farces

is flat, obsolete, and too coarse for

modern refinement. The Mayor ſ
Garratt is sometimes acted, but all

the rest are long forgotten. To the

honour of Irish taste it should be re

corded that The Minor, which carried

all London after it, was condemned on

its earlier production in Dublin.

Who is this? Woodward in Petru

chio by Vandergucht—a first-rate por

trait of a first-rate actor; equally fa

mous too as a harlequin, in which

many thought he surpassed Lun him

self. His person was so elegant that

he could not throw himself into an un

graceful attitude, even if he tried. He

saved £6,000 in a few years at his

outset, and lost it in half the time,

by commencing manager in Dublin.

His great forte lay in characters of

light, eccentric comedy, and he was

very particular in his mode of dress

ing his parts — a collateral advan

tage which even the greatest genius

should not despise. Woodward sur

mounted all competitors in Petruchio,

Mercutio, Bobadil, Marplot, and Brass

in The Confederacy. Not far off, is

Ross, as Hamlet, by Zoffany. He was

a very pleasing actor, but so indolent

that he scarcely allowed fair play to

his own talents and opportunities. He

was disinherited by his father for going

on the stage, and being of improvident

habits, suffered much from poverty in

his declining years. An anecdote in

his career has been often mentioned

before. For nine or ten years, he re

ceived regularly at his benefit, a note

sealed up, enclosing ten guineas, and

these words, “A tribute of gratitude

from one who was highly obliged, and

saved from ruin, by seeing Mr. Ross's

lº of George Barnwell.”

oss never knew the name of the do

nor, nor saw him to his knowledge.

Look at the extraordinary and un

graceful costumes of Iachimo and Pos

thumus in this scene from Cymbeline,

with portraits of John Palmer and

Reddish. . The acting must have been

of a superior class which could triumph

over such grotesque accoutrements;

assuredly they never belonged to any

age or country in the world. These

authentic memorials of stage panoply,

as worn by the great disciples of the

school of Garrick, are strange evi

dences of the taste of the day, and

would be received as exaggerations,

but that we are well assured the paint

ers could not have invented them.

Palmer died on the stage in Liverpool,

while acting the Stranger, in 1798.

He was the original Joseph Surface,

in which his excellence has never been

questioned. Charles Lamb says of him,

“Jack had two voices—both plausible

and insinuating; but his secondary, or

supplemental voice, was still more deci

sively histrionic than his common one.

It was reserved for the spectator, and

the dramatis persona were supposed to

know nothing at all about it. The lies

of Young Wilding, and the sentiments

in Joseph Surface, were thus marked

out in a sort of Italics to the audience.”

Reddish was the second husband of

Mrs. Canning. He was always wild

and eccentric, and died mad, in the lu

natic asylum of York, in 1785.

We are not yet half through the

collection, and hark! there rings “ that

tocsin of the soul, the dinner-bell,”

and the waiter announces that the wel

come repast is ready. “Hear him

hear him 1" as they say in parliament.

The symposium cannot wait, so the

pictures must. Reader, if you are not

tired of our gossip, we shall, perhaps,

invite you to accompany us through

the remainder on some future occasion.

J. W. C.
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ThomAs colley GRATTAN, Esq.

Who is this we have got on the opposite page?. A hale, hearty-looking fellow;

past the bloom of youth, 'tis true, but still evidently full of vigour—vigour of

mind and vigour of body. There sits his dog, looking up with a most becoming

canine veneration of his master's physiognomy—dogs are profound in the science

of Lavater—and his gun lies in the hollow of his arm. We will venture a triflin

bet that they have been beating through the stubble during the morning, an

have bagged heaven knows how many brace of partridge. Ay, ay ; still as fond

as ever of the old sport—rambling over hill and moorland, through “highways

and by-ways;” and always with a keen eye for “game" of one sort or another,

and sure to find it, too. And thou art right: keep thy body active, thy heart

young, thy spirits gay as long as thou canst; for the time will yet come to thee,

as it must come to all, when thou shalt say, “I have no pleasure in them."

Yes, surely will it, good Thomas Colley Grattan.

The family of the Grattans is a distinguished one. The name is one which an

Irishman ever pronounces with pride. A branch from the English stock was first

transplanted into this country in the seventeenth century, and there took root and

spread. In the reign of Queen Anne, several brothers (we believe as many as

six) had located themselves in Dublin and the neighbouring counties, and they

are mentioned by “the witty Dean of St. Patrick's," with whom they were on

terms of intimacy. From one of these the illustrious orator, statesman, and

patriot, Henry Grattan, was descended. Another of them was the ancestor of

the subject of our present memoir.

John Grattan, |. M.D., of Edenderry, in the Queen's county, was, like

most Irish gentlemen, blessed with a numerous progeny, and of them his fourth

son, Colley, is still remembered by a few of the oldest solicitors of our metropolis

as having been, towards the close of the last century, one of the confraternity.

Colley was, however, a man who had a taste for literature and the fine arts,

rather than for the arts whereby attorneys are said to attain to wealth and emi

nence, and was more engrossed by pictures than given to engrossing on parch

ment. Accordingly, he gave up the practice of his profession, and retired to the

enjoyment of a country life, at Clayton Lodge, near Castle-Carberry, in the county

of Kildare—a property, which he derived through his mother, Miss Colley, a de

scendant from Sir Dudley Colley, and a connexion of that branch of the Colleys

which subsequently took the name of Wellesley. Previous to his leaving Dublin,

his son, Thomas Colley Grattan, was born. While Thomas was yet an infant,

Clayton Lodge was burned down to the ground, in the memorable year of 1798,

after it had been frequently attacked by the rebels, and as often gallantly and

successfully defended by the owner and his servants. His father then removed

to the little town of Athy; and, in due course of time, young Thomas was sent

to the Rev. Henry Bristow, of that town, where he received his education.

But the education of youth, be they boys or girls, is but partially acquired in

the schoolroom. The genius, the intellect, the tastes, are educated largely out

side the seminary, and fed from a thousand sources besides the classic streams, and

upon other food than books, food which the young minds are greedily absorbing,

and taking their hues therefrom as does the chameleon from its nourishment. And

so it was with young Grattan; when escaped from the ferule, he was sure to be

found loitering through the valley of the Barrow, by the legendary moat of

Ardscull, or amid the ruins of the old Castle of Woodstock; or, it may be, tra

versing the interminable Bog of Allen, or crossing the hills in quest of the º:
or the plover; and thus did the boy acquire and nurture the early tastes for

literature and wild sports, both of which in after-life were abundantly developed.

To the memory of i. scenes Grattan afterwards referred with vivid pleasure,

in one of his tales:–

“The whistling of the wind across its brown, bleak breast, and the shrill cries of the

curlew that sprung from its heather into the skies, were the first sounds that impressed then
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selves on my recollection; the blackened ruins of Castle-Carberry, rising far upon its skirts,

were the earliest objects on which my memory seemed to have reposed; and its fragrant

wild flowers and mossy banks had been many a time my pillows in the dreamless sleep of

infancy.”

The school-boy days of Grattan were soon terminated, and at a very early

age. His father designed him for the profession which he had himself aban

doned; and accordingly he transmitted the youth to the metropolis, and placed

him in the house of a friend in town, for the purpose of studying that branch

of the law. It so happened that his friend was a man of education, and

had an excellent library, to which his young visitor had free access. The con

sequences were such as might have been expected. The legal books, such as

attorneys were in the habit of perusing, were rarely opened; but to make up for

the neglect, he diligently perused a variety of other tomes. Instead of “Booth's

History of a Suit at Law,” then a book of great repute, he familiarised himself

with that famous history of the suit of Antonio versus*. in the reports of

William Shakspeare, and knew by rote Judge Portia's celebrated commendation

of “the quality of mercy.” In a word, literary fiction, whether prose or poetry,

was devoured with avidity, while legal fictions were unheeded. Then, too, to

make bad worse, his friend and host was a man ofpleasure—kept a good stud of

horses, which was always at the command of his guestand pupil, and gave excellent

dinners to all the gay young fellows upon town, including the officers of the gar

rison. It is not to be wondered at that associations such as these, acting upon a

disposition naturally truant, soon caused young Grattan to entertain a most de

cided aversion to the profession intended for him. Like other “young clerks”

before him, many a time and oft did he—

“Doomed his father's soul to cross,

Indite a stanza when he should engross.”

He scorned parchments, kicked down his office-stool, and declared his.#
predilection for the army. Into the army, therefore, it was arranged he shoul

enter. The military passion was a family one. His uncle William had been

a captain; two of his cousins were in the army—one of whom, Lieutenant-Colonel

John Grattan, commanded the 18th Royal Irish, and was highly distinguished

in service with his regiment in China and the East Indies; while his brother Wil

liam adopted the same profession, and is well known as a gallant soldier, who has

been present at almost every battle in the Peninsula, and also as the author of

the lively and clever volumes, “The Adventures of the Connaught Rangers,”

and one to whose spirited exertions and indefatigable advocacy the obtaining of

the Peninsular medal is mainly due. Accordingly, his father soon procured for

º a commission in a militia regiment, as the readiest mode of obtaining one

in the line.

The new life upon which he entered must have been more congenial to one of

young Grattan's temperament than that which he had abandoned. He spent

some pleasant years, at that season of life when pleasure is most keenly enjoyed,

in various quarters through the United Kingdom, partaking freely of field sports

and town amusements, and all those dissipating and joyous scenes which consti

tuted la vie orageuse of a young Irishman of those days. And now came his

turn for volunteering into the line, and taking his share in the perils of more

active service. But his anxious wishes were not fated to be realised. His step

brother had, a short time before, been killed at the head of his company of grena

diers, at the storming of a fort in Java; and his brother William was onl

recovering from a severe gunshot wound through the body, received at the assault

of Badajos. His father, in consequence, was most unwilling that Thomas should

engage in similar perils; and his entreaties, joined to those of the rest of his family,

prevailed upon him, though not without difficulty, to defer his proposed inten

tion. When, at length, he had overcome the reluctance of his riends, and left

England for the purpose of joining the British army, the opportunity had passed.

The battle of Waterloo had put an end to the European warfare ere he reached

Valenciennes; and he had for some months to solace himself as best he could in

the company of some congenial spirits, amongst whom were several whose names

have since become famous. Private theatricals formed one of their principal amuse
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ments; and several of those who took share in these performances became sub

sequently distinguished as professional actors. Amongst them were Captain

Prescott, of the artillery (known afterwards as Mr. Ward), Benson Hill, Yates,

and Mr. Cole, of the fusiliers, so long known and esteemed in our own city as

John William Calcraft—with the public the most popular of managers, amongst

his friends the most valued and admired of companions; of whom we have but

one regret to express— namely, that his vast stores of learning, his taste, and his

genius, had been for many years hidden from the world, till his retirement from

the dramatic profession permitted him at length to take his rightful place in the

domains of literature.

The passion for soldiering was not yet extinguished in the heart of young

Grattan; and, as Europe no longer presented an opportunity for its gratification,

he turned his thoughts to the New World. The war of independence against

the Spanish yoke was then waging in South America, and thither the young man,

his father being now dead, had decided upon going, to join the patriot forces in

company with other adventurers. But here again his destiny interfered and

overruled all his plans. Some severe calamities of a private nature occurred to

him on the eve of his departure which caused him much mental suffering, and re

sulted in a fever of several weeks' duration, and nearly terminated his earthly

career. At length he recovered; and, in a state of great despondency, he em

barked at Gravesend in a small brig bound for Bordeaux, whence he had arranged

his passage in a French vessel to Venezuela.

On the deck of the little brig, at the moment of ascending its side, Grattan

was met by the rough but kindly-natured old skipper, an Irishman by the way,

and by him was formally introduced to his fellow-passengers. Ah! destiny once

more I Amongst them was a family in deep mourning, and apparently in deep

grief, who were on their way to the south of France. The name which the old

skipper pronounced as he introduced them sounded pleasantly in the ears of the

young man; it was Milesian, from the sonorous affix with which it commenced

to the melting liquid which brought it to a close—“O’Donnel,” and it sounded

not the less sweetly in combination with the name of Eliza, which one of the

young ladies bore. The voyage to Bordeaux was in these times an affair of a

great many days; and the juxtaposition, which the narrow space between the

bulwarks of the brig brought the young people into, was most dangerous. Both

sentimental, sorrowful, and Hibernian, what else could happen but what did hap

pen? Ere two months had passed over their heads, the fair Eliza had commuted the

Celtic O'Donnel for the Saxon Grattan; and Thomas Colley, as a happy hus

band, resigned for ever his dreams of martial glory, left the patriots of Spanish

America to work out their own independence, and betook himself vigorously to

the duties of his new position.

The active mind of Grattan was soon at work. Scarcely had he settled down

in the south of France, when his old literary tastes impelled him to commence

the perilous profession of authorship. His first essay was in poetry—a poetical

romance. Poetical romances were then the rage, for Scott had written his

“Lady of the Lake,” and “Marmion.” The first production of his pen,

“Philibert,” was an octo-syllabic poem, in six eantos. We agree with Byron,

that nobody but Scott has triumphed over that measure ; and we suspect Tho

mas Colley Grattan is of the same opinion; for though the poem ran through

two editions, yet, when larger experience corrected the judgment of the author,

he purchased up the issue, and committed it to the flames.

Determined to push his fortune in the metropolis of France, Grattan removed

to Paris, and gave himself, heart and soul, to literature. Here, amongst other ad

vantages, he had the good fortune to become acquainted with many of the celebri

ties of the day—with Moore and Washington Irving, amongst English writers—

with De Beranger, Casimir de Lavigne, De Lamartine, Marchangy, Pierre Le

Brun, amongst French authors. He now was a constant contributor to the

English periodicals, writing in, amongst others, the Westminster and the Edin

burgh Reviews, and the New Monthly Magazine, while edited by Campbell. The

genius and capabilities of Grattan appear to have been thoroughly appreciated

by one of a kindred mind. Washington Irving saw that his friend possessed

great descriptive powers — a quick instinct, that enabled him to understand all

the mysteries of human emotions, and a lively and life-like ability in portray
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ing them ; added to these a great mastery of language ever ready to be the

vehicle of his versatile mind in every phase, whether of pathos, or humour, or

sentimentality, or moralising. By Irving's advice, Grattan reduced to order the

memoranda of some of his touring, and submitted the manuscript to a London

publisher. But the London publisher did not appreciate what was offered

to him, and three others of his brethren were not a whit more sagacious. 'Tis

a trite story in literature, and we could illustrate it by many an instance in

our own day, where the rejected essay of the obscure author became the first

step of the ladder upon which he has climbed to eminence. But Grattan thought

not of this. . When four publishers had pronounced his condemnation, he ſlung

the manuscript aside as worthless, and turned again to his previous avocations.

An accident, however, again brought it to light; and a literary friend was so

convinced of its merit, that he introduced the author to Mr. Whittaker, the

eminent publisher, who undertook to bring out the book; and, in due time, the

first series of “Highways and By-ways,” dedicated to Washington Irving, is

sued from the press. The success of these delightful tales was great and rapid.

They were thoroughly suited to the public taste, and to the time at which they

appeared. The “Sketch-Book” of Irving had shown with what effect the incidents

of travel could be invested with all the charms of romance, and all the graces of

sentiment. Grattan followed and shared the public favour. We mean to insti

tute no comparison between the two writers; but assuredly Grattan may say of

Irving, as did Ulysses of Ajax—“Non superatus ab illo." There is a wonderful

charm in these volumes, which takes captive the imagination, the intellect, the

feelings—one scarce knows how, or stops to analyse; lively, graphic, and wonder

fully true to nature, they are to us realities, while we are engaged with them—

the highest merit of all artistic works. We may say of the pictures of Grattan

what a painter once said to us, as we praised a foreign landscape– “C'est me

un tableau, c'est la nature.” Grattan's name was now up. e had no need

to court publishers. Several came forward with offers for similar tales; and the

result was, that two more series were quickly produced.

Mr. Grattan's next appearance before the public was in a new line— the tra

gedy of “Ben Nazir, the Saracen.” . This drama was originally composed for

Kean, with whom Grattan was originally very intimate; and when they met

again, after the return of the former from his wild life in America, Grattan gave

him the play. That it was a production of considerable merit is undeniable, and its

failure is mainly attributable to the man who could best have secured its success.

Indeed, Kean himself thought highly of it, and selected it from amongst many

pieces of the season as that which was to re-establish and even augment his re

utation. In a very lively memoir of the great actor, contributed, shortly after

É. death to one of the English periodicals, Grattan describes the renewal of

his acquaintance with the tragedian.

Kean studied his part with ardour, but he would not attend rehearsals. In

truth, he was thoroughly broken down in health at the time. The night of trial

arrived. The actor broke down, and the play failed with him.

The success of Grattan as a literateur was now sufficient to stimulate a man of

his adventurous disposition to seek one of those short-cuts to Fortune, which

so rarely lead to the temple of the goddess. He embarked his all — the entire

profits of his literary labours, in a speculation which he calculated was to have

produced great results: and so it did—but it was in the greatness of its failure;

and Grattan was totally ruined. But he did not despair; his mind was still

resilient, though the shock and the trouble in which he was involved im

paired his health. He broke up his establishment, left his chateau, in the

neighbourhood of Boulogne, betook himself and his family (for he was now a

parent) to Brussels, and applied himself to authorship, with as much diligence

as interrupted health would permit. The fruits of these hours of toil were the

“Traits of Travel,” which was received with well-deserved favour; “The Heir

ess of Bruges,” one of the best historico-romantic novels of the day; the “His

tory of the Netherlands,” a standard volume to this hour; and some other tales;

and the labourer began again to look forward hopefully to the future, pro

jecting new works with returning health and renewed energies. But the course

of his life seemed to be ever fraught with eventful and unlooked for mutations.

In the midst of his plans for the future, his performances at the present came
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les trois jours glorieur of Paris; the revolutionary flame spread to Belgium,

and the emeutes of Brussels and Antwerp, with the enfranchisement of Belgium

from the dominion of Holland, followed with terrible rapidity. During the at

tack on Brussels, Grattan's house was almost demolished by cannon and grape

shot. This, perhaps, might have been endured with tolerable complacency by

one who was only a tenant; but worse followed—his property was pillaged, first

by the Dutch troops, and then by the townspeople, les brăves Belges; and the

residue—for miraculous to relate there was a residue—after two such operations,

was seized upon by a house-agent, who contrived to take care of it in a way

that was eminently satisfactory to himself.

Like many others of those who fled from Brussels, Grattan took refuge in

Antwerp. From that town he accompanied the Prince of Orange to the Hague,

where he wrote “Jacqueline of Holland.”. In the May of the following year he

was again in motion, rolling with, it may be, no large amount of moss clinging

to him, southward, till he settled in the sunny valley of the Neckar, about a

league from the famous town of Heidelberg. ... Not to speak of the great edu

cational and economical advantages of Heidelberg, the attractions of that most

beautiful region fixed for a time the erratic feet of Grattan, and the genius loci

stimulated and inspired him to new literary achievements. Every one is familiar

with his “Legends of the Rhine;” they are, indeed, fine pictures — faithful,

vivid, masterly in sketching and colouring, of those romantic and magnificent

scenes; and the legendary interest with which every forest and castle is rife,

has been appropriated, and wrought with a skill and taste that will make them

favourites as long as there are lovers of romance to be found in the world. After

ublishing these he set about one of his best novels, “Agnes de Mansfeldt,” dur

ing a short visit which he made to some friends in Brussels. Leopold had then

been recently elected to fill the throne of the new kingdom. Mr. Grattan was,

of course, presented at court; and the manner in which he was received by the

monarch was such as to induce him once more to gather up his household gods,

abandon the sweet Neckar, and take up his abode in Brussels, and subsequently

in others of the Belgian cities, for four or five years. The atmosphere of a

court seems to have had the usual effect upon Grattan that it exercises on other

mortals, for we find him now turning to political subjects—not however to the

exclusion of works of an imaginative character. He was a frequent contributor

to the British and Foreign Reviews, writing upon the state of European af.

fairs chiefly in connexion with Belgium; and he devoted himself with much zeal

and attachment to the interests of the king, of what he almost considered his

adopted country, whose character and conduct he unfailingly sought to sustain

and vindicate. That he “did the state some service” was acknowledged by

Leopold ; and we believe it was in some degree owing to these services that, in

1839, he received the appointment of British Consul to the State of Massachu

sets, whither he repaired in the summer of that year, and took up his residence

in Boston. Before his departure, however, he completed his several literary

works. Some of them were published, others remain to this hour in that “limbo

dei bambini,” to which so many unborn children of authors have in all ages been

doomed. Among the former are to be mentioned his “History of the Nether

lands,” an excellent volume, forming one of the historical series of “Lardner's

Cyclopaedia:” amongst the latter, a work on the general state of Belgium, being

in fact, a continuation of the “History,” which, though ready for the press, from

various causes not necessary to advert to, never saw the light.

With the departure of Grattan from England, his literary career may almost be

said to have terminated; and we shall now have to view him as more or less con

nected with the political questions in which his diplomatic position necessarily
involved him. e devoted himself assiduously to .. duties of his office, and at

intervals travelled through the different states of the Union and the British

North American provinces. At this period the controversy between the Ameri.

can states and the British provinces, relative to the North-Eastern boundary, was

the absorbing topic. Indeed, for near twenty years previously it had occupied

a large share of the attention of the ministers, commissioners, and other political

agents of the two countries, and the contending parties had contrived to com

#: the question by their talent, ingenuity, and obstinacy. Grattan set

imself to work, endeavoured to attain a thorough knowledge of the various
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bearings and merits of the subject. His task was no sinecure; he had to

}. and arrange a vast mass of controversial correspondence laid before the

ritish Parliament and the American Congress. We believe that in this matter

the labours of Grattan were of no small value to our own Government. He

condensed the quantity of matter thus accumulated in the shape of notes, ex

tracts, commentaries, pamphlets, reports, and newspaper articles, and reduced

them to limits sufficiently compact to be readable; and these he communicated to

Lord Ashburton, when that nobleman arrived in the United States as Minister

Plenipotentiary, in the year 1842, for the purpose of settling the boundary

question, and others of minor importance. Matters had at this time reached a

very critical position between the two countries, and each considered that a war

was not unlikely to take place. And, indeed, had the slightest collision arisen

upon the frontiers, the consequences would, in all human probability, have been

very serious, inasmuch as the whole population of the United States, exasperated

by what they considered the unjustifiableº, of the English nation, were

ready to pour into Canada and the British possessions en masse. It was, then,

at this juncture that negotiations were opened at Washington between Lord

Ashburton and the American Cabinet, at the head of which was Daniel Webster—

the President at that period being John Tyler. Seven commissioners were

appointed by the two states of Massachusets and Maine, whose joint interests in

“ the disputed territory" entitled them to take part in the negotiation.

Unanimity on all points was required amongst the commissioners, the conse

quence of which was, that any one had it in his power to render abortive the

views of all the others. It was, therefore, a matter of the utmost importance to

the successful issue of the negotiations, to keep in harmony men whose political

views and interests were often in opposition the one to the other. Mr. Grattan

was well known to all the commissioners; and it was no slight mark of their con

fidence and respect, that they proposed to him, the official employé of the

antagonist nation, to accompany them to Washington, and assist in the

negotiation. Grattan did not hesitate in acceding to the proposal, as he deemed

that his presence and aid might be useful to his own state. Accordingly, having

dispatched a communication to the chief of his department in England, he set

out for Washington with his Yankee friends, and in due time presented them

and himself to the British peer. The negotiations were now formally opened

between the two nations, Mr. Grattan assisting in his non-official and subordinate

character. We are not about to enter upon the details of this question, which

is now settled for ever. We may, however, observe, before dismissing the

matter, that the treaty then concluded between the two nations conceded to the

Americans a larger territory than they were justly entitled to. Of this opinion

we believe was Grattan, although England was at the time unable to adduce

positive proof of her rights to a more favourable boundary line. Besides, the

Government at home were desirous to make great sacrifices, rather than engage

in war with a nation, which, on their part, believing that they demanded no more

than their rights, would not be likely to accept less. Under these circumstances,

the line was fixed ; the treaty was ratified, and all parties were as well satisfied

as the parties to partitions, whether they be by suits or treaties, usually are.

Each Power claimed credit for having sacrificed large tracts of territory to the

other, in order to insure peace and friendly relations, by striking a medium line.

One thing, however, might be predicated by a by-stander who looked on at the

dispute without having any bias of interest: and that was, that the assertion of

one nation or the other must have been incorrect; both could not have been

losers in actual territory. However, matters were scarcely concluded, when it

came to the knowledge of Grattan, that while Lord Ashburton and Webster

were apparently playing the diplomatic game cartes sur table, the American

chief was well aware of the existence of certain evidence, that the claims of Eng

land to a more extended boundary were just, while those of America were un

tenable. What this evidence was, we shall endeavour to state very briefly.

Those who took any interest in the question, will remember that it was amply

discussed in both countries, both in and out of their respective legislative assem

blies. On the one hand, while the English insisted on the conclusiveness of the

evidence, the Americans, on the other, even admitting the existence of such

evidence, denied that it established the rights of Great Britain.
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It appears that Mr. Jared Sparkes, when in Paris in the year 1841, discovered

in the archives of the Bureau des Affaires Etrangers there a map, on which

Dr. Franklin, one of the commissioners for concluding the treaty of 1783, had

drawn a red line, tracing, for the information of the Count de Vergennes, the

minister of Louis XVI., as appears by his letter to that nobleman, the true line

of boundary, “as settled in the preliminaries between the British and American

lenipotentiaries.” Mr. Sparkes had forwarded this map, with others, to Mr.

Webster previous to the negotiations with Lord Ashburton in 1842; and it was a

matter of some justifiable pride to Grattan to discover, when the existence of this

document became notorious, that it proved almost identical with the boundary for

which he had argued upon very strong grounds of probability, and which England

had at first contended for. Mr. Grattan lost no time in communicating to his own

Government at home the fact of these discoveries. It may readily be supposed that

the intelligence created not a little surprise in the Foreign-Office, and there was

much speculation as to the consequences upon the validity of the treaty. However,

the Peace principles were in the ascendant, and we are disposed to think happily

so at the time. Sir Robert Peel, then at the head of the Government, accom

modated matters in a speech in the House, and the treaty has ever since re

mained undisturbed, though certainly not unassailed by a distinguished states

man now a member of her Majesty's Government. For ourselves, we rejoice

that the question was settled by Lord Ashburton with the promptness which

distinguished that negotiation, even though the terms of that settlement were

not all that England was entitled to—all that she might have insisted upon, were

the facts known to Lord Ashburton at the time which subsequently came to light.

Still, under all the circumstances of the case, the settlement was a good one for

Britain, and has insured for both countries the prospect of the continuance of

those amicable relations which it is so much the interest of each to cherish and

maintain.

We are quite sure the subject of our present memoir entertained sentiments

similar to those which we have just expressed. Indeed, in an able pamphlet,

printed and privately circulated by him about this time," in which the arguments

reviously urged by him are thrown into a very condensed and intelligible form,

e has taken occasion, while demonstrating the soundness of his original views,

to deprecate any attempt at disturbing the treaty. The arguments are certainly

very cogent, and they did not fail to be appreciated. The great literary autho

rity in America, the North American Review, admitted Mr. Grattan's pamphlet

to contain the best argument on the English side of the question; and we believe

that some of the Americans confessed that Grattan's reasoning had convinced

them that the English claim was just.

As we have already stated, literature has for some time ceased to be the pro

fession of Grattan. Nevertheless, during the intervals of his official duties he

occasionally employed his pen and his voice to promote the interests and to ele

vate the position of his countrymen in the states of America. He spoke

repeatedly in their favour on|. occasions, always with the object of uphold

ing their social rights, and exhibiting to the Americans the better points of their

character. In the North American Review he wrote as opportunity afforded,

with the same purpose. In one of his articles in that periodical, he thus elo

quently described the feelings of the Irish emigrant:—

“It is, in fact, unquestionable that the Irishman looks upon America as the refuge of his

race, the home of his kindred, the heritage of his children and their children. The Atlantic

is, to his mind, less a barrier of separation between land and land, than is St. George's

Channel. The shores of England are farther off, in his heart's geography, than those of

New York or Massachusets. Degrees of latitude are not taken into account in the measure

ments of his enthusiasm. Ireland—old as she is, and fond as he is of calling her so—seems

to him but a part and parcel of that great continent which it sounds, to his notions, unnatural

to designate as the new world. He has no feeling towards America but that of love and loyalty.

To live on her soil, to work for the public good, and die in the country's service, are genuine

aspirations of the son of Erin, when he quits the place of his birth for that of his adoption.

* “The Boundary Question Revised, and Dr. Franklin's Red Line shown to be the right

one. By a British Subject. New York, 1843,"
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No nice distinctions of nationality, no cold calculation of forms, enter into his mind. Erile

and alien are words which convey no distinct meaning to him. He only feels that he belongs

to the country where he earns his bread. His birthright has hitherto been but a birthright

of suffering. The instinct of naturalisation is within his soul; and he cannot conceive that

the ocean which he is crossing should be more powerful to deprive him of than his own

heart-yearnings are to secure to him, all the rights and privileges which that instinct seems to

claim.

“His first foot-print on the soil of the New World, is to him a virtual seal placed on the

bond of his fidelity. The first breath of air he inhales is a cordial to his heart, for he knows

it is the air of freedom. He looks round in the consciousness of new-born dignity. He never

before felt himself really a man; for the blight of petty proscription had, ever until now,

hung over and around him. He never before knew the obligations of the word alleigance;

for a host of small impediments stood between him and the object to which he owed it. Now

he comprehends and acknowledges it. He feels himself to be identified with that to which

his fealty is due. He considers himself an integral portion of the State. He is at once, in

heart and soul, if not in form, a citizen."

And then touchingly appeals to the generosity and good sense of Ameri

Carls :-

“And may it not here be asked, Is the man who thus comes into the country—a part of

it by impulse, a patriot ready made—a fit object of doubt and odium ? and might it not be

more generous, just, and politic to meet half way his ingenuous views, to stretch out to him

the hand of brotherhood, to join in the bond of fellowship which his heart has already ratified ?

Might not a fairer estimate of his character than that which generally prevails, and a higher

trust in human nature itself, combine, and safely too, so as at once to invest him with the

title he aspires to, and the rights which it confers, thus making him in reality what he be

lieves himself to be, and giving him the best of all inducements to learn and uphold the real

interests of the country he would thus belong to, and removing the dangerous chance of his

being misled and imposed on by the temptations which induce the emigrant, while an alien,

to give to a faction an adherence which is due to the commonwealth 7"

One of Grattan's favourite schemes, in relation to his countrymen, was the

establishment of an emigration society in Boston; and after many years he

had the satisfaction of witnessing the realisation of his wishes, in the forma

tion of a society of that description, established with the concurrent support

of the authorities of the city and the state of Massachusets, and joined by large

numbers of the citizens of Boston, of every religious persuasion and of all political

parties. . Upon the return of Grattan to Europe a few years since, he was per

mitted, in consideration of his services, to resign his consulship in favour of his

eldest son, Mr. Edmond Grattan — a post which several years of diplomatic

training under his father as vice-consul fitted him to fill with credit; and he still

continues to keep the name of Grattan alive amongst the affections and regard of

the worthy Bostonians.

And now Thomas Colley Grattan is once more a free man—free as he was in

the days of boyhood, when, gun in hand, he walked the moors and hills of his

native Ireland. What is he going to do?—why doesn't he do something? He

has been enlarging his former experience by constant travel since he left

America. He is ever improving his mind by books and by men. He is as

sprightly, as imaginative, as genial— we had almost said as young— as ever.

Let him, then, do something for the literature of the day— for the literature of

Ireland above all. True it is that since he originally engrossed so much of

public favour new men have arisen, a new school has been formed. But what

of that?—the taste for old things, provided they be good, has not passed away;

the success with which reprints of his own tales have met with may prove that to

his satisfaction. But even were it otherwise, he has enough of original genius

to cut out for himself a new path, and to achieve a new fame. Let him once

more take up his pen, and weº be sworn many a friendly critic will welcome

him back amongst the brotherhood of letters.

WOL, XLII.-NO, CCLII, 2 Y
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A second FLIGHT ; or, A VISIT. To Hobby-LAND.

by The AUThor of “The Falcox FAMILY," Etc.

Ecce iterum Diabolus 1 He made his

appearance laughing prodigiously, that

you could hear him from Cancer to

Capricorn, though you were as deaf,

sir, as those who don't choose to hear—

a degree of the malady beyond the

doctors.

His laugh was not the feeble, poor

spirited “he, he, he,” or the cow

ardly, temporising “hi, hi, hi,” or

even the social “ha, ha, ha,” pleasant

a laugh as the latter is ; but the jovial,

hearty, fearless, bacchanalian “ho, ho,

ho” — the broad laugh that comes of

good lungs fed with a jolly supply of

enerous blood, with but little water

in its composition, and plenty of honest

old wine, not such as Boniface and his

wife draw for their customers; may

they and all their race, their fathers

before them, and their sons and daugh

ters after them, find nothing better to

quench their thirst with, in secula se

culorum !

There was wine in the laugh — I

knew it; it sounded in my ears fike the

merry peals of Sir Toby and Sir Andrew,

those gay old cocks of Illyria, turning

dull day into jocund night, in the halls

of their cousin the countess, while the

buxom Maria, pink of maidens, pattern

of good girls, filled their goblets under

the rose, and that puritanical time

serving Malvolio was bid to “go shake

his ears.”

The otto of brimstone was agreeably

qualified by the perfume of the grape;

what particular bouquet it was I know

not; but if you have ever met with Wi

noso's map of the world, designed for

the use of topers, you must have ob

served how often the sacred vine is

cultivated to the utmost edge of the

volcanos, just where a poor devil com

ing up for a holyday by that conveni

ent route, would be most likely to stop

for a few moments, and cool his lips

with a glass.

But he had actually a flask in one

hand, when he made his bow, so there

could be no mistake about it; in the

other he held a pen. “Hal” I exclaim.

ed, “now I know whoyour demonship is

to a dead certainty"—for I had read in

the books of the Tuscan antiquarians

of that god of the old Etrurians, who

patronised both literature and the bot

tle; indeed, I had seen his picture on

their graceful vases, the sparkling glass

inspiring the pen, and the grateful pen

magnifying the glass, in return. Ifyou

are one of Malvolio's kindred, and tell

me the pen could find better employ

ment, what malediction shall I pro

nounce upon you? May your Mºjº:

come from the promontory that Diaz

first saw, andº de Gama first

doubled; may your decanters dwindle

into cruets, and your glasses turn to

thimbles in your hands !

But where had he been that he

laughed so immoderately, as few laugh

now in those squeamish days on which

we have fallen— as few, indeed, have

laughed since the times when one philo

sopher made laughing his profession,

and another died in a fit of it; at least,

since Rabelais, shook in his “easy

chair,” or the learned wit of Rotter

dam composed hisColloquia. The truth

at last came out.

He had been attending the Peace

Congress in the capital of the cannie

Scots | Hinc illae lachrymae – for he

laughed till he wept with laughter, and

held his ribs, and laughed and roared,

and roared and laughed again, till the

very tip of his tail quivered with mirth.

“So you saw and heard the illus

trious Bright and Cobden 2" I re

marked, when the paroxysm had a

little subsided.

We then fell to recalling, alternis

versibus, the most ludicrous occur

rences in all the records of fact and

fiction, from the dawn of time down

wards, just as they happened to recur

to the memory without effort or pump

1ng.

“Vulcan playing Ganymede,” said

I, “when even the ceremony of a state

banquet and the presence of the dii

majores themselves could not restrain

the gaiety of the assembled celes

tials.”

“There was prodigious laughing,”

said he, “at the wedding of Venus

and Anchises.”

“Not so much,” said I, “as when

Mars was caught in the net.”

-
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“Or got the stab from Diomede in

the midrift, and scampered from the

field roaring louder than ten thousand

bulls, or a regiment of Stentors.”

“What think you of Hercules at

the spinning-jenny, and Omphale in
the lion's skin?”

“It must have been still rarer fun,”

said he, “to have seen half-a-dozen

Homers composing one Iliad;—nobody

ever saw that but a German.”

“Or when Democritus theorised

to his guests on the causes of sweet cu

cumbers, and his maid knocked it all

on the head by confessing that the

cucumbers had been put in a jar of

honey. Everybodylaughed loudenough

that day except the laughing philoso

pher himself.”

“Or when that imperial wag, Tibe

rius, offered the tardy envoys from the

Troad his condolence on the death of

Hector. How sheepish the envoys

must have looked, and how the cour

tiers and sycophants must have shaken

their sides!”

“Or when that unparalleled scoun

drel, George of Cappodocia, was ca

nonised ſ”

“Or when Thomas Aquinas, in a fit

of absence, finished the lamprey that

was intended for the King, and cried,

* Consummatum est 1” ”

“What say you,” said I, jumping

over centuries, to come to the comedy

of our own times—“what say you to

the Ladies' Colleges, to our Mistresses

of Arts, and Doctoresses in every fa

culty 2”

“What say you,” said he, “to the

divinity of Joe Smith 2"

My next thought was of Convoca

tion, but I kept it to myself, for a sub

stantial reason I had, and proposed

instead the Synod of Thurles, as

“more matter for a May morning.”

Now was it not very significant?

My spiritual friend could see no laugh

ing matter in the business I alluded

to; and, unable to hide the cloven foot,

was evidently offended with me for

making light of it; so I drew in my

horns incontinently, and proposed in

stead, “THE VIENNA CoNFERENCE,”

which succeeded in tickling his fancy,

and made him quickly forget the wound

I had given his feelings.

“Ridiculous, no doubt,” said he ;

“ridiculous enough in all conscience;

but the Conference I am just come

from witnessing as far exceeds all

other ridiculous things as Grimaldi

excelled all other clowns, or Quixote

all other knights-errant.

“Every man rides his hobby,” quoth

I

“But those gentlemen ride a pair

of them,” said he.

I presume he meant Peace and Ar

bitration.

“They can drive tandem,” said I;

“ or jump from one to the other as

they do at Astley's.”

“Why don't they ride to Peters

burgh 2" he begged to know.

“If I had been at the Conference,

as it seems you were,” I replied, “I

should have put that very question.”

“And if you had, they would have

flung you out of the window,” re

turned he, “for I never saw, in all

my experience of knaves and fools,

such an intolerant, pugnacious set

of fellows as those apostles and preach

ers of peace. Fortunately for myself,

I had no bones to be broken. They

laid their olive branches about them

lustily at Edinburgh, particularly

Friend Bright and his broad-brimmed

brethren. I would sooner face Hector

of Troy than a Quaker carrying a flag

of truce.”

“Bright is the boy,” said I, “would

knock you down with the flag-staff.”

“But to return to the subject of hob

bies,” he rejoined, “everybody knows,

I presume, that the hobby is properly

a species of the genus horse, though

Buffon has unaccountably left them out

of his zoological garden.”

“The hobby,” said I, “was a small

horse, indigenous to my own native

country, though we don't plume our

selves on riding it a bit better than our

neighbours. We had a name for the

rider, too, borrowed from the beast—

we called him a hobbler; and me

thinks it would not be amiss to revive

the word.”

“But perhaps you never heard,”

continued he, “that there exists a ter

ritory, such as those we lately visited

together, where all the hobbies that

were ever mounted, and all the riders

—or hobblers, as you propose to call

them—of both sexes that ever trotted,

cantered, pranced, or galloped on hob

by-back, are to be seen collected toge

ther in a sort of visionary existence,

or merry reflection of the real world.”

“A kind of spiritual Pampas ?" I

said.

“Well,” said he, “Hobby-Land is

just such a country as you mention,
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allowing for the difference between the

hobby and the common horse, and be

tween substance and shadow.”

“Hobby-Land " I repeated, the

name sounded so pleasant. “Permit

me to take a note of its latitude and

longitude; for the deuce take me if I

don't pay it a visit next Easter re

cess.”

“You shall go with me there this

very blessed starry night,” said the

fiend, or Etrurian god, or whatever he

was. “Nay, I purpose to pay Utopia

a flying visit also ; and if we can com

pass it in the same half-hour, why

should we not take a peep at the No

bodies—a people well worth knowing,
who inhabit the island of Nowhere?

The whole will not take us longer than

it took the prophet to travel from

Mecca to Jerusalem ; thence to the

seventh heaven, within two bow-shots

of the throne ; back to Jerusalem

again, and from thence home to Mec

ca, where he arrived, as you very well

know, before his bed was cold, or the

itcher was empty, which he overset in

}. haste to begin the journey.”

It was impossible to help mentally

contrasting my situation with Maho

met's, who had a good angel to conduct

him, and one of no less mark than

Gabriel; but then I was not Mahomet

—there was the difference; so to go

being inevitable, I resolved to do it

with a good grace, putting the best face

on it, and my best leg foremost, as the

saying is.

“Ah, tempter 1" I cried, “you come

of a race of seducers; our mothers have

told us what you did in their days;—

no more— lead on — I follow.” In

fact, I was much in the situation of

Launcelot Gobbo.

“Budge,” said the fiend.

“Budge not,” said conscience.

The fiend carried it hollow with me,

as with Launcelot.

“ En route, then,” cried he.

“Allons,” quoth I, just to show him

that I was as apt a French scholar as

himself.

This time we were not mounted as

we had been before ; my companion

had two pair of wings in his pouch,

with one of which he kindly accom

modated me. We struck out together

into the blue fields of air, threw the

invisible billows aside with lusty si

news, and stemmed them with hearts

of controversy. My sensations during

this entirely novel exercise are altoge

ther indescribable. All I can say is,

that I felt curiously like a bird, and ex

perienced what I can imagine to be the

emotions of a soaring eagle. I was

able to look the sun straight in the

face, and felt as if it would have been

no great exploit to snap up a young

º, or carry a thunderbolt in my

Ill.

“Wings,” said I, “are glorious ap

pendages of an intelligent being.”

“It was poor economy,” said he,

with his characteristic levity; “not to

have provided your race with them.”

“Pardon me,” I made bold to an

swer; “we were neither intended for

angels nor birds.”

He was silenced by the remark, sim

ple as it was, and never spoke again

until we reached the uttermost verge of

creation, and, looking back over our

shoulders, like Lot's wife, saw the sun

about half the size of the pole-star.

We flew right between Saturn and his

ring. Those are things to be seen, be

lieve me, or you may abandon all hope

of forming any accurate conception of

them; as to trustworthy description, it

would be the utmost folly to attempt

it. The same is true of the ...

ing belts that encircle the planet Jupi

ter. Imagine a great globe swathed

with inconceivable bandages, in a man

ner which no language can convey the

slightest notion of it—do you now

understand? Clearer I cannot make it.

Away we sailed through a wilder

ness of worlds, until we looked back on

the zodiac, as we did before on the sun,

and saw the convex side of that magni

ficent girdle, broidered all over with

blazing signs and wonders. Onward

still, until we saw looming, or rather

flaming in the distance, the form of a

winged horse, delineated as it were

with stars, just as thesame figure might

be wrought with spangles on silk or

muslin. I easily recognised the superb

constellation Pegasus.

“Hail, king of hobbies!" cried my

cicerone; and soon explained that we

were now arrived at the frontier of the

region we were bound for. In fact, we

were already in view of the poet's hob

by; and a most noble and high-mettled

steed it seemed to be, though its back

was hardly broad enough for the multi

tudes of equestrians of both sexes, who

either rode or aspired to ride it. They

clung to every part of the animal,

clustered like bees in the mane, hung

by his tail, and held on by his fetlocks.
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We observed some of the rhymers and

organ-grinders of ourown acquaintance

clambering up his sides, mistaking his

neighings, which were all in disdain, for

signs of favour and encouragement.

Indeed, while we were looking on, two

of the most forward of our modernbard

lings were left sprawling on their backs;

one whose name I have already for

gotten, had the folly to pat the immor

tal beast, as a girl might her favourite

W. the other was the enterprising

Warren, whom nothing would serve

but to warble a stanza of his own “Lily

and Bee,” while his foot was in the

stirrup—why, the steadiest, best-tem

pered steed that ever carried man,

demigod, or devil, could not have stood .

it. The fall he got would have been

fatal, if he had not providentially fallen

on his head, which, owing to the ma

terials of which it was composed, was

invulnerable as the heel of Achilles.

Pressing forward into the interior, I

was, indeed, strongly reminded of the

vast herds of wild horses described by

the travellers who have traversed the

Pampas.

, , “Pity,” said I, “we are not pro

vided with lassos |"

“Think you I set out for Hobby

Land without them 7" said the fiend,

producing as he spoke a brace of lassos

from the same pouch which had con

tained the wings.

The spectacle was the drollest that

the eye ever rejoiced in. Far as the

sight could reach, the vast spectral

plain or aerial prairie was covered with

equestrians, gentle and simple, male

and female, old and young, pleasing

and repulsive, of all nations, languages

and ages of the world; in truth, it

was a mob, in which it was very difficult

at first to identify or distinguish any

particular figure. My own grand

father rode up close to my elbow on

that pretty hobby of his, with whose

singular pranks I had been so often

diverted, and I did not at first recog

nise the old gentleman. After some

time, I found that almost all my rela

tions and friends were trotting about

in one part of the field or another; and

what made the sight more entertaining

was this, that in the majority of cases

the hobbies were precisely the objects

or fancies which the riders had made

themselves remarkable or ridiculous for

carressing in the world of fact. Thus

my grandsire had not long passed when

upcamemygrandmother, on a thorough

bred tortoise-shell cat; and not far be

hind her was a lady of the present ge

neration, mounted on a Cochin-China

cock, which was, indeed, so pleasant a

vision that my friend of the pen and

bottle went off again into one of his

immoderate fits of laughter. Indeed,

the number who rode the same species

of fashionable fowl was very consider

able, though some did not confine

themselves to a single bird, but rode

two or three at a time, as they do in

the circus. , I also recognised several

fair equestrians on macaws, parrots,

Italian greyhounds, squirrels, and even

little pigs, and not a few upon high

mettled monkeys, whose caprioles and

sprightly curvets would have overset

avity itself. These were generally

in little groups or parties, and there

seemed to have been made a sort of

special ride for them, a kind of Rotten

row, or a tolerable representation of it.

The last I observed was a lady whom I

very well knew, on a prancing Skye

terrier. She rode it, I am bound to

say, with inimitable grace and spirit,

and made it show its paces to perfec

tion; but I soon lost sight of her in a

cloud of her followers, still more oddly

mounted, for they were not upon any

sort of animal, but some upon bulbous

roots (Dutch tulips, in all probability),

some upon innocent hobbies of Bohe

mian glass and Sèvres porcelain; while

a bevy of at least a hundred dames were

hobbling away upon cracked old china

teapots.

A race, which came off between two

dowagers, mounted on these grotesque

and fragile hobbies (the prize being a

Nankin jug, without a handle or a

nose), was the occasion of indescrib

able merriment, even to the crowd of

equestrians themselves, occupied as

they were with their own private

pranks and performances. Indeed, I

remarked in general that nothing seem

ed ever to distract the attention ofany

bodyin Hobby-Landfrom his own little

special capriccio, but his ineffable con

tempt for that of his neighbour, or his

keen enjoyment of his friends' follies.

The ladies who rode the monkeys

laughed immoderately at those on the

tulip roots; who, in their turn, despised

from the bottom of their hearts their

companions on the backs of thepoultry;

while the latterlooked positively indig

nant at the dowagers perched on the

teapots, as they careered by them in

the heat of the chase.
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But the women, believe me, occu

pied no more than their fair proportion

of the field; the other sex were quite as

numerous, and as variously and oddly

mounted. Indeed, the “mentis gratis

simus error" (no bad Latin for hobby)

was even more pronounced in the mas

culine than in the feminine gender.

My attention was next called to a

regiment of pedagogues of the old

school, most of them in clerical garb,

and awfully wigged, riding cock-horse

their own rods and ferules; their colo

nel was the celebrated Busby, on what

was neither more nor less than an

enorinous broom—a small forest in it

self. They were followed at some dis

tance by a female troop of the same pro

fession similarly mounted, their formid

able airs and attitudes reminding one

of the Amazons of ancient days, or the

King of Dahomey's female guards, in

our own times. Some of the keenest

of the schoolmistresses were in chase

of a few innocent little truants, mount

ed on the regular wooden hobby-horses

of our toy-shops, and hard enough was

it for them to escape the hunters, by

going at the pace the French call

ventre-à-terre.

The spectacle seemed to improve in

singularity every moment. Saints and

angels l what were these now coming

towards us? There seemed to be no

difference between rider and horse—it

was cavalry on cavalry, or rather dra

goon upon dragoon; in fact, as they

came nearer, we found this was actu

ally the case—it was impossible to dis

criminate the steed from the horseman,

or the horseman from the steed. I was

utterly lost in amazement, and turned

bewildered to my companion for an

explanation.

“Simple enough,” he replied, after

indulging in another prodigious cachin

nation, well justified truly by the phe

nomenon before us. “Simple enoughl

the miserable caitiffs you see are riding

their own precious selves; these are

the egotists, you must know—the “sui

amantes sine rivali,” the self-admirers,

self-lovers — self-idolaters, in short;

each is his own hobby. Not a person

in that immense cavalry regiment but

flatters himself that he is mounted

upon nothing less than one of the

horses of the Sun. Each sees plainly

enough what despicable hacks the rest

are astride on, but thinks his own

beast the most delicate bit of horse

flesh in the world.”

“That is very evident,” said I.

“No Arab of the desert ever made

such a pet of his horse as these wretches

do of their beastly, contemptible, ras

cally selves.”

“Yahoo on yahoo,” shouted the

fiend. “See how they stroke their

own backs and pamper their own

stomachs Talk of the extravagance

of maternal affection I Did the silliest

of mothers, in the extremity of fond

ness and very dotage, ever so caress,

fondle, or make so much of a worth

less lout of a son, as these selfish var

lets do of their own proper persons, or

visible impersonations?”

“Observe,” I said, “how they spare

the whip; Sancho or Hudibras was

not more tender to his own cuticle.”

It was a hint to the fiend, who in

stantly commenced heartily slashing

and scourging those nearest to him with

the rope of his lasso, making no dis

tinction between the hobbler and the

hobby—for, indeed, there was none to

make— the former raising as loud a

}. when the latter was hit, as if he

ad felt the rope on his own shoulders.

The lasso soon put the whole lumber

ing troop to flight. It was a relief to the

eye when they were gone; for a more

offensive, as well as ridiculous and

awkward squad, it is impossible for

imagination to conceive. Alas! how

ever, their numbers surpassed belief.

There were enough of them to people

three-quarters of the globe; this being

evidently, of all varieties of the hobby,

the most extensive and the most in

vogue.

Not many minutes later I was ac

tually in some personal danger.

“Fly! fly 1” I called out to my

comrade; “I am observed, I am dis

covered; they will again be the death

of me, as many a time they have been

before.”

There never was a narrower esca

than I had from my old enemies—the

“bores of my acquaintance,” who

were there to a man, organised, I be

lieve, into a sort of guild or corpora

tion, for they were all collected toge

ther, and seemed to be acting in con

cert. There was the hypochondriac

astride on the identical pair of scales

which he was wont to carry in his

pocket, lest he should chance to eat a

grain or scruple more bread at his

breakfast, or beef at his dinner, than

he was allowed by his self-imposed

sanatory regulations. There was my
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Quidnunc flying all abroad upon a pair

of wings formed of the broad sheets of

The Times newspaper, and bawling

the latest scrap of news from Constan

tinople. There was my literary tor

ment bestraddling a long roll ofMSS.,

which he would certainly have inflicted

on me, had he overtaken me. There was

the naturalist, also, on his entomologi

cal hobby, no other than a mighty flea

(as huge as that which Panurge wore

in his ear-ring), with a proboscis like

that of a young elephant. The whole

corps of Fächeux were upon me, ani

mated with their original malignity—

doubtless, not a little increased by their

rage at the exposure I was so rash as

to make of some of them in these very

columns, many a fair moon since.

Narrow, indeed, was my escape

from them. An escape it was, truly–

not from one death, but from a thou

sand. When I was recovered from my

fright, we were in a somewhat more

retired and quiet corner of the region.

My guide called my attention to a

figure in a naval unform, who was ma

naging, with no great address, some

thing on which he was seated astride,

with a conceited, assuming air, obvi

ously anxious to concentrate the atten

tion of all the row upon himself. This

roved to be no other than Captain

W. on his notorious hobby, the

Long Range. At first, the ladies were

thrown into consternation when they

heard he was coming; but they soon

saw that the beast was an innocent

poor creature; and some of them, to

the Captain's great annoyance, caress

ed it as they passed, and even looked

down the animal's throat.

Who should ride by next, but a most

respectable, but unwieldy old gentle

man, whom I knew, the moment I

saw him, to be the venerable Joseph

Hume, upon that well-known Scotch

hack of his, Economy, out of Cheese

paring, by Pennywise, out of Pound

foolish. Corpulent as he was, there

was a Quixotic air about him; and

this was improved by the circumstance

that he was followed by his squire Wil

liams, nicknamed Smollet by the Par

liamentary wags, being a sorry “con

tinuation of Hume.” Close at their

heels was another legislator, who, seen

at a distance, looked like Orson in the

legend, or a moving bush, as if “Bir

nam wood was coming to Dunsinane”

in earnest. But he was soon near

enough to be recognised by any one

who had ever seen him before. I need

hardly say it was the grisly and gallant

Sibthorpe. His lance was in the rest,

and he was in full tilt at the Crystal

Palace, a phantom of which was, no

doubt, standing before him, and ex

citing him to frenzy.

“Now for the lasso,” cried my com

rade; and, in good sooth, it was time

to arrest the Colonel's progress, for he

was dashing right into the Bohemian

glass and the old china, probably tak

ing them for the object of his antipa

thy, or one of its wings.

The loop was flung; and so adroitly,

though invisible, that the Lincoln

knight on his hobby lay sprawling the

next instant, biting the dust like one

of Homer's heroes. Another moment,

and the same dexterous hand pulled

out an enormous pair of shears, and

left the brave Colonel's chin as smooth

as Apollo's. The fiend tossed it into

the air, where it looked exceedingly

like a meteor, as it streamed to the

wind; and was taken by the terrestrial

astronomers for the tail of a comet,

the same which people caught colds

gazing at no later than last September.

I overheard Squire Williams characte

ristically whispering to the knight, his

master, that it was a shame to waste

so much good hair, which would have

stuffed an excellent mattress.

The fate of Sibthorpe was a warn

ing to Mr. Muntz, who was not far off

at the time. The Birmingham hero,

whose bush was quite as tempting, see

ing what befell the Colonel, rode away,

full speed, on his indefatigableCurrency

mag, and was soon out of sight.

resently there “came pricking o'er

the plain,” a form more dignified and

respectable than any I had yet ob

served. My less reverential companion

would again have thrown his lasso ;

but I held his arm, and the gentle

knight passed forward unmolested — a

forbearance which his noble philanthro

py and strain of true chivalry justly

claimed for him. It was Lord Dudley

Stuart on his generous Polish steed.

“Besides,” said I, “we shall, doubt

less, meet with far better game pre

sently. Recollect we have not yet come

up with your Edinburgh jockeys; I

wonder where the deuce they can be.”

“Probably giving chase to Warner,”

said he.

It was even so, as a thundering

sound from afar soon convinced us,

being no other than the din and up
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roar occasioned by Bright on his Bu

cephalus and Cobden on his cob, mak

ing after the Knight of the Long Range,

who fled before them into all corners

of the Pampas.

Certainly there was never a more

magnificent pair of hobbies bred in a

stable than the two enthusiasts, now

* in full gallop, had under

them. The name of Bright's was

Peace; that of Cobden, Arbitration.

Bright, being a disciple of William

Penn, wore a jacket of drab, and, in

stead of the jockey's cap, the broad

brim of his community; such a turn-out

as was never seen on the turf before.

Sir Cobden was cased in printed calico

—the costume, no doubt, of the days of

the League.

“Fine animals,” quoth I, as they

came near (meaning the hobbies, I en

treat you to understand).

“Chargers, you observe,” said the

fiend; “regular war-horses—particu

larly Friend Bright's, who richly de

serves to be read out of meeting.”

“And pray remark,” I rejoined,

“how much more noise their hobbies

make than the Captain's, who is a man

of war by profession, and rides that

huge piece of ordnance.”

“They make a d-l of a clatter be

tween them,” saiti he ; “there was

never heard the like since the ghost

of Guido Cavalcanti pursued the spec

tre-maid with his hell-dogs, in the pine

forests of Ravenna.”

“Hold,” I exclaimed, interrupting

him; “they will overtake poor War

ner, if you are not expeditious; and

assuredly he will be torn to pieces, or

they will annihilate him with their olive

cudgels.”

“Which will you have 2" cried he.

“Friend Bright, by all means.”

The lasso flew. You never saw an

experter cast; it would have charmed

poor Basil Hall, or Mayne Reid, who

understands this sort of thing per

ſectly.

Cobden made his escape ; Bright

rolled in the dust at our feet, bellow

ing like a bull of Basan. The fiend

gave me the hobby to hold; but the

creature was so vicious, notwithstand

ing his gentle name, and made such

attempts to kick my shins, that I had

a great mind to let him go. However,

I managed to hold him for a few mi

nutes — long enough to give my com

anion time to thrash his master with

is own olive branch, which he did

most lustily, dusting his drab jacket, to

the infinite joy of men and angels.

You have no notion what a deal of

thrashing a shadow will bear without

being much the worse for it five mi

nutes after. This done, my compa

nion took the rope of his lasso and se–

cured the crest-fallen Quaker Mazep

pa-wise on the back of his charger;

then administering a sound kick to the

latter, a parte post, he dismissed the

horse and the rider with more execra

tions than ever Lear poured on his

daughters.

“Perhaps theº devil is sincere,

after all,” I could not help saying,

feeling some little twinge of commise

ration for the unlucky preacher of

Ce.

“If he is sincere,” said my friend,

sharply, “he is only the more mis

chievous, and better deserves what

he has got; but the deuce a grain

of sincerity, there is in him, any

more than in his brother who has

escaped. The lads are as hollow as a

pair of kettle-drums, or they would

never make the infernal noise they do

in the world.”

Charity was not to be expected from

his lips: so I let his intolerant opinions

pass unrebuked.

“We have outstaid our time,” said

I; “let us wing our way back to

earth.”

“And reserve the Utopians and No

bodies for another flight? Agreed I"

Crossing the borders again, I saw

one or two hobbies of elder times.

There was Ulysses cocked on the

wooden horse—Diogenes astride on his

tub — Socrates on the back of his de

mon ; and, coming down to the middle

ages, the very last object of curiosity

that engaged our attention was no less

a personage than Mahomet himself,

scudding through the air on that mys

terious animal, Borak, the identical

beast that carried him to Jerusalem on

that ever-memorable night of which we

were speaking just now.

We must have made quite as good

dispatch as the Prophet of Araby; for

I had just directed a billet-doux to

Corinna before I started, and when I

returned, the ink was not yet dry with

which I had written her laureled

Ilalne. -
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THE DREAM OF RAWAN-A MYSTERY.

PART III.-Triº KAMATUR RAKSHAs AND THE supranatural wr: Apoxs.

WHEN Ravan mentioned the name of

the Kamatur Rakshas, a smile full of

meaning passed round the assembly.

KAMATUR signifies “sick with love;"

or “madly in love;” and since his

hallucination about Sita, the epithet of

Kamatur Rakshas, or “the love-sick

Titan,” had been stealthily applied to

himself in all the gossiping coteries

that formed round the Court of Lanka.

For then, as now, though subjects

would fight loyally, and die bravely

for their monarch, they would freely

canvass his faults. Indeed, the nick

name was first tauntingly given him

by his own virtuous brother, Bibbi

shana, who, though most devotedly

attached to his person and his govern

ment, never ceased to protest against

his injustice in detaining Sita, and to

warn him of the fatal results of perse

vering in such a course. But there

was another reason for the furtive mer

riment. Among the auditors of the

dream, standing in his place among

the ancient Senapatis, or military

chiefs, was the genuine Kamatur Rak

shas himself, to whom Ravan's narra

tive alluded. He was the oldest friend

and companion of the Titan king, and

was a general favourite at the Rak

shas' court; but of so humorous a

turn of mind, and so eccentric in his

conduct, that the mere introduction of

a name so constantly associated with

fun, into a recital so sombre, and al

most tragic in its general character,

produced a contrast of ideas that was

too violent for the gravity of the as

sembly. The original name of this

Titan was Kopa-dana, a title indica

tive of the combination in his character

of anger and generosity; but, since he

had held the government of the pearl

fisheries, it had been changed to Ka

matur. For while exercising this go

vernment he had once entertained, for

some months, a group of beautiful

Apsaras, those celestial nymphs that

dance like mists upon the sunbeams—

whose virtue was equal to their beauty

—and became passionately attached to

one of the number, named Ramaniya,"

or the “Charmer.” His love, how

ever, was as chivalric as it was ardent;

and, not being returned by the fair ob

ject of his passion, except by a grate

ful friendship, he limited the expres

sion of his passion to keeping vigil at

night (in full armour) outside the

tower in which Itamaniya's chamber

was situated, and driving away all the

Yakshas and Pishachas that infested

the neighbourhood, with the intention

of carrying off the beauty.

One of the remarkable peculiarities

about the Kamatur Rakshas was his

(apparent) love for the brute creation.

He collected together all the animals

and birds of every description that he

could lay his handson—fed them sump

tuously, erected extensive Pashu-shalas

(the same as the modern Pinjura-purs,

or animal hospitals of Surat and Bom

bay) for their accommodation, and

passed a great part of his time in their

company; so that he was as well

known and beloved among the deer,

wild boars, sheep, kids, peacocks, he

rons, doves, &c., as a Buddhist priest

or a Muni living in forest hermitage.

A friar, indeed, of the Buddhist order

actually assisted him in these benefi

cent ministrations to the animals and

birds; but, strange to say, all this at

tachment was, on his part, wholly de

ceptive. One after another, he slaugh

tered and feasted on his favourites, not

only without remorse, but with a cruel

zest that betrayed the latent Titan.

The true solution of the inconsistency

was this: He was a firm believer in

the metempsychosis. But on this ge

neral doctrine he had engrafted atheory

of his own, that the happiness of the

wandering soul, after each emigration,

depended on its condition (happy or

otherwise) at the moment of making

* RAMANA signifies, in Sanscrit, a husband, a lover, a sporter, player, tumbler. RAMANI,

a wife, sweetheart, agreeable woman, female player, dancer; from the root RAM, to sport.

There can be no doubt this is the true origin of the term Romani, by which the Gypsies

designate both a Gypsy and a husband. Their language, with a great portion of modern

Hindu dialects, contains many words of pure Sanscrit, such as SHAKA (vegetable); KAsHTA

(wood), &c.
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its exit from one sphere of living being

into another. So that the greatest

possible mercy that could be shown to

any animal was to cut it off when it

was in the full flush of good feeding,

and rolling in clover. The misery in

which old and diseased animals linger

out a wretched existence in the Pinjara

purs, or animal hospitals, had probabl

suggested this theory, and certainly af.

forded it no small justification. But

it was found also to harmonise admi

rably with a very proper Titanic re

lish for good fat saddles of gram-fed

mutton, haunches of venison, and

boars roasted whole.

Another peculiarity was his power of

using the “Mohan-Astra,” and the

delight which he took in it. The As

tras are, as we may inform our readers,

a kind of weapons that one constantly

meets in the ancient Hindu legends,

and which at first are very puzzling.

They sometimes have a palpable shape,

and from their effects in burning the

enemy, &c., we are led to imagine,

that they are nothing but rockets or

shells, and that the ancient Hindus

were well acquainted with the use of

gunpowder. But a further acquain.

tance corrects this idea. We find the

operator folding his arms on the field

of battle, and, by mere inward medi

tation, despatching the Astra, which

List of Astras, or superNATURAL weAPons,

FOR HIs COMBAT WITH THE TITANs.WAMITRA TO RAMA,

is to arrest or consume the hostile

army. We find such elemental Astras

as “Wet Thunderbolt,” “Dry Thun

derbolt,” “Rain Astra,” “Drought

Astra,” “Frost Astra;” such spiritual

Astras as “Fascination,” “Allure

ment,” “Maddening,” or “Intoxica

tion,” “Trembling" or “Panic;"

such physiological Astras as “Over

powering with Sleep,” “Quieting,”

and “Paralysing;" and we are forced

ultimately to conclude, that the whole

armoury is spiritual, and is to be inter

preted by three analogies in the Eu

ropean sphere of thought and experi

ence—namely, magic, mesmerism, and

the modern electro-biology. We sub

join here a curious list of these wea

pons, taken from the Ramayana. The

manuscripts vary a good deal: even

the printed editions of Schlegel and

Gorresio differ somewhat as to the

order, the number, and the names of

the Astras. There is, however, a suf

ficient agreement, on the whole. Gor

resio's edition, the typography of which

is beautiful, but in which the text is,

in general, less carefully and correctly

edited than Schlegel's, contains the

fuller list of the two. We have con

structed the subjoined catalogue of the

º armoury from a comparison of

oth :-

DELIVERED BY the sace wish

namayana-Aldi-KANDA-sanºA. xxix.-E.P. scriº.Reel-xxx. Ed. GortResio.

The ‘Bramh Astra;' terrible to the three collected worlds.

The Astra, or Discus of “Judgment;' which causes the extermination of the people.

The Astra, or Discus, of Dharma (nemesis)—like fate itself.

The irresistible Astra, or Discus, of Fate.

The etherial Discus of Vishnu; the cruel Discus of Indra.

The ‘Thunderbolt,' hard to resist; the excellent “Trident of Shiva.'

The terrible “Bramhan's Head;’ the “arrow-resembling' Astra.

The ‘Bramhanical Astra, incomparable; the ‘Shankar-Astra,’ with flaming mouth.

The two beautiful clubs, Modaki and Shikara.

The iron-headed club of Vishnu-Kaumodaki.

The “Noose of Law,’ and the ‘Noose of Fate.’

The most wonderful ‘Noose of Varuna' (God of the water).

The two Thunderbolts of Indra, “Dry' and ‘Wet.’

The Astra of the Trident-bearer, and the ‘Narayan-Astra.'

The fiery Astra, called “Point,’ and the windy Astra, called ‘Whirl-about.'

The Astras “Pounding to Atoms,’ ‘Shaking to Pieces,’ and ‘Tearing asunder of Enemies.”

The ‘Horse's head'Astra; the “Hammer,’ the ‘Heron's beak.'

The two-powers (or spears), ‘Not sped in vain,' and ‘Victorious.”

The terrible ‘Skeleton Pestle,' the ‘Bracelet of Skulls,' and the ‘Tinkling Waist-Chain o

Rattling Bones,' worn by the Titans.

The great Astra, called ‘the Delighting' of the Vidhyadharas

(Who ascend to heaven by holding a magical pill in their mouths).

The '..." into deep sleep’ Astra, the ‘Thoroughly quieting,' and the ‘Paralysing"

tras.

The ‘Solar' Astra, the ‘Rain,' and the “Drought’ Astras.
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The ‘Burning-up ' and the “Smearing-over’ Astras.

The “Allurement' and the ‘Maddening "Astras, dear to Cupid.

The cherished Astra of the Gandharvas, called “MoHANA,' or ‘Fascination.' -

The Sura Astra, which steals away lustre and beauty; the ‘Blasting of enemies.’

The ‘Paishacha,’ or Devil's Astra; called “Red-flesh-eater.'

The “Kubera' Astra (for showering gold).

º 4.

The ‘Rakshas,' or Titan Astra, which destroyeth the fortune, the courage, and life ºf wº . . . *

foes. * !

The “Fainting’ Astra, the ‘Whipping,' the ‘Trembling,' the “Drawing along of Enemies."º

The ‘Diluvial'Astra, the ‘Whirlpool,' the “Paviour.” -

The “Truth" and the ‘Lying 'Astras; the Astra of ‘Maha-Maya,’ or “Great magical illu

sion.'

The ‘Heroism 'Astra; the ‘Splendour,’ the “Abstraction of others' splendour."

The “Moon' and the ‘Frost' Astras; the ‘Twashtra,' or ‘Chaos-demon’Astra, powerful to

enemies.

The invincible “Smiting ' Astra; the 'Daitya,” the ‘Danava’ Astras.

And the ‘Cold-pointed arrow ;' the peculiar Astra of man.

The purely spiritual nature of these

weapons, that they are summoned and

embodied by magical incantation, dwell

in the mind alone, and perform their

service by inward volition, or mental

summons, is evident from the follow

ing passage, which succeeds the enu

meration of the Astras:—

Then, turning with his face to the east, and purified, the eminent Muni

Gave unto Rama, well pleased, the incomparable assemblage of Astras;

The apprehension of which is hard to the gods themselves.

Those Astras, then, well pleased, to Rama he orally delivered,

While the Muni, muttering, repeated the whole collection of Mantras (or spells),

The Astras appeared in embodied shape, and stood in attendance upon the Prince.

And all those Astras, rejoicing, to Rama said, with hands submissively joined,

“Here we are, most generous Raghaval Thy servants are we–command us.”

Rama, accepting them graciously, and touching them with his hand,t

He thus commanded them all—“Dwell, YE witHIN MY MIND;

AND, BEING REMEMBERED, serve ME.”

When, by a mere volition and word

spoken, the professor of biology makes

his victim not only believe that it

freezes, but actually shiver with cold

in the midst of summer, he merely

launches the “Frost Astra” at him

from his mind. When he forces him

to take shelter under the table from

the pelting of the pitiless storm, it is

“Wet Thunderbolt” and the “Rain

Astra.” When he causes him to feel

the taste of wine from a draught of

pure water, and to reel and stagger
from its effects, it is the “Intoxication

Astra.” When he nails his foot to the

floor with a word, or shuts his eyes so

that he cannot open them, it is the

“Paralysing Astra.”

The “casting into deep sleep,” the

“thoroughly quieting," and the “Pa

ralysing Astras” have their co-rela

tives in mesmerism, also, to which

biology evidently bears some relation.

In the “burning,” “whipping,”

“pounding to atoms,” “shaking to

pieces,” and other Astras of physical

torture, we are reminded of the plagues

with which the magician, Prospero,

threatens to visit the refractory Cali

ban, , according to the well-known

practice of his profession. The Astras

of “allurement,” “fascination,” “be

witching,” “maddening with love,”

are amongst the recognised powers of

magic ; love itself being, indeed, an

admitted magical and mesmeric power,

acting through the eyes. The power

of affecting #. BRAIN through the optic

nerve, by fixing the eye on one point,

if luminous so much the better, to

which the biologist resorts, and which

is only another form of Mr. Braid's

HYPNoTIsING, and of Jacob Behmen's

looking into the bright tin dish to bring

on ecstacy has been exercised, time

out of mind, by the ecstatic schools of

India: many of the Yogis, 3.5
the advice of Krishna, in the Gita, an

gazing downward on the tips of their

own noses, while others squint upwards

at the corner of their eyebrows. But

this is a very different matter from the

* Or “Intoxication.",

t Schlegel renders it—"taking them each by the hand"—Singulos manu prehendens.
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“fascination” produced by two eyes

looking intently and immovably into

other two eyes of a different sex, and

in which the soul itself is affected.

Upon the very natural employment,

and the result of this process in love

making, we need not dwell. But the

modern adoption ofthis very method to

induce the mesmeric sleep is more

curious, and shows that there is an

undoubted relation, which it would be

worth while to understand, between

magic, mesmerism, fascination, and

love. What renders the adoption of

this mode of mesmerism by the fascina

tion of the eye more curious, is, that

we find this also mentioned as having

been practised in India, more than two

thousand years ago, for the purpose of

fascinating and paralysing a woman;

and, singular to say, in order to pre
serve her from the counter fascinations

of a lover.

A disciple named Vipula, left, in

solemn charge of his master's beautiful

wife, and finding her inclined to give

too great heed to the compliments and

flattery of a celestial visitor, who comes

F.". in all his plumery during

er husband's absence from his her

mitage, mesmerises and paralyses her

powers so completely that shecanneither

speak nor move, by looking steadily

into her two eyes. The story is given

in the Mahabharata in the Anushasana

Parva, Adhyaya XL., and is one of

the greatest curiosities in the whole

circle of Hindu literature. What is

not a little singular, although the

method adopted by Vipula, and the

effects produced upon the woman, cor

respond exactly with those of mesmer

ism, the theory is quite different, and

peculiarly Hindu. It is this, that the

spirit or intelligence of Vipula, for

sakes his own frame, and enters that

of the woman through the eyes and

mouth; his own body remaining, as it

were, inanimate the while. Here is

the story—It is only necessary to state

that Shakra is another name for Indra;

the Jupiter Pluvius and Tonans of the

old elemental Hindu Pantheon, but a

very secondary deity—a mere angel of

thunder and rain, in that form of Hin

duism which superseded the Vedic,

and has now reigned, with some modi

fications, for nearly three thousand

years. He is as great a rake as

Qlympian Jove, whose prototype, in

deed, in this respect, he is; but is more

consistently represented as a beautiful

celestial youth—a Giovanni descended

from Swarga. . He is the discomfited

lover in the tale.

Vipula, the ascetic Muni, mesmerises his Preceptor's Wife (Ruchi), in order to

prevent her from giving heed to the fine speeches of Indra, or Shakra.

That Vipula, mighty ascetic, seatED NEAR his Preceptor's wife,

FAscINATED, with all his might, the beautiful woman seATED BEFoRE HIM.

WITH HIs Two EYEs Upox HER Two EYES, RAYs UNITING witH RAYs,

Vipula entered her body, even as the wind pervadeth the empty space,

HER sight witH His sight, and HER MoUTH with His MoUTH (pervading.)"

Motionless, then, the Muni remained, like a shadow vanishing inward:

Then Vipula, taking under his own control the body of his Preceptor's wife,

Abode therein, intent upon keeping her safe; but she was Not Awake of HIS PRESENCE.

He guarded her all the time, O King, his Preceptor remained away;

Till the mighty of spirit, having accomplished his sacrifice, home returned.

XLL.

Once about then, the Lord of the Devas, assuming a body of heavenly form,

Thinking “now is the time for me," that hermitage approached.

Making his beauty beyond compare, and much to be loved, the lord of mankind,

Becoming most lovely to look upon, entered that hermitage.

There he beheld that body of Vipula Muni seated,

Motionless and with fixed eye, as if to a statue turned

And Ruchi, with beautiful side-long glances, with rounded form, and bosom replete with

milk,

With eyes like the lotus-leaf and large, and a face that shone like the moon at its full.

* These are the very remarkable words of the original:—

Guru-patmim samasino Vipulahasa mahatapaha

Upasinam-anindyangim yatharthe samalobhayat.

Netrabhyam netrayorasya, rashmim sanyojya rashmibhihi,

Vivesha Vipulaha kayam-akasham pavanoyatha,

Lakshanan lakshane naiva, vadanam vadanenacha.



1853.] 677The Dream of Itavan.—Part III.

She, as soon as she looked upon him, desired to rise up precipitate,

At his beauty astonished, and wishing to say to him, “Who art thou?"

BUT THE MATRoN DESIRous of RisiNG UP, BY WIPULA was RESTRAINED;

Bound Down, O King of men, she FELT UNABLE to MovK.

Her the Lord of the Devas addressed, in tender speech, surpassingly sweet—

“Know me, O purely smiling, the Lord of the Devas, come hither on thy account,

Suffering anguish from love, the result of my passion for thee.

That me behold in thy presence—O haste! the time is passing away."

That Shakra, as he addressed her thus, the Muni Vipula heard;

Within the body housed of his master's wife, he beheld the Lord of the Devas.

And that unslandered woman, O King, was UNABLE To GET UP :

Nor was she ABLE To UTTER A word, HELD BY WIPULA UNDER contRo1.

THE son of Bhrigu, Looking witHIN THE FRAME of His MASTER's wife.

THE Most LUMINous sage, ABouxDING IN Power, BY YOGA, O soverEIGN, Bound

HER Down;

HE FASTENED Down, BY THE BONDs of Yoga, ALL HER organs of sense.

The husband of Sachi, seeing her void of emotion, again

Addressed her, abashed, O King, As FASCINATED SHE SAT BY THE Power of Yoga.

Then she wished to reply to him—“Come, O come !”

But Vipula CHANGED THAT speech of His MASTER's wife,

And “Pray, Sir, what is the cause of your coming 2" This reply,

Adorning her matron purity, went forth from her moon-like mouth.

But she was abashed, HAvLNG UTTERED THAT speech while UNDER ANOTHER's

contRol;

And the Shaker of Cities, standing there, became perplexed exceedingly.

That King of the Devas, O lord of men, perceiving this her aversion,

The Thousand-eyed One, then giving a glance with his [inward] celestial eye,

Beheld the Muni within her body, visible before him,

Like an image within a mirror, reflected him within the body of his Preceptor's wife;

With terrific mortification armed, the Shaker of Cities beholding,

Then trembled he, Sovereign, greatly alarmed, and dreading his terrible curse:

But, releasing the wife of his ghostly Preceptor, Vipula, glorious ascetic,

Entering his proper body again, thus spoke to the terrified Shakra—

“O slave of thy senses, evil-disposed, sin-breathing Shaker of Cities!

Not long will the gods and men continue to worship thee!

What! Shakra, hast thou forgotten, is it not fixed in thy mind,

That thou by Gautama wert let go, branded all over with marks of shame?

I know thee, the lord of the boyish intellect, and the spirit uncollected:

Fool! this woman by me is guarded—begone as thou camest, mischievous wretch!

Thee let me not, O foolish of spirit, this day consume with my holy radiance.

Feeling compassion, I do not wish, O Vasava, to burn thee.

But if the more terrible Lord of Mind, the Preceptor, see thee sin devising,

He will this day consume thee utterly with an anger-enkindled eye:

And, Shakra, thou oughtest not to act thus again; but shouldest respect the Bramhans.

He, whom the Scripture calleth ‘my son and minister,’ smites with the power of God:

And for that thou goest forward [to sin] confiding in this idea, ‘I am immortal.’

Deware and do not despise ! there is nothing whatever too hard to accomplish by peniten

tial austerities."

Shakra, on hearing this speech of Wipula, mighty in spirit,

Without uttering a single word, abashed, vanished on the spot.

To return, however, from this tale

of fascination to the Astras. Among

the list of these spiritual weapons, one,

it will be observed, is described as pre

eminently the human Astra, and that

is “the cold pointed arrow.” This, it

must be confessed, looks very like the

“cold steel” which was such a favou

rite resource with our illustrious coun

tryman, Lord Gough, and we are al

most tempted to doubt its spirituality.

But some undoubtedly spiritual are of

a very formidable class. We have the

“Smiting" or “Killing" Astra, like

that exercised by the professors of

black magic; the “Trembling" Astra,

which scattered panic among an ene

my; the Astra of “Fainting" or “In

sensibility,” which struck the victim

senseless in a moment—the “blasting

of enemies,” some reminiscence or pre

sentiment of which is expressed in the

language of popular execration among

ourselves.

Then, again, we have a class of gob

lin Astras, which must have operated

terribly upon the imagination, such as

the Devil's Astra, “red flesh-eater,”

and the Rakshas Astra of “ Kankala

Mushala,” which Schlegel translates
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the “bone-breaking pestle"—“horren

dum pistillum ossifragum”—but which

should really be rendered “Skeleton

pestle," which harmonises it com

pletely with its two companions,

“Skull-bracelet” and “Tinkling waist

chain of rattling bones,” such as the

Titans delight to wear.

But there is one spiritual weapon of

a nature more original and more truly

formidable than any power of infliction

which western supernatural art has

hitherto conceived. It is called

“Dharma-pasha,” which, in harmony

with Schlegel, we render the Noose of

LAw !

“Tunc 1 Egrs T. A quºrt M, fatique laqueum invictum.

Varuni quoque laqueum do tibi celebratissinum."

The European magician or witch

may scatter blights, plagues, and pains

from his or her fingers' ends. The

American biologist may subject his

patients to , alternate heat and cold,

drench him in rain, chill him with frost,

and pelt him with hail and thunder.

It was reserved for the subtle and ori

inal genius of Hindu magic to invest

its adept with a power which would

enable him, while sitting at ease in his

own chamber, by a mere effort of his

“ astric" volition, to involve his enemy

in the terrible “Noose of Law," to

make him suffer all the harassing

anxieties and penalties, the delays, the

vexations, the losses, and the tremen

dous costs of an imaginary suit in

Chancery! This was the sublime of

magical revenge.

[Are these Astras, after all, we may

ask parenthetically — real, real, spiri

tual powers, which higher orders of

intelligences than man may and do ex

ercise 2 The word Astra is derived

from the root As, to throw or send

forward—it is a spiritual arrow thrown

or dispatched. there not in this

some analogy to the messengers or

ANGELs of death, plague, judgment,

&c., which we read of in Scripture ?

When we read of the spirit who said,

“I will be a lying spirit in the mouth

of his prophets,” are we not reminded

of the “Lying." Astra? When the

angels smite the persecutors of Lot,

&c., with blindness and delirium, have

we not a power put forth like the As

tras of “senselessness,” and “mad

ness,” and “illusion”? In that most

sublime image of the angel of the Lord

looking out of the pillar, and TRou

BLING THE Host of THE EgyptANs,

have we not a supernatural influence

darted against them resembling the

Astra of “trembling” or “panic”?

Finally, in the angel ofº
before whom the host perished— the

wrath that went roRTH to destroy, do

we not painfully realise the “Astra of

judgment, which causes the extermi

nation of the people” 2. These things

merit grave consideration.]

We now return, after a long but not

wholly unnecessary digression, to the

Kamatur Rakshas:—The Astra which,

in this wild tale, he is represented as

exercising, is that of the Gandharvas,

the “Mohan" or “Fascination.” Astra,

and the occasion and mode of his ex

ercising it are very innocent and amus

ing. The Kamatur had a favourite

story about two giants, called “Amuk"

and “Tamuk,” which, like other ve

teran Senapatis, he was very fond of

relating, as he figured in it consider

ably himself, and he had told it over

and over again so often, that every one

knew it by heart, and was tired of

eternally hearing it. The moment,

therefore, he began with, “I remem

ber one day Amuk saying to Tamuk,”

every one, even his. friend Ravan,

who bore more patiently with him than

any one else, made off as fast as pos

sible. This annoyed the Kamatur;

for the story of Amuk and Tamuk had

now grown to be a necessity of his ex

istence. After thinking some time

over the matter, he mounted his grey

horse, Wayu-bhaksha, or Wind-eater,

and rode over to the Rishi Maricha.

Maricha was an ascetic sage that

dwelt in a hermitage in one of the

southern forests, and divided his time

between the three great pursuits of

Hindu transcendental wisdom. The

first, which we may term summarily

self-conquest, consists again of three

branches—TYAGA, or the renunciation

of the world, and abandonment of all

things; VAIRAGYA, or the attainment

of passionless indifference and disin

terestedness, by the silencing of every

passion and desire; and TAPA, or he

roic self-mortification, by the endu

rance of long-continued, painful pe

nances. The second, contemplation,

also consists of three stages—Yoga, or

the re-uniting of the scattered spirit

by rigid self-restraint, and withdraw

ing it from the windows of the senses

which look upon the external world;

SAMADH1, the mystic inward trance, or

wakening into the spiritual world,

which is the result of this prolong
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ed self-concentration ; and DNYANA,

gnosis, intuitive knowledge, or clair

voyance, the original condition of the

spirit, the restoration of which is the

fruit of the previous discipline.

The third, SIDDH1, or thaumaturgic

wer, is said to consist of eight

ranches; but the different enumera

tions of these, even omitting all the

purely mental ones, such as satisfaction

of mind, freedom from desire, freedom

from grief, &c., and those physical

ones which are negative, such as ex

emption from disease, pain, heat, cold,

the influence of the elements, &c.,

raise the positive thaumaturgic powers

to, at least, thirteen, as may be seen

in the following

LIST of THE SIDDHIs, or supeRNATURAL Powers.

Self nutrition.—Or the power of instant and spontaneous evolution of the juices, producing

nutrition and healthy life without external nutriment.

Rest.—The power of reposing anywhere at any time, and under any conditions.

Equality.—The power of enjoying a tranquil sameness of condition, and life under all circum

stances.

Minuteness.—Or the power of reducing one's self to the smallness of an atom; so as to be

invisible, and penetrate solid bodies.

Magnitude.—Or the power of illimitable self-extension, so as to be able to touch the moon

and stars with your finger.

Buoyancy.—Or the power of divesting yourself of all gravity, so as to walk on the waters,

and rise to the clouds.

Gravity.—Or the power of increasing your weight infinitely, so as to be immovable to any

power of traction.

Rapidity.—Or the power of being in any spot in an instant of time, by mere volition.

Acquisition.—Or the power of obtaining all that one desires.

Metamorphosis.—Or the power of assuming any shape at will.

Subjection.—Or the power of swaying, and holding in subjection the will of others.

Fiat.—Or irresistible will.

Lordship.–Or supremacy and the luminous radiance of celestials.

Maricha was already master of all

these, except the three last. He was

in appearance a Panjara or Cage—

i.e., a mere skeleton, in food a Wayu

baksha, or Wind-eater, in power a

Khe-chara, or Sky-goer. With all his

eminent qualities, he was timid and

scrupulous in religious matters, and

his better judgment often yielded to

his spiritual fears. Thus, when Ravan

first resolved to carry off Sita, he

visited Maricha, and asked him to as

sume the form of a beautiful deer, and

lure Rama and Lakshmana far from

the hermitage where she abode. He

at first refused, but on Ravan threaten

ing to kill him, he complied, and thus

became the accomplice of his crime;

not, however, from the earthly fear of

death, but upon this somewhat selfish

calculation of spiritual profit and loss.

“If, assuming the shape of a golden

deer, I am shot by an arrow from the

bow of the divine Rama, I shall attain

instant emancipation ; shall transcend

for ever this sea of phenomenal illusion,

and never again return to the wretched

sphere of birth and death. If, on the

other hand, I meet death at the sinful

hands of this Titan, my future comings

and goings, my births and deaths into

and out of this illusive world, may be

infinite. I can never hope for escape

from the ocean of Maya.”

He, accordingly, obeyed the behests

of the Titan ; and, becoming a deer

before Rama and Lakshmana, lured

them far from the bower which shel

tered Sita, and thus became an acces

sory in carrying her off.

The Kamatur Rakshas knew both

the thaumaturgic powers and the

timorous character of the Rishi. He

endeavoured, at first, to prevail upon

him, by the most respectful entreaties,

and every blandishment of which he

was master, to grant him the Mohan

Astra or Gandharva's power of fas

cination. The good Rishi, however,

knowing to what evil purposes this

power could be abused, especially in

'itanic hands, was deaf alike to his

entreaties, his flatteries, and his ca

resses. The Kamatur Rakshas saw

there was no hope but from his re

ligious scruples. He ordered the Bud

dhist friar before mentioned, who was

in constant attendance upon him, to

assemble in a green enclosure in front

of the Rishi's hermitage, the whole of

his splendid menagerie.

FIRST came the wilder tribe-the

black boars, fresh from the jungle, and

still half wild—whetting their tusks
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against the trees; the large black

coated bears from the hills, muzzled

and whining; royal tigers, spotted

chitas, small black lions from Katti

war, hyenas and large red wolves; all

chained and guarded.

Next came the gentler races— the

elephants, with their majestic tread,

blowing clouds of fine dust from their

trunks over their backs, to drive away

the insects; the leisurely, long striding

camels, with their noiseless footsteps,

and their heads, expressive at once of

weary endurance, and an inclination

towards revenge ; graceful, slender

coursers from the Yavan lands, beyond

the seas; others of smaller size and

still slenderer make, with silken skins,

and beautifully spotted, from the re

ions of Achin ; little horses from

epaul, not larger than a shepherd's

dog ; square barrel-built ponies from

Pegu ; stout tunnuks from the western

ghauts; vicious tatoos, red, grey, and

iebald, from the Dakshana; the home

y cows, the friends of man, with their

moist noses and odoriferous breath;

the heavy, lazy, slate-blue, mud-loving

buffaloes, with their long, low, pro

truded heads, wide-spreading horns,

and wild-looking eyes; the nilgays,

or, as the name implies, blue cows—

half-cow, half-deer; the sambhars, or

Indian elks; crowds of speckled deer

—some varieties with boars' tusks;

white or spotted kids, with pendants

under their throats like the drops of

an earring, making impossible jumps

sideways; brown mungooses with their

bushy tails, enemies of the serpent

race; jambuks, shrigals, jackals, vran

jari, paria, and other varieties of dogs;

flying squirrels, and black monkeys

with white faces, from the sandal-wood

mountains of Malabar; grey bonkas

and black chapas from one only spot

in the Isle of Palms; and striped

squirrels, called chanis, that love to

sport on the banyan-tree.

With these flocked many varieties of

birds—screaming cranes and herons;

tall, stalking, stupid adjutants; white

paddybirds, contemplating the growing

rice crops as if they were intent on mak

ing a Jamabandi,or revenuesettlement;

high-crested cockatoos, screaming like

angry old women; peacocks trumpeting

and waving their trains of green and

gold to therumble ofthe thunder-clouds;

speckled guinea fowls, with white and

scarlet tippets, ever pursuing each

other, singly or in groups; turle doves,

with their low ringing co-60, bringing

reminiscences of solitude and far-away

valleys; screeching parrots, with blue

or crimson rings round their green or

greyish necks; and lories, with every

colour of the rainbow—of all the fea

thered race the most splendid in the

hues of their plumage, and of all the

most affectionate; fitly selected, there

fore, to carry Kandarpa, the deity of

love.

When Maricha beheld this splendid

collection of animals and birds, he ima

gined the Kamatur Rakshas designed

to make a last trial of his virtue, by

offering it to him as a propitiatory

gift, and steeled himself, accordingly,

for further resistance. No sooner,

however, had all the animals entered

the enclosure, than the Rakshas closed

the gate; and taking his bow in his

hands, and emptying out upon the

round before him all the arrows in

is two quivers (for the warriors of

ancient Ind. carried generally two, one

behind each shoulder), he threatened

Maricha, that, unless he delivered to

him the Mohan Astra, he would in

stantly commence slaughtering all the

creatures before him, and the guilt of

their blood would lie upon his, the

Rishi's head. This blow, unexpected
as it was terrible, was irresistible to

the humane and scrupulous Rishi. He

laid his hand beseechingly on the arm

of the Kamatur Rakshas, entreated

him to forbear his bloody purpose, and

yielded to a request thus cruelly en

forced; stipulating only for a pro

mise, that he would never employ the

Astra for the destruction of life, the

subversion of right, or the injury of

innocence: this he gave j." i

tation. The animals and birds were

then sent back to the park of the Ka

matur Rakshas, under the care of the

Buddhist friar, who had been as much

frightened as Maricha; and the Rishi,

leading the Rakshas into a deep woody

recess at the back of his hermitage,

began delivering to him, with all so

lemnity of form, the coveted Mohan

Astra.

First he taught him the TANTRA, the

magical formula of Act ; this was two

fold. The first branch consisted in

throwing some leaves of the AscLE

PIAs GIGANTEA on a chafing-dish filled

with live embers, till the fumes rose in

a white cloud above their heads. The

second, in pouring from a small vial

some “Sankalp-odaka— i.e., AQUA
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MIRABILIs, or water of magical voli

tion — with which the thaumaturgic

operator must sprinkle both himself

and the party to be fascinated.

Next he delivered to him the MAN

TRA, or magical formula of word; in

other words, the incantation or spell.

Telling the Kamatur Rakshas to re

peat after him carefully, the Rishi

turned with his face to the east, and

slowly pronounced

The Mantra, or Spell of the Mohan Astra.

Hram | Hrām 1 Hrim l Hraum !

Kling!

Yushmabhihi Mohanam bhavatu !

Glaum !

San-Mohanam bhavatu !

Spheng !

Pari-Mohanam bhavatu !

Sphing!

Kshrang! kshrang! kshring ! kshrung !

Kshreng ! kshraing ! kshrong! kshraung!

Svaha 2

PHNPHJ

Phat"

EI:

Of this formidable incantation, the

third, fifth, and seventh lines, contain

ed the command, “Be ye fascinated,”

varied slightly at each repetition. The

short syllables in M and NG, were irre

sistible adjurations to the Devatas, or

Astric powers invoked. But the “Ki

la,” or “bolt" of the spell, which

clenched it, and upon which its whole

force depended, was the difficult and

mysterious formula in black letter;

and, while all the rest might be uttered

mentally, this must be pronounced

aloud.

The Kamatur Rakshas succeeded

very well in pronouncing all the rest;

but when he came to the “Bolt,” he

could not manage itat all, declaring em

º to Maricha, that nothing

ut a sneezing camel could utter such

a sound. Maricha was nonplussed

for a moment; but, reflecting a little,

he went to a bottle-bird's nest that

hung from a tree adjoining the hermi

tage, and took out of it a little crystal

casket called “Gogalgai,” containing

grains of a light, silvery powder, vary

ing in bulk from the size of a cummin

seed to that of a marble; this was

“Kalabhasma,” or magical Time-pow

der. It was composed of an equal

quantity of condensed consciousness

and duration ; and its effect, when ex

ploded, was to expand, in time, and

occupy as large a portion thereof as
WOL. XLII.-NO. CCLII.

was originally condensed in the grain;

so that the act, word, or thought, pro

ceeding when the explosion took place,

though really occupying only a minute,

seemed to him under whose nose the

Time-powder was exploded, to endure

a ... day, month, or year — nay, a

whole lifetime, century, or age, ac

cording to the mass of the powder ex

ploded. Maricha, putting a cat's-eye

ring on his finger, threw one of i.

smallest grains upon the chaſing-dish

in front of the Kamatur Rakshas, at

the same moment pouring from his

Arghya, or ablution-vase, some water

upon his bare head. The cat's-eye

ring prevented the Rishi himself from

being affected by the explosion, which

was perfectly noiseless; but the effect

upon the Rakshas was, to make him

experience a three days' drenching of

rain, which brought on a severe cold

in the head, and set him sneezing vio

lently, in the course of which he came

to pronounce the important “E1.

PHNPH.J." with perfect ease, and thus

became master of the Mantra, and

consequently of the Mohan Astra. He

now took leave of Maricha in high

spirits; but, before doing so, took an

opportunity, while the Rishi's back

was turned for a moment, to dip his

fingers into the crystal casket, and pur

loin one of the largest grains of Time

powder it contained. . As, however,

no evil act ever goes without retribu

tion in the long run, he forgot all

about the cat's-eye ring, which was

necessary to the safe use of the magi

cal powder; and thus his ungrateful

theft, though proceeding only from

his predominant love of fun, was even

tually punished.

As soon as he got home, he made

instant preparations for a grand enter

tainment, to which he invited Ravan,

his brother, Biblishana, and all the

grandees of the Titan court; and for

this feast he caused to be slaughtered

many of those very animals and birds

whom the Rishi vainly imagined to

have saved by conceding the Mohan

Astra. So rarely does weak compli

ance, even with a good purpose, pro

duce the intended result | As soon as

the banquet had been concluded, and

wine began to unlock the tongues of

the assembly, and inspire each guest

with a desire of telling some tale in

which he himself was, of course, the

hero,-the Kamatur Rakshas, whohad

his Buddhist friar in attendance be

2 z



682 [Dec.The Dream of Ravan.—Part III.

hind him, with the chafing-dish, As

clepias leaves, and a vial of the San

kalp-odaka, or aqua mirabilis, all in

readiness, took the opportunity of a

break in the general conversation ;

and, fixing a steady eye, full of wicked

meaning, upon Ravan, began, as it

were, quite carelessly : “That reminds

me, by the way, of what once happened

to me in the time of my uncle, Sarva

Varta. I remember Amuk coming up

one day into the eastern sky chambers,

and saying to Tamuk"—The moment

these fatal names were heard, a look of

meaning passed round the circle of

guests; and Ravan, catching the eyes

of the principal chiefs– as in modern

days the lady of the house telegraphs

her fair guests, when about to rise and

retire—got up from the seat of honour,

his example being followed by all pre

sent, and said with grave courtesy,

“Farewell, brave Kamatur—it is now

late, and we all need rest; for there

will be hard work with Hanuman and

his monkeys to-morrow.”

Before the King had finished these

words, the Kamatur had mentally

pronounced all the incantation but the

“ Bolt :" the white cloud of the ascle

pias leaf was curling over their heads;

and the Kamatur, signalling to his friar

to pour out the aqua mirabilis, sprin

kled himself and the assembled guests,

and finally uttered aloud the formid

able “El-PHNPH.J " Ravan and his

friends thought the Kamatur had mere

ly got a fit of sneezing, and were going

off under cover of the lucky diversion,

as they thought it. But they were

soon undeceived. From the moment

that potent word was uttered, the

spell took effect. None of them could

stir hand, foot, or tongue. They could

not even resume their seats; but each

was transfixed and compelled toremain,

like a silent statue, in the very attitude

in which he had been surprised; while

the Kamatur, glorying in this attain

ment of his long-deferred revenge,

drew his seat coolly, so as to face them

all at his ease, and then fixing his

glittering eye upon them—like that

other “Ancient Mariner"—began the

oft-told tale of Amuk and Tamuk;

and went on with a cruel deliberation,

mocking the moral torture they were

enduring, and prolonging their misery

by occasional pauses. When he saw

their rigid attention begin to slacken,

or any symptom of the force of the

spell wearing out, he renewed its force

by casting fresh leaves upon the chafing

dish, and sprinkling the assembly anew

with the miraculous water. Thus kept

he them enchained till sunrise; and in

addition to the physical pain of being

retained so long in one attitude, their

ears and minds were pounded inces

santly through that long and woſul

night, by the ever-recurring names of

Amuk andTamuk—what they thought,

and said, and did to each other. This

purgatory was sufficient. Ile did not,

on this occasion, resort to the Time

powder, not wishing to exhaust all his

resources at once. But when the sun

was just visible above the eastern hills,

casting a last handful of leaves on the

chafing-dish, and sprinkling them, for

the last time, with the Sankalpodaka,

so as to fix them there some time

longer, he withdrew, with his friar,

from the banquet-hall to his own pri

vate apartments.

Resentment was for some days the

redominant feeling on the part of the

itans, who found themselves released

about an hourafter sunrise, and crawled

home, half-dead with fatigue, and stu

pified with the torturing iteration of

Amuk and Tamuk. After a few days'

sore feeling, however, they came to

view the whole matter in its true light,

as a very capital and original piece of

fun ; and became fonder than ever of

the eccentric planner of such a truly

Titanic joke.

It was agreed, at the same time,

among all, to keep the events of that

night, and the power of the Kamatur,

a profound secret.

All who had suffered on that night

listened ever after with the most per

fect good breeding, and the most pa

tient good nature, to the Kamatur's

eternal and oft-repeated tales. As sure,

however, as he tried them upon parties

not in the secret, he was compelled to

have recourse to the Mohan Astra;

and every fresh exercise of this power

was a new source of diversion to the

Court.

Such was the eccentric Kamatur

Rakshas, in whose castle on the sea

shore Ravan found himself in his

dream, when he recovered from the in

sensibility produced by drinking the

Amrita.
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THE career of the Portuguese poet

who is the subject of our paper pre

sents nothing of the romantic, id: as

characterises the lives of his predeces

sors," Bernardin Ribeyro,f Falcao,

and Macias. His existence was sim

ply that of an amiable and accomplish

edman of letters, who loved tranquillity

and retirement — an existence mono

tonous, indeed, yet peaceful, contented,

independent for the most part of its

course, and clouded only at its close.

Is not this as much as can possibly be

said for human happiness?

The family name of our poet was

simply “De Sá;” the surname of “Mi

randa,” was an addition assumed by

himself in his youth. His father, Gon

zalo Mendes de Sá, had married a

kinswoman, Philippa de Sá, daughter

of Rodrigo Aires de Sá, and grand

daughter of John Rodriguez de Sá, a

man much celebrated in Portuguese

history for the political and military

services he rendered to IKing John I.,

when the latter disputed the crown of

Portugal with John I., King of Cas

tile, who had espoused Beatrix, only

child of the deceased sovereign of Por

tugal, Ferdinand, and who claimed

possession of that kingdom, in direct

contradiction to its constitution, which

had been jealously framed to guard

the nation against the loss of its inde

pendence, by annexation to a foreign

realm. At an early stage of the con

test, John Rodriguez de Sá performed

a most material achievement for the

Portuguese antagonist of the Castilian

King, by conquering for him the strong

and important town of Guimaraens, :

in the province of Entre Douro e

Minho, a conquest which was soon fol

lowed by the acquisition of the rest of

that province, and which laid the foun

dation for the subsequent and rapid

successes of John of Portugal.

The family of Sá, or De Sá, is noble;

many of its members bore honourable

offices at court and in the state, dur

ing the reigns of John II. of Portu

gal, and of his successor, Emmanuel.

The Counts of Penaguido were the el

der branch of the house; and in the

Portuguese peerage we read of De Sá.

e Menezes, Marquis of Abrantes; De

Sá e Mello Menezes, Wiscount of Ana

dia; and De Sá Benavides, Wiscount

of Asseca. But though the name be

honourable and honoured in its native

chronicles, in English history it has

borne a blemish in the person of Don

Pantaleon de Sá, brother to the Por

tuguese ambassador in London during

the protectorate of Cromwell. Don

Pantaleon having taken some umbrage

at an English gentleman, resolved on

the revenge of a ruflian ; and arming

himself and a number of his servants,

he went to the Exchange to look for

his intended victim, but blinded by

passion, he mistook another gentleman

for the object of his wrath, and falling

upon this unfortunate person, and

mangling him with many wounds, put

him to death in a most barbarous man

ner, his armed myrmidons preventing

the interference of the horror-stricken

spectators. After this foul deed, the

assassin and his attendants took refuge

from the enraged (and soon assembled)

populace in the house of the Portu

guese ambassador, who, relying on his

privileges, endeavoured to protect his

brother against the guard sent by

Cromwell to arrest him, but in vain.

The Protector firmly vindicated the

offended laws of his country, and the

criminal was executed as a common

murderer on Tower Hill.

But to return to the subject of our

memoir, Francisco de Sá (afterwards

de Miranda), the son of Gonzalo and

Philippa de Sá, was born in the cele

brated collegiate city of Coimbra, on

the 27th of October, 1495, the day on

which Emmanuel, surnamed “the

Great" and “the Fortunate,” was

* See DUBLIN UNIVERSITY MAGAZINE for March, 1851.—No. CCXIX.

f Dublis UNiversity MAGAZINE for April, 1852.-No. CCXXXII.

f 165 miles N.E. of Lisbon.
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proclaimed King. In the family of Sá
it was esteemed an auspicious omen for

the young Francisco that he was born

on that day; fortheproclamation ofEm

manuel was an occasion of great joy to

the Portuguese, whohad been apprehen

sive of a civil war for the succession; as

the King, then just deceased, John II.,

having lost his only son, Alfonso, by a

fall from his horse, had long seemed

bent on nominating his illegitimate son,

a young boy, as his heir and successor

in the kingdom, to the prejudice of

Emmanuel, the legal heir, cousin of

the King, and brother of the Queen.

But the proclamation of Emmanuel,
setting all doubts at rest, was received

with a burst of national rejoicing, in

the midst of which Francisco de Sã

entered the world.

His native place, Coimbra, a city of

high importance, was distinguished by

the partiality of the Portuguese mo

marchs, who often made it their resi

dence, in consequence of its possessing

many advantages over Lisbon, in point

of climate, scenery, and situation ; and

in the sixteenth century, at the period

of young De Sa's boyhood, the Uni

versity of Portugal” was at Lisbon. It

had fallen so low from want of funds,

that the schools of Coimbra were in

much better repute than those of the

capital; and Gonzalo de Sá kept his

son at home, to be educated under his

own eye. To be a Professor of Juris

rudence was an object of ambition :

in fact to be a Doctor of Laws was then

a necessary step to the attainment of

a respectable position in the State, and

even in the Church; and De Sá, there

fore, required his son to study the law.

Francisco's natural inclination was

strongly averse from the profession;

and, in this respect, he resembled other

celebrated poets. Ariosto complains in

some of his verses that his father

drove him to the study of the law,

“not with spurs" (or ordinary stimu

lants), but “with spits and lances,”

or by coarse and painful means:—

“Mio padre mi cacció con spièdi e lancie,

Non che con sproni, a volger testi e chiose:

E m occupo cinque anni in queste ciancie."

The inclinations of Tasso and Pe

trarch were similarly constrained; and

our own Milton addressed a Latin

pcem to his father, entreating the

latter not to compel him to renounce

oetry for the clamorous bar, and “the

ill-kept laws”:—

“Necrap's ad leges, malê custoditague gentis

Jura, nec insulsis damnas clamoribus aures.”

But Astraea and the Muses are not

necessarily enemies; there are shining

examples to the contrary. Francisco

de Sá was of a mild, docile, and affec

tionate disposition, and submitted

wholly to his father's will, however re

pugnant to his own wishes; not merely

yielding a dogged, forced obedience,

and going mechanically through his

studies; but with the sweetness of

temper for which he was remark

able through life, he applied himself

so assiduously to gratify his parent,

that he not only obtained his degree

of Doctor, but afterwards filled the

chair of Professor of Jurisprudence, in

which he gained applause by the ex

cellence of his lectures. He solaced

himself amid his grave occupations, by

the more congenial study of poetry in

the Latin, Greek, Spanish, and Italian

languages; in the latter heparticularly

delighted. It was during the labori

ous period of his youth that he added

to his patronymic the appellation of

“De Miranda,” by which he was ever

after distinguished: it was derived

from the little town of Miranda (called

do Corvo, i.e., Miranda of the Raven),

pleasantly situated on a hill, within

the district belonging to Coimbra;

and probably endeared to the young

man's romantic feelings by some agree

able or tender associations.

We are not informed what age Sá

de Miranda had attained when he lost

his father; but, by comparing dates,

it appears that he could not have been

less than twenty-nine, or thirty. The

death of his parent having released him

from the necessity of remaining in a

profession he disliked, he immediately

abandoned the law, determined to gra

tify his long-thwarted desire for foreign

travel. John III. was then on the

throne, having succeeded Emmanuel

in 1521. John, in his youth, had been

strongly disinclined to any degree of

study, but had been won to a better

* King Diniz established the University at Lisbon, 1290, and transferred it to Coimbra in

1308. His son, Alfonso IV., brought it back to Lisbon, and then again restored it to Coimbra,

in 1354.

John III.

It returned to Lisbon in the reign of Ferdinand, but was settled in Coimbra under
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frame of mind by his stepmother,

Eleanor of Austria (Emmanuel's third

wife); and he became a patron of

letters, and particularly solicitous for

the well-being of the University of

Coimbra, which he re-transferred to

that city from Lisbon, founded several

new colleges, and procured, at his own

expense, the most able professors, both

foreign and native, to aid in its resto

ration. He was naturally anxious to

retain at Coimbra, or at least in Por

tugal, a person who had already at

tained such celebrity as Sá de Miran

da, to whom he made liberal offers,

promising him a station more agree

able to him than Professor of Juris

prudence. But the poet's resolution

was immovable; he declined the over

tures of the monarch firmly, but re

spectfully, and set forth upon his

travels.

It appears probable that Sá de Mi

randa's determination to go abroad

was greatly strenghtened by the cir

cumstance that his father, consulting

his son's wishes quite as little in the

choice of a wife as in that of a profes

sion, had arranged for him a matrimo

nial contract with Donna Briolaniä

(or Violante) de Azevedo, theº

portioned daughter of Francisco Ma

chado de Azevedo, Lord of Louzaa,

and of a district between the rivers

Homem and Cavado, in the province

of Tra os Montes. He had never seen

his intended bride, buthad learned from

common report that she was not only

extremely plain in person, but was also

by no means young; a report not cal

culated to make him anxious for the

fulfilment of the contract, so long as

he could delay it; and especially as

there is reason to believe that his affec

tions had been placed upon another. He

is described as of a most romantic and

lover-like temperament; his air was

deeply tinged with melancholy; often

in company he would fall into profound

abstraction, and tears would stream

down his cheeks, of which he seemed

unconscious, forgetful even that he was

surrounded by observers. Among his

poems are several outpourings of love

which could not have been at any time

addressed to Donna Briolanjå.

Sá de Miranda travelled first into

Spain, and afterwards into Italy and

Sicily, visiting Rome, Florence, Milan,

Venice, and Naples. During his so

journ abroad, he made himself tho

roughly acquainted with Italian rhythm

and metres, and exercised himself in

various kinds of poetical composition,

but chiefly pastoral and lyric.

On his return to Portugal, he made

up his mind to fulfil his long-neglected

engagement with Donna Briolanjã de

Azevedo, of whose many virtues he

had heard from their mutual friends.

Though fame depreciated her personal

attractions, it gave her credit, and

justly, for qualities of the heart and of

the intellect of the highest order. Sá

de Miranda presented himself for the

first time before his betrothed, staff in

hand; and is said to have accosted her

in these strange words—“Chastise me,

madam, with this staff, for having so

long delayed my coming"—a speech of

singular inelegance and bad taste for

a man of refinement to make. It was

adding affront to his previous neglect,

to remind the lady of his tardiness.

He seems to have been bewildered be

tween the plain features and the amia

ble and intellectual expression of

Donna Briolanja's countenance. His

apologies, however, were taken in good

part. The long-affianced couple were

married; and notwithstanding the un

promising appearance of their engage

ment before its completion, their union

was one of the most perfectº:
happiness that has ever fallen to the lot

of mortals. Donna Briolanjã proved

herself an intelligent and well-inform

ed companion, an amiable woman, and

an excellent and affectionate wife; and

her husband became most devotedly

and enduringly attached to her. They

had two sons—Gonzalo Mendes de Sã

(who, when grown up, entered the

Portuguese army), and Jeronymo de

Sá de Azevedo.

Sa de Miranda was well known to

fame, not only as a poet, but as a man

of most amiable character; and John

III., anxious for his society, gave him

an appointment at Court; and, with

his royal brother, the Cardinal Don

Henry (who was ultimately King),

showed him distinguished favour. His

poems were greatly admired by the

courtiers (following the royal exam

ple); and the author was himself held

in general esteem, from the sweetness

of his disposition, the mildness of his

manners, the refinement of his mind,

and the variety of his talents; while

the pensive cast that characterised his

aspect, added interest to the sentiments

he inspired. He was a passionate

lover of music, and an admirable per
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former on the violin ; and was also an

accomplished horseman. In person,

he was of the middle height, and of a

full figure. His face was fair and pale,

and his nose aquiline; his hair and

beard were black and thick, and his

eyes large and blue. His air was al

ways grave, but his conversation gentle

and engaging.

But loved and esteemed as Sá de

Miranda was, the royal favour excited

the enmity of envy against him, at

least in one bosom. He had been

made a Knight of the Order of Christ,

and had received from the King a do

tation, or endowment, called the Com

mendam of the two Churches of the

Order of Christ in the Archbishopric

of Braga ; and shortly afterwards, a

Portuguese nobleman of high rank

(with whose name we are not acquaint

ed) affected to consider himself per

sonally insulted by a passage in one of

Sá de Miranda's eclogues, satirising

the luxury that was then beginning to

corrupt the national character, intro

duced by the riches that flowed into

Portugal from its Indian possessions.

The nobleman insisted that the passage

in question was aimed at him ; and

the poet either could not, or would

not, give an explanation that the of.

fended person chose to consider satis

factory. But it is hinted by the bio

graphers of Sá de Miranda, that the

real offence was the King's munificence.

Although protected by the friendship

of the sovereign and the royal Cardi

nal, Sá de Miranda resolved to retire

from Court; and thus cease to irritate,

by his presence, a powerful enemy,

who might in the end prejudice the

Sovereign, and cause the withdrawal

of his friendship. The poet had no

confidence in the stability of court fa

vour. He loved rural life, and prized

its freedom; and now, amid this im

broglio in his courtiership, he must

have often repeated the aspiration of

the courtier, Horace—“O Rus, quando

ego te aspiciam t” His circumstances

were sufficiently independent to admit

of his resigning his appointment at

Court without injury; and, taking a

final leave of the capital, he withdrew

with his family to a pleasant Quinta,

or country-house, he possessed on his

fertile estate of Tapada, near Ponte da

Lima, a town in the province of Entre

Minho e Douro, 190 miles* north of

Lisbon, and about 90 miles north of

Coimbra, far from the busy worlds of

Court and College. In plunging thus

deeply into retirement, he showed an

instinct for peace and safety. , John

III. had established the Inquisition,t

in imitation of Spain, notwithstanding

the decided hostility his subjects mani

fested to this measure. Already in its

infancy, it had begun to cast a restraint

over the expression of thought, whe

ther in conversation or in literary

composition. The Portuguese, who

hitherto (and especially under the reign

of the cheerful Emmanuel) had been

gay, frank, and open, had now become

sombre and cautious. Sa de Miranda

had already felt the change in the

times, and alluded to it in one of his

poems thus—

“Our sports, our festive evenings, free and gay,

Where are they now *—for ever pass'd away.”

The poet was well-adapted for the

rural life in which he secluded him

self: he dearly loved the country, and

delighted in rustic occupations and re

creations. Notwithstanding the gentle

ness of his mind and manners, he took

great pleasure in robust exercises and

field sports; and especially in the ex

citement of hunting the wolf, the most

generous and useful kind of chase, as

it tended to rid himself and his neigh

bours of fierce and destructive animals.

But his greatest enjoyment was in his

literary pursuits. Next to poetry he

esteemed practical philosophy; it was

said of him, that “he poetised with the

philosophers, and philosophised with

the Muses.” He had many faithful

friends, and often gathered around him

congenial literary associates, and, happy

in his domestic affections, he enjoyed

all those calm and rational pleasures

which were most congenial to his

tastes.

The genius of Sá de Miranda was nei

ther sublime nor profound, nor marked

by much originality. His characteris

tics were a greater degree of graceful

ness and refinement than had hitherto

appeared in Lusitanian poetry. The

bent of his mind was pastoral and di

* We mean English miles.

f Historians are not agreed as to the exact date of the introduction of the Inquisition into
Portugal; but it was between 1526 and 1534.
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dactic, illustrated by moral reflections

and pleasing rural descriptions; but

he is often prolix. He set an unna

tional example, by often composing in

Spanish, instead of confining himself to

the improvement of his native tongue.

He wrote eight eclogues, of which two

only are in Portuguese, and these are

much inferior to the six that are in Spa

nish, and which, though in the Castilian

language, are still, to a certain degree,

national ; for the scenes, the ideas, and

the characters, are all Portuguese.

From his two vernacular eclogues he

has been called the Theocritus of Por

tugal; he entered wholly into the rus

ticity of dialect and style prevalent

among the peasants of his country—a

circumstance that renders his Portu

guese bucolics, in many passages, ob

scure to foreigners. These pastorals

are full of sensible, but not very bril

liant, reflections; and we confess, that

for our own reading, we prefer the pas

torals of Ribeyro and Falcão, which,

though more meagrein their simplicity,

are replete with more earnest, hearty

feeling.

Of Sá de Miranda's sonnets, the best

are also in Spanish. He introduced

Italian metres and stanzas, and endea

voured to improve the religious poetry

of his countrymen, by composing two

hymns to the Virgin, in the style of

the Italian Canzone. Sismondi says:—

“Miranda was the first who introduced

poetical epistles to the notice of the Portu

guese. In these he united a sort of pastoral

language, more peculiarly his own, to an

imitation of his favourite author, Horace;

together forming an union of romantic and

didactic verse, whose attractions consist in

the truth and feeling it displays, but which

is, on the other hand, somewhat verbose and

superficial.”

These poetic epistles their author en

titled “cartas" (letters), not epistolas,

lest the latter epithet should cause him

to be considered a mere imitator of

Horace; but in ascribing to Sá de Mi

randa the introduction of poetic epis

tles in Portuguese, Sismondi has for

gotten (or was not acquainted with)

the carta addressed by the old poet

Falcam (or Falcão), when in prison,

to his wife. True, it is not didactic ;

but it is no less pastoral, romantic, and

pathetic, than any of Sá de Miranda's

oetic effusions. The cartas of the

atter are principally on such subjects

as depreciation of city amusements,

praises of the country and rural life

(in which he seems to catch the very

spirit of Horace), the value of litera

ture; and satires upon the luxury in

troduced by the commerce of India

with Portugal. Besides his many poems

in various styles of composition (in

cluding cautigas, or popular songs in

the ancient Portuguese manner), he

wrote two comedies which have no

nationality; the scenes are in Italy,

and the plays are the vehicles of satire

upon the Italian clergy; the dialogue is

pleasing, but the characters are drawn

without ingenuity. One of the co

medies is called The Foreigners, and

the other The Wilhalpandos (the name

of two Spanish soldiers). These pieces

were patronised by the Cardinal Don

Henry, who caused them to be per

formed at his Court, and ordered them

to be printed.

But it is time for us to offer some

translated specimens from Sá de Mi

randa's Portuguese Poems. We shall

commence with a sonnet, in which he

describes a sultry sunset, and the sub

sequent twilight, and compares it to

life:—

s on N. E. T.

suxset.

Broad sets the sun; the heat hath silenced all

The birds, whose songs in cooler hours

arose;

Leaping from high, the murmuring water

fall

Invites, not sleep, but mem'ry of my woes.

False world! replete with vain and change

ful shows,

Where is the heart that can in thee con

fide 2

One fleeting day glides by ; another goes;

Uncertain all as breeze on ocean's tide.

Here late I saw fair flowers and shady

groves,

And rill, and fount, and grass, and foliage

green;

Here heard the birds sing sweetly all their

loves;–

Now indistinct, parched, silent is the

Scene.

Thus once for me life shone with other hues:

All else revives ; life's light no time re

news.

The second pastoral is the longest

of the two Portuguese eclogues, and

generally considered the most impor

tant. It is entitled, “Bieito,” and is

a kind of discussion carried on between

two shepherds, named Bieito and Gil,

full of moralising reflections; some of

them not quite in character with the

speakers—we mean in point of thought
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—for the language is homely enough.

We shall give some extracts, beginning

with Sá de Miranda's version of a plea

sant apologue, originally fancied by

ºnal Troubadour, Pierre Car

dinal:—

THE RAIN THAT CAUSED INSANITY.

Once on May morning fell a shower;

All whom it wetted turned insane;

One man alone, in lucky hour

(As then he thought), escap'd the rain.

It chanc'd amid the springing wheat

He stood, the fair fields gazing over;

But saw black clouds above him meet;

Ran fast, and gat him under cover.

Next day the madmen scorn'd the wise;

One struck him fillips on the nose;

One pok'd his fingers at his eyes;

One gave him kicks, another blows.

One laughing, cried, “that idiot! see!"

Our martyr, now completely fretted,

Exclaimed, “no peace remains for me,

Till 1, too, like the rest, am wetted.”

A pool, made by the rain, he found,

Bath'd, and was cur'd of common sense.

The neighbours ran, flew, rush'd around,

To greet him with due deference.

Some bowing low, some flatt'ring loud,

Some gifts with eager kindness handing.

He march'd off with the joyous crowd,

Now match'd with them in understand

ing.

The idea in this extract is a very

ancient one. The famous Egyptian

ascetic, called St. Anthony the Great,

the founder of Monachism, who was

born in the third century, used to say,

“A time will come, when men will be

so foolish, that when they see a man

who is not a fool, they will ridicule and

revile him, as if he were the only idiot
in the world.”

EXTRACTS FROM SECOND PORTUGUESE

ECI.OGUE.

'Tis healthy sign to gaze on nought

Save virtue, whether sad you sigh,

Or blest you smile; nor suffer aught

To change her aspect to your eye.

Weak were all foes 'gainst him so free,

So firm,whom faithful guide thus leadeth.

Hence, more than from nobility

A manly confidence proceedeth.

Virtue is her own recompense,

Yea, oft her sole; but nought of ill

Or good, that Fortune may dispense,

Can alter him who trusts her still.

He walks in calm security,

Who knows his road, and where it tend

eth ;

Nor leaves his path, whoe'er may cry,

“Turn right,” “turn left," but straight

on wendeth. -

Nothing stands still—now good, now base,

Runs current coin. Day comes and goes;

Nights follow; all grows old apace.

Each man a moving impulse knows,

Like dancers that in village reels,

To catch the fiddle's notes seem flying;

Beyond command their arms and heels—

Now here, now there, in motion vieing.

The well-fed calf sports round and round

His grassy field, so wild and free;

Full-grown, to plough or cart he's bound,

And plies his labours wearily.

Forgot are all the merry days

Of which have age and toil bereft him.

He fails at work—the hatchet slays

The time-worn ox, whose strength has

left him.

Errors can well amended be

At first; but later, ill, or never.

Art going wrong 2 then speedily

Turn back; bad leads to worse for ever.

Think him no friend, whose flatt’ring tongue

Gives all thou wilt his approbation.

Wise men of old have said and sung,

That honest truth oft brings vexation.

'Tis perilous to take the lead ;

Before thee let the elders move;

To self-will'd passion give no heed—

Its counsels always evil prove.

He who, with canker'd soul, for ill

Looks out, to his own grief will find it.

Is thy lot hard or changeful ?—still

Keep thy heart firm, and never mind it.

When all things spoke in ancient days,

A stag fed in a pasture fair;

A horse, when passing, stopp'd to graze

A moment on the herbage there.

The stag repuls'd him; “This is mine;”

“Aſy will, my power,” his only reason:

These little pronouns, mine and thine,

They check us all at every season.

Indignant at such churlishness,

Off sped the steed the man to seek;

And pray'd his help to gain redress,

And vengeance on his foe to wreak.

“Would the horse bear a saddle 7"

“Yea 1"

“Then," quoth the man, “I’ll not beidle

In cause so just"—without delay

He saddl’d, mounted, grasp'd the bridle.

The pair attack'd the stag, who, when

He saw the horse had Man his friend,

Ran off to distant plains, and then

The contest came to sudden end.

The victor horse leap'd high with joy,

But found he'd made the man his

master;

And soon he own'd his first annoy

Was nought compar'd to this disaster.
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Some dreading want, and fain to be

Sav'd from its evils, sell for gold

Their only treasure, liberty,

For sordid coin too cheaply sold.

Let not their wealth thy peace disturb ;

Nor envy them with coils surrounded;

The mouth is bleeding from the curb,

And by the spur the sides are wounded.

The following sonnet appears to have

been addressed by Sá de Miranda to

the object of his first love:-

sonnet.

I know not what it is that most in thee

At thy sweet words, thy sight, I hear,

see, feel,

Nor what thy silence can to me reveal;

Nor, when thou'rt absent, what my soul doth

see;

Nor what, where’er I turn, appears to me,

Whether I gaze on ocean, earth, or sky—

And thy soft breathing, thy so plaintive sigh,

Thºu so much express, what can it

be

What circulates between us? I know not

If air in truth it is, as air it seems,

Or fire of some strange kind, in which my lot

Gives me to move— in which I live;—it

beams

Bright and unfading to the eye. Then how

Can I declare that I so scantly know !

This poem has always been greatly

admired (in its vernacular) by those

who are acquainted with Portuguese

literature: the original idea, however,

is to be found in a sonnet by Giovanni

Dondi, a native of Pistoia, and a mem

ber of the celebrated Academy of the

Arcadians in Italy; but more especi

ally remarkable as the friend and phy

sician of Petrarch, to whom he ad

dressed the sonnet, which is the only

specimen extant (or at least published)

of Dondi's versification. It obtained

celebrity by the circumstance of its

having been answered by Petrarch in

the same style; and thus it was brought

under the notice of Sá de Miranda,

who studied Italian poetry, and especi

ally loved Petrarch's. We subjoin our

translation for the satisfaction of the

reader:—

SONNET TO PETRARCH.

By Giova N.N. i dox di.

I know not if I see what I do see,

Hear what I hear, or feel what meets my

touch ;

If what I read or speak be truly such

As seemeth, or if all delusion be.

With mind o'erwrought, in my perplexity

How to direct my course I find not—nay,

Scarce know I if I live—my thoughts but

stray

Farther, when I would call them home to

line,

Yet doth a counsel and a stay remain ;

In this bewildered maze my hope art

thou—

Thou hast the sole remede of all my pain;

Thou hast the power, the skill; console

ine now.

And guide me on, till, sav'd from billows

dark,

Some sheltering port receives the erring

bark.

To this sonnet, the subject of which

it is difficult to understand, Petrarch

replied by a sonnet no less difficult.

Norhaving any translation of Petrarch's

works at hand, we must give our own

version :-

SONNet.

From the ITALIAN or prºtra Rch.

(Il mal mi preme, e mi spaventa il peggio, &c.)

I feel the present ill, but shuddering see

At hand still worse, to which the open

path

Seems sure; so that my frenzied spirit

hath

With thy delirium more than sympathy.

I know not whether peace or strife it be

I ask from heaven; for injury wounds

deep,

And shame is sinful.

and weep 2

Bow we to whatsoe'er be God's decree.

Though thine high praise I merit not (for

love

That blinds the clearest eye, deceiveth

thine),

Yet will I counsel thee: to thy divine

Creator raise thy thoughts, and fix above

But why mourn

Thy heart arous'd and warm'd. The pil

grim's way

Is long; but ah! how short his fleeting

day !

This sonnet, published, as it usually

is, among Petrarch's poems, without

any address — without any mention

even of the person to whom addressed

—must necessarily appear very ob

scure to readers in general. But in

both this and Dondi's sonnet the ob

scurity seems studiously intentional, as

though the writers had some weighty

reason for concealing their meaning

from the world. And what could that

meaning be? Obviously it is not of

the bewilderments of love that the

oet-philosopher and the physician-phi

osopher wrote to each other. Our

own opinion is, that the subject of the

sonnets was some religious doubts—

some theological perplexities, that had

suggested themselves to the minds of

Dondi and Petrarch, on which (in the
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fourteenth century, and within the

sphere of the Papacy) they dared not

be explicit. Dondi, in the excitement

of restless doubts, seeks a solace by

venting them to a faithful friend, in

whose wisdom he trusts for guidance

through his mentallabyrinth. Petrarch

replies to him, acknowledging a simi

larity of sentiment and feeling; con

fessing that he knows not whether that

for which he himself prays would bring

him peace, or cause him strife; and

we think his prayer was for solution of

his own doubts— for he immediately

speaks of “injury" and of “sinful

shame,” as dº alluding to the in

jury that would accrue from the ac

knowledging of their opinions, and to

the criminality of being ashamed to

confess convictions. The danger of

confession, and the shamefulness of

concealment, these form the dilem

ma in which the Italians appear to

have been involved ; but Petrarch

wisely advises his friend to seek relief

and guidance from heaven. It will be

remembered that Petrarch lived at

Avignon, within the circle of the Papal

Court in its exile, and in its worst

days; that he spoke strongly of its

corruptions in his letters, and satirised

its habits and manners in his allegori

cal eclogues; that he quitted Avignon

in disgust, and on his departure sang

the Psalm, “In Eritu Israel,”t or,

“When Israel came out of Egypt, and

the house of Jacob from among the

strange people;” typifying Avignon

and its Court as Egypt and the “strange

people;” and that from various ex

pressions in his writings, he has been

strongly suspected of opinions and

tendencies that his Church would have

ronounced heretical. There were, it

is well known, many in Italy at that

time whose creed was shaken ; but

whose courage was unequal to the pe—

rils of separation from the established

religion of the age, or whose doubts

did not tend to such an extreme ; as

in the case of Petrarch, who lived and

died within the pale of the Church of

Rome.

But to return to our Portuguese

oet. Sá de Miranda, in catching the

idea of the Italian sonnets above quot

ed, improved upon it by disconnecting

it from the metaphysical or theological

obscurity in which it is shrouded, more

to the mystification than the gratifica

tion of the reader; and by adapting it

to the perplexities of love — a more

tender and gentle theme, and one

more secure of general comprehension

and general interest.

We proceed to give extracts from

Sá de Miranda's epistle, or “carta.”

(in quintilhas, or five-line verses), ad

dressed to King John III., which is

considered the principal of his tic

letters. His stanzas on the Regal

Dignity are characteristic of his na

tion. The Portuguese, from the first

establishment of their country, have

been always remarkable for their at

tachment to the persons of their kings,

and their veneration for the kingly

office. Portugal has been less con

vulsed by intestine commotions than,

perhaps, any other European state;

and in the few national crises that have

occurred, affairs never assumed a de

mocratic aspect; the parties and their

leaders only disputed as to the claims

of the respective candidates for the

crown, but never contemplated or de

sired a republic. Though this episto

lary poem commences with extolling

royalty, and ends with proclaiming the

exceeding love of the people for John

III., it is not merely an adulatory

composition. It speaks also of the

duty of sovereigns to dispense impartial

justice, set goodº, eschew cor

rupt favourites, and to seek after those

masked abuses which are too apt, even

under the best-intentioned govern

ments, to spring up from the interests

of individuals. The style of this

“carta” is as homely as that of the

Eclogues; and the author apologises

for it, alleging his desire not to tres

pass on the King's time by digressive

ornaments; but to proceed, currente

calamo, to his point; and likens him

self to the unloitering dogs of the

Nile, who (dreading the crocodile in

ambush, as travellers tell us) lap the

water as they run along, without stop

ping :-

ExthACT's Frtosi the EPistle. To

John Lii.

Where men exist, existeth there T

Cupidity with evils riſe:

Much needs impartial justice bare

Iler glaive to cut each subtle snare,

And daunt the spiteful fiends of strife.

* “Chil damno e grande, e la vergogna e ria.”

f Psalm exiv. of our version; Psalm criii. of the Vulgate.
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With less regard to polished style

Than to thy time, great King ! I haste

To my intent: like dogs of Nile

That lap and run along the while,

Nor precious moments loitering waste

Ill with the universe 'twould be

Without the kingly rank and name,

For royalty is sacred—he

Comes in its sight disloyally

Who comes not free from stain or blame.

Of tyrants nothing will I say,

'Tis of anointed kings I speak;

They rend the nets of fraud away,

They comfort the afflicted, they

Redress the wong’d, sustain the weak.

Thy ships" that sail the world around

Have homeward ne'er (or rarely) brought

Tidings of tribe or nation found

Without a sovereign duly crown'd—

A body without a head is nought.

Who doth not for that power supreme

An awe, a reverence avow 2

'Twas Roman Anthony's high theme

What time the imperial diadem

He fain had plac'd on Caesar's brow.

Yet names of rule, that reverence taught,

Had been conferr'd ere Caesar's hour,

Nor fear nor jealousy had wrought:

“Consul,” “Dictator," these were fraught

With more than e'en imperial power.

One king befits a realm ; one sun

Illumes the world, one Lord sustains:

Soon will a state to ruin run

(For discord's work is there begun)

Where'er a second ruler reigns.

What boots a speech whose bland pretence

The flatter'd ear alone can please?

Conviction dwells with ripe sound sense;

The head all else doth influence;

A sovereign leads the busy bees.f

A good king knows the fitting time

When to forgive, when use the sword:

'Tis strength, with nobleness allied,

The lion rais'd to place of pride,

The monarch of the mountain horde.

So to the feather'd tribes as king

Is given the eagle keen and bold:

He soars o'er all with strongest wing:

He can with gaze unwavering

The noon-day sun's fierce blaze behold.

How loyally did David keep

His fealty for anointed Saul

How did he chide, with wailings deep

And streaming eyes, Gilboa's steep

That saw the crowned warrior's fall !

Yea! duteously he sorrow'd o'er

His slaughter'd prince, though from his

hand

Tyrannic wrongs so oft he bore;

Though now his head the circlet wore,

Though now he reign'd in Judah's land.t

Kings in high duties may not fail;

Let them designing men eschew,

Who by their frauds would fain prevail,

To make the laws like cobwebs frail,

Their lawless wills uncheck'd to do.

He who finds grace before his king,

Yet doth abuse the royal ear,

Perverts his favour—in the spring

Whence all men drink, he dares to fling

A poison mid its waters clear.

- - - - - - -

Men by their acts, not words, are known;

But haply, mid the multitude

Acts are conceal’d, or falsely shown ;

Ill-doers, thus by art alone

Suspicions self can oft elude.

One sells himself to others' will;

He throws a stone his hand conceals—

It reaches far, that cast of ill;

He whom it strikes, with covert skill,

Can only moan the hurt he feels.

- - - - - - -

Vice will be punish'd (none deny

The rule), reward is virtue's lot:

Sometimes (in war most frequently)

The scale of justice hangs awry;

Earth's laws are mock'd, but heaven's are

not.

Rogues have I seen who look'd like men

Of worth, who claim'd and gain'd respect,

Yet ſlay'd poor toiling folk, and then

Clad in their skins (believe my pen)

Went warmly wrapp'd and gaily deck'd.

Yea, sire in hamlet and in town

They priz'd the ill-got spoils they wore,

Beyond rich furs, black, grey, or brown,

Beyond the cygnet's softest down;

Those spoils cost less, and cover more.

* In the days of Sá de Miranda the Portuguese had a good navy, and were famed for

their spirit of maritime discovery and enterprise.

f The transitions in this poem are often so quick and abrupt as to occasion some obscurity.

1. Here follows a stanza which, from reverential feeling, we decline to translate; it alludes

to the title of “King" being placed upon the cross.
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Alas! for women, timid, weak ||

Alas! for orphans suffering wrong!

Alas! poor souls' who dare not speak

Their plaints, nor retribution seek

From those to whom high powers belong.

- - - - - -

The laws, save well dispens'd they are,

And rais'd from human passions reach,

Form but a field for civil war,

The weapons, words, that make or mar,

By eloquence or subtle speech.

We shall not find the gracefulness of

language and the tenderness of feel

ing, for which Sá de Miranda was ce

lebrated by his own compatriot critics,

in his didactic poems, or in his Portu

guese pastorals;* it is in his lyrics they

appear, in his sonnets, cantigas, hymns,

&c.; and of these, we regret to say, it

is in our power to offer but scanty

specimens. Copies of his entire works

are now very rare (especially in Great

Britain), and we have been unable to

procure one. We can only select from

such pieces as we find in the Lusi

tanian “Parnassus,” and other miscel

laneous collections:—

cANTIGA.f

FroM the Fiast Portuguese EcLoGue.

Where, then, shall I rest me?—where a solace borrow 2

Joy hath drooped and perish’d—hope itself has fled;

Clouds have gather'd o'er me—ah! my darkening sorrow !

Shadows black and fearful strike my heart with dread.

I feel not, speak not, move not, as once in days departed:

I can but watch in silence yon moon, so soft and fair;

She, o'er the mountains gliding, sees me broken-hearted—

Sees the grief I suffer may with her own compare.

If bards of yore said truly, love's most bitter anguish

For her bright haird shepherd she full well hath known;

Beautiful Endymion 1 for him she learn'd to languish :

She my woes may pity, remembering all her own.

Pale she grew when gazing from her path in heaven,

Slumb'ring mid the flowrets first she saw him lie;

Jealous of the blossoms that breath'd him sweets of Even :

Jealous of the streamlet that sung his lullaby.

The “Parnassus ” contains the fable

of Psyche, charmingly versified by Mi

randa; but it is too long for our limits,

and not suitable for extracts; and its

peculiar beauty (for it boasts no great

originality in handling the subject)

cannot be successfully transfused from

its soft southern vernacular, into our

harsher northern tongue. Circum

scribed as we are in our selections from

Sá's Portuguese works, we are induced

to make two or three translations from

his compositions in the Castilian lan

guage, thus engrafting into our Portu

guese olive a small branch from a

Spanish tree reared by a native of Por

tugal:—

A D Dr E S S TO A D EAD S II.E. P. H. E.R.D.

Froxi The First spa Nishi Eclog Ue.

Belov'd Diego, fare thee well! this earth

Hath nought of joy that lasts until the

morrow ;

Of cares and fears there is, alas ! no dearth,

And long, long liv'd are weary toil and sorrow.

No more dost thou those visions vain behold

That when thou wert in life

Brought thee so much of strife,

And fever'd thy poor frame that now lies

cold.

What dost thou gaze on now with eyes de

lighted?

Bright things to thee appear,

Unlike our phantoms here,

That but deceive us, pilgrims dimly sighted.

But thou! thine eyes are clear.

No more, no more by earthly anguish

blighted,

Thou dwellest now where rays unclouded

shine,

Where light, and rest, and peace are ever

thine.

A NYMPH GAZING ON A sleeping

shepherd.

FROM The seveNth spax ish ECLo GUE.

How beautiful he seems in sleep!

No rustic he of fold or field;

The while he yields to slumber deep,

To him my heart and soul I yield."

* Which are inferior to his Spanish Pastorals.

f Of this cantiga we only possess the commencement.
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The sun is high, the day wears late;

What change since morn hath o'er me

ss'd

Ah! what shall be my future fate?

Blest, if my lot with his be cast.

Why have I risk'd, poor foolish maid!

Such words to breathe, such form to see—

If thus he charms in slumber laid,

What shall his waking beauty be '

Why came I here? far, far away

Would I had fled, or clos'd my cyes!

Too late I think how sages say,

“'Tis in beginnings danger lies.”

The little Italian ballad—“Sulmar

gine d' un rio”– that lay so long on

the pianos of the musical world an es

tablished favourite, seems to have been

taken from the above (changing the

sleeper, however, from a shepherd to

a nymph). The refrain of the ballad

(“Ahit se quanto a me piace

La Iara sua belta ;

Io perdero la pace

Quando si svegliara,”)

is nearly identical with the lines

above—

** If thus he charms in slumber laid.

What shall his waking beauty be r"

We give a Villancico (i.e., a Spanish

popular song), in which Sá de Miranda

has described with nature, simplicity,

and feeling, the sorrow of a Spanish

girl deserted by her Gallician lover.

The Gallicians are the water-carriers,

porters, bullock-drivers, and general

fags of the peninsula; a laborious but

erratic tribe:–

will,ANCico.

Front The spanish,

Gallician fickle rover !

Ah! wherefore art thou flown 2

Thou'st left me, faithless lover,

Forlorn and all alone.

I go, I know not whither;

In search of thee I fly.

Wainly I call thee hither—

'Tis but the rocks reply.

I've wept, ah me, poor maiden'

Till I no more can sce;

Weary and sorrow-laden—

'Tis cruel sport to thee.

Rude wastes I wander over–

I sigh, lament, and pine;

But, with Gallician lover,

Could better fate be mine?

Mine eyes with water streaming,

Fire in my breast and brain;

Eyes! heart! with anguish teeming !

Can ye have peace again?

We proceed to close the brief me.

moir of Sá de Miranda. He enjoyed,

in his literary retirement, many years

of true happiness; though he achieved

no brilliant success in the paths of

wealth or ambition, in which alone so

many conceive felicity to exist. But

he possessed what he preferred—inde

endence, a rural home, and domestic

ove. Yet what man shall go to his

rest without tasting the cup of sorrow 2

that cup which, if received with a right

feeling, is, though bitter, medicinal to

the spirit. The time at length came,

when it should be drank in the plea

sant retreat of Tapada.

Since the expulsion of the Moors

from Portugal, the Portuguese had

carried the war against that people

into Africa, and fought them on their

own ground, in frequently-recurring

contests, partly inspired by their re

ligious zeal against Mahometanism,

and partly by their political interest;

fully alive to the importance of pos

sessing ports and territories along the

southern shores of the Mediterranean.

The Portuguese troops— then brave

and well-trained soldiers — contended

nobly with the disadvantages under

which they necessarily laboured in the

country of a powerful, determined, and

valiant enemy; but their brilliant suc

cesses were checquered by reverses.

In a great battle before Ceuta, in

April, 1553, a vast slaughter was made

of the Portuguese forces; and one of

their most gallant leaders, Don Anto

nio de Noronha, son of the Count de

Linhares, lost his life, in the flower of

his age. His death is the subject of an

eclogue by Camoens, entitled, “Um

brano and Frondelio,” in which he is

lamented, with patriotic grief, under

the name of Tionio. But to Sá de

Miranda the battle of Ceuta brought

a heavier affliction than merely that of

a patriot. Among the slain was his

eldest son, Gonzalo Mendes de Sá,

who fell in the bloom of his youth, to

the deep sorrow of his parents. His

father, however, imbued with the en

thusiasm of the times, found consola

tion in considering his son a Christian

martyr, as he had died fighting against

infidels; and he gave vent to his feel

ings in an elegy on the memory of his

soldier-son; an extract from which we

translate, but using the common Eng

lish elegiac measure, as more conge

nial to the English ear than the tercets

in which the original is written. The
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to naturalise it have not been very

successful.

terza rima is universally admitted to

be difficult of management in our lan

guage; and the attempts hitherto made

EXTRACT FROM THE PORTUGUESE elegy ox The DEATH of Goxzalo D.E. s.a.

Lamb, that before the Lamb's high throne hast sped,

Bathed in thine own young blood, how willingly

Would that thy Father's breast with thine had bled !

Would I were now associate with thee.

“Let parents lay up for their children.” So

Spake Paul, in whom Faith's beacon we behold: -

'Tis nature's course, as rivers seaward flow ;

Mondego, Tagus, with his sands of gold,

And Douro sink not here, but wend their way

To meet and mingle with the ocean's tide.

Now, far more sure than others mayst thou say,

“I came, saw, conquered.” Truly mayest thou chide

The cruel foe,t and ope or close at will

Thy hand; for now in safety dost thou dwell.

No more of tears, unless for us whom still

Thou leav'st behind, dark as in prison cell.

Go, go, in peace!—thou hast no more to fear,

For all is consolation, all is rest.

To those who seek like thee yon better sphere,

Bearing like thee th' acceptance of the blest.

The wounded heart of the affection

ate mother was not to be solaced by

song for the untimely death of her son,

Donna Briolanja drooped in a gradual

decline, and died in 1555, having sur

vived her child but two years, and

with her died all the energies of her

devotedly-attached husband. On the

death of his gentle, loving, and intel

lectual companion, he lost all pleasure

in every thing that had pleased before:

He gave up his rural occupations and

exercises, never left his house but to

attend public worship, suffered his

beard to grow, neglected his dress and

erson, secluded himself from his

riends, and abandoned all his former

ursuits, even his favourite poetry.

{. sonnet: he consecrated to his

wife's memory. It was his last eſtu

sion: he wrote no more. After three

years of profound and listless melan

choly, during which he merely existed

rather than lived, the poet expired, on

the 15th March, 1558, and was buried

in a chapel dedicated to St. Margaret,

within the Church of St. Martin of

Canazedo, in the archdiocese of Braga;

where a handsome tomb was erected

over him by order of Martin Gonzales,

Minister of the Council to King Sebas

tians (son of Prince John, who had

predeceased his father, John III.) On

the tomb was engraved a Latin epi

taph, the sense of which we give in

the following paraphrase:–

Epitaph.

Miranda's muse, that now amid the woods

In shy concealment rural pleasures sang,

And now to courtly themes poured forth the

lay,

With skill divine could blend the gay, the

grave,

The simple song, the high religious strain.

With his good sword he might have far sur

passed

The fame his gallant sires achieved of yore;

But better loved the peaceful rivalry

Of pastoral pipes. He heeded not the pride

Of place, nor listed Flattery's empty praise,

But taught the lyre new harmony to yield.

Admired Miranda! in the dust he lies—

His country's glory in this dust is writ.

Many poets of the Peninsula have

celebrated Sa de Miranda in verse,

commemorating not only his poetic ta

lents, but also his amiable disposition,

his spirit of independence, and his love

of rural life. And Lope de Vega, the

The allusion is obscure, but the poet means that in the course of* See 2 Cor. xii. 14.

of nature parents expect their children to survive them.

t Obscure; but he means that his son need no longer keep his hand closed on a weapon

of war.

We have not been able to procure more than the first four lines of this sonnet.

Sebastian ascended the throne in 1557, nine months before the death of Sá de Miranda.
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poet of a rival nation, honoured him as

a Spanish bard (on account of his

Spanish eclogues), in his “Laurel of

Apollo,” wherein the Castilian votaries

of the muses are represented as candi

dates for a laurel wreath, to be be

stowed by the God of Song. This

“Laurel of Apollo" is, however, but

an indifferent production, heavy and

prolix; and if on it alone its author's

fame depended, it would never have

advanced his claim to the laureate

crown.

Considering that the talents of Sá de

Miranda were neither sublime nor

brilliantly original, he seems to have

received proportionably more honours

than many men of higher genius: but

he was regarded as an improver and a

reformer at a time when Portuguese

and Spanish poetry were but emerging

from their infancy, and when there

were none to rank before or even be

side him. Besides, the worthiness of

his character as a man greatly en

hanced the esteem in which he was held

as a poet.

Sá de Miranda's second son, Jero

nymo de Sa de Azevedo," married

Donna Maria de Menezes, of a noble

family, and carried on the line of De

Sá. M. E. M.

THE COW HuxT.

a tale or portster rim Es in Ireland.

“Though wintry waves and stormy sea

May sever me for aye from thee."

Sceh were the concluding lines of a

short poem which I wrote in an album,

where I have reason to believe it is

still regarded with some admiration,

which it shares in common with four

teen “Forget thee! No — first shall

this heart;” and five bearing reference

to India's burning shore, all written

by young officers under the same cir

cumstances as myself. I chose the

above, not that I was going to make

a long voyage, but because I thought

it poetical and novel.

I was ordered to join my regiment

in Ireland. I know that she for whom

I wrote the lines thought me a mar

tyr; and I packed my portmanteau

with the feelings of Quintus Curtius,

feeling at the same time that, unlike

him, my departure would leave blank

a chasm in more than one circle.

I was prepared for the worst, but

like a philosopher, made the best ar

rangements in my power — viz., four

boxes of full-flavored Havannah cigars;

six volumes of Bulwer's novels; two

of Byron; a small wiry-haired terrier

dog. With these, an army-list, and a

ood deal of sleep, I calculated on

eing able to pass the time. A friend

who had been reading Cooke's Voyages,

recommended me to bring some glass

beads and cheap cutlery to pacify the

natives in the more remote districts,

but I rejected this, as it seemed pusil

lanimous.

To one fond of snipe-shooting, few

places offer a more eligible retreat

than the village of Kilmaskulla, to

which I was ordered with a captain

and a company of soldiers. For miles

round, the country presented a wide

expanse of rich bog, diversified with

cottiers' huts; and from our back-win

dows we might easily have bagged a

brace or two, without leaving the

house. Our front ones looked upon a

more animated scene. Before each of

the houses was a small pond, stocked

with duck, heaps of potato-skins, amid

which the children played with the

pigs and cur-dogs, while the old grand

mothers chatted at the doors, smoking

short black pipes ; occasionally the

stillness was broken by a pig-hunt, or

a dog with a kettle tied to his tail.

Our society was small and select,

being limited to a Mr. Cuppage, an

inspector of public works — a small

sandy-haired man, with just enough

chin to grow an imperial on (it has

always struck me as a strange fact,

that sandy-haired men should have

such a fondness for imperials; and

that in cavalry regiments three out of

every four moustaches should be red).

He had also a strong predilection for

punch, and out shooting was not a

* Azevedo was the surname of his mother, Donna Briolanja.
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very safe companion, as he once pep

pered me with small shot. As far as

we could learn from him, his great

object was to do as little as possible,

and to run up a heavy bill at the end

of the month for travelling expenses.

He informed us that as it was near

the end of the month, he had taken a

tour of all the posts under his charge,

to swell his bill, which he lamented

was very small, remarking with some

indignation, that it was quite impossi

ble to charge for a journey he did not

take, as they kept a strict watch upon

him.

His friend Mr. Finny, who also

honoured us with his society, was dis

tinguished by a seeming invulnera

bility; he id been attacked four

times, and fired at three, and had come

off unhurt. He was particularly useful

in the present state of the country.

Almost every evening our friends

dropped in after dinner, to tell us

some bit of news, chiefly professional.

There was no want of moderate ex

citement at least in our village, for the

F." were always firing at a pay

clerk, or shooting a steward, or burn

ing down a haggard, on all of which

they expatiated with a good deal of hu

mour. Their visits were chiefly re

markable for the extreme quantity of

whisky-punch consumed; but agreeable

as their society was, we were not sorry

when a Mr. Ormsby, who owned a

place near, called on us, and invited

us to dine and spend the day with

him.

Mr. Cuppage and Finny were also

invited, and kindly offered us seats on

their car, which we accepted, but in

their multitudinous duties they must

have forgotten to pay for it, as the bill

was brought in to us some months

after.

“Poor Dick,” said Mr. Cuppage,

alluding to the eldest brother of Mr.

Ormsby—“poor Dick, he was a plea

sant fellow; he never went to bed

without his thirteen tumblers— hot,

strong, and sweet, was his motto—and

every drop of water you put in after

the whisky spoils it ! The present

man is not a bad fellow,” he continued

in an apologetic tone, “but he never

gets beyond his third.”

“Nice girls though," said Mr. Fin

ny; “only see Emily cross a country,

she is a regular Die&.

“Ay, but only taste a tumbler of

punch made by MissStrong,” interrupt

ed Cuppage in a tone of rapture, “and

you'll say you never tasted punch be

fore.” He swallowed his own at a

gulp, as if the recollection was too

much for him, and immediately pro

ceeded to brew a fresh one.

“So the present man is not equal

to the late one?” said my brother

officer, Captain Moore.

“He’s not a bad fellow,” said Mr.

Cuppage, contemptuously; “he means

well; but poor Dick! there were not

many like him. He was president of

a club he established, who called them

selves the ‘Good Samaritans,” who sat

up drinking all night, and slept all

day; but they are all dead now ; and

I think you would find it difficult to

establish one like it.”

He said this in a tone of extreme

disgust at the degeneracy of the hu

Inan race.

“Did you ever hear of him at the

subscription ball at Limerick?” said he,

turning to Finny.

Mr. Finny replied, that he should

never forget it, but begged that it

might be related for our benefit.

“Poor Dick was seldom in the

habit of attending balls; it was one

of his sayings, that he could never un

derstand why people went out at night,

if they could have a snug tumbler of

punch at home. But he was induced

to go to this one, by hearing that the

landlord gave an unlimited supply of

sherry negus. The first thing he did,

when he came to the ball-room, was

to go to the refreshments, to satisfy

himself that the report about the negus

was correct ; but as the room was

very full, and Dick was always modest

among ladies, he did little in that way,

and merely finished all the glasses

within his reach, and then went to

look at the dancing. He used to tell

afterwards, that when first he saw the

§ waltzing, he remarked to a

riend next him, that he thought they

must have poor heads indeed, to go on

in such a way, on such weak negus.

After remaining a short time, and ex

claiming that from what he could see,

balls were the stupidest things in the

world, he went to the refreshment

room, which was now empty, and pre

pared to set to work seriously. #.

waiter had just left a large tray con

taining eight-and-twenty long glasses

of sherry-negus, and had left the room.

Dick, who was always a methodical

fellow, commenced taking them by
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platoons, beginning on the right hand,

and finishing the first row, and then

going from left to right, along the

second, putting each glass in its place,

as he finished it. IIe had just finished

the twenty-fifth glass, when the waiter

came into the room, to lay them alon

the table. “Waiter,” said Dick, “tel

the landlord with my compliments, to

put more nutmeg and sherry, and less

water into his negus, or the devil ano

ther ball of his will I patronise.” With

that, he finished the remaining three

glasses, and left the room; and the

waiter was discovered about half-an

hour afterwards, speechless with hor

ror.”

“I remember a story they used to

tell of him in Dublin,” said Finny.

“He belonged to the Friendly Bro

thers' Club in Sackville-street, and had

his lodgings near for convenience; and

every night at three he left the club,

guiding himself, hand over hand, along

the railings, until he reached his lodg

ings: but one night by mistake he

crossed the road, and caught the rail

ings which were then round Nelson's

Pillar. On he went, round after round,

thinking that he was going straight to

his lodgings, and never letting go the

railings. “Deuce take these railings—

will I never reach home?” said Dick, at

the tenth round ; “I believe it is near

the Green I am.” With that he turned

back, and went on, round after round,

searching for the hall-door every now

and then, until he was discovered by

the watchman at half-past six, still

holding fast by the railings.”

With such pleasant stories they be

guiled the evening, and it was not

until the low state of the bottle be

tokened the lateness of the hour that

they retired.

The next morning we set out for

Loughlinstown, on an outside car, carry

ing our guns loaded in our hands, as

the peasantry were just then seizing

arms, in the anticipation of a rebellion,

or some other piece of excitement, as

Mr. Finny, who was a thorough Irish

man, told me.

“The fact of the matter is, it is not

generally from any desire to harm you

that a fellow takes a shot at you, but

merely from a love of excitement;” in

corroboration of which he informed

me, that a friend of his, who was quite

a stranger in the country, had been

riding at a tremendous pace to catch

a mail-car, when he was fired at. There

WOL, XLII.-NO, CCI.I.I.

happened to be police near, and the

F.I. was taken in the act, which

e did not deny. Upon being expostu

lated with by the gentleman for having

fired at him, when he had never seen

him, or known anything about him,

Pat replied, scratching his head—

“Begorra, yer honour, it was not my

fault; but when I see ye going so fast,

I couldn't for the bare life help having

a slap at ye.”

Indeed, as Finny himself remark

ed, “take them for all in all, they

were a harmless set of fellows.” A

few days before, he informed me, that

about forty of the labourers on the

public works had, with pickaxes and

shovels, attacked two gentlemen re

turning from shooting, and taken their

guns; but as we were four, with each

a double-barrelled gun, we proceeded

in high spirits. Our way now led

through a dangerous defile, tall banks

of mud rearing themselves up at either

side, and a little further on we passed

a body of the workmen employed to

cut down a small hill. They had a

gipsy appearance, most of them being

employed in cooking their breakfasts;

others were lying stretched at full

length near the fires; while small par

ties were smoking their pipes and

playing with greasy packs of cards, on

the tops of empty beer-barrels. I

passed them numerous times after

wards, and always found them cooking

and playing cards, so much so that it

#. astonished me to know how they

ound time to commit the numerous

attacks on the pay-clerks.

They seemed to have an innate

knowledge that our guns were loaded,

as they only gave us a lazy stare, and

resumed their occupations. Just as

we came in sight of Loughlinstown we

had to turn down a by-road, as the

highway here became impassable, and

after two miles round again reached

the gate. It was at that time

more ornamental than useful, as the

hill had been cut away below it, and

the piers were left standing about ten

feet above the road. Mr. Cuppage

said, that it was one comfort for Mr.

Ormsby that he was not worse off than

Mr. O'Farrell, whose gate stood in a

hollow which had been filled up to a

level with the two phoenixes which or

namented the top of it. We were re

ceived most hospitably by Mr. Ormsby,

or “Jack,” as Cuppage used to call

him, but not to his face, * intro

A
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duced to the ladies, who, as far as ap

pearances went, I would have taken

for English. At breakfast I was seated

next Emily, and was delighted to find

that she did not eat with her knife,

and was surprised to hear her ask me

if I would take some meat-pie, in quite

a distinct tone, such as I was totally

unprepared for ; indeed, only for her

attention, I should have fared badly,

being naturally of a retiring and.

ful disposition—a complaint which did

not trouble Mr. Cuppage or Finny,

who, after laying a strong foundation

of pickled salmon, attacked the meat

pie with redoubled ardour.

“Gad, what an appetite a drive

before breakfast gives one !” said Cup

F. to the company in general, as

e took a third help of it.

After breakfast we drove to a wood

a few miles off, which we were to shoot

over. Before we commenced, Cup

age declared that the pickled salmon

y rather cold upon his stomach, and

expressed a wish for a drop of some

thing warm, which Mr. Ormsby fur

nished him with from a flask; but al

though it set his stomach to rights, it

did not improve his shooting, as he

fired once at Moore through a holly

bush, in which he said he thought he

saw a woodcock. We kept him well

a-head during the rest of i. day, and

he only once again endangered our

lives, when he turned suddenly round

and fired at a cock a few feet over my

head. He always discharged both

barrels at every cock that was flushed,

and laid claim to every bird, being al

ways persuaded that he had touched it

with the second barrel.

We returned home to dinner, with

seven brace. The only addition to the

party was a Mr. Waller, a fresh.com

plexioned, good-natured-looking man,

who, from his looks, seemed free from

most of the cares of life; but I found

I was mistaken in this, as he came

guarded by two policemen. I was

rather astonished at this specimen of

the brutal landlords of whom I had

heard so much. I afterwards learned,

from good authority, the nature of his

offence. A large farm had fallen out

of lease by the death of the tenant,

and on going to examine it, he found

that it had been divided among the

three sons, during the father's life, who

now laid claim to it—the widow claim

ing her husband's share. There had

been a strict clause in the lease against

sub-letting; and as he had been other

wise a good tenant, Mr. Waller gave the

entire farm to the eldest son, giving

the other sons the price of their houses,

and small sums to set them up in other

places; and the widow twelve pounds

a-year. For this he had been held up

at the altar as an exterminator, and

obliged to travel guarded by police

men. I found that this story was never

denied by any of the peasantry, but

also that it was looked upon as a great

hardship. One day, on asking a man

who was showing me some grouse

shooting, if he did not think twelve

pounds a-year annuity very handsome

for the widow, he replied—

“Ye, than why so? Hadn't the

honest woman the whole farm once 2"

“But they can't all have it. Has

not her eldst son it now?”

“Ah, its little they care for the

[... in fine houses, with the

est of ating and dhrinking.”

“But what would you have Mr.

Waller do? He can't give the farm

to four people. He gave the widow

an annuity, and the other sons the

price of their cottages and some mo

ney.”

“Sure they were dhruvl out from

where they had been from childer.”

I tried in vain to explain that Mr.

Waller had not objected to their living

in the village, and acting as labourers

on the farm, or living with their bro

ther, if he would permit it, only ob

jecting to the farm being divided into

four parts; but all I could get was—

“Sure yer honour knows best. God

help the poor. May be there's a day

coming when they will have their own

again.”

At dinner I was seated next Miss

Maria, a sentimental, blue-eyed girl.

As I have remarked, being of rather a

retiring disposition, during the soup

and fish I made but little progress.

However, after a couple of glasses of

wine I began to feel a little less ner

vous, and enlarged, I am convinced,

with some degree of humour on our

day's shooting; but I soon found that

sentiment alone was the thing; and

getting myself up to the mark with nu

merous glasses of sherry, I turned the

conversation to “Ernest Maltravers,”

which stood me in good need. With

the skill of an accomplished general, I

dashed in medias res, and soon found

myself very much out of my depth.

I felt Maria's soft blue eye upon me



1853.] 699A Tale of Former Times in Ireland.

as she trifled with the wingof a chicken.

The sweet girl had eaten absolutely

nothing ; but as I looked upon her

beautifully-rounded figure, over which

her golden hair fell lightly, a shade of

dark suspicion crossed my mind. Per

haps she had lunched. Even goddess

es in former days were not nourished on

air. The chaste Minerva, perhaps,

sometimes had a cut of Ambrosial mut

ton; Venus was known to have taken

a cup of nectar from her lame hus

band's hand; perhaps the delicate

Phoebe took a light repast with Gany

mede before the immortal feast was

served. But I banished such material

thoughts, as I listened to her silvery

voice.

“What,” she said, in a thrilling

voice, “would be the riches, the enjoy

ments of the world, to one who was

severed from all that was dearest to

him in life 2''

“Nothing,” said I, in a tone of

deep emotion and sherry. “When once

the heart has learned to love, its every

feeling is wound round the object of its

adoration ->

Heaven knows what I would have

said more; but certainly it must have

been something very beautiful, when I

perceived that there was a dead silence,

and that I was the observed of all.

“Bravo! — excellent!” said Mr.

Waller, who was seated opposite me.

“If that does not amount to a decla

ration * x

I never felt such a thorough abhor

rence of what is termed a quiz, and

could with pleasure have hurled the

decanter of sherry at his head. I tried

to look as if I was not blushing. Mr.

Cuppage also thought fit to be amused,

but I rather think I turned the laugh

against him afterwards. Mr. Waller

and Mr. Ormsby had been arguing

what weight each rode hunting ; and

as they were both stout, each felt con

vinced that the other had increased in

weight, while he himself had remained

as before.

“I’ll bet you two to one, Waller,

that you ride at least three pounds, or

say one, for argument sake, heavier

than you did three months ago, when

we weighed.”

“With all my heart; but you will

find that you have increased the pound,

and not i. It was only yesterday that

Corbet was remarking how fat you

were growing.”

“You remind me of Shylock, Mr.

Waller,” said I, “bargaining in this

way about a pound of flesh.”

Here Mr. Cuppage, who had a

great knack of making other people's

thing his own, thought fit to break in—

“That's not fair, Mr. Anstruther;

you must have seen me going to say

that; you took it out of my mouth.”

4 &w. said I, looking steadily at

his imperial, “I allow that I do see a

deuced shy-lock on your face. Per

haps that suggested it.”

I felt that ſhad crushed him.

I now resumed my conversation

with Maria, in that low and thrilling

voice which lovers use in a legitimate

novel. I could see that her hand

trembled with emotion, as she sought

in vain to place an obstinate piece of

blanc-mange on her plate. I offered my

assistance; my heart also beat more

strongly, as I saw it glide gracefull

into her lap off the hot plate, ..

the stupid servant brought, and held

in a slanting position. She endeavour

ed to speak, in vain. Our eyes met.

When the cloth was removed, a

large square decanter of whisky was

placed in the centre of the table,

flanked with lemons and sugar.

“Put the church in the centre of

the parish,” said Mr. Ormsby, giving
directions to the servant. I saw it was

a daily joke, and, of course, laughed.

I was proceeding to follow the exam

ple of the others, and mix a tumbler,

when Miss Strong kindly offered to

make it for me, observing, that

English people did not know how to

make whisky punch. I felt convinced

that this was only a feint to blind the

others, who were Irish, to none of

whom she had made the same offer.

Feeling highly flattered, I accepted it.

Often had it been my lot to taste the

various compositions known under the

name, from Roman down to milk; but

I may exclaim, in the words of the

t – “Never such as this.” After

aving finished half of it, I found my

self in a most argumentative strain,

and was deep in a discussion on the

i. laws, about which I knew abso

utely nothing, and on the represen

tation of Ireland, of which I knew, if

anything, less.

“If our members only stood by us,”

said Mr. Waller, “all would be right;

but when they elect a parcel of paupers,

how can we hope that they will have

courage or strength of mind enough
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to refuse situations which a minister

can bestow? Who cut our throats by

joining against all measures beneficial

to Ireland 2 The Irish members, who

take paltry bribes, and keep aloof, and

disgust any Englishman who is anxious

to benefit Ireland. The Irish mem

bers —”

“Then,” said I, giving the table a

blow, “why not bribe them your

selves? Get up a society for bribing

distressed Members of Parliament,

and you may one day see Ireland

prosperous and happy.”

I felt that I had made a grand

stroke, and retired from the field into

the drawing-room. I arrived in that

happy state of mind which is the result

of strong punch and a clear conscience.

I must confess that I felt a little jea

lous, when I saw Mr. Cuppage butter

ing Miss Maria's slim cake, and whis

}. Childe Harold into her ear, es

pecially as the brute never read a line

of poetry except the day before, when

he deceived my unsuspecting nature,

by asking me to show him an effective

passage.

I drank my tea, and ate my slim

cake moodily; but swallowing my in

dignation with them, I requested

Miss Maria to give us a song.

“I am sure you sing, Mr. Anstru

ther,” said the charming girl.

“Mr. Cuppage will be happy to sing

for you, by-and-bye, I have no doubt,”

I said pointedly, as he was always

boring us with a remarkably common

place story of how he cracked his

voice, and which I had just heard him

tell after he had disposed of the slim

cake and Childe Harold.

“Is it possible you never heard how

I lost my voice 2 I was drinking tea

with my grandmother, a fine old lady,

and remarkably fond of singing, and,

as usual, had to sing, ‘A frog he would

a wooing go, heigh-ho, said Roly;'

when just as I came to the “Gammon

and spinache,' I felt my voice go with

a sort of wheeze.”

This story, which I have compressed,

occupied a long time in telling, as he

was fond of dwelling on his grand

mother, who, he informed us, was “no

more,” in connexion with his own

youthful days and pastimes, and it af.

forded him an opportunity of enlarging
on his .." feelings, which were

uninteresting to an unconcerned spec
tator.

I could see that during its recital,

Miss Maria, who was too well-bred to

move, was on tenter-hooks, and with

a feeling of triumph, I led her to the

piano. -

“I am sure you sing," she said to

me, when she had finished the song,

during which Cuppage turned over a

leaf too soon, and nearly put her out.

I resisted in vain ; the punch was

doing its work, and I acceded, if she

would accompany me. I cannot ven

ture to State |...I got through it, but

I know that I felt remarkably shaky on

the high notes. I was loudly encored

and applauded when I had finished,

and felt convinced that I must have

succeeded beyond my warmest expec

tations, for Cuppage, with a jealousy

which was inherent to him, actually

put in for, and attempted a song, for

getting the ſate that attended his last

endeavours.

He commenced in the key too high,

and then in the one too low; at length

he got into the right one, but it was

flat and unprofitable. With a smile at

the vanity of human nature, I saw him

leave the piano. In what words can I

describe the remainder of that even

ing 2 I remember teaching Maria

Ormsby the polka, and then chasing

her into the hall, and kissing her,

which I was constrained to do to re

deem my watch which was pledged

during a game of forfeits. When it

was time to leave, I felt an Irishman

all over.

I now became a constant visitor at

Loughlinstown. My days were plea

santly spent riding with Emily, or

flirting sentinentally with Maria, ge

nerally winding up with dining there.

In a short time I used to be asked to

take the bottom of the table, and carve,

and whenever we had no other invita

tion to dine out, we were expected

there. Three months passed pleasantly

away, when the confounded peasantry

took it into their heads to become

peaceable, and to give up landlord

shooting. Although glad for the sake

of several of my friends there, I could

not but help wishing that they would

get up a small rebellion, to keep us

there longer; but like their pigs, they

are an obstinate race, and with a heavy

heart, we got the route.

Before I left, I paid a visit to Mr.

Waller, to whom, in spite of his ban

tering propensities, I had taken a great

fancy. When I was leaving, he of.

fered to go part of the way with me,
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and show me a specimen of an Irish

tenant, on his property.

We rode on, Mr. Waller having the

butt-end of a large horse-pistol stick

ing out of his breast pocket; and,

keeping a good look-out when any

people were in sight, we proceeded up

a villainous road to the farm-house,

which presented an appearance of filth

and misery such as f had never wit

nessed. The thatch was a small field

of bad grass in itself; the door was

broken, and an old hat supplied the

place of glass in the window; a pool

of stagnant water, which flooded the

house in wet weather, was close by the

door ; and the dunghill was under

the window. The owner of this para

dise was worthy of it as far as appear

ances went. He was a short, thickset

man, with an unpleasant down-look,

and a shock-head of red hair, which he

was disagreeably fond of scratching.

“Well, Sheedy,” said Mr. Waller,

“I thought you were to have this place,

cleaned up. I told you, three months

ago, that I had a table to give you when

everything should be clean and nice.”

“Why, then, yer hanner,” said Mr.

Sheedy, looking intently at a pool of

dirty water in which he was standing,

“I towlt the boys to do it, but they're

gone to the races; but if I might be

bowld eneough to ask yer hanner for

the table ye promised me—for the pig,

bad cess to her, knocked the legs off

the old wan, and broke all the chany.”

“More fool you for letting the pig

into the house; you know I often

spoke to you about that. What do

you think I built you a pigsty for "

“Ye, than, God knows yer hanner's

the good, kind landlord that did so; but

she's accustomed to play with the chil

der, and we put turnips into the pig

sty.”

“That is no reason. I allowed you

for building a barn and offices.”

“Ah then, that yer hanner did ; but

the boy wid the flurin’ never came;

and we have the cows below, and

there's no room for the praties either,

but in the cabin; but if yer hanner

would give us the table **

“No, no; not until this place is

clean, and the house whitewashed, and

the dunghill removed. But I am losing

time. I hope that gate is up at last.”

“Why, then, yer hanner” (I never

heard so many honours as Mr. Sheedy

made use of in his discourse), “I was

going yesterday to put it up.”

Here Mr. Waller, sick of excuses,

rode on, and I followed him. When we

came to the farm, which was as badly

kept as the house, I saw the gate in

question. It was a stout iron one, very

rusty; and, instead of being hung in

the usual manner on the posts, was laid

leaning on its side against them, with

much ingenuity, so as to let a drove of

cows into the young corn.

“Oh glory be to God and the Vir

gin I'm ruined intirely; all the corn

trod down 1 Oh, wishal wisha l' ex

claimed Mr. Sheedy, who had followed

us, and who stood wringing his hands,

but never making the slightest effort

to drive out the cows.

“Why don't you drive them out be

fore they do more mischief?” said Mr.

Waller, angrily.

“Oh I don't be sphakeing to me—

don't be sphakeing to me... I'm ruined

intirely. Oh, wisha I wisha!”

At length, he was induced to turn

them out, stopping every now and

then toY. his hands, and give vent

to a particularly heart-rending “Oh,

wisha I wishal”

“And do you mean to tell me that

you have many of that class here 2"

said I, as we rode off.

“He is one of a numerous body,”

said Mr. Waller, sadly. “That fellow

bored me to death for that gate, which

you saw falling to pieces from rust, and

which he has never even swung. If I

swung it for him, he would not take

the trouble to close it after him. Kind

ness cannot improve him, nor starva

tion teach him ; and yet if I turn him

out, I am held up as an exterminator.

That fellow will declare, with tears in

his eyes, that he has not a shilling in

the world, and the next Sunday he will

give ten at chapel to the O'Connell

tribute. You have seen him in dirt

and wretchedness, which a few hours

would remove, and which the bribe of

a table cannot induce him to do; and

if you could listen unperceived, you

would hear him carping at the dispari

ty of the lot which has placed him in

wretchedness, and me in a grand house.

There are many bad landlords in Ire

land; as many, or, perhaps, more than

in England. There are absentees.

There are men who live in towns, and

who, if put on their own property,

would not know it by sight, as they do

not the tenants by name — many who

let at high or rack rents; but they

have all been classed together, and
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none have tried to find out what they

had to struggle against–religious bi

gotry, prejudice, and intolerance ;

where trying to innovate or improve

is looked upon with suspicion and dis

like, and doing a kindness as a snare

for some future time. It is a thankless

and up-hill office, that of a resident

Irish landlord. The English news

papers, judging truly of a part, have

classed the whole together, and their

name has become a by-word. Excuse

my warmth. I have been annoyed at

the state of things here. If ever you

come to this part of the country again,

pay me a visit.”

I never saw him again. He was

fired at, and desperately wounded,

about a year after I left. The trial

was, I understand, very interesting;

and Mr. Sheedy played a principal cha

racter in the proceedings. . . . .

I now lost sight of my friends at

Loughlinstown, and can only describe

the remainder as I heard it.

The potato disease, and consequent

verty, were every day ruining hun

dreds of the Irish gentry. The Orms

bys suffered among the rest. Most of

the tenants ran off to America with the

rents. The all-devouring poor-rate

swallowed up his remaining capital. He

was unable to stock his domain and

farm. The estate was bankrupt, and

the Ormsbys were beggars.

One of the few whose acquaintance

I had made there, who was not ruined

or severely pinched, was Mr. Cuppage.

He, on the contrary, rather benefited

by it, as a doctor, by a steady mortali

ty; and when it was determined that

the cut-up and unfinished roads should

be left as they were, and he was thrown

out of employment, he found himself

appointed county-cess collector.

.very state of life has its peculiar

trials, and county-cess collectors are

not free from them more than other

men. The bar—the stumbling-block in

Mr. ºp"; life—was the poor-law

collector. It was no use to think that

he was of higher birth than him. What

was birth to a man who could scent, at

a mile's distance, a pig belonging to a

r-rate defaulter, and who snapped

it up, and had it up to auction before

Mr. Cuppage was out of bed in the

morning? A gentle melancholy preyed

on his mind; but the cup was not yet

full, and one more trial remained, to

convert him into a confirmed misan

thrope.

Mr. Timothy Quinlan—the poor

rate collector—was a man sprung from

the people. He was one of those whom

the troubles of the present day had

brought into life. In him the law of

Nature was fully carried out. He was

one of the maggots which the corrup

tion of everything good had brought

into existence. He was destined to

flourish and grow fat on it; and, per

haps, after fulfilling his destiny in

that shape, to start into a new life,

as a plethoric blue-bottle, and sport

in the sunshine of future prosperity.

His public life had not been, on the

whole, fortunate. He was discovered

to have watered the poorhouse milk,

when he had the contract; and was

not perfectly cleared from a suspicion

of having adulterated the Indian meal.

But he knew human nature too well,

to suppose that to a genuine radical

and repealer such trifles would make

any difference. No. He came for

ward at public meetings, and abused the

landlords with a virtuous dignity that

won him the plaudits of the multitude.

Never was the saying, “ set a thief

to catch a thief,” more truly justified

than in Mr. Quinlan; no one who had

not spent his life in flattering the mob,

and abusing the gentry, could pounce

with half the quickness on a poor

man's cow or sheep, seize and sell for

five pounds corn that wasworth twenty,

and let the owner go to the poorhouse.

Such was the man who was born to be

the bane of Mr. Cuppage's existence.

Mr. Cuppage was taking a late

breakfast, and thinking moodily over

a calf which the poor-rate collector had

seized and sold under his very nose;

the county-cess was not collected, and

the day for settling accounts was fast

approaching. He took a large bite out

of a round of toast, and gnashed his

teeth, when he thought of the poor

rate collector and the large pound

age he would have compared to him.

Just as he was raising his cup to his

lips his servant, Pat Delany, rushed

into the room with anxiety and delight

on his countenance.

“Glory be to the Lord, Misther

John, but there's a cow of Paddy

Dwyer's strayed away on the domain

of Loughlinstown; I've been following

and watching her this hour, and she's

now safe in the clover-field near the

house. The cob is ready saddled; good

luck to ye, and seize her before that

bloody villain Quinlan hears of it.”
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Mr. Cuppage put down his tea.

Even his buttered toast could afford

him no gratification compared with

that of doing the poor-law collector.

He seized his hat, and sallied out like a

knight of old, prepared to conquer or

to die.

There was a short way across the

country, and, although a timid horse

man, he prefers to take this to going

by the road. He clears the fences gal

lantly; and, on gaining arising ground,

he sees the object of his hopes and fears

grazing unconsciously in the field,

about half-a-mile off. He pulls up to

gloat his eyes upon it, and chuckling,

thinks that he has done the poor-rate

collector.

Hark! what does he hear in the

distance 2 it is a horse;—a horse; and

on its back Quinlan.

With a cry of horror Cuppage lashes

his horse, and dashes down the steep

in the direction of the cow– on, on,

over hedges, and ditches, and stone

walls. Some fate seems to guard the

riders, for neither gets a fall. On, on ;

if the race were a hundred yards longer,

Quinlan would win; but Cuppage keeps

the lead.

In the next field unconsciously crop

ping the clover is the cow: a large

fence, impracticable to horses, separates

her from her pursuers. Cuppage leaps

off, and dashing at an open place, gets

through in spite of the thorns.

There are two ways to seize a cow,

by the horn or by the tail. He looks

at the cow's head, but the cow looks vi

ciously at him; and he prefers the safer,

but more ignominious method, and

grasping the cow by the tail, he ex

claims in a solemn voice—

“I hereby declare that I seize this

cow, which is found on the land of

John Ormsby, Esq., for county-cess

due by him to me, and I call you, Peter

Quinlan, to be witness to the seizure.”

“With all my heart, Mr. Cuppage,”

said Mr. Quinlan, from the other side

of the hedge. “And I,” here he

seized Mr. Cuppage's pony—“ declare

that I seize this pony which I find on

Mr. Ormsby's land, for poor-rate due to

me, and I call you, Mr. Cuppage, to be

witness to the seizure. wish you

good morning, Mr. Cuppage.”

And he rode off, leading Mr. Cup

page's pony by the bridle, and leaving

Mr. Cuppage gazing in a bewildere

manner at the cow, and the cow gazing

at his tail in Mr. Cuppage's hand.

I never heard whether he recovered

his pony, but certainly he took the

thing very much to heart, and had

thoughts at one time of emigrating to

America, but gave it up, hearing of

the buffalo hunts there. His first and

only hunt is ever before his mind; he

is a cynic in disposition, and talks

mysteriously of the hand of fate, and

of being done by a poor-rate collector.

A few days after I had heard of Mr.

Cuppage's adventure, I was paying a

visit at Lady 's; as I was an old

acquaintance, the servant did notbring

up my name, and as I reached the

drawing-room door I heard her lady

ship (who has a deuce's own temper),

blowing up her governess, or maid

servant, as I thought. As it is unplea

sant catching a lady in an excited

state, I hesitated, undetermined whe

ther to advance or retreat, and neces

sarily heard some of the conversation.

I could hear her ladyship, in a loud,

imperious voice, and another person in

a subdued one, seemingly deprecating

her wrath.

“What business had you to dare to

think so 2"

“I entreat your ladyship's pardon;

I did not know you wished me to ap

pear when there was company.”

“I might have expected such ingra

titude,” said her ladyship, sweeping

out of the room, “when I took Iri

beggars into my house.”

Thinking that the governess, for so

I could perceive the other party to be,

had also departed, and not wishing to

be caught eavesdropping, I quietly
entered the room. As I did so, I saw a

young girl seated near the window,

with her head buried in her hands. At

the noise she started up, throwing back

her dark-brown ringlets from her fore

head.

“Gracious heaven! Emily Ormsby.”

It was, indeed; but how changed 1

The wild Irish girl was then no more;

it was a pale, broken-hearted creature,

too true an emblem of Ireland herself.

She might pass for the genius of Erin,

with her harp unstrung, weeping over

the wreck of former hopes, and wist

fully lingering on the thoughts of those

days she ºil See no lalore.
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HALF AN HOUR WITH THE MODERN FRENCH POEts.

AMoNG the many “Popular Fallacies”

which Jeremy Bentham has left un

touched in his celebrated essay, there

is none more generally diffused than

this very great fallacy, that there are

no French poets, properly so called,

and no such thing as French poetry. It

is true that the French, having chosen

to put trammels on their language,

and to make their poetry dance, as it

were, in fetters, by encumbering it

with rigid and superfluous rules, their

natural genius has been cramped, and

its productions disfigured, by a cold

ness and stiffness hardly reconcilable

with the effusion of genuine poesy.

Still the poetic spirit inherent in the

Celtic race (the same which had al

ready, in ruder times, produced in

France the “lais" of the menestrals

and troubadours, and the more recent

ballads and rondeaus of Clement Ma

rot) could not be wholly kept under.

The genius of a Racine, bursting its

bonds, showed itself in many a lofty

passage of the “Andromaque,” the

“Esther,” and the “Athalie;” while a

Malesherbes, a Moncrif, and others

scarcely known to us by name in these

islands, produced, despite all obstacles,

some exquisite stanzas, and some bal

lads as simple and pathetic as are to

be found in any language. The revo

lutions, the many revolutions in poli

tics to which France has been subject

ed, have been accompanied, too, by a

revolution scarcely less important in

literature. The rules of the Academy

have not only been relaxed, and words

and subjects, long TABoo'o, been al

lowed to the French poet, but “Free

Trade” in verse-making has been pro

claimed to him in all respects, and he

is now quite as much of a “chartered

libertine" as any of his European or

American co-minstrels. The barriers

of prohibition once removed, the na

tural consequences have followed—a

torrent of verse, fresh, natural, and

impetuous, has been poured forth ;

and if haply some º it has been

turbid § unclean, yet by far the

greater part has either dashed along

over rock and stone, bright, bound

ing, and sparkling, or glided on in

a gentle and pellucid current, mur

muring soft music to the listening

ear. To drop metaphor, the France

of our day deserves any reproach ra

ther than that of being unpoetical ; for

without speaking of the world famous

Chateaubriand, whose verses are all

too few, of IIUgo, and LAMARTINE,

and BERANGER–the greatest of the

three, there are numbers of original

and pleasing poets among the French

writers of the present day, who are

quite unknown in these countries, and

who have not yet attained any consi

derable degree of fame in their own.

Among these, Henri Blaze and Ernest

Legouvé are favourites of our own ;

j as we should wish to give an idea

of their powers and their manner to

such of our readers as do not under

stand French, we venture to offer to

their notice the two following transla

tions, one of which is from each poet,

H. : that the first, “Claire,” by

enri Blaze, is rendered nearly word

for word, the metre of the original

being as much as possible preserved;

while the second, the “Two Mothers,”

by Legouvé, is altered only by being

“ done into " blank verse, instead of

rhyming couplets:—

** CLAIRE.

“Hear'st thou? The wind is rising in the

wood;

It moaneth wildly through the rustling

grass,

O'er which the beech-tree leaves are thickly
strewed:

Even the oak bendeth as the storm-gusts

pass.

Lowly the willow doth its branches trail,

And through the chestnuts sound the music

of the gale.

“The nightingale sits silent in the shade,

Thefresh acacia bends each vigorous bough,

The streamlet gurgles o'er its pebbly bed,

The reeds wavesad and silently; while now

The clouds, driven wildly o'er the sky’s blue

plai

Pass like a rapid flight of snow-white

cranes.

“Along the path by which wild strawber

ries grow,

And lilies of the vale, 'neath sheltering
bowers

Of balmy hawthorn, lilac, blossomed sloe,

Claire, with light footstep trampling the

wild flowers,
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Comes to the stream, half scared, as sudden

wakes

The sobbing of the wind among the brakes.

“Her fair hair, loosened by the ungentle

breeze,

Adown her shoulders falls in flakes of gold;

While, flying like a bird away, she sees

The snowy cap in which iterst was rolled.

While still the wind is following in her trace,

And seeks at every step her garments to dis

place.

“Blushing, she turns in anxious haste to spy

If any witness lurks among the leaves;

Then, satisfied that no one lingers nigh,

No longer at such slight annoyance

grieves;

But smiling smooths her ruffled robes: anon,

Still struggling'gainst the wind, she passes on.

“And now the maid hath reached the

river's edge,

The ‘still-vexed river, when she plunges in

Her pitcher near the margin clothed with

sedge,

Then sits her down a short repose to win,

As 'tis her wont, upon the river's brink,

Her pleasing task performed, to sit and think.

“The forest sighs, the fresh and full-voiced

wind

Chases the gleaming dewdrops o'er the

grass;

The glorious sun hath in the west declined,

And his last rays, empurpling many a

mass

Of clouds, discover by what way he goes

Each eve, to seek the Naiads' palace of repose.

“What is the thought which makes Claire

all forget?

What seek those eyes so beautiful, so

sweet,

In the far west, where stream and sky seem

met?

What voices do the echoes of her heart re

peat?

What whisper winds and waves with magic

spell ?

Of love, of hope, of melancholy they tell.

“O melancholy!-voice of earth and hea

Well

Mysterious key of worlds without an end—

Portal through which to us ingress is given

To the ideal—Nature's gentlest friend—

The many letters of whose name appears

Wrote on the daisy's cup in dewy tears!

“O melancholy!—voice of day and night—

Chaste muse with candid brow !—eternal

bride!

Whom mortals here below seek with delight,

Whom the forsaken finds still at her side—

O name divine !—first and last thought of all

Upon this earth who flourish or who fall.

“Wirgin who oft, lit by the moon's pale beam,

Art seated, weeping, neath a willow tree,

Upon the margin of a troubled stream,

To which thy plaints confided are by thee,

Sole drop of honey in that draught of ill,

Which sorrow doth for human hearts distil.

“Harmonious daughter of the tearful night,

Who bears as crown upon her sacred brow

The golden sun-set's lingering rays of light.

Goddess, in every season loved as now !

The young and old unite to cherish thee,

Child of presentiment and of memory.

“But now across the heath the wind blows

shrill,

The darkness will spread snares around

thy feet,

'Tis time to seek thy cottage on the hill.

‘Return, my child !' thy mother's lips re

peat;

She hears the church-clock strike, in anxious

fret,

And turns her wheel and sighs, ‘Claire

comes not yet!"

“The young girl now recalls each wander

ing thought

From the fantastic world, where they have

strayed;

Her golden hair, wet with the mists, she has

caught,

And with light fingers fixed in graceful

braid ;

A glance she throws, at parting, on the

stream,

Near which so long she sat in a delicious

dream.

“And looking still regretfully, she takes

Her pitcher up, and is about to go

Along the path which leads across the brakes

To the more distant heath and hill,when lo!

Upon the stream a wreath of flowers is seen,

Fresh as if midst the waves its birth had been.

“There wild flowers cluster round the lily

white,

By pale nymphea neighboured; corn

flowers blue

Contrast with clematis, and iris bright

Twines with the eglantine of roseate hue.

The flowery trophy floats upon the stream,

Like some creation of a poet's dream.

“O charming prodigy l—behold it glide,

Atthe wind's bidding, o'er the azure wave—

Now rising high—now sinking in the tide—

As if the stream took back the gift it gave,

The stream that, from reflecting oft her face,

Seemed to have grown enamoured of each

grace.

“Meanwhile the maiden, standing silently,

Forgets the night, the dangers of the way,

The wind that every moment blows more free,

Her distant home, her water-vase of clay,
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And there remains upon the river's brink,

Watching the wreath of flowers now rise,

Inow sink.

“‘Flowers of the vale,

Ye violets blue,

That on the gale

Your sweets exhale—

Ye lilies, too!

“‘Tell me, fair band,

O tell me true !

What kindly hand,

And in what land,

First planted you?

“‘Speak, earth and air 1–

Speak!—his shall be,

As guerdon fair,

One tress of hair,

One smile from me!

“‘And thou, wreath pale,

Towards which I go,

Flowers that exhale -

Upon the gale

A breath of woe–

“‘Who, on the stream,

I ask, fair crown,

Lost in a dream

Of love extreme,

Hath flung thee down?

“‘Thou who, bright wreath,

My sister art,

No longer roam,

Haste to his home–

Bear him my heart!"

“The wreath of flowers—the fairy wreath—

appears

From forth the wave to understand her

song,

And by the moonlight Claire can see it steers

Its downward course more rapidly along;

She, with light footstep, follows as it goes

Along the margin of the deep, deep stream;

But now the north wind more tempestuous

blows,

The huge oaks groan, and fitful wild fires

gleam

Upon the wave, which Claire thinks dia

mond-strewn,

Amid the darkness, round her flowery crown—

“O tell, loved wreath ! who cast thee on the

wave 'º'

She cries, ‘and he my heart, my hand, my

life shall have l’

“Some paces thence the stream a winding

makes,

Which Claire, lost in love ravings, does

not see :

The moon is hid by clouds, the path by
brakes–

Her foot slips as she passes rapidly—

Her garments catching on a willow spray,

Suspend her for a moment o'er the wave;

But the frail branch beneath her weight

gives way,

And in she plunges, without one to save;

The impetuous current hurries her along,

Still singing, as she dies, this mournfulsong—

“‘Wreath, sad and pale,

Towards which I go,

Flowers which exhale

Upon the gale

A breath of woe—

** He who this eve

First flung thee down,

For me will grieve—

This ring receive

For him, fair crown'

“‘Gift of his bride,

Bear it, and say,

Within this tide

Doth she abide,

Now and for aye.

“Thou who, bright stream,

My sister art,

Though passed my dream

Of love extreme,

Bear him my heart!'"

It seems to us that the preceding

poem,although somewhat fantastical in

design, and occasionally rather rhapso

dical, may yet claim the merit of origi

nality of thought and expression. The

second poem is of a very different de

scription, extremely simple in both style

and subject; but we shall let it speak

for itself:—

“T H E Two Mot H E R s.

* BY ERNEst LEGouve.

“One clear bright morning in the early June,

On the green turf beneath thick chestnut

trees

(Their white robes rustling thro' the fresh

wild flowers),

There passed together two young, lovely

Wonnell:

Joy beaming in their eyes, their glossy hair

Floating behind them in the summer wind.

One is named Clari; in her sheltering arms

A sleeping child, scarce one year old, she

bears:

The other Ella, slowly moves along :

Her eyes are full of languor, and her speech,

Tho' clear, is low; while in her faint, sweet

smile

We read that she, too, soon will be a mo

ther.

We see engraven on her pallid brow

Thy venerable seal, Maternity,
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Which maketh all, even those of souls

least pure,

Before the mother's steps in reverence bow,

Which, at that period, maketh woman seem

A creature fair as Hope, holy as Heaven

Thus they held converse:—

*ELLA.

“‘What a lovely babe!

Those dimpled cheeks!—that softly round

ed arm l—

Those golden curls!—that eye so purely

bright !—

Sure nought on earth was ever half so

sweet

Scarce even an angel in immortal youth

So fair as infant at its mother's breast.”

“CLARI.

“‘It is so blissful, as we gaze on them,

To think, “nor sin nor sorrow ever stained

Those limpid eyes, that fair and spotless

brow.”

Our infant Lord seems to revive in them "

“ELLA.

“‘O yes!—and then their guileless little

hearts,

Knowing as yet nothing of life or care,

Have all the freshness of their rosy feet,

Unstained by contact with the sordid earth.

But doth thy infant love thee?'

“CLARI.

“‘Yes, in truth;

For when she sees a tear upon my cheek,

Her small lips quiver, and she kisses me.

Sweet angel!—ignorant what grief can be,

Yet taught by instinct that the Lord hath

given

Her infant's kiss as balm for mother's woes.'

“ELLA.

“‘See, see she smiles I Would not one think

she knew

What we are saying? Tell me,Clari—now,

In all thy golden dreams before her birth,

Didst thou e'er picture her such as she is?"

“CLARI.

“‘Not half so lovely!"

“ELLA.

“‘O what joy to think

I, too, ere the new year, shall be a mother!

Till then, dear Clari, every day I'll spend

An hour in viewing her | Whene'er I meet

A lovely child, I take it in mine arms;

I stroke its silken locks—I gaze on it,

Trying to fix its beauties on my mind,

As though I could transmit them to my

child.

Was this thy habit, too?"

“CLARI.

“‘Often: but say,

At eve, when seated silent by the hearth,

Dost thoue'er place thy hand upon thy side

To feel the throb that tells thee of its life?”

“ELLA.

“‘And then, when suddenly that throb has

ceased,

Felt thou the thought strike sudden to thy

heart,-

Perhaps even now it dies'

** CLARI.

“‘Cease, cease!—even yet

I cannot for a moment leave my child,

Without a dread of seeing her no more.

Let us not speak of death, but trust in

Heaven!'

“ELLA (hesitating).

“‘And—didst thou suffer much 2'

“CLARI.

““Fear'st thou?”

“ELLA.

… . I do.”

* CLARI.

“‘Well, then, dear friend, if from thine ear

liest years

Thou had'st bewailed a father banished

France,

And thou wert told, “In yonder shady

grove

Thy father waits,” thou'dst run with eager

haste

To greet him; then, if as thou sped'st along,

The straggling branches tore thy face and

eyes,

Would'st feel the pain?’

“ELLA.

“‘O no!'

“CLARI.

“‘As little, then,

A mother heeds the suffering of that hour.

“ELLA.

“‘O tell me more l'

* CI.ARI.

“‘Yes, but we must speak low—

My infant sleeps.”

“ELLA.

“‘Tell me, when fainting, weak,

Thou heard'st that cry of life all recognise,

Though yet unheard by them, what did'st

thou do?'

“CLARI.

“‘I cried aloud, and stretched mine eager

arms l'

* Ella.

“‘And when, next morning, first thine eyes

did ope,

Did'st thou not say, “I am a mother?"'
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“CLARI.

“‘No,

That was not my first thought. I woke

up sad ;

I lay exhausted on my couch; my head

Was dull, my thoughts confused. I felt

as one

The morrow after suffering much ; and yet

A voice was whispering to my inmost heart

These cheering words, “O happy, happy

thou !”

Sudden the door flew open, and, O joy!

'Twas she, mydaughter, whom they brought

to me !

The feeble babel—the darling child 1–

I swear,

When they had laid her sleeping by my

side—

When I beheld her lying in mine arms—

When pressing her with rapture to my

heart,

I felt the warmth of her little frame,

I thought my very heart would break with

joy

I covered her with kisses, murmuring low,

“She's mine—my own—my daughter!"—

and I wept.

Then all at once I felt a longing wish

To kneel me down in prayer upon the stones,

And cry aloud, “O God, how good Thou

art 1"

And yet, while listening to her breathing

low

(Thou'lt think it strange), I still felt some

regret–

Some feeling as if she were not so much

Mine own as when I bore her in my breast.'

“ELLA.

“‘Thanks, thanks, dear Clari!

could express

The good thy words have done me. One

by one

They told my happiness in telling thine,

And I became a mother as I heard l'

Would I

“A cry broke sudden from the infant's lips—

It was her waking hour. The youthful

pair

Bent their bright faces o'er the angel babe,

Who woke all rosy from her happy sleep,

Andeach in silence kissed the precious one—

Herald to each of happiness, of hope I

Then, as they raised them from the long,

long kiss,

Their eyes (more brilliantthrough the glanc

ing tears,

The happy tears that filled them) met—a

look

They interchanged that spoke a thousand

things;

Then pressed each other in a long embrace,

For in a moment their maternal love

Had made them sisters in the sight of

Heaven I"

There is much that is both truthful

and touching in the foregoing little

piece—much that is sure to come home

to the feelings of every mother who

reads it. It is, however, curiously

characteristic of French modes of

thinking, that neither the Ella nor the

Clari of the poem should make the

slightest allusion to the persons whom

we, in our simplicity, would have

looked upon as the natural sharers of

their anxieties, their husbands, namely,

the fathers of the babes so tremblingly

longed for, so dearly welcomed ! How

different, and how much more true to

nature, are the lines in the old Scottish

ballad—

“Thou art she like my ain soldier laddie,

Thou'rt aye the nearer, the dearer to me!"

But in French poetry, as in French

prose, we fear that such an allusion

would be considered in the worst pos

sible taste; and yet in no country are

there more tender fathers than in

France. Were we to seek to account

for this anomaly, it would lead us very

far, indeed, from the subject upon

which we sat down to write; we i.

not, therefore, make the attempt, but

content ourselves with saying, that we

regret this solitary blemish in an other

wise faultless composition, all the more

as it weakens the pleasing impressions

made upon our minds by the two young

mothers—suggesting, as it does, ideas

of domestic discomfort, of cold-hearted

selfishness in connexion with them.

The half-hour for which we under

took to bestow our tediousness upon

our readers not being yet expired, we

shall venture to direct their attention

to the following attempt of ours to

translate one of the exquisite frag

ments of verse into which the prose of

the eccentric, but highly-gifted, Al

phonse Karr sometimes forgets itself:

trie GArden.

“In Spring each year, when Nature fills with

green,

With balmy odours, and with joy each

8tene

When all is life and all is love on earth :

Among the lilac and laburnum flowers,

Sweet memories lurk like Fauns in forest

bowers,

Sporting around my path with playful

mirth.

“Each flower that opes its petals to the day,

To me hath got some gentle phrase to say—

Some word that to the heart's core thrill

eth me;
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When flowereth in mid June the pure white “‘That glorious summer's eve rememberest

rose thou

Why bºnd'I where it ‘sheds its sudden When wantering here, joy seated on thy

snows,” brow,

Gazing upon it sadly, thoughtfully?

“Because the white rose in this month of

sweets,

To me these thirteen summers past repeats,

* See, John, thy name-day's not forgot

by me!’

Each flow'ret hath its own low-whispered

word,

Which to the depth of tears my heart hath

stirred,

And yet which soothes me most deliciously.

“You know the flower that hangs itself

from walls,

Like a green net o'er leaves and buds that

falls 2

Convolvulus, or bind-weed, which you

will;

Its countless bells, in sombre azure dyed,

Its countless bells, at morn and eventide,

To me a certain song are singing still:

“A song of love, a simple, earnest song

I made one day I had been waiting long,

For HER, beneath the shadow of a tree'

Yonder the starry wall-flower, bright and

gay

(The greatest babbler 'mong the flowers),

doth say,

“Rememberest thou the days thou once

didst see?

“‘The places where thy life more swiftly

sped

The flight or steps that to the garden led,

The antique steps, moss-grown and gray

of hue?

From out their crevices grew golden flow

erS

Her white robe touched them in the morning

hours,

When on the violets glistened still the

dew I

“‘Then didst thou cull these plants of little

worth :

And now on certain days thou bring'st them

forth,

And to thy lips each withered leaf doth

press!'

Oft, too, when passing by the orange tree,

That on yon terrace blossoming we see,

Its sighings softly to mine ear express—

Thou didst evoke the future to appear?

And thou didst say to me, “Fair orange tree,

Thine odorous petals open joyously;

Be proud and happy that thou bloomest

here.

“‘“Be proud to cast thy virgin blossoms

down,

My love shall twine them in the graceful

crown

She forms in braiding her long chesnut

hair "

Well, for these thirteen seasons I retain

For her my blossoms every year in vain,

And yº mine odours on the empty

airl'

One more specimen of modern French

poetry, and we have done with the

subject, at least for the present. It

is a sonnet by the late celebrated ro

mance writer, de Balzac, who was also

distinguished, though in a less degree,

as a poet, and is one of a series he

wrote upon ſlowers. To those who

have read “Faust,” either in the ori

ginal or a translation, it will not be

necessary to explain that the allusion

in the sonnet is to a custom in Ger

many, as well as in some parts of

France, among young people, of telling

their fortunes by counting the petals

of a daisy, torn from it one by one for

that purpose:– -

THE DAISY.

“I am the Daisy—once the fairest flower

Of all that star the soft, green dewy grass'

I hoped my days in calm content to pass,

For I was blest, my beauty my sole dower:

But ah! a wondrous and mysterious power

Hath shed upon my brow its fatal light—

I am a prophet in mine own despite,

Hence do I die—Knowledge brings Death,

alas !

No longer silence or repose are mine;

The lover will through me his fate divine,

And tears my heart to learn if he alone

Be loved. O'er my destruction none e'er

grieve ;

My brow they of its snowy crown bereave,

And crush me to the dust— my secret

known "

* “A pale white rose

Shedding, in sudden snows,

Its leaves upon the velvet turf around."—F. HEMANs.
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CHAPTert xxxvii.

f The GLooxiiest PassaGE OF ALL.

SHALL I own that Margot's story af.

fected me in a very different manner

from what the good Abbé had in

tended it should I could neither sym

pathise with the outraged pride of the

old Marquis, the offended dignity of

family, nor with the insulted honour

of the sacred vocation she had aban

doned. My reflections took a very

different form, and turned entirely

upon the dangers of the career she

had adopted—perils which, from what I

could collect of her character, were

extremely likely to assail her. She

was young, beautiful, gifted, and am

bitious; and, above all, she was friend

less. What temptations would not

assail her — by what flatteries would

she not be beset ! Would she be en

dowed with strength to resist these ?

Would the dignity of her ancient de

scent guard her, or would the enthu

siasm for her art protect herº These

were questions that I could not solve,

or rather, I solved them in many and

different ways. For a long time had

she occupied a great share in my heart;

sometimes I felt towards her as to

wards a sister. I thought of the hours

we had passed side by side over our

books—now working hard and eagerly,

now silent and thoughtful, as Solne

train of ideas would wile us away from

study, and leave us forgetful of even

each other—till a chance word, a ges

ture, a sigh, would recall us—and

then, interchanging our confessions,

for such they were, we turned to our

books again. But at other times, I

thought of her as one dearer still than

this — as of one to win whose praise I

would adventure anything — whose

chance words lingered in my memory,

suggestive of many a hope, and, alas !

many a fear ! It is no graceful re

flection to dwell upon, however truth

ful, that our first loves are the emana

tions of our self-esteem. They who

first teach us to be heroes to our own

hearts are our earliest idols. Ay,

and with all the changes and chances

of life, they have their altars within us

to our latest years. Why should it

not be so 2 What limit ought there

to be to our gratitude, to those who

first suggested noble ambitions, high

soaring thoughts, and hopes of a glo

rious future—who instilled in us our

first pride of manhood, and made us

seem worthy of being loved

Margot had done all this for me

when but a child, and now she was a

woman, beautiful and gifted . The fame

of her genius was world-wide. Did

she still remember me?—had she ever

a thought for the long past hours

when we walked hand-in-hand toge

ther, or sat silently in some summer

arbour? I recalled all that she had

ever said to me, in consolation of the

past, or with hope for the future. I

ondered over little incidents, mean

ingless at the time, but now full of

their own strong significance ; and I

felt at last assured that, when she had

spoken to me of ambitious darings and

high exploits, she had been less ex

horting me than giving utterance to

the bursting feelings of her own adven

turous spirit.

Her outbreaks of impatience— her

scarcely suppressed rebellion against

the dull ritual of our village life —

her ill-disguised suspicion of priestly

influence, now rose before me; and I

could see, that the flame which had

burst forth at last, had been smoul

dering for many a year within her. I

could remember, too, the temper, little

short of scorn, in which she saw me

devote myself to Jesuit readings, and

labour hard at the dry tasks the Sister

Ursule had prescribed for me. And

; then all my ambitions were of the

ighest and noblest. I could have

braved any dangers, or met any perils,



1853.] 711Chapter XXXVII.-The Gloomiest Passage of all.

in the career of a missionary Labour,

endurance, suffering, martyrdom it

self, had no terror for me. How was

it that this spirit did not touch her

heart? Were all her sympathies so

bound up with the world that every

success was valueless that won no

favour with mankind 2 Had she no

test for nobility of soul save in the re

cognition of society? When I tried

to answer these questions, I suddenly

bethought me of my own short-com

ings. Where had this ambition led

me— what were its fruits? Had I

reallyFº the proud path I once

tracked out for myself? — or, worse

thought again, had it no existence

whatever? Were devotion, piety, and

single-heartedness nothing but impo

sition, hypocrisy, and priestcraft 2–

Were the bright examples of mission

ary enterprise only cheats 2—were all

the narratives of their perilous exis

tence but deception and falsehood?

My latter experiences of life had served

little to exalt the world in my esteem.

I had far more frequently come into

contact with corruption than with

honesty. My experiences were all

those of fraud and treachery—of such,

too, from men that the world reputed

as honourable and high-minded. There

was but one step more, and that a

narrow one, to include the priest in

the same category with the layman,

and deem them all, alike rotten and

corrupted. I must acknowledge that

the Abbé himself gave no contradic

tion to this unlucky theory. Artful

and designing always, he scrupled at

nothing to attain an object, and could

employ a casuistry to enforce his views

far more creditable to his craft than to

his candour. I was no stranger to

the arts by which he thought to entrap

myself. I saw him condescend to

habits and associates the very reverse

of those he liked, in the hope of pleas

ing me; and even when narrating the

story of Margot's fall—for such he

called it—I saw him watching the im

pression it produced upon me, and

canvassing, as it were, the chances,

that here at length might possibly be

found the long-wished-for means of

obtaining influence over me.

“I do not ask of you,” said he, as

he concluded, “to see all these things

as I see them. You knew them in

their days ofÉ. and downfall;

you have seen them the inhabitants of

an humble village, leading a life of ob

scurity and privation; their very pre

tension to rank and title a thing to

conceal; their ancient blood a subject

of scorn and insult. But I remember

the Marquis de Jupernois a haughty

noble in the haughtiest court of Eu

rope; I have seen that very Marquis

receiving royalty on the steps of his

own chateau, and have witnessed his

days of greatness and grandeur.”

“True,” said I, “but even with

due allowance for all this, I cannot re

gard the matter in the same light that

you do. To my eyes, there is no such

dignity in the life of a nun, nor any

such disgrace in that of an actress.”

I said this purposely in the very

strongest terms I could employ, to see

how he would reply to it.

“And you are right, Gervois,” said

he, laying his hand affectionately on

mine. “You are right. Genius and

goodness can ennoble any station, and

there are few places where such qua

lities exert such influence as the

stage.”

I suffered him to continue without

interruption in this strain, for every

word |. spoke served to confirm

me in my suspicion of his disho

nesty. Mistaking the attention with

which I listened for an evidence of con

viction, he enlarged upon the theme,

and ended at last by the conclusion,

that to judge of Margot's actions

fairly, we should first learn her mo

tives.

“Who can tell,” said he, “what

good she may not have proposed to

herself!—by what years of patient en

durance and study — by what pas

sages of suffering and sorrow she

may have planned some great and

good object. It is a narrow view

of life that limits itself to the

day we live in. They who measure

their station by the tº: they perform,

and not by its results on the world at

large, are but short-sighted mortals;

and it is thus I would speak to yourself

Gervois. You are dissatisfied with

your path in life. You complain of it

as irksome, and eveni. Have

you never asked yourself, Is not this

mere egotism 2 Have I the right to

think only of what suits me, and ac

commodates itself to my caprices 2

Are there no higher objects than my

pleasure or my convenience 2 Is the

great fabric of society of less account

than my likings or dislikings Am I

the judge, too, of the influence I may
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exert over others, or how my actions

may sway the destinies of mankind 2

None should be more able to apply

these facts than yourself—you that, in

a rank of which you were, I must say

unjustly, ashamed, and yet were often

times in possession of secrets on which

thrones rested and dynasties endured.”

He said much more in the same

strain; some of his observations being

true and incontestible, and others the

mere outpouring of his crafty and sub

tle intellect. They both alike fell un

heeded by me now. Enough for me

that I had detected, or fancied I had

detected him. I listened only from

curiosity, and as one listens for the last

time.

Yes! I vowed to myself that this

should be our last meeting. I could

not descend to the meanness of dissi

mulation, and affect a friendship I did

not feel; nor could I expose myself to

the chances of a temptation which as

sailed me in so many shapes and forms.

I resolved, therefore, that I would not

again visit the Abbé; and my only doubt

was whether I should not formally de

clare my determination.

He had ceased to speak; and I sat,

silently pondering this question in my

own mind. I forgot that I was not

alone, and was only conscious of m

error when I looked up and saw his

small and deep-set eyes firmly fixed

upon me.

“Well, be it so, Gervois,” said he,

calmly ; “but let us part friends.”

I started, and felt my face and fore

head burning with a sudden flush of

shame. There are impulses that sway

us sometimes stronger than our reason;

but they are hurricanes that pass away

uickly, and leave the bark of our

estiny to sail on its course unswer

vingly.

“You'll come back to me one of

these days, and I will be just as ready

to say, “Welcome !' as I now say

* Good-bye! good-bye!’” and, sorrow

fully repeating the last word as he

went, he waved his hand to me, and

withdrew.

For a moment I wished to follow

him, to say I know not what; but

calmer thoughts prevailed, and I left

the house, and wandered homewards.

That same evening I sent in my de

mand of resignation, and the next

morning came the reply according it.

My first thought was a joyful sense

of liberty and freedom from a bondage

I had long rebelled against; my next

was , a dreary consciousness of my

helpless and friendless condition in life.

I opened my little purse upon the table,

and spread out its contents before

me. There were seven pounds and a

few shillings. A portion of my salary

was still due to me, but now I would

have felt it a degradation to claim it,

so odious had the career become in my

eyes.

*: began to think over the various

things for which my capacity might fit

me. They seemed a legion when I

stood in no need of them, and yet none

now rose to my mind, without some

almost impassable barrier. I knew no

art nor handicraft. My habits ren

dered me unequal to daily labour with

my hands. I knew many things en

amateur, but not as an artist. I could

ride, draw, fence, and had some skill

in music, but in not one of these could

I compete with the humblest of those

who taught them. Foreign languages,

too, I could speak, read, and write

well; but of any method to communi

cate their knowledge I had not the

vaguest conception. After all, these

seemed my best acquirements, and I

determined to try and teach them.

With this resolve I went out and

spent two pounds of my little capital in

books. It was a scanty library, but I

arrayed it on a table next my window

with pride and satisfaction. I turned

over the leaves of my dictionary, with

something of the feeling with which a

settler in a new region of the globe

might have wandered through his little

territory.

My grammars I regarded as mines

whose ores were to enrich me; and

my well-thumbed copy of Telamachus,

and an odd volume of Lessing's come

dies, were in themselves stores of plea

sure and amusement. I suppose it is

a condition of the human mind that

makes our enjoyment in the ratio of

the sacrifices they have cost us. I

know of myself, that since that day I

now speak of, it has been my fortune

to be wealthy, to possess around me

every luxury my wish could compass,

and yet I will own it, that I have never

gazed on the well-filled shelves of a

costly library, replete with every com

fort, with a tithe of the satisfaction I

then contemplated the two or three

dog-eared volumes that lay before me.

My first few days of liberty were

passed in planning out the future. I
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studied the newspapers in hope of meet

ing something adapted to my capacity;

but though in appearance no lack of

these, I invariably found some fatal

obstacle intervened to prevent my suc

cess. At one place, the requirements

were beyond my means; at another,

the salary was insufficient for bare sup

port; and at one I remember my func

tions of teacher were to be united with

menial offices against which my pride

revolted. I resolved to adventure at

last, and opened a little school—an

evening school for those whose occu

pations made the day too valuable to

devote any part of it to education.

At the end ofsome five weeks, I had

three pupils; hard-working and hard

worked men they were, who, steadily

bent upon advancement in life, now

entered upon a career of labour far

greater than all they had ever encoun

tered.

Two were about to emigrate, and

their studies were geography, with

some natural history, and whatever I

could acquire for them of informa

tion about the resources of a certain

portion of Upper Canada. The third

was a weaver, and desired to learn

French, in order to read the works of

French mathematicians, at that time

sparingly translated into English. IIe

was a man of superior intellect, and

capable of a high cultivation, but poor

to the very last degree. The thirst

for knowledge had possessed him exactly

as the passion for gambling lays hold of

some other men. He lived for nothing

else. The defeats and difficulties he en

countered but served to brace him to

further efforts, and he seemed to forget

all his privations and his poverty, in

the aim of his glorious pursuit.

To keep in advance of him, in his

knowledge, I found impossible. All
that I could do was to aid him in ac

quiring French, which, strange to say,

resented great difficulties to him. He,

owever, made me a partaker of his

own enthusiasm, and I worked hard

and long at pursuits for which my habits

of mind and thought little adapted me.

I need scarcely say, that all this time

my worldly wealth made no progress.

My scholars were very poor them

selves, and the pittance I earned from

them I had oftentimes to refuse accept

ing. Each day showed my little re

sources growing sumaller, and my hopes

held out no better prospect for the

future.

WOL. XLII.-NO, CCLII.

Was I to struggle on thus to the last,

and sink under the pressure, was now

the question that kept perpetually ris

ing to my mind. My poverty had now

descended to actual misery; my clothes

were ragged; my shoes scarcely held

together; more than once an entire

day would pass without my breaking

my fast.

I lost all zest for life, and wandered

about in lonely and unfrequented

places, in a half-dreamy state, too

vague to be called melancholy. My

mind, at this time, vacillated between

a childish timidity and a species of al

most savage ferocity. At some mo

ments tears would steal along my

cheeks, and my heart vibrated to the

very finest emotions; at others, I was

possessed with an almost demoniac

fierceness, that seemed only in search

of some object to wreak its vengeance

upon. A strange impression, however,

haunted me through both these opposite

states, and this was, that my life was

menaced by some one or other, and

that I went in hourly peril of assassina

tion. This sense of danger impressed

me with either a miserable timidity,

or a reckless, even an insolent intre

pidity.

By degrees, all other thoughts were

merged in this one, and every inci

dent, no matter how trifling, served

to strengthen and confirm it. For

tunately for my reader I have no

patience to trace out the fancies by

which I was haunted. I imagined

that kings and emperors were in the

conspiracy against me, and that ca

binets only plotted how to entrap me.

I sold the last remnant of my wardrobe,

and my few remaining books, and

|. my dwelling, to forsake it again

or another, after a few days. Grim

want was, at length, before me, and I

found myself one morning — it was a

cold one of December—with only a few

pence remaining. It chanced to be

one of my days of calmer temperament;

for some previous ones I had been in a

state bordering on frenzy; and now

the reaction had left me weak and de

pressed, but reasonable.

I went over, to myself, as well as I

was able, all my previous life; I tried

to recall the names of the few with

whom my fate seemed to connect me,

and of whose whereabouts I knew no

thing; I canvassed in my own mind

how much might be true of these stories

which I used to hear of my birth and

3 B
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parentage, and , whether the whole

might not possibly have been invented

to conceal some darker history. Such

doubts had possibly not assailed me in

other times; but now, with broken

hopes and shattered strength, they took

a bold possession of me. I actually

possessed nothing which might serve to

confirm my pretension to station. Do

cuments or papers I had none; nor

was there, so far as I knew, a living

witness to bear testimony to my narra

tive. In pondering thus I suddenly

remembered that, in the letter which I

once had addressed to Mr. Pitt, were

enclosed some few memoranda in cor

roboration of my story. What they

were exactly, and to what extent they

went, I could not recall to memory ;

but it was enough that they were, in

some shape, evidences of that which

already, to my own mind, was assum

ing the character of a delusion.

To this faint chance I now attached

myself with a last effort of desperation.

Some clue might possibly be found in

these papers to guide my search, and

my whole thoughts were now bent upon

obtaining them. With this object I

sat down and wrote a few most respect

ful lines to the minister, stating the na

ture of my request, and humbly excus

ing myself for the intrusion on his

attention. A week passed over — a

week of almost starvation—and yet no

reply reached me. I now wrote again

more pressingly than before, adding

that my circumstances did not admit

of delay; and that if, by any mis

chance, the papers had been lost or

mislaid, I still would entreat his ex

cellency's kindness to—I believe I said

recall what he could remember of

these documents, and thus supply the

void left by their loss. This lettershared

the same fate as my former one. I

wrote a third time, I knew not in what

terms, for I wrote late at night, after a

day of mad and ſevered impatience.

I had fasted for nigh two entire days.

An intense thirst never ceased to torture

me; and as I wandered wildly here and

there, my state alternated between fits of

cold shuddering, and a heat that seemed

to be burning my very vitals. The de

lusions of that terrible interval were,

doubtless, the precursors of actual mad

ness. I bethought me of every torture

I had ever heard of— of all the suffer

ings martyrdom had ever borne, but

to which death came at last as the

comforter; but to me no such release

seemed possible. I felt as though I had

done all that should invoke it. “Want

—sickness — suffering—despair—are

these not enough.” I asked myself—

“must guilt and self-murder be added

to the terrible list?” And it was, I re

member, with a kind of triumphant

pride, I determined against this. “If

mankind reject me,” said I–“if they

make of me an outcast and a victim,

on them shall lie all the shame and all

the sin. Enough for me the misery—I

will not have the infamy of my death !"

I have said I wrote a third letter;

and to make sure of its coming to

hand, I walked with it to Hounslow.

The journey occupied me more than

half the night, for it was day when I

arrived. I delivered it into the hands

of a servant, and saying that I should

wait for the answer, I sat down upon

a stone bench beside the door. Over

come with fatigue, and utterly ex

hausted, I fell off asleep—a sound and,

strange to say, delicious sleep, with

calm and pleasant dreams. From this

I was aroused by a somewhat rude

shake, and on looking up saw that a

considerable number of persons were

around me.

“Stand up, my good fellow," cried

a man who, though in plain clothes

and unarmed, proclaimed by his man

ner of command that he was in autho

rity; “stand up, if you please.”

I made an effort to obey, but sank

down again upon the bench, faint and

exhausted.

“He wants a drink of water,” cried

one.

“He wants summut to eat— that's

what he wants,” said a labouring man

in front of me.

“We'll take him where he'll be

properly looked after,” said the first

speaker. “Just stand back, good

people, and leave me to deal with him.”

The crowd retired as he spoke, while,

coming nearer, he bent down towards

me and said – “Is your name Paul

Gervois 2"

“I have gone by that name,” I re

plied.

“And is this in your handwriting 7

—mind, you needn't say so if you don't

like ; I only ask the question out of

curiosity.”

“Yes,” said I, eagerly; “what does

Mr. Pitt say 2 — what reply does he

make me?”

“Oh, you'll hear all that time

enough. Just try now if you couldn't
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come along with me as far as the road;

I've a carriage there a-waiting.”

I did my best to rise, but weakness

again overcame me, and I could only

stammer out a few faint words of ex

cuse.

“Don’t you see that the man is dy

ing?” said some one, half indignantly;

but the constable—for such he was—

made some rough answer, and then

stooping down he passed his arm round

me, and lifted me to my feet at once.

As he half carried, half pushed me

along, I tried to obtain some answer

to my former question, “What reply

had the minister made me?”

“You'll know all that time enough,

my good friend,” was all the answer I

could obtain, as, assisting me into the

carriage, he took his place at my side,

and gave the word to proceed “to

Town.”

Not a word passed between us as

we went along; for my part, I was too

indifferent to life itself tº care whither

he was conducting me, or with what

object. As well as utter listlessness

would permit me to think, I surmised

that I had been arrested. Is it not a

strange confession, that I felt a sense

of pleasure in the thought that I had

not been utterly forgotten by the

world, and that my existence was re

cognised, even at the cost of an accu

sation. I conclude that to understand

this feeling on my part, one must have

been as forlorn and desolate as I was.

I experienced neither fear nor curiosity

as to what might be the charge against

me; nor was my indifference that of

conscious innocence—it was pure care

lessness |

I slept that night in a prison, and

ate of prison fare — ravenously and

eagerly too; so much so, that the turn

key, compassionating me, fetched me

some of his own supper to satisfy my

cravings. I awoke the next day with

a gnawing sense of hunger, intensely

painful, far more so than my former

suffering from want. That day, and I

believe the two following ones, I spent

in durance, and at last was conveyed

in the prison-cart to the office of a

magistrate.

The court was densely crowded, but

the cases called seemed commonplace

and uninteresting—at least so they ap

peared to me, as I tried in vain to

follow them. At length the crier called

out the name of Paul Gervois, and it

was less the words than the directed

looks of the vast assembly, as they all

turned towards me, showed that I was

the representative of that designation.

My sense of shame at this moment

prevented my observing accurately

what went forward; but I soon rallied,

and perceived that my case was then

before the court, and my accuser it was

who then addressed the bench.

The effort to follow the speaker, to

keep up with the narrative that fell

from his lips, was indescribably painful

to me. I can compare my struggle to

nothing save the endeavour of one with

a shattered limb to keep pace with the

step of his unwounded comrades. The

very murmurs of indignation that at

times stirred the auditory, increased

this feeling to a kind of agony. I knew

that it was all-important I should hear

and clearly understand what was said,

and yet my faculties were unequal to
the effort.

The constable who arrested me came

forward next, and spoke as to the few

words which passed between us, affirm

ing how I had confessed to a certain

letter as being written by myself, and

that I alone was to be held responsible

for its contents. When he left the

table, the judge called on me for my

defence. 1 stared vaguely from side

to side, and asked to what charge?

“You have been present, prisoner,

during the whole of this examination,

and have distinctly heard the allega.

tion against you,” replied he. “The

charge is for having written a threat

ening letter to one of his Majesty's

ministers of state; a letter which in

itself constitutes a grave offence, but

is seriously aggravated, as being part

of a long-pursued system of intimida

tion, and enforced by menaces of the

most extreme violence.”

I was now suddenly recalled to a

clearness of comprehension, and able

to follow him, as he detailed how a cer

tain Mr. Conway—the private secre

tary of the minister—proved the re

ceipt of the letter in question, as well

as two others in the same hand. The

last of these— which constituted the

chief allegation against me—was then

read aloud; and anything more abo

minable and detestable it would be

hard to conceive. After recapitulat

ing a demand for certain documents—

so vaguely worded as to seem a mere

invented and trumped-up request—it
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went to speak of great services unre

warded, and honourable zeal not only

neglected but persecuted. From this

—which so far possessed a certain de

gree of coherency and reason—it sud

denly broke off into the wildest and

most savage menaces. It spoke of

one, who held life so cheaply, that he

felt no sacrifice in offering it up for the

gratification of his vengeance.

“Houseless, friendless, and starv

ing ; without food, without a name—

for you have robbed me of even that—

I have crawled to your door to avenge

myself and die!”

Such were the last words of this

epistle; and they ring in my ears even

yet, with shame and horror.

“I never uttered such sentiments as

these—words like those never escaped

me!" cried I, in an agony of indigna

tion.

“There is the letter,” said the ma

gistrate; “do you deny having writ
ten it?”

“It is mine—it is in my own hand,”

muttered I, in a voice scarcely audi

ble; and I had to cling to the dock to

save myself from falling.

Of what followed I know nothing—

absolutely nothing. There seemed to

be a short debate and discussion of

some kind; and I could catch, here

and there, some chance phrase or word

that sounded compassionately towards

me. At last I heard the magistrate

SaV

. If you tell me, Mr. Conway, that

Mr. Pitt does not wish to press the

charge, nor do more than protect him

self from future molestation, I am wil

ling to admit the prisoner to bail—

good and sufficient bail for his conduct

hereafter. In default of this, however,

I shall feel bound to commit him.”

Again some discussion ensued, ter

minated by some one asking me if I

could produce the required securities.

By this time a slight reaction to my

state of debility had set in — that fe

vered condition in which passion as

sumed the ascendant; and I answered,

haughtily—

“Bail for whom ? Is it for him to

whom they refused bread that they will

go surety P Look at these rags, sir–

see these wasted arms—hear this voice,

hoarse as it is with hunger—and ask

yourself who could pledge himself for

such misery 2"

He uttered some commonplaces—

at least so they sounded to me—about

there being no necessary connexion be

tween want and crime; but I stopped

him short, saying—

“Then you have never fasted, sir—

never known what it was to struggle

against the terrible temptations that

arise in a famished heart; to sink

down upon a bed of straw, and think of

the thousands at that moment in afflu

ence, and think of them with hatel

No link between want and crime !

None, for they are one. Want is envy

—want is malice. Its evil counsellors

are everywhere—in the plash of the

wave at midnight—in the rustle of the

leaves in a dark wood—in the chamber

of the sick man; wherever guilt can

come, a whispering voice will say, ‘be

there!’”

Some friendly by-stander here coun

selled me toº myself, and not ag

ravate my position by words of angry

impatience. The air of sympathy

touched me, and I said no more.

I was committed to prison—remand

ed, I believe they said—to be called

up at some future day, when further

inquiries had been made into my mode

of life and habits. The sentence—so

well as I could understand it—was not

a severe one— imprisonment, without

labour or any other penalty. I was

told that I had reason to be grateful;

but gratitude was then at a low ebb

within me; for whatever moralists may

say, it is an emotion that never thrives

on misery. As I was led away, I over

heard some comments that were passed

upon me. One called memad, and pitied

me; another said I was a practised

impostor, far too leniently dealt with:

a third classed me with the vile herd of

those who live by secret crimes, and

hoped for some stringent act against
such criminals.

There was not one to ask, Why has

he done this thing, and how shall

others be saved from his example?

They who followed me with looks of

contempt and aversion never guessed

that the prison was to me a grateful

home ; that if the strong door shut

out liberty, it excluded starvation too,

and that if I could not stray at will

through the green lawns, yet my foot

steps never bore me to the darksome

pond, where the black depth whispered

—oblivion 1
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Chapter xxxviii.

The streets.

I was liberated from prison at the end

of eight days. I begged hard to be

allowed to remain there, but was

not permitted. This interval, short

as it was, had done much to recruit

my strength and rally my faculties; it

served besides to instil into me a calm

and patient resolve to depend solely on

myself; and, effacing, so far as I might,

all hopes of tracing out my family, I

determined now to deem no labour too

humble by which I might earn a live

lihood.

I am now speaking of fifty years ago,

and the world has made rapid strides

since that. The growing necessities of

our great population, and the wide

field for enterprise offered by our

colonies, have combined to produce a

social revolution few could have pre

dicted once. The well-born and the

tenderly-nurtured have now gone forth

in thousands to try their fortunes in far

away lands, to brave hardships and en

counter toil that the hard sons of labour

themselves are fain to shrink from ;

but at the time I speak of this bold

spirit had not burst into life — the

world was insolent in its prosperity,

and never dreamed of a reverse.

By transcribing letters and papers

for one of the officials, while in jail, I

had earned four shillings, and with

this sum, my all in the world, I now

found myself following the flood-tide

of that host which moves daily along

the Strand in London. I had break

fasted heartily before I left the prison,

and, resolving to hoard up my little

treasure, determined to eat nothing

more on that day. As I walked along

I felt that the air, sharp and frosty as

it was, excited and invigorated me.

The bright blue sky overhead, the

clear outline of every object, the brisk

stir and movement of the population:

all helped to cheer my spirits, and I

experienced a sense of freedom, as

that of one who, having thrown off a

long carried burden, is at last free to

walk unencumbered. A few hours

before I fancied I could have been

well satisfied to wear out life within

the walls of my prison, but now I felt

that liberty compensated for any hard

ship. The town on that morning pre

sented an aspect of more than ordinary

stir and excitement. Men were at

work in front of all the houses, on lad

ders and scaffoldings; huge frame

works, with gaudy paintings, were

being hoisted from the roofs, and signs

of wonderful preparation of one kind

or other were everywhere visible. I

stopped to inquire the meaning, and

was told, not without a stare of sur

prise, that London was about to illu

minate in joyful commemoration of the

treaty of peace just signed with France.

I thanked my informant, and moved on.

Assuredly there were few in either

country who had less reason to be in

terested in such tidings than myself.

I possessed nothing, not even a na

tionality that I could safely lay claim

to. . In the hope of approaching pros

perity to-morrow, so forcibly expressed

in lºany an inscription — in all those

devices of enthusiastic patriotism, I

had no share. In fact, I was like one

of another nation, suddenly dropped

in the midst of a busy population,

whose feelings, hopes, and aspirations

were all new and strange to me.

As I came up to Charing-cross a

dense crowd stopped the way, gazing

with wondering eyes at a great tri

umphal arch, which spanned the tho

roughfare, and whose frail timbers

gave but a sorry intimation of the

splendour it should exhibit after night

fall. Immense draperies floated from

this crazy framework, and vast trans

parencies displayed in tasteless allegory

the blessings of a peace. The enthu

siasm of admiration was high among

the spectators; doubtless, the happy

occasion itself suggested a cordiality of

approval that the preparations them

selves did not warrant; for at every

step in the construction, a hearty cheer

would burst forth from the crowd in

recognition of the success of the work.

My attention, undisturbed by such

emotions, was fixed upon one of the

poles of the scaffolding, which, thrown

considerably out of its perpendicular,

swayed and bent at every step that

approached it, and threatened, if not

speedily looked to, to occasion some

disaster. I pointed this out to one

beside me, who as quickly communi

cated it to another, and in less than a

minute after, a panic cry was raised
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that the scaffold was falling. The

crowd fell back in terror, while the

men upon the scaffolding, not knowing

in what quarter the danger existed,

stood in terrified groups, or madly

rushed to the ladders to escape. The

mad shouts and screams of those be

neath added to the confusion, and ren

dered it impossible to convey warning

to those in peril. At this instant a

man was seen approaching the weak

part of the scaffold, and though at

every step he took, the ill-fated pole

swerved farther and farther from the

right line, he was utterly unconscious

of his danger, and seemed only bent

on gaining a rope, which, fastened b

one end above, hung down to the porc

beneath. Wild cries and yells were

raised to warn him of his peril, but

not heeding, nor, perhaps, hearing

them, he seized the cord and swung

himself free of the scaffold.

In an instant the fabric gave way,

and, bending over, came down with a

terrible crash of falling beams and

splintered timber. It fell so close to

where I stood, that it struck down an

old man with whom I had been con

versing the moment before. Strangely

too, amidst that dense throng, this was

the only serious injury inflicted; but

he was struck dead — at least, he only

lingered for the few minutes it took to

carry him to a neighbouring public

house, where he expired.

“It's old Harry; he always said

he'd die at his crossing,” said the pub

lican, as he recognised the features.

“He thought it was them new

fashioned curricles would do for him,

though,” said another. “He said so

to me last week, for he was getting

too old to escape when he saw them

coming.”

“Old ! I should think he was. He

was on that there crossing at the coro

nation—a matter of fifty years ago.”

“Say forty, my good friend, and

you'll be nigher the mark; but even

forty sufficed to leave him well off for

the rest of his days, if he had but

had prudence to know it.”

As I stood thus listening, I leaned

upon the broom which I had taken

from the old man's hand when I lifted

him}

“I’ll give you a matter often pounds

for it, master,” said a gruff-looking

fellow, addressing me, while he touched

the broom with his knuckle. “Five

down on the nail, and the rest ten

shillings a-week. Do you say done?”

Before I could collect myself to under

stand what this offer might mean, a

dozen others were crowding around

me with a number of similar proposals.

“You don't know the rule amongst

these fellows,” said the landlord, ad

dressing me; “but it is this, that

whoever touches the broom first after

its owner is killed, succeeds to the

crossing. It's yours now, to work or

dispose of, as you like best.”

“He'll never work it — he doesn't

know the town,” said one.

“He’d not know Charley Fox from

Big Hullescoat the tailor.”

“He’d splash Colonel Hanyer, and

sweep clean for the Duke of Queens

bury.”

“And forget to have change for

Lord Bute,” cried another—a sally so

generally applauded, that it showed a

full appreciation of its truthfulness.

“I’ll try it, nevertheless, gentle

men,” said I, addressing the company

respectfully; “and if the landlord

will only give me credit for half-a-

guinea's worth of liquor, we'll drink

my accession to office at once.”

This was agreeably received by all,

even the landlord, who ushered us into

an inner room to enjoy ourselves.

If I had not transgressed too freely

already on my readers' patience by

details which have no immediate bear

ing on my own life, I should have been

eatly tempted to revive some recol

ections of that evening, one of the

strangest I ever passed. Assuredly

the guild of which I suddenly found

myself a member was not one in which

I could have either expected laws and

regulations, or looked for anything like

a rigid etiquette; yet such was precisely

the case. The rules, if not many,

were imperative, while the require

ments to obtain success were consider

able. It was not enough to know

every remarkable character about town,

but you should also have a knowledge

of their tone and temper. Some should

be dunned with importunity; others

never asked for a farthing; a Scotch

accent went far with General Dundas;

a jest never failed with Mr. Sheridan.

Besides this, an unfailing memory for

every one who had crossed during the

day was indispensable, and if this gift

extended to chairs and coaches, all the

better was it.

My brethren, I must do them the

justice to say, were no niggards of in
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formation. To me, perhaps, they felt

a sense of exultation in describing the

dignity of the craft—perhaps they

hoped to deter me from a career so

surrounded with diſficulties. They

little knew that they were only stimu

lating the curiosity of one to whom

any object or any direction in life was

a boon and a blessing. Hardship and

neglect had so far altered my appear

ance, that, even had I cared for it, any

artificial disguisement was unnecessary.

My beard and mustache covered the

lower part of my face, and my hair,

long and lank, iº heavily on my

neck behind. But, were it otherwise,

how few had ever known me! There

were none to blush for me — none to

feel implicated in what they might

have called the disgrace of my position.

I reasoned thus—I went even farther,

and persuaded myself there was some

thing akin to heroism in thus braving

the current of opinion, and stemming

the strong tide of the world's preju

dice. If this be my fitting station in

life, thought I, there is no impropriety

in my abiding by it; and if, perchancé,

I might have worthily filled a higher

one, the disgrace is not with me, but

with that world that treated me so

harshly.

Though all these arguments satisfied

me thoroughly, as I thought over

them, they did not give me the suppºrt

I had hoped for. When the hour came

for me to assume my calling, I am

almost ashamed to say how I shrunk

from it. I grieve to think how much

more easy for me had it been to com

mit a crime, than to go forth, broom

in hand, and earn my livelihood l But

I was determined to go on, and I did

so. The first week or so was absolute

misery; I scarcely dared to look any

one in the face. If, perchance, I

caught an eye fixed upon me, I ima

gined I was recognised. I dreaded to

utter a word, lest my voice might be

tray me. I was repeatedly questioned

about old Harry, and what had be

come of him ; and I could see, that

with all my attempts at disguise, my

accent attracted attention, and men

looked at me with curiosity, and even

suspicion. Is it not strange that there

should be more real awkwardness in

maintaining a station that one deems

below him, than in the assumption of a

rank as unquestionably above his own?

Perhaps our self-love is the cause of it,

and that in our estimate of our own

natures, we think nothing too great or

too exalted for us!

Be this as it may, my struggles were

very painful; and, far from conforming

easily to the exigencies of my lot,

each day's experience rendered them

still harder to me. Two entire days

passed over without my having received

a farthing. I could not bring myself

to ask for payment, and the crowd

passed on, unheeding me. Some who

seemed prepared with the accustomed

mite replaced it in their pockets, when

they saw what seemed my indifference.

One young fellow threw me a penny

as he went, but I could not have

stooped for it, had my life been on the

issue. What a wonderful thing is for

tune! — or rather, how rarely can we

plot for ourselves any combination of

circumstances so successful as those

that arise from what we deem accident.

These that seemed evidences of failure

were the first promises of prosperity.

My comrades had given me the nick

name of “Gentleman Jack.” The

sobriquet attracted notice to me, and

to my habit of never making a demand;

and long cre I came to learn the cause,

I found myself deriving all the advan

tage of it. Few now went by without

paying; many gave me silver, some

even accompanying the gift with a

passing salutation, or a word of recog

nition. Slight as these were, and in

significant, they were far more precious

to me than any praises I have ever lis

tened to in my days of prosperity

I gradually came to know all the

celebrities of the town, and be myself

known by them. How like a dream

does it seem to me, as I think over

those days When Alderman Whit

bread would give me a shilling, and

Wilkes borrow a crown of me; when

Colonel O'Kelly would pay me with a

wink, and Sir Philip Francis with a

curse; when Baron Geramb, frizzed,

mustached, and decorated, lounged

lazily along on the arm of Admiral

Payne, followed by a gorgeously

equipped chasseur, a rare sight in

those days. Nor is it altogether an

old man's prejudice makes me think

that the leaders of fashion in those

times had more unmistakably the signs

of being “Grand Seigneurs” than the

men of our own day.

I have said that the tide of fortune

had turned with me, and to an extent

scarcely credible. Many days saw my

gains above a guinea ; once or twice
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they more than doubled that amount.

I have frequently read in newspapers

announcements of the fortunes accumu

lated by men in the very humblest

stations—statements which, with less

experience than my own, I might have

hesitated to believe; but now I know

them to be credible. I know, too,

that many of the donors who contemp

tuously threw their penny as the

passed, were far poorer than the reci

pient of their bounty.

If time did not reconcile me to my

lot, yet a certain hardihood to brave

destiny in any shape, fortified me. I

reasoned repeatedly with myself on this

wise.—Fate can scarcely have anything

lower in store for me ; from this there

can be no descent in fortune. If, then,

I can here maintain within me the

feelings which moved me in happier

days, and live unchanged in the

midst of what might have been degra

dation, there is yet a hope that I

may emerge to iii a worthy station

among my fellow-men.

I will not affirm that this feeling was

not heightened by an almost resentful

sense of the world's treatment of me—

a feeling which, combat how I would,

hourly gained more and more posses

sion of me. To struggle against this

growing misanthropy, I formed the re

solve that I would devote all my earn

ings of each Sunday to charity. It was

but too easy, in my walk of life, for

me to know objects of want and suffer

ing. The little close in which I lived

–near Seven Dials—was filled with

such ; and amongst them I now dis

pensed the seventh of my gains; in

reality far more, since Sunday almost

equalled two entire days in profit.

Thus did I vacillate betwixt good

and evil influences — now yielding--

now resisting—but always gaining

some little advantage over selfishness

and narrow-mindedness, by the train

ing of that best of teachers—adversity.

How my trials might have ended, had

the course of my life gone on uninter

ruptedly, I cannot even guess. Whe

ther the bad might have gained the

ascendant, or the good triumphed, I

know not. An incident, too slight to

advert to, save in its influence upon

my fate, suddenly gave another direc

tion to my destiny; and though, as I

have said, in itself a mere trifle, yet,

for its singularity, as well as in its

consequences, requires a mention; and

shall have—albeit a short one—a chap

ter of its own.

The incident I am about to relate,

has not—at least so far as I know.—

ever been made public. Up to three

years ago, I could have called a wit

ness to its truth; but I am now the

only survivor of those who once could

have corroborated my tale. Still I am

not without hope, that there are some

living who, having heard the circum

stances before, will generously exone

rate me from any imputation of being

the inventor.

This preſace may excite in my read

er the false expectation of something

deeply interesting; and I at once an

most explicitly own that I have none

such in store for him. It is, I repeat

for the third time, an incident only cu

rious from those engaged in it, and only

claiming a mention in such a history as
IIlllle.
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AN ACCOUNT OF SOME STRANGE DISTURBANCES IN AN OLD HOUSE IN

AUNGIER-STREET.

It is not worth telling, this story of

mine — at least, not worth writing.

Told, indeed, as I have sometimes been

called upon to tell it, to a circle of intel

ligent and eager faces, lighted up by a

good after-dinner fire on a winter's

evening, with a cold wind rising and

wailing outside, and all snug and cosy

within, it has gone off—though I sa

it, who should not — indifferent well.

But it is a venture to do as you would

have me. Pen, ink, and paper are

cold vehicles for the marvellous, and

a “reader” decidedly a more critical

animal than a “listener.” If, how

ever, you can induce your friends to

read it after nightfall, and when the

fireside talk has run for a while

on thrilling tales of shapeless terror;

in short, if you will secure me the

“mollia tempora fundi,” I will go to

my work, and say my say, with better

heart. Well, then, these conditions

presupposed, I shall waste no more

words, but tell you simply how it all

happened.

My cousin (Tom Ludlow) and I stu

died medicine together. I think he

would have succeeded, had he stuck to

the profession; but he preferred the

Church, poor fellow, and died early, a

sacrifice to contagion, contracted in

the noble discharge of his duties. For

my present purpose, I say enough of

his character when I mention, that he

was of a sedate but frank and cheerful

nature; very exact in his observance

of truth, and not by any means like

myself— of an excitable or nervous

temperament.

My uncle Ludlow — Tom's father—

while we were attending lectures, pur

chased three or four old houses in Aun

gier-street, one of which was unoccu

pied. He resided in the country, and

Tom proposed that we should take up

our abode in the untenanted house, so

long as it should continue unlet; a move

which would accomplish the double

end of settling us nearer alike to our

lecture-rooms and to our amusements,

and of relieving us from the weekly

charge of rent for our lodgings.

Our furniture was very scant – our

whole equipage remarkably modest and

primitive; and, in short, our arrange

ments pretty nearly as simple as those

of a bivouac. Our new plan was, there

fore, executed almost as soon as con

ceived. The front drawing-room was

our sitting-room. I had the bedroom

over it, and Tom the back bedroom

on the same floor, which nothing could

have induced me to occupy.

The house, to begin with, was a very

old one. It had been, I believe, newly

fronted about fifty years before ; but,

with this exception, it had nothing

modern about it. The agent who

bought it and looked into the titles for

my uncle, told me that it was sold,

along with much other forfeited pro

perty, at Chichester-House, I think, in

1702; and had belonged to Sir Thomas

Hacket, who was Lord Mayor of Dub

lin in James II.'s time. How old it

was then, I can't say; but, at all events,

it had seen years and changes enough

to have contracted all that mysterious

and saddened air, at once exciting and

depressing, which belongs to most old
Inansions.

There had been very little done in

the way of modernising details; and,

perhaps, it was better so; for there

was something queer and by-gone in

the very walls and ceilings — in the

shape of doors and windows—in the

odd diagonal site of the chimneypieces

—in the beams and ponderous cornices

—not to mention the singular solidity

of all the wood-work, from the banis

ters to the window-frames, which hope

lessly defied disguise, and would have

emphatically proclaimed their antiqui

ty through any conceivable amount of

modern finery and varnish.

An effort had, indeed, been made to

the extent of papering the drawing

rooms; but somehow, the paper looked

raw and out of keeping; and the old

woman, who kept a little dirt-pie of a

shop in the lane, and whose daughter—

a girl of two and fifty— was our soli

tary handmaid, coming in at sunrise,

and chastely receding again so soon as

she had made all ready for tea in our

state apartment; – this woman, I say,

remembered it, when old Judge Hor

rocks (who, havingearned thereputation
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ofaparticularly “hangingjudge,"ended

by hanging himself, as the coroner's jury

found, under an impulse of “tempo

rary insanity,” with a child's skipping

rope, over the massive old banisters)

resided there, entertaining good com

pany, with fine venison and rare old

port. In those halcyon days, the

drawing-rooms were hung with gilded

leather, and, I dare say, cut a good fi

gure, for they were really spacious

roolins.

The bedrooms were wainscotted, but

the front one was not gloomy ; and in

it the cosiness of antiquity quite over

came its sombre associations. But the

back bedroom, with its two queerly

placed melancholy windows, staring

vacantly at the foot of the bed, and

with the shadowy recess to be found in

most old houses in Dublin, like a large

ghosty closet, which, from congeniality

of temperament, had amalgamated with

the bedchamber, and dissolved the

partition. At night-time, this “alcove”

—as our “maid” was wont to call it—

had, in my eyes, a specially sinister

and suggestive character. Tom's dis

tant and solitary candle glimmered

vainly into its darkness. There it was

always overlooking him—always itself

impenetrable. But this was only part

of the effect. The whole room was, I

can't tell how, repulsive to me. There

was, I suppose, in its proportions and

features, a latent discord — a certain

mysterious and indescribable relation,

which jarred indistinctly upon some se

cret sense of the fitting and the safe,

and raised indefinable suspicions and

apprehensions of the imagination. On

the whole, as I began by saying, no

thing could have induced me to pass a

night alone in it.

I had never pretended to conceal

from poor Tom my superstitious weak

ness; and he, on the other hand, most

unafiectedly ridiculed my tremors. The

sceptic was, however, destined to re

ceive a lesson, as you shall hear.

We had not been very long in occu

pation of our respective dormitories,

when I began to complain of uneasy

nights and disturbed sleep. I was, I

suppose, the more impatient under

this annoyance, as I was usually a

sound sleeper, and by no means prone

to nightmares. It was now, however,

my destiny, instead of enjoying my

customary repose, every night to “sup

full of horrors." After a preliminary

course of disagreeable and frightful

dreams, my troubles took a definite

form, and the same vision, without an

appreciable variation in a single detail,

visited me at least (on an average)

every second night in the week.

Now, this dream, nightmare, or in

fernal illusion—which you please— of

which I was the miserable sport, was

on this wise:—I saw, or thought I saw,

with the most abominable distinctness,

although at the time in profound dark

ness, every article of furniture and ac

cidental arrangement of the chamber

in which I lay. This, as you know,

is incidental to ordinary nightmare.

Well, while in this clairvoyant condi

tion, which seemed but the lighting up

of the theatre in which was to be exhi

bited the monotonous tableau of hor

ror, which made my nights insupport

able, my attention invariably became,

I know not why, fixed upon the win

dows opposite the foot of my bed;

and, uniformly with the same effect.

A sense of dreadful anticipation always

took slow but sure possession of me. I

became somehow conscious of a sort of

horrid but undefined preparation going

forward in some unknown quarter, and

by some unknown agency, for my tor

ment; and, after an interval, which al

ways seemed to me of the same length,

a picture suddenly flew up to the win

dow, where it remained fixed, as if by

an electrical attraction, and my disci

pline of horror then commenced, to last

perhaps for hours. The picture thus

mysteriously glued to the window

panes, was the portrait of an old man,

in a crimson flowered silk dressing

gown, the folds of which I could now de

scribe, with a countenance embodying

a strange mixture of intellect, sensu

ality, and power, but withal sinister

and full of malignant omen. His

nose was hooked, like the beak of a

vulture ; his eyes large, grey, and

prominent, and lighted up with a

more than mortal cruelty and coldness.

These features were surmounted by a

crimson velvet cap, the hair that

peeped from under which was white

with age, while the eyebrows retained

their original blackness. Well I re

member every line, hue, and shadow

of that stony countenance, and well I

may ! The gaze of this hellish visage

was fixed upon me, and mine returned

it with the inexplicable fascination of

nightmare, for what appeared to me

to be hours of agony. At last—

“The cock he crew, away then flew"
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the fiend who had enslaved me through

the awful watches of the night; and,

harassed and nervous, I rose to the

duties of the day.

I had—I can't say exactly why, but

it may have been from the exquisite

anguish and profound impressions of

unearthly horror, with which this

strange phantasmagoria was associated

— an insurmountable antipathy to de

scribing the exact nature of my nightly

troubles to my friend and comrade.

Generally, however, I told him that I

was haunted by abominable dreams;

and, true to the imputed materialism of

medicine, we put our heads together

to dispel my horrors, not by an exor

cism, but by a tonic.

I will do this tonic justice, and

frankly admit that the accursed por

trait began to intermit its visits under

its influence. What of that ? Was

this singular apparition—as full of cha

racter as of terror—therefore the crea

tion of my fancy, or the invention of

my poor stomach? Was it, in short,

subjective (to borrow the technical slang

of the day), and not the palpable ag

gression and intrusion of an external

agent? That, good friend, as we will

both admit, by no means follows. The

evil spirit, who enthralled my senses

in the shape of that portrait, may have

been just as near me, just as energetic,

just as malignant, though I saw him

not. What means the whole moral code

of revealed religion regarding the due

keeping of our own bodies, soberness,

temperance, &c. 2 Here is an obvious

connexion between the material and

the invisible; the healthy tone of the

system, and its unimpaired energy,

may, for aught we can tell, guard us

against influences which would other

wise render life itself terrific. The

mesmerist and the electro-biologist will

fail upon an average with nine patients

out of ten — so may the evil spirit.

Special conditions of the corporeal sys

tem are indispensable to the produc

tion of certain spiritual phenomena.

The operation succeeds sometimes —

sometimes fails—that is all.

I found afterwards that my would

be sceptical companion had his troubles

too. But of these I knew nothing

yet. One night, for a wonder, I was

sleeping soundly, when I was roused

by a step on the lobby outside my

room, followed by the loud clang of

what turned out to be a large brass

candlestick, flung with all his force by

poor Tom Ludlow over the banisters,

and rattling with a rebound down the

second flight of stairs; and almost con

currently with this, Tom burst open

my door, and bounced into my room

backwards, in a state of extraordinary

agitation.

I had jumped out of bed and clutched

him by the arm before I had any dis

tinct idea of my own whereabouts.

There we were—in our shirts—stand

ing before the open door — staring

through the great old banister oppo

site, at the i. window, through

which the sickly light of a clouded

moon was gleaming.

“What's the matter, Tom 2 What's

the matter with you? What the de

vil's the matter with you, Tom 7” I

demanded, shaking him with nervous

impatience.

e took a long breath before he an

swered me, and then it was not very

coherently.

“It's nothing, nothing at all—did I

speak 2–what did I say ?—where's the

candle, Richard? It's dark; I—I had

a candle !”

“Yes, dark enough,” I said; “but

what's the matter?—what is it 2—why

don't you speak, Tom 2—have you lost

your wits 2—what is the matter?”

“The matter? — oh, it is all over.

It must have been a dream — nothing

at all but a dream – don't you think

so? It could not be anything more

than a dream.”

“Of course,” said I, feeling uncom

monly nervous, “it was a dream.”

“I thought,” he said, “there was a

man in my room, and—and I jumped

out of bed; and — and– where's the

candle P”

“In your room, most likely,” I

said; “shall I go and bring it?”

“No ; stay here—don't go ; it's no

matter—don't, I tell you; it was all a

dream. Bolt the door, Dick; I'll stay

here with you— I feel nervous. So,

Dick, like a good fellow, light your

candle and open the window—I am in

a shocking state.”

I did as he asked me, and robing

himself like Granuaile in one of my

blankets, he seated himself close beside

my bed.

Every body knows how contagious

is fear of all sorts, but more especially

that particular kind of fear under

which poor Tom was at that moment

labouring. I would not have heard,

nor I believe would he have recapitu
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lated, just at that moment, for half the

world, the details of the hideous vision

which had so unmanned him.

“Don’t mind telling me anything

about your nonsensical dream, Tom,”

said I, affecting contempt, really in a

panic ; “let us talk about something

else; but it is quite plain that this

dirty old house disagrees with us both,

and hang me if I stay here any long

er, to be pestered with indigestion and

—and—bad nights, so we may as well

look out for lodgings—don't you think

So 2–at once."

Tom agreed, and, after an interval,

said—

“I have been thinking, Richard,

that it is a long time since I saw my

father, and I have made up my mind

to go down to-morrow and return in a

day or two, and you can take rooms

for us in the meantime.”

I fancied that this resolution, ob

viously the result of the vision which

had so profoundly scared him, would

probably vanish next morning with the

damps and shadows of night. But I

was mistaken. Off went Tom at peep

of day to the country, having agreed

that so soon as I had secured suitable

lodgings, I was to recall him by letter

from his visit to my Uncle Ludlow.

Now, anxious as { was to change my

quarters, it so happened, owing to a

series of petty procrastinations and ac

cidents, that nearly a week elapsed

before my bargain was made and my

letter of recall on the wing to Tom;

and, in the meantime, a trifling adven

ture or two had occurred to your

humble servant, which, absurd as they

now appear, diminished by distance,

did certainly at the time serve to whet

my appetite for change considerably.

A night or two after the departure

of my comrade, I was sitting by my

bedroom fire, the door locked, and the

ingredients of a tumbler of hot whisky

unch upon the crazy spider-table;

or, as the best mode of keeping the

“Black spirits and white,

Blue spirits and grey,”

with which I was environed, at bay, I

had adopted the practice recommended

by the wisdom of my ancestors, and

“kept my spirits up by pouring spirits

down.” I had thrown aside my vo.

lume of “Anatomy," and was treating

myself by way of a tonic, preparatory

to my punch and bed, to half-a-dozen

pages of the “Spectator,” when I heard

a step on the flight of stairs descend

ing from the attics. It was two o'clock,

and the streets were as silent as a

churchyard— the sounds were, there

fore, perfectly distinct. There was a

slow, heavy tread, characterised by

the emphasis and deliberation of age,

descending by the narrow staircase

from above; and, what made the sound

more singular, it was plain that the

feet which produced it were perfectly

bare, measuring the descent with some

thing between a pound and a flop,

very ugly to hear.

I knew quite well that my attendant

had gone away many hours before,

and that nobody but myself had any

business in the house. It was quite

plain also that the person who was

coming down stairs had no intention

whatever of concealing his movements;

but, on the contrary, appeared dispos

ed to make even more noise, and pro

ceed more deliberately, than was at all

necessary. When the step reached

the foot of the stairs outside my room,

it seemed to stop; and I expected

every moment to see my door open

spontaneously, and give admission to

the original of my detested portrait.

I was, however, relieved in a few se

conds by hearing the descent renewed,

just in the same manner, upon the

staircase leading down to the drawing

rooms, and thence, after another pause,

down the next flight, and so on to the

hall, whence I heard no more.

Now, by the time the sound had

ceased, I was wound up, as they say,

to a very unpleasant pitch of excite

Inent. listened, but there was not a

stir. I screwed up my courage to a

decisive experiment—opened my door,
and in a Stentorian voice bawled over

the banisters, “Who's there?” There

was no answer, but the ringing of my

own voice through the empty old house

— no renewal of the movement; no

thing, in short, to give my unpleasant

sensations a definite direction. There

is, I think, something most disagree

ably disenchanting in the sound of one's

own voice under such circumstances,

exerted in solitude, and in vain. It

redoubled my sense of isolation, and

my misgivings increased on perceiving

that the door, which I certainly thought

I had left open, was closed behind me;

in a vague alarm, lest my retreat should

be cut off, I got again into my room

as quickly as I could, where I re

mained in a state of imaginary block
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ade, and very uncomfortable indeed,

till morning.

Next night brought no return of

my barefooted fellow.lodger; but the

night following, being in my bed, and

in the dark — somewhere, I suppose,

about the same hour as before, I dis

tinctly heard the old fellow again de

scending from the garrets.

This time I had had my punch, and

the morale of the garrison was conse

quently excellent. I jumped out of

bed, clutched the poker as I passed

the expiring fire, and in a moment was

upon the lobby. The sound had ceased

by this time —the dark and chill were

discouraging; and, guess my horror,

when I saw, or thought I saw, a black

monster, whether in the shape of a

man or a bear I could not say, stand

ing, with its back to the wall, on the

lobby, facing me, with a pair of great

greenish eyes shining dimly out. Now,

I must be frank, and confess that the

cupboard which displayed our plates

and cups stood just there, though at

the moment I did not recollect it. At

the same time I must honestly say, that

making every allowance for an excited

imagination, I never could satisfy my

self that I was made the dupe of my

own fancy in this matter; for this ap

parition, after one or two shiftings of

shape, as if in the act of incipient trans

formation, began, as it seemed on se

cond thoughts, to advance upon me in

its original form. From an instinct

of terror rather than of courage, I

hurled the poker, with all my force, at

its head; and to the music of a horrid

crash made my way into my room, and

double-locked the door. Then, in a

minute more, I heard the horrid bare

feet walk down the stairs, till the sound

ceased in the hall, as on the former

occasion.

If the apparition of the night before

was an ocular delusion of my fancy

sporting with the dark outlines of our

cupboard, and if its horrid eyes were

nothing but a pair of inverted teacups,

I had, at all events, the satisfaction of

having launched the poker with admi

rable effect, and in true “fancy"phrase,

“knocked its two daylights into one,”

as the commingled fragments of my

tea-service testified. I did my best to

gather comfort and courage from these

evidences ; but it would not do. And

then what could I say of those horrid

bare feet, and the regular tramp,

tramp, tramp, which measured the

distance of the entire staircase through

the solitude of my haunted dwelling,

and at an hour when no good influence

was stirring 2 Confound it ! — the

whole affair was abominable. I was

out of spirits, and dreaded the ap

proach of night.

It came, ushered onlinously in with

a tunder-storm and dull torrents of de

pressing rain. Earlier than usual the

streets grew silent; and by twelve

o'clock nothing but the comfortless

pattering of the rain was to be heard.

I made myself as snug as I could. I

lighted two candles, instead of one. I

forswore bed, and held myself in rea

diness for a sally, candle in hand; for,

coute qui coute, I was resolved to see

the being, if visible at all, who troubled

the nightly stillness of my mansion. I

was fidgetty and nervous, and tried in

vain to interest myself with my books.

I walked up and down my room, whist

ling in turn martial and hilarious

music, and listening ever and anon for

the dreaded noise. I sate down and

stared at the square label on the so

lemn and reserved-looking black bottle,

until “FLANAGAN AND Co.'s Best old

MALT WHIsky" grew into a sort of

subdued accompaniment to all the fan

tastic and horrible speculations which

chased one another through my brain.

Silence, meanwhile, grew more si

lent, and darkness darker. I listened

in vain for the rumble of a vehicle, or

the mellowed clamor of a distant row.

There was nothing but the sound of a

rising wind, which had succeeded the

thunder-storm that had travelled over

the Dublin mountains quite out of

hearing. In the middle of this great

city I began to feel myself alone with

nature, and Heaven knows what beside.

My courage was ebbing. Punch, how

ever, which makes beasts of so many,

made a man of me again—just in time

to hear with tolerable nerve and firm

ness the lumpy, flabby, naked feet de

liberately descending the stairs again.

I took a candle, not without a tre

mor. As I crossed the floor I tried to

extemporise a prayer, but stopped short

to listen, and never finished it. The

steps continued. I confess I hesitated

for some seconds at the door before I

took heart of grace and opened it.

When I peeped out the lobby was per

fectly empty — there was no monster

standing on the staircase; and, as the

detested sound ceased, I was reassured

enough to venture forward nearly to
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the banisters. Horror of horrors

within a stair or two beneath the spot

where I stood the unearthly tread

smote the floor. My eye caught

something in motion; it was about the

size of Goliah's foot — it was grey,

heavy, and ſlapped with a dead weight

from one step to another. As I am

alive, it was the most monstrous grey

rat I ever beheld or imagined.

Shakspeare says—“Some men there

are cannot abide a gaping pig, and

some that are mad if they behold a

cat.” I went well-nigh out of my wits

when I beheld this rat; for, laugh at

me as you may, it fixed upon me, I

thought, a perfectly human expression

of malice ; and, as it shuffled about

and looked up into my face almost

from between my feet, I saw, I could

swear it—I felt it then, and know it

now, the infernal gaze and the accursed

countenance of my old friend in the

portrait, transfused into the visage of

the bloated verinin before me.

I bounced into my room again with

a feeling of loathing and horror I can

not describe, and locked and bolted

my door as if a lion had been at the

other side. D–n him or it; curse

the portrait and its original I felt in

my soul that the rat—yes, the rat, the

RAt I had just seen, was that evil being

in masquerade, and rambling through

the house upon some infernal night

lark.

Next morning I was early trudging

through the miry streets; and, among

other transactions, posted a peremp

tory note recalling Tom. On my re

turn, however, I found a letter from

my absent “chum,” announcing his in

tended return next day. I was doubly

rejoiced at this, because I had suc

ceeded in getting rooms; and because

the change of scene and return of my

comrade were rendered specially plea

sant by the last night's half ridiculous

half horrible adventure.

I slept extemporaneously in my new

quarters in Digges’-street that night,

and next morning returned for break

fast to the haunted mansion, where I

was certain Tom would call immediately

on his arrival.

I was quite right—he came ; and al

most his first question referred to the

primary object of our change of resi

dence.

“Thank God,” he said with genuine

fervor, on hearing that all was ar

ranged. “On your account I am de

lighted. As to myself, I assure you

that no earthly consideration could

have induced me ever again to pass a

night in this disastrous old house.”

“Confound the house!” I ejaculated.

with a genuine mixture of fear and de

testation, “we have not had a pleasant

hour since we came to live here;” and

so I went on, and related incidentally

my adventure with the plethoric old

rat.

“Well, if that were all,” said my

cousin, affecting to make light of the

matter, “I don't think I should have

minded it very much.”

“Ay, but its eye–its countenance,

my dear Tom,” urged I; “if you had

seen that, you would have felt it might

be anything but what it seemed.”

“I incline to think the best conjurer

in such a case would be an able-bodied

cat,” he said, with a provoking chuc

kle.

“But let us hear your own adven

ture,” I said, tartly.

At this challenge he looked uneasily

round him. I had poked up a very

unpleasant recollection.

“You shall hear it, Dick; I'll tell it

to you,” he said. “Begad, sir, I should

feel quite queer, though, in telling it

here, though we are too strong a body

for ghosts to meddle with just now.”

Though he spoke this like a joke, I

think it was a serious calculation. Our

Hebe was in a corner of the room, un

packing our cracked delf tea and din

mer-services in a basket. She soon

suspended operations, and with mouth

and eyes wide open became an absorb

ed listener. Tom's experiences were

told nearly in these words:–

“I saw it three times, Dick — three

distinct times; and I am perfectly cer

tain it meant me some infernal harm.

I was, I say, in danger— in extreme

danger; for, if nothing else had hap

pened, my reason would most certainly

have failed me, unless I had escaped so

soon. Thank God, I did escape.

“The first night of this hateful dis

turbance, I was lying in the attitude

of sleep, in that lumbering old bed. I

hate to think of it. I was really wide

awake, though I had put out my can

dle, and was lying as quietly as if I

had been asleep; and although acci

dentally restless, my thoughts were run

ning in a cheerful and agreeable chan

nel.

“I thinkit must havebeen two o'clock

at least when I thought I heard a
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sound in that—that odious dark recess

at the far end of the bedroom. It was

as if some one was drawing a piece of

cord slowly along the floor, liſting it

up, and dropping it softly down again

in coils. I sate up once or twice in

my bed, but could see nothing, so I

concluded it must be mice in the wains

cot. I felt no emotion graver than cu

riosity, and after a few minutes

ceased to observe it.

While lying in this state, strange

to say, without at first a suspicion of

anything supernatural, on a sudden

I saw an old man, rather stout and

square, in a sort of roan-red dress

ing-gown, and with a black cap on

his head, moving stiffly and slowly

in a diagonal direction, from the recess,

across the floor of the bedroom, pass

ing my bed at the foot, and entering

the lumber-closet at the left. He had

something under his arm ; his head

hung a little at one side; and, merci

ful God! when I saw his face.”

Tom stopped for a while, and then

said—

“That awful countenance, which

living or dying I never can forget, dis

closed what he was. Without turning

to the right or left, he passed beside

me, and entered the closet by the bed's

head.

“While this fearful and indescribable

type of death and guilt was passing, I

felt that I had no more power to speak

or stir than if I had been myself a

corpse. For hours after it had disap

peared I was too terrified and weak to

move. As soon as daylight came, I

took courage, and examined the room,

and especially the course which the

frightful intruder had seemed to take,

but there was not a vestige to indicate

anybody's having passed there; no sign

ofany disturbing agency visible among

the lumber that strewed the floor of

the closet.

“I now began to recover a little. I

was fagged and exhausted, and at last,

overpowered by a feverish sleep. I

came down late; and finding you out

of spirits, on account of your dreams

about the portrait, whose original I

am now certain disclosed himself to

me, I did not care to talk about the

infernal vision. In fact, I was trying

to persuade myself that the whole thing

was an illusion, and I did not like to

revive in their intensity the hated im

pressions of the past night— or, to

risk the constancy of my scepticism,

by recounting the tale of my suffer.

1ngs.

“It required some nerve, I can tell

you, to go to my haunted chamber

next night, and lie down quietly in the

same bed,” continued Tom. “I did

so with a degree of trepidation, which,

I am not ashamed to say, a very little

matter would have sufficed to stimu

late to downright panic. This night,

however, passed off quietly enough, as

also the next; and so too did two or

three more. I grew more confident,

and began to fancy that I believed in

the theories of spectral illusions, with

which I had at first vainly tried to im

pose upon my convictions.

“The apparition had been, indeed,

altogether anomalous. It had crossed

the room without any recognition of

my presence: I had not disturbed it,

and it had no mission to me. What,

then, was the imaginable use of its

crossing the room in a visible shape at

all 2 . Of course it might have been in

the closet instead of going there, as

easily as it introduced itself into the

recess without entering the chamber in

a shape discernible by the senses. Be

sides, how the deuce had I seen it 2

It was a dark night; I had no candle;

there was no fire; and yet I saw it as

distinctly, in colouring and outline, as

ever I beheld human form 1 A ca

taleptic dream would explain it all;

and I was determined that a dream it

should be.

“One of the most remarkable pheno

mena connected with the practice of

mendacity is the vast number of delibe

rate lies we tell to ourselves, whom, of

all persons, we can least expect to de

ceive. In all this, I need hardly tell

you, Dick, I was simply lying to myself,

and did not believe one word of the

wretched humbug. Yet I went on, as

men will do, like persevering charla

tans and impostors, who tire people

into credulity by the mere force of re

iteration; so I hoped to win myself

over at last to a comfortable scepti

cism about the ghost.

“He had not appeared a second time

—that certainly was a comfort; and

what, after all, did I care for him, and

his queer old toggery and strange looks?

Not a fig 1 I was nothing the worse

for having seen him, and a good

story the better. So I tumbled into

bed, put out my candle, and, cheered

by a loud drunken quarrel in the back

lane, went fast asleep.
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“From this deep slumber I awoke

with a start. I knew I had had a hor

rible dream ; but what it was I could

not remember. My heart was thump

ing furiously; I felt, bewildered and

feverish; I sate up in the bed, and

looked about the room. A broad flood

of moonlight came in through the cur

tainless window ; everything was as I

had last seen it; and though the do

mestic squabble in the back lane was,

unhappily for me, allayed, I yet could

hear a pleasant fellow singing, on his

way home, the then popular comic dit

ty called, “Murphy Delany.’ Taking

advantage of this diversion I lay down

again, with my face towards the fire

lace, and closing my eyes, did my

st to think of nothing else but the

song, which was every moment grow

ing fainter in the distance:—

“‘’Twas Murphy Delany, so funny and frisky,

Stept into a shebeen shop to get his skin full ;

He reeled out again pretty well lined with whis

key,

As fresh as a shamrock, as blind as a bull."

“The singer, whose condition I dare

say resembled that of his hero, was

soon too far off to regale my ears an

more; and as his music died ..";

myself sank into a doze, neither sound

nor refreshing. Somehow the song

had got into my head, and I went

meandering on through the adventures

of my respectable fellow-countryman,

who, on emerging from the “shebeen

shop,' fell into a river, from which he

was fished up to be “sat upon' by a

coroner's jury, who having learned

from ‘a horse-doctor' that he was

‘dead as a door-nail, so there was an

end,' returned their verdict accord

ingly, just as he returned to his senses;

when an angry altercation anda pitched

battle between the body and the co

roner winds up the lay with due spirit

and pleasantry.

“Through this ballad I continued

with a weary monotony to plod, down

to the very last line, and then da capo,

and so on, in my uncomfortable half

sleep, for how long, I can't conjecture. I

found myself at last, however, mutter

ing ‘dead as a door-nail, so there was

an end ;' and something like another

voice within me, seemed to say, very

faintly, but sharply, ‘dead dead

dead Î and may the Lord have merc

on your soul!' and instantaneously

was wide awake, and staring right be

fore me from the pillow.

“Now—will you believe it, Dick?—

I saw the same accursed figure standing

full front, and gazing at me with its

stony and fiendish countenance, not

two yards from the bedside.”

Tom stopped here, and wiped the

perspiration from his face. I felt very

queer. The girl was as pale as Tom ;

and, assembled as we were in the very

scene of these adventures, we were all,

I dare say, equally grateful for the

clear daylight and the resuming bustle

out of doors.

“For about three seconds only I saw

it plainly ; then it grew indistinct;

but, for a long time, there was some

thing like a column of dark vapour

where it had been standing, between me

and the wall; and I felt sure that he

still was there. After a good while,

this appearance went too. I took my

clothes down stairs to the hall, and

dressed there, with the door half open ;

then went out into the street, and

walked about the town till morning,

when I came back, in a miserable state

of nervousness and exhaustion. I was

such a fool, Dick, as to be ashamed to

tell you how I came to be so upset. I

thought you would laugh at me; es

pecially as I had always talked philo

sophy, and treated your ghosts with

contempt. I concluded you would give

me no quarter; and so kept my tale

of horror to myself.

“Now, Dick, you will hardly believe

me, when I assure you, that for many

nights after this last experience, I did

not go to my room at all. I used to

sit up for a while in the drawing-room

after you had gone up to your bed; and

then steal down softly to the hall-door,

let myself out, and sit in the ‘Robin

Hood’ tavern until the last guest went

off; and then I got through the night

like a sentry, pacing the streets till

morning.

“For more than a week I never slept

in a bed. I sometimes had a snooze

on a form in the ‘Robin Hood,' and

sometimes a nap in a chair during the

day ; but regular sleep I had absolute

ly none.

“I was quite resolved that we should

get into another house; but I could

not bring myself to tell you the reason,

and I somehow put it off from day to

day, although my life was, during every

hour of this procrastination, rendered

as miserable as that of a felon with the

constables on his track. I was grow

ing absolutely ill from this wretched

mode of life.
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“One afternoon I determined to en

joy an hour's sleep upon your bed. I

ated mine; so that I had never, ex

cept in a stealthy visit every day to

unmake it, lest Martha should discover

the secret of my nightly absence, en

tered the ill-omened chamber.

“As ill-luck would have it, you had

locked your bedroom, and taken away

the key. I went into my own to unset

tle the bedclothes, as usual, and give

the bed the appearance of having been

slept in. Now, a variety of circum

stances concurred to bring about the

dreadful scene through which I was

that night to pass. In the first place, I

was literally overpowered with fatigue,

and longing for sleep ; in the next

F. the effect of this extreme ex

austion upon my nerves resembled

that of a narcotic, and rendered me

less susceptible than, perhaps, I should

in any other condition have been, of

the exciting feats which had become

habitual to me. Then again, a little

bit of the window was open, a pleasant

freshness pervaded the room, and, to

crown all, the cheerful sun of day was

making the room quite pleasant. What

was to prevent my enjoying an hour's

nap here 2 The whole air was resonant

with the cheerful hum of life, and the

broad matter-of-fact light of day filled

every corner of the room.

“I yielded—stifling my qualms—to

the almost overpowering temptation ;

and merely throwing off my coat, and

loosening my cravat, I lay down, limit

ing myself to half-an-hour's doze in

the unwonted enjoyment of a feather

bed, a coverlet, and bolster.

“It was horribly insidious; and the

demon, no doubt, marked my infa

tuated preparations. Dolt that I was,

I fancied, with mind and body worn

out for want of sleep, and an arrear

of a full week's rest to my credit, that

such a measure as half-an-hour's sleep,

in such a situation, was possible. My

sleep was death-like, long, and dream

less.

“Without a start or fearful sensa

tion of any kind, I waked gently, but

completely. It was, as you have good

reason to remember, long past mid

night— I believe, about two o'clock.

When sleep has been deep and long

enough to satisfy nature thoroughly,

one often wakens in this way, sudden

ly, tranquilly, and completely,

“There was a figure seated in that

lumbering, old sofa-chair, near the fire

WOL, XLII.-NO, CCLII.

lace. Its back was rather towards me,

ut I could not be mistaken ; it turned

slowly round, and, merciful heavens !

there was the stony face, with its in

fernal lineaments of malignity and de

spair, gloating on me. There was

now no doubt as to its consciousness of

my presence, and the hellish malice

with which it was animated, for it

arose, and drew close to the bedside.

There was a rope about its neck, and

the other end, coiled up, it held stiffly

in its hand.

“My good angel nerved me for this

horrible crisis. I remained for some

seconds transfixed by the gaze of this

tremendous phantom. He came close

to the bed, and appeared on the point

of mounting upon it. The next in

stant I was upon the floor at the far

side, and in a moment more was, I

don't know how, upon the lobby.

“But the spell was not yet broken;

the valley of the shadow of death was

not yet traversed. The abhorred

phantom was before me there; it was

standing near the banisters, stooping

a little, and with one end of the rope

round its own neck, was poising a

noose at the other, as if to throw over

mine; and while engaged in this bale

ful pantomime, it wore a smile so sen

sual, so unspeakably dreadful, that my

senses were nearly overpowered. I saw

and remember nothing more, until I

found myself in your room.

“I had a wonderful escape, Dick —

there is no disputing that — an escape

for which, while I live, I shall bless the

mercy of heaven. No one can conceive

or imagine what it is for flesh and

blood to stand in the presence of such

a thing, but one who has had the ter

rific experience. Dick, Dick, a sha

dow has passed over me—a chill has

crossed my blood and marrow, and I

will never be the same again — never,

Dick—never!”

Our handmaid, a mature girl of five

and-forty, as I have said, stayed her

hand, as Tom's story proceeded, and

by little and little drew near to us,

with open mouth, and her brows con

tracted over her little, beady black

eyes, till stealing a glance over her

shoulder now and then, she estab

lished herself close behind us. Dur

ing the relation, she had made various

earnest comments, in an undertone;

but these and her ejaculations, for the

sake of brevity and simplicity, I have

omitted in my narration. 3

c
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“It's often I heard tell of it,” she

now said, “but I never believed it

rightly till now—though, indeed, why

should not I? I)oes not my mother,

down there in the lane, know quare

stories, God bless us, beyant telling

about it? But you ought not to have

slept in the back bedroom. She was

loath to let me be going in and out of

that room even in the day time, let

alone for any Christian to spend the

night in it; for sure she says it was his

own bedroom.”

“Whose own bedroom?" we asked,

in a breath.

“Why, his — the ould Judge's –

Judgełº, to be sure, God rest

his sowl;” and she looked fearfully

round.

“Amen" I muttered.

he die there?”

“Die there ! No, not quite there,”

she said. “Shure, was not it over the

banisters he hung himself, the ould

sinner, God be merciful to us all 2 and

was not it in the alcove they found the

handles of the skipping-rope cut off, and

the knife where he was settling the cord,

God bless us, to hang himself with ?

It was his housekeeper's daughter

owned the rope, my mother often told

me, and the child never throve after,

and used to be starting up out of her

sleep, and screeching in the night time,

wid dhrames and frights that cum an

her; and they said how it was the sper

rit of the ould Judge that was torment

in’ her; and she used to be roaring

and yelling out to hould back the big

ould fellow with the crooked neck; and

then she'd screech ‘Oh, the master

the master! he's stampin' at me, and

beckoning to me! Mother, darling,

don't let me go!’ And so the poor

crathure died at last, and the docthers

said it was wather on the brain, for it

was all they could say.”

“How long ago was all this?" I

asked.

“Oh, then, how would I know 2"

she answered. “But it must be a won

dherful long time ago, for the house

keeper was an ould woman, with a pipe

in her mouth, and not a tooth left,

and betther nor eighty years ould

when my mother was first married ;

and they said she was a rale buxom,

fine-dressed woman when the ould

Judge come to his end; an', indeed,

my mother's not far from eighty years

ould herself this day; and what made

it worse for the unnatural ould villain,

“But did

God rest his soul, to frighten the little

girl out of the world the way he did,

was what was mostly thought and be

lieved by every one. My mother says

how the poor little crathure was his

own child; for he was by all accounts

an ould villain every way, an’ the

hangin'est judge that ever was known

in Ireland's ground.”

From what you said about the dan

ger of sleeping in that bedroom,” said

I, “I suppose there were stories

about the ghost having appeared there

to others.”

“Well, there was things said—quare

things, surely,” she answered, as it

seemed, with some reluctance. “And

why would not there? Sure was it

not up in that same room he slept for

more than twenty years? and was it

not in the alcove he got the rope ready

that done his own business at last, the

way he done many a betther man's in

his lifetime 2—and was not the body

lying in the same bed afther death,

and put in the coffin there, too, and

carried out to his grave from it in

Pether's churchyard, afther the co

roner was done? But there was quare

stories — my mother has them all—

about how one Nicholas Spaight got

into trouble on the head of it.”

“And what did they say of this Ni

cholas Spaight?” I asked.

“Oli, for that matther, it's soon

told,” she answered.

And she certainly did relate a very

strange story, which so piqued my cu

riosity, that I took occasion to visit

the ancient lady, her mother, from

whom I learned many very curious

particulars. Indeed, I am tempted

to tell the tale, but my fingers are

weary, and I must defer it. But if

you wish to hear it another time, I

shall do my best.

When we had heard the strange tale

I have not told you, we put one or two

further questions to her about the

alleged spectral visitations, to which

the house had, ever since the death of

the wicked old Judge, been subjected.

“No one ever had luck in it,” she

told us. “There was always cross ac

cidents, sudden deaths, and short times

in it. The first that tuck it was a fa

mily—I forget their name—but at any

rate there was two young ladies and

their papa. He was about sixty, and

a stout healthy gentleman as you'd

wish to see at that age. Well, he

slept in that unlucky back bedroom ;
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and, God between us an' harm sure

enough he was found dead one morning,

half out of the bed, with his head as

black as a sloe, and swelled like a pud

din', hanging down near the floor. It

was a fit, they said. He was as dead

as aº, and so he could not say

what it was; but the ould people was

all sure that it was nothing at all but

the ould Judge, God bless us ! that

frightened him out of his senses and his

life together.

“Some time after there was a rich

old maiden lady took the house. I

don't know which room she slept in,

but she lived alone; and at any

rate, one morning, the servants go

ing down early to their work, found

her sitting on the passage - stairs,

shivering and talkin' to herself, quite

mad; and never a word more could

any of them or her friends get from

her ever afterwards but, “Don't ask

me to go, for I promised to wait

for him.' They never made out from

her who it was she meant by him, but

of course those that knew all about the

ould house were at no loss for the

meaning of all that happened to her.

“Then afterwards, when the house

was let out in lodgings, there was Micky

Byrne that took the same room, with

his wife and three little children ; and

sure I heard Mrs. Byrne myself telling

how the children used to be lifted up

in the bed at night, she could not see

by what mains; and how they were

starting and screeching every hour,

just all as one as the housekeeper's little

girl that died, till at last one night

poor Micky had a dhrop in him, the

way he used now and again ; and what

do you think, in the middle of the

night he thought he heard a noise on

the stairs, and being in liquor, no

thing less id do him but out he must

o himself to see what was wrong.

Well, after that, all she ever heard of

him was himself sayin’ ‘Oh, God l’

and a tumble that shook the very house;

and there, sure enough, he was lying

on the lower stairs, under the lobby,

with his neck smashed double undher

him, where he was flung over the ba

nisters.”

Then the handmaiden added—

“I’ll go down to the lane, and send

up Joe Gavvey to pack up the rest of

the taythings, and bring all the things

across to your new lodgings.”

And so we all sallied out together,

each of us breathing more freely, I

have no doubt, as we crossed that ill

omened threshold for the last time.

Now, I may add thus much, in com

pliance with the immemorial usage of

the realm of fiction, which sees the

hero not only through his adventures,

but fairly out of the world. You must

have perceived that what the flesh,

blood, and bone hero of romance pro

per is to the regular compounder of

fiction, this old house of brick, wood,

and mortar is to the humble recorder

of this true tale. I, therefore, relate,

as in duty bound, the catastrophe

which ultimately befell it, which was

simply this—that about two years sub

sequently to my story it was taken b

a quack doctor, who called himself

Baron Duhlstoerſ, and filled the parlour

windows with bottles of indescribable

horrors preserved in brandy, and the

newspapers with the usual grandilo

quent and mendacious advertisements.

This gentleman among his virtues did

not reckon sobriety, and one night,

being overcome with much wine, he

set fire to his bed curtains, partially

burned himself, and totally consumed

the house. It was afterwards rebuilt,

and for a time an undertaker estab

lished himself in the premises.

I have now told you my own and

Tom's adventures, together with some

valuable collateral particulars: and

having acquitted myself of my engage

ment, I wish you a very good night,

and pleasant dreams.
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scripTURE PIECEs.

IV.

• Who among us shall dwell with everlasting burnings?"—Isaiah, xxxiii. 14.

Far, far beyond the furthest bound

Of mortal sight, or mortal sound,

The adamantine gate of that dark gulf appears;

That brimstone lake of molten flame,

That pit of infamy and shame,

Bleached by the ceaseless rain of unavailing tears.

Each scorching eye to Heaven they raise,

From out that red sulphuric blaze,

One drop, one cooling drop from pitying Heaven to crave.

There gnaw they still their tongues for pain,

There curse for evermore in vain.

His judgment, just and true, whose glory once to save.

Oh! who those scalding tears shall dry 2

Or paint the matchless agony

Of that undying worm, that ceaseless preys within 2

Remembrance of the hopes no more,

The crown within their reach before,

The Saviour's sacrifice that diadem to win.

For spotless robe of shining white,

For crown of glory, fair and bright,

All freshly blooming still on many a favoured head,

Around each charred, yet deathless brow,

There wreathes the smoke of ages now;

A winding sheet of flame their fiery garment red 1

Yet, worse than all, the blissful song,

The harpings of the white-robed throng,

That round th' eternal throne in bliss untold repose—

Do now the tortured ear attain

To poison more the cup of pain,

And more the depth profound of their dread fall disclose.

Their happy seat of bliss on high,

Where falls no tear, nor heaveth sigh,

Their Lord's approving smile, his words of welcome sweet.

All, all before the eye appear,

Yet never more the heart to cheer,

As once, in days of yore, with glorious hope replete.

O Crucified be mine the power

To seek Thee in a favoured hour,

Through life a daily cross for thy dear sake to bear;

And deign upon my honoured head

Thy heavenly benediction shed,

To fit me here below Thy future bliss to share.
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v.

“I sleep, but my heart waketh."—1 Cant. v. 2.

I sleep—and in the dreams of night

Surpassing fair, and calm, and bright,

My far-off home appears;

Though ceaseless roll the ages by,

No temples there in ruin lie

Beneath the weight of years.

I sleep—as in a magic glass

Such forms of light and glory pass,

In bright ranks to and fro;

All freshly on each deathless brow,

As long of yore, so changeless now,

Their crowns celestial glow.

No shade upon the smile they wear,

No stain upon their vesture fair,

My wondering eyes discern:

The days of toil, of sorrow, past,

Their pilgrim feet have won at last

The bourne whence none return.

I dream—and in my thrilling ear

There echo tones more strangely clear,

More sweet than notes of Spring;

When, dreary Winter past away,

I hear the wild birds' joyous lay

Through wood and welkin ring.

One name upon those lips of love

Now echoes through the realms above,

More dear than aught beside.

O Lamb of God! of thee they tell,

The name is thine they love so well,

Thou scorned and crucified 1

How vainly gaze my longing eyes,

My bosom yearns, my spirit sighs,

That joy supreme to share;

To taste the bliss of Thy repose,

Whose love profound no mortal knows

But they who enter there.

Wi.

“And she became a pillar of salt."—Gen. xix. 26.

- - - - - - 'Twas but a little band,

From the dark fate of that doomed city spared;

Yet of the few who climb the mountain's side

Breathes one of heaven accurst Her guilty soul

Pined for the world below ; her tottering feet,

Now lingering, pause; and on the city fair,

Outspread in gorgeous beauty far beneath,

The wanderer turns to gaze. Its golden sheen
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Gleams in the rising sun. All tranquil still

It seems, deep slumbering in the soft lap cradled

Of the rich valley—'neath a silvery veil

Of light mist sleeping, lest the early dawn

Break rudely on its sheltered, calm repose.

. . . . . . . . . . . But see!

What storm hangs reddening o'er the shadowy plain,

In gloom portentous brooding? Swiftly now

Falls the hot blistering flood. Each lofty spire

And cloud-capt dome, that o'er the distant vale -

Reared high a glittering crest, now molten down,

Stream from their towering height—so fearful rage

The blinding fires that pant to swallow all !

Roars on the deafening thunder—yet more dread

The piercing cry from many a gasping throat

That rends the thickening air, as closer still

A red sulphuric winding-sheet of flame

Wraps the vast city round ! . . . . .

- - - - - - - - - One guilty soul,

What though from out that smouldering furnace drawn,

Feels now its withering breath. The deadly blast,

That ruthless swept the distant plain below,

To fan the widening flame, bleached the wan brow

That o'er the ruin gazed. Once blooming red,

Her cheek, with weeping chill, instinctive feels

The blight unseen that creeps apace within.

Her fixed eyes now, with bootless sorrow dim,

Scarce view the blackening pile; till, as she wept,

The salt tide ceased to flow—her stiffening hand

Shrank to her stony side As mute they gazed

Upon her glistening form, each fearful heart

Beat inly quick and loud; for changing slow,

Her wan cheek paled, her thin form whiter grew

Into one frozen heap, one giant tear congealed !

No sheltered grave was hers—unburied there

Upon the mountain's side, a beacon pale,

The lonely Pillar stood; her silvery shroud

The briny drops she wept—herself her monument

TO H-.

I blame thee not Yet thou hast cast

A shadow, pall-like o'er the past,

Which looked so fair;

I blame thee not yet thou hast wrung

To death, a heart already stung,

With other care.

I blame thee not! I do not think

One thought, from which thy soul could shrink,

As from reproach;

I blame thee not I may not let

Aught which could give thy heart regret,
On mine encroach.
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I blame thee not l Yet thou hast been

The grace, the gloom of every scene

My heart hath shrined;

Thy love—my glory and my shame—

Erst urged on, lo! now shades the fame

For thee designed.

If in my heart, or on my lyre,

There dwelt one spark of heavenly fire,

Thine was the meed ;

And if I ever might achieve

Aught which could make high bosom heave,

Thine was the deed.

For thee I breathed, for thee I sung,

Thy love it was my spirit strung;

To î. and bear

All that this earth could give of bright,

Not shared with thee, were chill like night,

Gloom-laden air.

Thou gazed'st into my heart until

It throbbed, or throbbed not, at thy will—

Thine, only thine:

For weal or woe, or joy or pain,

If felt for thee, were equal gain

To love like mine.

I blame thee not And yet, and yet,

Doth not one feeling of regret

E'er cloud thy mirth;

To think upon the shade thou'st flung,

Athwart a heart already wrung

By griefs of earth.

I blame thee not l But oft thine eye

So brightly gleams through memory,

I fain could weep;

To muse upon that witching past,

Which thou hast from thy spirit cast

Like morning sleep.

I blame thee not! I check my tears,

Though fraught with all the hopes of years,

To be forgot;

For tears, which seem reproach to thee,

May never more be shed by me;

I blame thee not

I blame thee not Around thy way

May life's most cherished brilliance play,
With warmth divine.

I blame thee not I pray that thou

Thy heart may never have to bow,

Beneath such grief as crushes now,

And ever, mine !

J. H. L.
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s on g o F L I r e.

I.

Close, old companions, round my hearth—

This little harbour of the sea,

That beats around us from our birth–

And let us muse o'er destiny:

If strong, we dash the waves aside,

And breast the currents, brave the blast;

If weak, we float along the tide,

And, like the strongest, sink at last:—

Onward thus, a charmed star,

Floats our soul through life away,

As the world whose dust we are

Drifts through waves of night and day.

II.

Great Nature measured forth the hours

While dim we lay in breathless trance,

And cast our pre-appointed powers

To shape themselves by circumstance:

Yet gives she still, through day and dark,

Some joy to cheer, some dream to bless :-

Man's true vocation's in the work

That yields the largest happiness.

III.

Gauge well your spirits' strength, and note

The space that suits it prosperously;

Then launch your war-bark, or your boat,

On shallow stream or soundless sea.

A peaceful heart, in summer's breath

Float toward your rest, with pinions furled;

A daring soul, in love with death,

Storm through the waters of the world.

IV.

The spirit of the expanse around

Shapes all conditions to our weal;

None miss the truths they cannot sound,

Or sigh for joys they cannot feel;

Still moon-bright memory sways the years

That roll from life's declining shore,

And sorrow wings to purer spheres

The heart that earth consoles no more.

W.

Come! let us make our heaven of earth,

By living for bright Truth alone;

Old books will crown our simple hearth

With pleasures purer than a throne.

Love, peace, and hope at least are ours,

While yet our bosoms breathe the day;

And from the grave the guardian powers

Will light our souls, and lead the way. T. I
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THE INDUSTRIAL CONDITION OF IRELAND CONSIDERED,

SINCE our last number was placed in

the hands of our readers, our Great

Industrial Exhibition has closed. It

behoves us, now that the excitement of

the scene has passed away, to call at

tention to the lessons which it was

calculated to teach. Much, no doubt,

has been already given to the world,

with reference to the Exhibition, and

its probable results; so much, indeed,

that we do not pretend to offer any

reflections that may not have been

º suggested. It would ill,

owever, become the position which,

as a national publication, we have ever

endeavoured to maintain, to allow an

event, which is certainly unprecedented

in the annals of this country, to pass

by without an attempt, at least, to de

duce from it the instruction which it

conveys. We are not about to at

tempt any general description of the

collection, or of its varied contents, all

of which has been already made known

to every one. We have already, in

previous numbers, offered many obser

vations which seemed to be called for

by the occasion, and which we shall not

now recapitulate.” Our endeavour, in

the present instance, will be simply to

take a survey of our own industry, and

to try to estimate the position which we

are fairly entitled to hold as a manufac

turing, a commercial, or agricultural

country. To this we shall address our

selves with, at least, an earnest desire to

arrive at such conclusions as may be

just, even though they should, in many

instances, fall short of what national

vanity might desire. A nation is as

open to adulation as an individual, and

is not the less susceptible of flattery on
oints on which it is half conscious it

is undeserved. But however it may

comport with the dignity of a people

to yield themselves to cajolery in po

litical concerns, when they enter into

the lists of industrial competition, they

have stern realities to encounter, and

practical truths to grapple with ; and

if the Great Exhibition is to be of any

lasting benefit—if it is to prove any

thing more than a passing pageant, or

to leave any impression beyond the

memory of pleasant scenes and happy

hours—it will be by forcing our lament

able short-comings upon our attention,

by teaching us how we may attain to

the position which we might have held,

and kindling within us a resolute de

termination—a calm but steadfast pur

pose of doing so.

Happily we have got some topics of

congratulation to cheer and to encou

rage us; we are not without some

instances of success to indicate the

path we should pursue. Pre-eminent

amongst these has been the progress

of the linen trade in the north of Ire

land. The chief seat of the manu

facture, Belfast, has advanced with a

rapidity which is wholly without pre

cedent in this country. But five-and

twenty years ago, there was scarcely a

º in that whole county.

elfast alone now numbers thirty

nine; the number of spindles exceed in

amount those of England or of Scot

land, or of any other nation; it has

a larger mercantile marine than the

chief port of France, and exports a

ă. uantity of linen and of yarn

than both France and Belgium taken

together; it has entirely outstripped

the French manufacture, even in that

eculiar branch in which the latter had

ong the pre-eminence—the manufac

ture of cambric; and by producing the
best and cheapest linen in the world,

has driven '. Belgians, Ger

mans, and all other foreigners out of

the markets of both North and South

America, and, indeed, out of every

other market in which we were suffer

ed to meet them on fair terms of

equality; and has only not yet suc

ceeded in beating them in their own,

because of the stringent tariff which

they have been obliged to impose for

their protection. We cannot resist

* “The Great Industrial Exhibition of 1853."

September, 1853.“Industrial Education.”

June, 1853.
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the opportunity of giving our readers

a short sketch of this astonishing pro

gress in the words of an admirable

publication, the Expositor, to which

K. shall have frequent occasion to re

Cl' :- -

“In 1825 the Irish market began to be

stocked with English machine-spun yarns,

sold at such a price as to carry despair to

the cottages of the spinners of similar de

scriptions, for as yet they were but coarse,

and the more expert housewives laughed to

scorn the idea, that iron and brass would

ever rival their nimble and experienced

fingers. Some manufacturers in Ulster,

wise in their generation, began to ponder

upon this new feature in their trade. They

knew that Englishmen bought the flax at

their very doors, carried it across the Chan

nel, spun it in their mills, and returned it

in the shape of yarn. They reasoned that if,

with comparatively dear labour, and with

their source of supply and their market of

demand both to seek in Ireland, English

spinners could make money, factories in Ire

land ought to pay, with cheap labour and

the supply and demand equally at their

doors. Almost simultaneously two enter

prising men took steps to secure the full ad

vantages of this new branch of industry to

their country—Mr. Murland of Castlewellan,

and Mr. Mulholland of Belfast. In 1828

the first of the modern factories was at

work. “Ce n'est que le premier pas qui

coute.' Thirteen years afterwards, in 1841,

there were forty-one Irish factories, with

260,000 spindles. This year there are

eighty-one factories, with 506,000 spindles.

The little Cork precursor of 212 spindles,

spinning only yarns like small twine, for

canvas, has been succeeded by gigantic fac

tories, several of them containing 20,000 to

25,000 spindles each, and producing yarns

up to what is employed for cambric, fine as

gossamer. It is true that the hum of the

cottage-wheel, turned by hundreds of thou

sands of hands, is no longer to be heard in

the green valleys of Ireland, and that it has

been replaced by the whirr of iron frames,

attended by some 23,000 women pent up

within brick and mortar, chiefly in the capi

tal of Ulster; but the change was inevitable,

and cannot, with any propriety, be deplored.

It was a change not only inevitable but ne

cessary, in order that Ireland should pre

serve her linen manufacture in its integrity;

and the social condition of the female pea

santry is actually improved, by the transfer

of immense numbers to the embroidering of

muslins, and the various other departments

of needlework which have of late attained

—such celebrity.

“To estimate the present magnitude of

the Irish flax-spinning trade, let us look at

a few plain figures. First, there are 500,000

spindles, representing a capital of £2,250,000

sunk in buildings and machinery. Then

there is the direct employment of 23,000

factory workers, earning an aggregate of

£360,000 annually, besides the indirect

employment to iron-founders, blacksmiths,

tinsmiths, carpenters, &c. Then there are, at

Belfast alone, about sixty vessels constantly

employed in providing fuel for the motive

power of such factories as are driven by

steam, which consume fully 200,000 tons of

coals annually. Then these factories yearly

spin up 30,000 tons of flax and tow, value

£1,800,000. And lastly, they produce

about 9,000,000 bundles of yarn, value, say

+2,400,000.”

And yet, with these facts staring us

in the face, we still hear it said, that it

is to the anti-Irish policy of England,

in times long gone by, that the back

ward condition of this country in in

dustrial pursuits, is to be referred. We

are told of restrictions on our commerce

which were removed some seventy

years ago, and of an announcement

from the sovereign that he would dis

courage the woollen trade of Ireland,

which was pronounced at the time of

the revolution. We seek not to sup

port this policy; we pause not to exte

nuate it. We might, perhaps, say that

it was in accordance with the mistaken

system of the times — a system of re

striction, protection, prohibition, and

intermeddling ; a system, not pointed

to Ireland alone, but one which em

braced the whole empire, producingsuch

enactments in England as those, “that

none should make coverlets but only the

inhabitants of York;” or again, “that

in Worcestershire the woollen manufac

ture should be restricted to Worcester

and a few other towns”— with many

others of a like nature. But, laying

these considerations aside, we would

ask any honest man, any sane man, no

matter how strong his nationality, or

how virulent his anti-Saxon antipathies,

to read this statement descriptive of

the rapid advance of manufacturing

industry in one portion of our coun

try, and to tell us then whether it is

possible to justify the inertion which

prevails in other districts, by obstruc

tions which were thrown in the way of

our great-grandfathers. The attempt

to account for the present condition of

a people, by causes so remote as these,

argues but a slight acquaintance with

the history of nations. Nations are as

ready to receive impressions, and fully
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as susceptible of direction, as an indivi

dual. Events, apparently fortuitous,

such as might at any time occur– the

character of a statesman, the enterprise

of a ruler — have proved sufficient to

mould the habits of a people, and give

them a lasting direction. This is no

less remarkable in the industrial his

tory of a country than it is in its

social and political progress. What,

for example, was it that first introduced

this very trade of which we have been

speaking, the linen trade, into Ireland?

The revocation of the edict of Nantes,

which drove Louis Crommelin from his

native country to settle near the town

of Lisburn, bringing his skill and his

industry along with him. The same

outbreak of bigotry gave us the silk

trade, when the first settler of the fa

mily of La Touche found a refuge in

our capital. More memorable still was

the impulse given to the woollen trade

in England, when the Flemish artizans

sought a shelter under Elizabeth from

the atrocities of Alva. It is not yet a

hundred years since the genius of one

man, Wedgewood, gave such an im

º to the pottery trade as has placed

ngland now foremost amongst nations

in this beautiful and important manu

facture. Within the same period thein

ventions of Arkwright, of Hargreaves,

and of Cartwright, founded the giant

trade of England—its cotton manufac

ture—whose exports alone now amount

to no less a value than thirty millions;

and, within the same short space of

time, the discovery of the illustrious

Watt revolutionised the social and in

dustrial character, not alone of Eng

land, but of the civilised world.

Away, then, with those unworthy

attempts to extenuate our supine

ness by recrimination. The same

energy and commercial genius which

has, within a few short years, placed

the town of Belfast in its present high

and independent position, would have

been equally successful in whatever

part of our country it had been exer

cised. There is no magic in the geo

graphical line which bounds our north

ern province. A town situated upon

that line—the town of Newry—was at

one time, and in the memory of those

still living, far ahead of Belfast. She

first lost this position when her mer

chants came to be outstripped in

energy by their northern competitors;

and when, in consequence, foreign

*~~

shippers found that their consignments

to Belfast proved much the more re

munerative. The rapidity with which

nations may advance in ind- lustrial pro-.

gress, is, to those who have not ré-->

flected on the matter, little short of 2

marvellous; and this celerity is much 2, /
greater now than at any former peri

because natural advantages are be

coming every day of less and less

importance; the increasing facilities

of transit bring the raw materials to

our hand, or the improvements of

science enable us to dispense with

them, or provide us with a substitute.

When the invention of the hot blast

enabled the manufacturer to smelt a

ton of iron with three tons of coal,

instead of with seven tons, as formerly.

the natural advantages of a coal-bear

ing country were lessened in the same

|. Too much importance

as always been set upon the posses

sion of what is called natural advan

tages; the only natural advantage

really worth having is that of the

character and genius of the people.

What natural advantages had the

Dutch, when they rose to be the first

naval power in the world, without

having in their country an ounce of

iron, or a foot of timber?—they excelled

in manufactures of all kinds, without

possessing within their own territory the

raw material for any, and while their

country never grew food enough even

for their own sustenance. But if the

possession of natural advantages be of

gradually decreasing importance, there

is another matter which is daily be

coming of more consequence to the

well-being of a people, and that is, the

cultivation of science. We speak not

now of the mere spread of education,

for its importance is generally recog

nised; nor of industrial education, for

of that we have spoken on a previous

occasion; we speak of that which, in

this highly utilitarian age, is too likely

to be lost sight of— the pure abstract

investigation of the laws of nature,

without any immediate reference to

practical results. We do so, because

we believe it is only thus that science

can be advanced, and because we are

convinced, that as the nations of the

earth advance in intelligence, their

industrial progress will depend more

and more on the relative degrees

of knowledge which they may possess.

Let not the man of business, still

*
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less the advocate for practical instruc

tion, presume to deride or grudge ho

nour and reward to the recluse student,

no matter how remote from general

utility his investigations may seem.

Let him feel well assured that ever

newly-discovered law of nature will

sooner or later—it may be not at pre

sent, probably not even in the lifetime

of the man by whose investigations it

has been brought to light, but at some

period more or less remote – be con

ducive to the welfare of mankind, and

help to sustain the industrial progress

of #. country. Scientific research and

commercial enterprise should, indeed,

always go hand in hand—either with

out the other is unavailing. If it can

be the case—and it is hard to question

what both Herschel and Babbage have

declared—that science is on the decline

in England, her industrial progress is

stayed; other nations which have lat

terly advanced more rapidly than she

has done, and they are not a few, will

sooner or later pass her by. If, on the

other hand, her manufacturing and

trading classes should want enterprise

and intelligence sufficient to enable

them to co-operate with her men of

science, in the application of their dis

coveries, a similar result may be anti

cipated.

But if we see full assurance of com

mercial and manufacturing prosperity

in the condition of the linen trade

of Ireland, we rejoice to know that

one of its most important agricultural

interests participates largely in the ad

vantage. The extension of the linen

trade has created a large and growing

demand for flax, to which the agricul

ture of the country has of late respond

ed; and these two interests, the agri

cultural and manufacturing—the town

and the country—interests which have

been at all times opposed, and which

in the sister kingdoms appear to be

well-nigh irreconcilable, here in Ire

land, a country famed but for its dis

sensions, seem to be about to make up

their differences, and to start together

in unison, each reciprocally sustaining

and advancing the other—Irish manu

facture finding a market for Irish agri

cultural produce, and agriculture again

supplying the raw material of manu

facture. in England, indeed, this iden

tity of interest cannot be so completely

realised, for the climate prohibits the

growth of cotton, which is the great

manufacture of the sister kingdom.

Here, however, it is otherwise; the

country is admirably adapted to the

growth of flax; farmers have now

come to acknowledge that the impres

sion which long prevailed, that it is an

exhausting crop, is an erroneous one;

that, on the contrary, it is admirably

adapted to take its place in a course of

rotation, and is abundantly remunera

tive. We have not a shadow of doubt

but that, as the extension of the flax

cultivation within the last few years

has been entirely unprecedented, so

that it will continue to extend for a

length of time in a constantly increas

ingratio. Within four years, from the

spring of 1848, to that of 1852, the

growth of flax in this country was more

than doubled—the number of acres un

der that crop in the former year being

53,863, and in the latter year, 138,609.

Nor is this all. A much stronger

proof of the general recognition of the

advantages to be derived from this

cultivation, and a much surer guaran

tee for its rapid extension, is to be

found in the fact, that within the same

period the cultivation out of Ulster, in

provinces which knew it not before,

was increased fire-fold: the quantity

of acres under flax in the other three

provinces being, in the year 1848,

2,860; and in the year 1852, 14,893.

In point of fact, the largest flax

grower now in Ireland, resides as far

as it is possible to do, from the ancient

seat of the flax cultivation. Mr. E.

B. Roche, one of the members for the

county of Cork, has this year no less

a quantity than 1,500 acres of land

under this crop, in that county, where,

four years ago, it was unknown; and

has, moreover, by doing everything

that zeal and intelligence could enable

an individual to do, succeeded in in

troducing it very generally into the

district. Now that the cultivation has

been, if not generally adopted, at least

universally diffused, through the coun

try— now that its advantages are ge

nerally recognised— we believe it is

likely to take a leading place in the

agricultural industry of this country;

and that in a very few years, whoso

ever may address himself to the sub

ject, will have to record a much more

rapid and unprecedented rate of ad

vance than we have now done. We

base these convictions on the following

considerations: first, that the quantity
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of flax now raised is utterly insufficient,

even for the present consumption of the

kingdom. There is an annual value

amounting to £6,000,000 imported

every year into Great Britain and Ire

land, as much as 70,000 tons, from

Russia alone; that is to say, three

times the value of the present Irish

supply is annually imported from for

reign countries, while we have land

lying idle, and labour half employed.

}. the next place, because every im

provement in the manufacture of linen

will still further increase this demand.

That there will be such improvements

we cannot hesitate to believe, when

we look to the general history of the
manufacture of textile fabrics in these

countries, and to the rate at which

this particular manufacture has "ad

vanced within the last few years. Sup

pose, for example, that any process

were invented for giving the fibre that

elasticity, the want of which makes it

impracticable to apply the power-loom

to any but the very coarser qualities,

how incalculably would the linen manu

facture be increased. Furthermore,

increased facilities must immediately

be introduced for the cultivation of

the flax. One cause which retards its

progress in all but the northern pro

vince, is the want of scutch-mills, a

want which is utterly inexcusable,

when we recollect that one of these

mills can be constructed, and fitted

with the simple machinery that is re

quisite, for a sum of £200 ; as this

is an obstruction to the prosperity

of the country, which it is the in

terest, and almost within the power

of every one interested in the soil

to remove, we feel assured that it

will soon cease to subsist. Again,

the greater the extent of the culti

vation, the more effectually and eco

nomically can it be conducted— the

greater, consequently, the inducement

to further extension. The small far

mer is frequently but ill-skilled in

conducting the business of steeping

his flax. By injudicious management,

he may either over-ret or under-ret it,

and so spoil his crop. But as the flax

growing districts, increase in extent,

the principle of the division of labour

admits of being introduced; it becomes

worth while then to establish factories

for the exclusive purpose of retting the

flax, thus saving the farmer from the

risk to which he would otherwise be

exposed, reducing to a few hours the

process which formerly consumed as

many days, and doing effectually that

which otherwise must necessarily be

done but imperfectly. Besides, the

establishment of flax-markets in the

new districts, which is absolutely in

dispensable, has already commenced.

One was opened in Cork last Fe

bruary. Others have been recently

established in the South ; and, no

doubt, as the culture extends, many

more towns will be added to the num

ber. For all these reasons, we have

not a doubt but that the flax trade,

now that so strong an impulse has al

ready been given to it, must in a very

short time become second in impor

tance to none in this country.

If we turn from the consideration of

the linen trade, to another branch of

manufacture, which we might well

have overlooked, but for the specimens

which we found in the Exhibition, we

are forcibly reminded of the extent to

which the capabilities of our country

have been crushed, and its people im

poverished, from the want of energy

and enterprise amongst its mercantile

community. We allude to the hosiery

trade—a manufacture which has never

extended beyond the seat it has occu

pied for the last half century—the pet

§ town of Balbriggan. Why is it that

the linen trade of the North has sprung

up with such unwonted activity, mak

ing a province its own, creating a ca

pital-town for itself, and counting its

export by millions; while the hosiery

trade, we may say, of the metropolis,

with difficulty drags along a languid

existence, not numbering more than

two hundred frames, and not giving

occupation to many more than three

hundred persons? It is not that the

trade is still in its infancy, for it has

been established these fifty years; it is

not that we are unskilled in its manu

facture, for our hosiery is more than

equal to, it admittedly surpasses, that

of the sister-country; it is not that it

is not an article in general demand; it

is, on the contrary, fully as essential to

the comfort of life as linen — more so,

indeed, for it has not so formidable a

competitor to encounter, as linen meets

with in the cotton trade. But we can

not afford to sell it as cheaply as the

English hosiery, we are told ; the

Balbriggan manufacture is driven out

of the market by that of Nottingham.
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And why is this, we may well ask–

why are we unable, to command the

supply, at least, of our own markets 2

In what particular should the English

man have the advantage? The raw

material is equally accessible to both ;

labour of all kinds is cheaper with us;

and the Balbriggan stocking-frame,

which we saw at work in the Exhibi

tion, is the same as that which is used

in Nottingham. It is not a manufac

ture in which division of labour can be

carried to a very great extent—each

workman has his own frame, so that no

advantage can be gained by the large

manufacturer; in fact, it admits of

being carried on very much as a do

mestic manufacture. Why, then,

should the Englishman be able to un

dersell us? For no reason, whatsoever,

but his zeal and activity, and the culpa

ble supineness of our commercial com

munity, or rather, to the want of any

commercial class at all. The business is

carried on on a larger scale in England,

and, therefore, allows of the article

being sold at a lower price. The prin

ciple ofsmall profits, with quick returns,

always proves the most remunerative

in that class of goods which enters into

the consumption of the great mass of

the people; for, in such case, a very

trifling abatement in price ensures a

reatly increased amount of sale — an

inconsiderable reduction in the rate of

profits secures a great increase in their

total amount; unlike articles which

are exclusively suited to the richer

classes, which are chiefly prized for

their rarity and as evidences of wealth,

in which, perhaps, a different rule pre

vails. In this, as in many other branch

es of trade, we believe that the fault

rests entirely with the employing class

es, and not with the employed ; or,

perhaps, it might be more correct to

say that it is attributable to the social

condition of the country, which has

been such as to have left us — except

in some few instances— without any

employing class whatsoever.

Take, again, the tabinet trade—a

manufacture which we certainly admit

that we did not need to be reminded

of by the superb specimens which were

exhibited; for any one who has once

seen a collection of these beautiful fa

brics for which our city is so celebrated,

will not readily forget them. But what

is the position of this trade as a branch

of commerce or national manufacture ?

It at least has no English com

º to encounter; it is long-estab

ished, well-known, and generally ad

mired. Few Englishmen visit our city

without thinking it incumbent on them

to bring home a dress for some member

of their family; but what efforts have

been made to bring the article to the

door of the Englishman 2 Have our

poplin-manufacturers their travellers

through England, making new markets

for their goods, and extending old

ones? Is any attempt made to put

the trade on a substantial commercial

basis 2 We know of none such. We

know of no security that we have for

its continuance beyond the lives of

some three or four manufacturers, at

the utmost. Or look to our woollen

manufacture. Our coarser fabrics are

excellent ; there are one or two

houses which produce a better quality,

but none seem to have energy or

enterprise enough to give the manu

facture the position its importance

would entitle it to hold. What.

again, is the position of the lace trade

in Ireland? We look to Limerick,

the seat of the manufacture. That it

has been established there for thirty

years is sufficient evidence of its being

remunerative to the proprietors; that

it gives employment to two thousand

girls in that city would seem to show

the benefits that may flow from it, as

well as the aptitude of the Irish peasant

girl to acquire manufacturing habits

and skill. Yet but for the enter

prise of Mr. Walker, an Englishman,

who was attracted by the cheap

ness of labour in this country, and

established the first factory in 1824, it

never would have existed. There are

now about six factories, all of them, we

believe, prosperous, in that city; but

what effect has this success had in in

ducing other Irishmen to follow their

example in other districts of the coun

try, and to turn to profitable account

(as Mr. Walker did) the available un

employed labour of the country If

any one would see what the energy of

even one employer, who is animated by

a manly commercial spirit, and alive to

the responsibilities of his position, can

effect; if he would have a practical re

futation of two great fallacies — first,

that the Irish workman is unsuited to,

or inexpert at, the acquisition of ma

nufacturing skill; and, secondly, that

English capital cannot be contended
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against—let him turn to the cotton fac

tory of Portlaw, in the county Water

ford; an establishment which, from

small beginnings, has, under the intel

ligent management of its proprietors,

within thirty years progressively in

creased, so that it now can meet the

products of Great Britain, and com

pete with them in the markets of the

eastern and western hemispheres. We

are indebted for our information on

this subject to Mr. Maguire, who

himself visited this establishment, and

to whose excellent publication we

will hereafter refer... We wish that

we could transfer the entire of his

eloquent and animated description

to our pages, but our space for

bids us to do so. The following ex

tract will, however, give some notion

of this important establishment:—

“The system of the proprietors has been

of the kind for which the Society of Friends,

to which body the Messrs. Malcomson belong,

are remarkable for adopting — one of steady

energy and cautious progress; and now, in

stead of cars carrying out a few loads weekly,

for the supply of shops in the neighbouring

country, hundreds of immense bales are for

warded weekly to all parts of the civilised

and uncivilised world. The Portlaw manu

factures are now well known, and bear a

high repute, in the markets of the Eastern

Archipelago, on the main lands of Hindostan

and China, in the torrid regions of Mexico,

the West Indies, and Brazil, and on the West

coast, from Cape Horn to Oregon. About

42,000 pounds of cotton are weekly manu

factured into calico, producing a weekly

average of 120,000 yards.

“The benefits couferred on the people of

this country by such an establishment are

not merely to be estimated by the number

at present employed. It has been a normal

school of industry, from which hundreds, I

might say thousands, have gone forth in

structed in industrial art, to earn high wages

in England and America. There is strong

evidence afforded in this establishment of the

facility of adaptation in the Irish character

to varied pursuits, as there are few at present

in the employment who are not natives; and

a large number of youths are yearly trained

in the nicest branches of the mechanical arts,

in which many of them excel. There are,

at present, about 1,500 hands employed,

who may be classed under the following

heads:–

Carding and preparation -- ... 150

Spinners and reelers -- -- ... 350

Weavers, beamers, and sizers .. ... 590

Mechanics and carpenters -- ... I 60

Hleachers and dyers -- -- ... 100

Handy hands, clerks, &c. -- ... 90

Labourers, about -- -- ... 60

Total 1,500

And of this vast number of people, not more

than five or six have been brought before

any tribunal of justice during the past three

years, and then, only for the most trivial of

fences; a fact which reflects equal credit on

employers and employed, and may be learned

with just pride by every one belonging to the

country. Not only is the manu

facture of cotton carried on in this splendid

factory, but nearly all the machinery is con

structed on the premises; for which purpose

there is a complete foundry, together with

mechanics' shop, containing the most im

proved lathes, planing machines, and other

necessary mechanical contrivances.” – pp.

264–167.

Have we not, then, rightly said that

the fault is with the employer, and not

with the employed 2 Have the Messrs.

Malcomson discovered any mechanical

inaptitude amongst the Irish people,

which prevented them from developing

to the uttermost the resources of their

establishment? Have they discovered

any disposition to outrage or to dis

agreement with their employers, which

would induce them to transfer their

capital and skill to another country 2

We hear it stated, that it was combina

tion and strikes amongst the operatives

that drove the ship-building trade and

the silk trade from our metropolis; if

it were so, we have little doubt that

the blame rested as much on the em

ployer as the workmen. Did it ever

occur to any one to apprehend, that

the present strikes, which have closed

the principal factories in England, will

have the efiect of driving its capital

from its shores, or putting an end to

its commercial enterprise 2 How many

fallacies are displaced by this one in

stance of Portlaw. Will any one, with

this instance before him, now speak

of English capital as being an advan

tage on the side of England, which it

is in vain to contend against 2 There

is, indeed, a strange mistake prevalent

on this subject; positively, men speak

as if the whole wealth of Notting

hamshire and Derbyshire were pitted

against the town of Balbriggan— as if

all the capital of Lancashire were set

against the factory of Portlaw ; the

fact, in truth being, that every factory

in England is as much a rival to any

other English factory, as it is to one in

Ireland—and if the Irish factory could

meet any one English factory on fair

terms—and the cheapness of labour

ought to go far in enabling it to do

so – it could meet them all. Again, it
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has been said, that in any branch of

manufacture which employs complex

and extensive machinery, whatsoever

country gets the start must continue

ahead to the end of the race. How

effectually is this fallacy disposed of by

the instance of Portlaw. The argu

ment, we recollect, was used some

thirty years ago, before the House of

Commons, to prove that Scotland must

always lag in the rear of England, in

the business of cotton-spinning; yet,

strange enough, the only fabric in the

United Kingdom which, in delicacy of

texture, can approach to the incompa

rable muslin of the Hindoo, is produced

in Glasgow. So much for predictions

that would set limits to the capabili

ties of human energy.

Can we, then, look at this factory and

its success, without feeling strongly that

it is to those who ought to be the em

[. class that the reproach of our

ackward condition attaches 2 – men

amongst whom none have been found

with energy and ability sufficient to de

velop the hosiery, poplin, woollen, and

many other trades, of which the country

is capable, as this one firm has developed

its cotton trade. We believe it to be

impossible for any candid man, who

takes reasonable care to satisfy him

self on the subject, not to arrive at the

conclusion, that the working classes of

this country possess every quality ne

cessary to fit them for any industrial

pursuit, whether manufacturing or

agricultural, to which they might be

directed. That the reproach which

has attached to the country, by reason

of their past condition, is attributable

solely to the want of a middle class,

who would apply themselves to trading

or commercial pursuits. We had an

aristocracy, for the most part not un

worthy of their position; but unhap

pily our middle classes were but too

frequently unmindful of theirs. Their

ambition was to imitate the habits and

vie in expenditure with the ranks who

were above them : industry of any

kind was shunned as a degradation, so

long as another incumbrance could be

fastened on a remnant of the family

property; and even those whose doom

it was to be obliged to earn their

bread in any honest calling, looked

forward anxiously to the time when

they might be enabled to retire with

their families into dignity and idle

ness. Hence it was that large capitals

were so seldom realised, and still less

frequently embarked in trade; we

wanted the two indispensable qualities,

industry and thrift. So soon as a

trader realised sufficient to live upon,

he too frequently retired from his pur

suit; his family never thought of con

tinuing in it. The eldest son suc

ceeded to the property, in imitation of

the course of descent in ancient fami

lies; the army, the church, or the bar,

with a charge on their brother's estate,

enabled the other sons to pass their

days in respectable idleness. Traders

in Ireland retired upon what an Eng

lish trader would have thought a rea

sonable sum to start with. Such being

the habit of the public mind, it was

only wonderful that so much trade

survived amongst us; it was, of course,

impossible that any intelligent effort

should be directed to advance pursuits

which were regarded as little short of

de-radation. The Irish peasant is

said to be unmethodical, unpractical,

dilatory, lazy, improvident—in short,

though admittedly equal in intelligence

to the Englishman or Scotchman, that

he lacks all those moral qualities which

are necessary to make a man a good

and useful workman. That the unem

ployed Irishman, who has never had

an opportunity afforded him of earning

continuous wages for a twelvemonth,

or half that time, may be deficient in

these qualities, we do not dispute; we

have endeavoured to fasten the blame

where it ought to lie, upon those who

neglected the duties of their position.

But that such is not the character

of the Irish workman, is proved by

testimony of every kind. We need

not refer to what has been said on this

subject; although, if it were necessary

to do so, we could quote the words of

one who, as an employer, has had

more experience of them than an

other, Mr. Dargan, and who declares it

to be his conviction, that “the Irish

labourer is second to none in generous,

honest feeling, in generous, untiring

zeal;” but we prefer referring to in

stances such as we have already men

tioned—to the history of the linen trade,

and to the factory at Portlaw. To one

other instance more particularly we

would draw attention. The Exhibition

contained specimens of different manu

factures which were made in the several

jails throughout Ireland. Now, if there

be a state of things in which it would

be more difficult than another to intro

duce anything of systematic industrial
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employment, it would be amongst the

inmates of a common jail. They are

taken from the very refuse of society;

outcasts, brought up in idleness and

knavery, knowing for the most part

nothing whatsoever of any mechani

cal occupation. They are, moreover,

committed, many of them, for short

periods of time, so that it would seem

next to impossible to teach them any

trade; and the whole body of inmates

are sentenced for such unequal periods,

and are so constantly coming and

going, that any division and combina

tion of occupations would seem to be

impossible. Yet, under these circum

stances, and with these difficulties to

encounter, hear the story of one of

these establishments—the Cork county

jail — a memorable instance of what

can be done by the energy and good

feeling of one man, unhappily for us,

very lately removed from the scene of

his earthly exertion, and a further

roof of the aptitude of the Irish, even

in the lowest grade:–

“It was not until the management of this

important institution devolved on Mr. Lloyd,

the present able and efficient governor, that

a new and improved system was commenced,

which system has been carried into vigorous

and persevering operation, not only to the

great advantage of the ratepayer, but also to

the immense benefit of the prisoner.

“From 1847 up to this year, the inmates

have made every article required for their

own use and that of the institution, including

male and female clothing of all kinds, in linen

and woollen fabrics; bedding, ticken, can

vas, blankets, &c.; shoes of leather, canvas,

and timber; articles of tin, including quarts,

pints, dishes, spoons, &c.; mats of every

kind; brushes, for sweeping, scrubbing, tar

ring, and whitewashing ; timber buckets;

nails, wall-brads, and other articles in iron ;

besides the manufacture of wheat into flour,

and Indian corn into meal.

“By this alteration in the system of ma

nagement, every person in the gaol was put

to work at some one or other useful employ

ment, instead of being confined, as hitherto,

to oakum picking and stone breaking, the

two grand specifics for the cure of all classes

and degrees of public offenders. The neces

sary articles, such as I have enumerated,

were purchased before by contract; but since

then the only thing that is purchased is the

raw material—wool, flax, straw, cotton, tin,

iron, timber, wheat, Indian corn, leather, and

coir for mats. Of course, it was impossible

that any arrangement could render the insti

tution entirely independent of exterior sup

ply; but, that it has been done in a very

WOL. xLII.-NO, CCLII.

great degree, I think I have sufficiently

shown. . . . . . . .

“The use of green flax has afforded an

inexhaustible means of employment, in its

preparation by the hand alone, for the va

rious fabrics into which it is woven. The

fibre is freed from the woody particles by

rubbing, no machinery being employed for

the purpose. The only articles sold outside

are sheep-netting, mats, and oakum, the re

mainder being consumed in the prison.

“The actual amount of money saved in

consequence of this system of employment

has been as follows:–

For the Year 1849 -- £1,161 5 8

-- ,, 1850 .. 1,795 7 ll

1851 -- 1,812 8 5

“The following extract from the report of

the Board of Superintendence is so fully cor

roborative of what I have stated, that I can

not forego the satisfaction of giving it a place

in a work of this kind :-

“‘This prosperous state of your Board's

finances may be attributed (in a great mea

sure) to the industrial operations carried on

in your gaol, where almost every necessary

article is manufactured by the prisoners,

which, if procured from contractors, would

cost £4,654 7s. 1d., while the actual sums

expended for these purposes (according to

manufacture account), only amount to

42,858 19s. 2d., thereby effecting a saving

of £1,795 7s. 11d., including £565 13s. 4d.

received in cash. To this may be added the

important advantages of industrious habits,

629 prisoners having learned trades and em

ployments, of which they knew nothing

whatever on entering the prison, and by which

the annual cost of each prisoner's clothing only

amounts to about 4s. 6d. per annum.’"–

pp. 259–262.

It was at the time when this excellent

man wasestablishing thisindustry in the

institution of which he had charge, and

making it, as it has since become, self

supporting — reducing the tax on the

county almost to nothing, and giving

habits of industry to many, and a way

of earning their livelihood—that Lord

John Russell announced that millions

should be expended unproductively;

that labour should be regarded only as

a test of destitution, and should not be

employed in any profitable or remune
rative undertaking; and that the Go

vernment Commissioners of Poor-laws

were discouraging any endeavour to

employ the paupers productively, on the

plea, as we recollect, that it would in

terfere with the discipline of the work

house. The case of the Cork county

jail, under the management of the late

Ir, Lloyd, has manifestedº which,

D
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certainly, we would have thought to

have been the teaching of common

sense; and would have thought it no

thing the less, because the opinions of

statesmen and Government Commis

sioners had been the other way: that

if a man desires to eat, society is en

titled to require that he shall work;

that it is for the benefit of the country

at large that its jails, and poorhouses,

and other asylums, should be rendered,

as far as possible, self-supporting; that

if a county is obliged to expend four

thousand a-year in the support of its cri

minals or paupers, that it has so much

less to expend in the support of the

honest and free labourer; and that a

community is richer when every mem

ber of it contributes to his own sup

port, than where some thousands re

main idle and unproductive, living

wholly upon the others.

Another branch of trade that by no

means holds the position in Ireland that

might reasonably beexpected, isthe lea

ther trade. Specimens of leather were

exhibited in abundance, but the great

majority were from England, Ger

many, and France. This trade in Ire

land has admittedly fallen off consi

derably of late years. Mr. Maguire

tells us that, in the city of Cork alone,

there were at one time no less than forty

tanneries at full work, while now there

are but sixteen. This he attributes very

much, and no doubt justly so, to the

loss of custom occasioned by the effect

of the famines of 1846 and 1847, and

to the subsequent emigration. It cer

tainly seems difficult to say why the

Irish tanner should not be able to com

pete successfully with the Englishman
in any market; why, at least, he

should not be able to keep his home

trade. There is no great factory to be

reared ; no complex and extensive

machinery to be constructed, involving

an outlay of capital which could only

be returned after many years. Neither

is it a trade which is in a state of con

stant progression, daily receiving im

provements from the application of

new discoveries in chemical or mecha

nical science. Chemistry has, indeed,

from time to time, of late, disco

vered that there are many substances

besides the bark of the oak-tree which

contain tanin, and contain it in greater

amount; but nothing has been found

practically so efficient for producing an

article of good quality, albeit that

many of them are more effectual in

manufacturing an article equally good

in appearance, but of a very infe

rior description. We may add, that

we have at least an equal command

of the raw material that the Eng

lish manufacturer enjoys, having the

foreign market equally accessible to

us, and producing a very large

quantity ourselves. The French calf

skin, which is so highly prized, owes

nothing to France but its tanning

and dressing, the raw material being

imported largely from this country.

Thus, while our tanneries are lying

idle, and our people unemployed, we

send to another country that raw ma

terial which it would neither require

great capital nor heavy outlay to con

vert into a much more valuable manu

factured article at home, and so divide

amongst ourselves thewages and profits

which its enhanced value would realise.

Already has this been done on a small

scale, as we learn from Mr. Maguire.

He tells us that the secret of the supe

riority of the French calf-skin consists

in the proper application of a mixed
oil—the oil of the cod-fish and the na

tural grease of the sheep. This is now

produced by leather-manufacturers of

Cork—the Messrs. Hegarty—and they

apply it with the best results to their

manufacture. The effect has been,

that these gentlemen can now dispose

of any quantity of calf-skins, which

they make in this French style, to one

house in London. Will their success

stimulate others to follow their exam

ple, to improve upon the manufacture,

and extend the trade? We hope so;

but with the example of the hosiery

trade, the poplin trade, the woollen

trade, the lace trade, and the cotton

trade, before our eyes, we cannot ven

ture to be sanguine. The loss which

we sustain by such culpable remissness

is brought forcibly before us by a prac

tical instance, which is given by Mr.

Maguire, and which is of a nature to

impress us more than a thousand argu

ments—“Curiously enough,” he says,

“those fronts for boots which are so

highly prized as French, and which are

manufactured principally in Paris and

Bourdeaux, are made from Irish calf.

skins, which are exported from this

country, in large quantities, for the

use of the French tanner. As a cu

rious fact in illustration, I saw by the

daily shipping note that a French
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schooner, La Cecile, which lay exactly

opposite to the great entrance to

the Exhibition buildings (Cork), sailed

from that port on Monday the 28th of

June, 1852, with a cargo shipped by

Mr. John Humpy, consisting of 6,600

dried calf-skins, 3,792 salted calf-skins,

155 horse-hides, and 40 ox-hides—

a quantity of raw material which, if

manufactured in this country, would

have given employment, for twelve

months, to one hundred workmen, and

support to at least five hundred per

sons.”

In justice, however, to the Irish

manufacturer, we are happy to avow,

that it is admitted on all hands, that

for strong work, such as soles and

stout uppers, his leather is unequalled.

This may seem strange, when we bear

in mind that it is precisely this descrip

tion of leather which requires the

greatest amount of tanning. Good

sole leather should lie a twelvemonth

in the pit, and so give a considerable

advantage to the large capitalists of

England, who can better afford to lie

out of their money. The low prices of

England, however, it seems to be

agreed upon, are obtained chiefly by

the production, we will not say of an

adulterated, but certainly of a very in

ferior article. The English manufac

turer is ever on the watch to extend

his market; this he can always do by

lowering his price, and he, conse

quently, adopts with avidity any means

presented to him for effecting this

end. Both Mr. Maguire and the

writers in the Erpositor have called at

tention to thisfact,and to the effect which

it is possible it may have on English

commerce. There must be a line some

where below which the quality of the

goods cannot be reduced, and yet the

trade sustained. Men will not continue

to buy what is utterly worthless, they

will not submit to constant imposition.

It would seem that in some branches

of English trade this line has been

very closely approximated to, if not

fully reached. As an instance, we

may quote the following passage from

the pages of the Expositor :-

“As bearing upon this subject an inte

resting statement was made at the Annual

Cutlers' Feast, in Sheffield, at the last meet

ing, which took place on Thursday, in that

town. In discussing the prospects of the

great branch of trade which is there so ex

tensively carried on, the importance of an

increased degree of attention being devoted

to the quality of the goods was strongly in

sisted upon. It was stated that on the other

side of the Atlantic the English axe will not

be taken to any situation in which it cannot

be easily replaced or repaired, as so very

little reliance can be placed upon it; and

that in such cases, sound economy is exer

cised by procuring the really good article,

almost irrespective of the price at which it

may be sold. We merely cite this as an

illustration of the foolish extent to which the

rage for cheap goods has been carried, the

evil of which in the case in question is so

great, that unless remedied without delay,

Sheffield goods will cease to bring any price

in the market, unless in so far as they are

the production of those manufacturers who

continue to maintain a high character in the

trade, and who do not allow their names to

be affixed to anything which is not of good

quality.”

Why, this realises the old song of

the razors, which were made to sell not

to shave. When deterioration of qua

lity reaches this point, honest men may

have a chance ; but it is equally plain,

that before it falls so low, the attrac

tion of cheapness, combined with the

difficulty of testing the efficiency or

durability of an article, will, for the

most part, secure the market to the

cheaper. We learn that this is the

case, to some extent, with the leather

trade, and that English sole leather—

open and porous, coloured rather than

tanned with terra japonica—is, by its

low price, driving the superior Irish

article out of the market, and that

thus, to a certain extent, the present

depression of the leather trade is to be

accounted for.

But the rapid extension of the sewed

muslin trade amongst the women of

Ireland, shows what our people are

capable of, more forcibly, perhaps,

than any other instance which could

be adduced. Will it be believed by

any stranger, by any one who has

been absent from the country for the

last five years, that from one end of

the country to the other, the Irish wo

men of all ages, from the decrepid

grandmother to the child, are busily

engaged, in the cabin or in the field,

working beautiful patterns on muslin

over little frames, and earning from

six-pence to six shillings a-week, ac

quiring, at the same time, habits of

industry and thrift, which is of still

greater value. That this work should
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have been so ...'. received by our

people, and should have spread so ra

pidly amongst them, seems little short

of miraculous. Many fingers which

never knew what it was to handle a

needle, even for the purpose of mend

ing their own clothes — fingers often

stiff with age or coarse with field labour

—have now learned to apply it to this

beautiful and delicate fabric. Here,

again, the self-same lesson is repeated;

here, again, have we impressed upon

us the capabilities of our country, and

the lack of enterprise of those who for

their own sakes ought to have deve

loped it. . In so far as this hidden
mine of industrial wealth has been

developed by commercial enterprise, it

has, with some few exceptions, been the

commercial enterprise, not of Irish,

but of English and Scotch capitalists,

who, through their agents, send over

the material, have the patterns drawn,

then distribute, and re-collect it,

when worked, throughout the coun

We have said that this is the case

in so far as this industry has been de

veloped by commercial enterprise; for

it is a remarkable feature in connexion

with this subject, that the sewed mus

lin trade of Ireland owes, if not its

origin, at least its recent extension,

very much to the energetic benevolence

of a few individuals. The dreadful

sufferings occasioned by the famine of

1846 and 1847, set several considerate

º to work, to see how this could

st be mitigated. In this honour

able enterprise several ladies engaged ;

they procured teachers for the girls,

they provided the materials, and found

a market for the work, until the pupils

and trade were so far advanced that it

became worth while for the English or

Scotch capitalist to take it up as a com

mercial speculation. Amongst many

instances given by Mr. Maguire, that

of the Cork Embroidery School is not

the least remarkable. It owes its ex

istence — nay, not this only, but its

continued support—to the exertion of

two ladies, Mrs. Sainthill and Mrs.

M“Swiney, the former, by the way,

an English lady. By them it was es

tablished, at the close of the year

1846; under their daily supervision

it has since been exclusively conduct

ed; and by their sole exertions it is

still maintained. The following state

ment given by Mr. Maguire, of pay

ments made to children, shows its in

creasing importance:—

Two months of 1846, when

payment first began ... f6 15 10

The year 1847 ... 216 10 6

Do. 1848 ... ... 325 18 1

Do. 1849 ... ... 402 8 10

Do. 1850 ... ... 430 13 2

Do. 1851 ... ... 564 8 94

Do. 1852 ... ... 645 17 3?

Total payments...if 2,591 12 6

—p. 198.

Surely efforts such as these, so well in

tentioned, so skilfully conducted, so

beneficial, and so successful, might be

expected, if anything would, to awake

a sympathetic feeling. But no; indus

trial enterprise of any kind, no matter

what may be the motives in which it ori

ginates, whether for commercial gain,

or from the most disinterested self-sa

crificing benevolence, must meet no

support in Ireland. Read the following

passage:–

“Perhaps figures," says Mr. Maguire,

“may best represent the generous interest

which strangers have taken in the pros

perity of this school, as contrasted with

the utter indifference of those who should

have been its earnest supporters. The

amount of work disposed of during the year

1852, was £1,058 16s. 8d. ; and of this

amount, not more than the one-twentieth, or

the odd £58, was purchased by the ladies

of Cork and its vicinity As a further il

lustration of the interest taken in the school

by strangers to the country, I may mention

that, during the past year, one English lady

forwarded to the Society, for work which she

had disposed of £117— another £109–

another £88 — another £23— and several

other ladies disposed of work, to smaller

amounts. These English sales were made

principally by friends of the secretaries, Mrs.

Sainthill and Mrs. M'Swiney, and through

the exertions of some few members of the

Committee.”—p. 202.

We pass over various other branch

es of trade, of minor importance,

which our space makes it impossible

for us to notice, and come to a

branch of manufacture which is new

to this country, but which it is most

earnestly to be hoped may be success

ful. We allude to beet-sugar manu

facture. Samples of this manufacture,

in all its stages, from the raw vege

table product to the refined sugar,

were exhibited, being the product of
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the manufactory at Mountmellick. It

is well known that the introduction of

this manufactureinto Europe dates from

the issuing of the famous Milan and

Berlin decrees, which closed the Con

tinent to the produce of our colonies;

but, probably, the rate at which this

manufacture is extending in Europe

is not so generally known. In Bel

gium, the Zolverein, and Austria, the

quantity of beet-root sugar produced

has doubled within the last five years.

In Russia and in France the factories

are rapidly increasing; in the former,

out of about 85,000 tons of sugar an

nually consumed, 35,000 tons are made

from beet; and in the latter, the

manufacture in 1850 amounted to

60,000 tons, being one-half of the

total quantity of sugar used in the

country. Now, when all the princi

pal countries of Europe find it for

their interest to engage in this ma

nufacture—at the present time, when

they might import their sugar from ſo

reign countries, if they thought it de

sirable so to do— it surely is worth

while inquiring why Ireland should be

an exception. We can understand

that in England the labourer may be

better engaged. He may have his sugar

cheaper by getting it indirectly in ex

change for his pottery, his calico, or his

hardware, than if he were to produce

it himself. We know not how this

may be, but in Ireland the case is

otherwise. A vast amount of labour

here is but partially employed, and in

no case is it so§ paid as in Eng

land. A great amount of land is at pre

sent very imperfectly cultivated, and

is at the same time admirably adapt

ed for the produce of the beet-root.

With the cheapness of labour, and the

facility of rearing the beet, why should

not the manufacture be successful ?

Why should it not be the case, in this

instance, as it is with the linen trade,

thatagriculture and manufacture should

advance together, each conferring mu

tual benefit on the other? The com

pany which has been formed for the

urpose of trying this experiment,

ave, as yet, but one factory—that at

Mountmellick; and, allowing for the

many disadvantages under which they

started, the undertaking has so far

iven every indication of success. Mr.

uire attaches to this manufacture

the importance to which it is deserved

ly entitled; and goes, at considerable

length, and with much care, into its

several details. He also publishes

a communication from Dr. William

Sullivan, Chemist to the Museum of

Irish Industry, who, by his various

publications, has done more to promote

and support this enterprise than, per

haps, any other man in the country. It

appears that the undertaking has had

much to contend against; and that if

it has not been so encouraging in its

results as its more sanguine supporters

might have hoped for, this is attribut

able solely to the blundering manage

ment under which it was started. It

seems that the fitting up of the mach

inery and arrangement of the building

was committed to engineers who ha

never fitted up a sugar-factory before;

that, consequently, all had to be re

modelled; that they had no stores for

the roots, whereby a great quantity

was seriously deteriorated; that in the

first season, they did not commence

until the season was nearly over; and

that in the last half, the best work

ing months of the year — the period

from the first of August to the mid

dle of October, during which the root

contains the greatest amount of su

ar, and yields it most readily—were

ost. Such gross mismanagement,

we may hope, is not likely to be re

Fºl. et, notwithstanding all,

r. Sullivan declares that he can say,

from a knowledge of the raw beet su

gars of the Continent, that he has

seen none which at all equalled that at

Mountmellick; and the company have

been enabled to declarea dividendoffour

per cent. on the half-year. This latter

result, no doubt, is, in a great measure,

attributable to the fancy price which

the sugar brought, as being Irish; still,

however, enough a to give full

warrantofsuccess,ifreasonable diligence

be but exercised. The average yield

of the season was above five per cent.

of sugar, being one per cent. more, as

Dr. Sullivan informs us, than was ob

tained in Germany or Belgium, when

the manufacture was first established;

and, at the same time, one and a-half

per cent. less than would have been pro

duced had the factory worked during the

first three months of the regular season.

The cost of producing a ton of sugar

was about £23— this for the mere

working expenses. He does not in

clude, on the one hand, the value of

the pulp, scum (or manure), and mo
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lasses; nor does he charge, on the other,

the cost of management, rent, and the

interest on capital. He sets these se

veral items off one against the other;

which, we would presume, is rea

sonable enough, provided the former

could readily be sold. He, however,

arrives at the conclusion, that if the

full season of six months had been

worked out, the cost of producing one

ton of sugar would have been but £20,

or even £18; adding to the former

sum the duty, would bring it to £30 a

ton, or 30s. per cwt.—a price, certain

ly, which, if the quality be at all good,

ought to enable it to realise a consider

able profit. Mr. Maguire illustrates

the extent to which the agricultural

interests of the country may be affected

by the success of this manufacture, in

the following manner. He assumes,

of course, j, for the purpose of the

statement, that the same proportion of

beet-root sugar might be consumed

with us as is consumed in the countries

of the Continent—that is, one-half, and

proceeds thus:–

“This half would be 25,000 tons, and

might be valued at £1,000,000. To pro

duce this 25,000 tons of sugar, it would

require 400,000 tons of beet, or the produce

of 16,000 acres of land, allowing the fair

and moderate average of 25 tons to every

acre. Taking each ton of beet at 15s.—the

price now paid for it at the factory in

Mountmellick—the total amount paid to the

growers of this crop would be £300,000. A

well-conducted factory would be capable of

producing 500 tons of sugar in the year, and

would therefore require 8,000 tons of beet—

or sixteen tons of beet to one ton of sugar.

Now, to supply half the quantity of sugar

consumed in this country, fifty factories

would be necessary. As each factory gives

employment to 200 persons—that of Mount

mellick already does so—fifty factories would

afford employment to 10,000 persons; and

as each person so employed may on the

average be said to represent four more, that

number would represent 50,000 in all."—

p. 384.

When we turn, however, to that

which is pre-eminently the manufacture

of Ireland — its agriculture— we have

every reason to rejoice in the result.

We find, in the first place, that farms are

becoming consolidated to a reasonable

size, sufficient to allow of their being

profitably worked. It appears, by the

report of the Commissioners of the

Census of 1851, that of farms between

one and five acres, there is a decrease,

since the preceding census of 1841, of

222,292 holdings; of farms between

five and fifteen acres, again a decrease

of 60,924 holdings ; while of farms

between fifteen and thirty acres, there

is an increase of 61,973; and of those

exceeding thirty acres, of 100,467.

We also find, from the same source,

that the amount of land in cultivation

has been, within the same period, in

creased by 1,338,281 acres; and the

number of horned cattle by 1,104,345.

No doubt, the Irish provision trade

has fallen off considerably, owing to

the competition of foreign countries;

but it is gratifying to know that this

is not owing to any want of energy

or skill in our agriculturists — it sank

before irresistible influences. Under the

operation of free trade, the trade which

was formerly exclusively our own, is

now thrown open to the unrestricted

competition of the whole world. This

alone might be sufficient to account

for its decline; but other causes have

also been in operation. The profits

formerly realised by the Irish provision

curer, are now to no inconsiderable ex

tent transferred to the Irish grazier.

Mr. Maguire well observes, that facili

ties of transport have now become so

great, that, instead of sending pro

visions in casks, we send them on

four legs. The export trade in cattle

has become one of immense and con

stantly growing importance. One

branch, moreover, of the provision

trade we have temporarily lost, from

the want of the raw material; Irish

bacon, although it fully sustains its

former reputation for quality, and

comraands the highest price in the

London market, is yet much reduced

in its export, since the famine of 1847

annihilated the small cottier, and with

him the pig. It seems astonishing to

learn, that while the export of pigs, in

1847, was 480,827, it had fallen, in

1850, to 68,058. But if the Irish

rovision trade yielded before these

irresistible influences, we rejoice to

know that not only has the trade of

the grazier become more extensive and

more profitable, but other agricultural

interests are daily extending or spring

ing into existence. Since 1847, the

butter trade of the south of Ireland

has nearly doubled. The receipts in

the Cork market for the year ending

March, 1853, amounted to 400,000
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firkins, one-half of which was exported

to the West Indies, the Mediterranean,

but chiefly to the Brazils, with which

country we have a large and constantly

increasing trade. Again, Mr. Ma

guire gives a highly interesting ac

count of the success of a Mr. Latham,

in the neighbourhood of Fermoy, in

the manufacture of cheese, refuting

thus the old notion that no good but.

ter countrywas well adapted for cheese,

and introducing into the country a

new and. article of diet. But

is it not a sad reproach that, in refer

ring to this, which may be so important

an acquisition to the resources of the

land, we record again the lack of

Irish enterprise ; that we should be

constrained to say, in the language of

Mr. Maguire—“For this service we

have to thank an Englishman, who has

had the courage to risk his capital and

his character in what must have seemed

to most persons a desperate enterprise,

and the fortitude to encounter diffi

culties which would have daunted and

discouraged most other men.”

What, then, is the sum of the whole

matter? How stands the account of

Ireland's industry? What are her

hopes for the future? In agriculture,

we would say unhesitatingly, they are

of the most3. character; all the

established interests are progressing

steadily—new interests are coming into

being; and one hitherto but imper

fectly developed — the flax trade— is

springing forward with unexampled

energy, and giving a moral assurance,

that before half-a-dozen years shall

have passed by, it will have outstrip

ped them all. Nor can we conceal

from ourselves the extent to which the

agricultural interests have been served

by the disencumbering of the landed

estates — a process, no doubt, which

has occasioned much misery—a process

whereby sad affliction was brought on

many, themselves most estimable in

every relation of life, and who now

bitterly suffer for the recklessness of

their forefathers, but still a process

which we apprehend must be admitted

to have materially facilitated all deal

ing with landed property; and so to

have improved the position of both

proprietor and tenant. In manufac

ture we have one interest to point to,

and but one, which speaks favourably

for the past, or gives certain promise for

the future—the linen trade. As to our

natural resources, we may congratu

late ourselves on the possession of a

fertile soil, and a hardy, unskilled, but

intelligent and docile working class.

What, then, are the items on the other

side of the account? what are the

difficulties which obstruct us?— we

pause not upon our want of mineral

wealth, for that is comparatively unim

Ortant ; we come to. which really

is the cause of our backward position

—the want of commercial spirit among

those who should be the employers of

the country, the middle classes. If

eyer there was a time in the history of

the country when such a spirit might

be expected to arise, it is the present—

a social revolution, the greatest, per

haps, that ever was peaceably accom

plished, has passed over the land. One

twelfth of the soil of Ireland has al

ready changed owners; eleven hun

dred landlords have made way for a

new proprietary, nearly four thousand

in number. Might it not be expected

that in a time of such change, amongst
the class from whom the commercial

ranks should be supplied, some dis

position to engage in them might be

manifested 2 We confess that we look

in vain for any such indication. The

desk, the counter, and the factory

seem to be abhorrent to the genius of

the Irishman; he approaches them

with aversion, and flies from them so

soon as he can get free. Day after

day, we see small sums invested in

É. of land, under the Incum

ered Estates Court, at five per cent.,

or often not more than four per cent.,

which same sums in trade, and judi

ciously superintended, would yield

three times that annual income. On

this point, we certainly can see at pre

sent little hope of improvement, and

can offer none.

It remains but to add a few words

with reference to the sources" of infor

* “The Industrial Movement in Ireland, as illustrated by the National Exhibition of

1852.”

street; London: Simpkin, Marshall and Co.;

Printed and published in the Exhibition Building. Gunn“The Exhibition Expositor.”

and Cameron, proprietors.

By John Francis Maguire, M.P., Mayor of Cork. Cork: John O'Brien, 45, Patrick

Dublin : James McGlashan. 1853.
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mation from which we have so largely

drawn. Mr. Maguire's work contains

all the information that could possibly

be required on the subject of which it

treats. It reflects the highest credit on

its author. Having, from his position

in connexion with the Cork Exhibition

of last year, had large opportunities of

collecting information on these inte

resting and important topics, Mr.

Maguire felt that he could do some

service by completing that information,

and leaving it on record. If he had

consulted only his reputation as a

writer, heº; would have taken

more time, and adopted a different

arrangement; but the book was writ

ten to be of use, and all who derive

instruction from its pages, as every one

must do, will feel that Mr. Maguire

has earned the much higher reputation

of having discarded every selfish consi

deration, and published this work

purely to serve the industry of the

country. It is complete, honest, and

discriminating. The Expositor is a

work of a wholly different character;

it constitutes of itself a very feature of

our late Exhibition. It was published

weekly in the Exhibition Building,

where it was printed, and it contained

articles, many of them of the very

highest class, written by the most emi

nent men, on the various branches of

practical science, art, and manufacture,

which were illustrated in the Exhibi

tion. It published engravings of the

most remarkable objects, and contained

general observations on the Exhibition

itself, its progress, and management,

and on the manner in which its objects

might be best advanced. It deduced

from the collection the various lessons

which it was calculated to teach ; and

it illustrated and enforced them while

attention was aroused, and the public

mind directed to these subjects. It

thus increased tenfold the utility and

the enjoyment of the Exhibition; and,

both for its conception and execution,

reflected the utmost credit on its enter

E.; conductors. And yet they have

n losers by the undertaking. It

seems hardly credible, but so it is,

that with a weekly attendance of visi

tors averaging 48,000, the average of

the weekly sales of this excellent pub

lication should not have exceeded

5,000. So much, unfortunately, for

the interest taken by Ireland in in

dustrial pursuits.
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Lough-Swilly, the Battle of, A.D. 1258, a
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Lucan, Patrick Sarsfield, Earl of a Biogra

phy, 509.
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Marlborough, Duke of His Character Com
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Maurel, Jules, “The Duke of Wellington,”

translated by Lord Ellesmere, reviewed, 2.
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Gallery, No. LXX., 562.

Mint, 45.

Monks, the, of Kilcrea, a Ballad Poem, re

viewed, 256.

Muffling, Baron von, Passages from My

Life, together with Memoirs of the Cam

paign of 1813 and 1814, reviewed, 2.

Museum of Irish Industry, 230.

Mushrooms, 43.

Music, the Ancient, of the Hebrews, Part II.

21.

Mustard, 43.

Mystics, a Night with the, 495.

National Education in Ireland, 245.

Newman, F. W., the Odes of Horace trans
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Novel, reviewed, 626.
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295.

Report (Second) of the Commissioners for

the Exhibition of 1851, reviewed, 295.

Retrospection, the last, 107.
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Pearl, a Domestic Poem, with miscella

neous Pieces, by John Crawford Wilson,
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266; the Crucifixion, by John Ritchie,

267; the Odes of Horace, translated into

unrhymed metres, with Introduction and

Notes, by F. W. Newman, 268; Dante's

Divine Comedy — the Purgatory, trans

lated in the original termary rhyme, by C.

B. Cayley, 271; Dante's Divine Comedy
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with the text of the original collated from
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by John A. Carlyle, M.D., 272; Literary

Fables, from the Spanish of Yriarte, by

Robert Rockliff, 273; Fables de Gay,

traduites en vers Français, par le Cheva

lier de Chatelain, 274; Lecture on the

National importance of studying Abstract
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gress of Industry, by Lyon Playfair, 295;

Lecture on the Industrial Instruction on

the Continent, by Lyon Playfair, 295;

Industrial Education in England, a Re
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Ruth, by the Author of Mary Barton, re

viewed, 622.

Sá de Miranda, Portuguese Poet, Notice and
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Sarsfield, Patrick, Earl of Lucan, a Biogra

phy, 509.

Saulcy. See De Saulcy.

Scott, Patrick, Thomas-à-Becket, and other

Poems, reviewed, 260.

Scripture Pieces, by S. F. A. C., 427, 732.

Shipley, W. S., “Oh! how I long again to

view," stanzas, 244.

Slingsby, Jonathan Freke—Midsummer Me

lodies; Noontide, a Chant: Noontide, a

Glee; the Leaf on the Stream; Youth ;

Evening; a Spinning-Wheel Song; 'O
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Mystics — Carmen Mysticum ; Artist's

Song; Song, 495; Winter, 637 : There's

a Lining of Silver to every Cloud, 537.

Smith, Alexander, Poems of reviewed, 36.
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208 ; Part II., 323.

Summer Eve Landscape, a, 109.

Telegraph, the British and Irish, Lines to,

111.

Thyme, 45.

Tolka, the, Irish Rivers, No. X., 391.

Truffles, 43.

Turnips, 34.

University Commission, the, 115.

Villette, by Currer Bell, Author of Jane
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Wellington, Memorials of 1.

Wellington, Three Years with the Duke of,

in Private Life, by an ex-Aid-de-Camp,
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Wilson, John Crawford, The Village Pearl,

a Domestic Poem, with Miscellaneous
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DIRECTIONS TO Tiie BINDER.

Portrait of the Bishop of Meath, to face page 562.
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