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No. L

Suut your books, readers all ; ar-
range your libraries by MS. catalogue ;
see your studies decently dusted ; en-
trust the key of the locked treasures to
no man of woman born, and away
with you into the country, forgetful of
towns and turmoil, and like a bird
from a cage, clapping your wings in
the air of liberty.

Have you ever seen Tue LAkEs ?
Take Maga with you then, and she
will be your guide through that region
of beauty and grandeur. Encumber
yourselves with no needless volumes
—DMaga and a map are all-suflicient ;
but trust to no man’s eyes but your
own ; and above all things, carry with
you a good conscience.

From Kendal proceed not impatient«
ly, but in the pleasures of hope, to the
-village of Bowness, on the banks of
Windermere. You will see the Lake
when you are about a mile from it,
and the view is a pleasant one; but
firstimpressions, although often strong,
are seldom correct ; so on this your
first introduction to the Lady of the
Isles, admire her beauty without con~
sidering its peculiar character, and
wait till it has won its way to your
heart in the light of a few sunsets.

We shall suppose that you reach
the White Lion (one of the best inns
in England) before breakfast, that is,
between eight and ten o’clock ; for a
certain latitude in all things must be
allowed to travellers ; and if you lay
down austere rules for you own guid-
ance, you may depend upon being not
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only miserable yourself, but the cause
of misery to others during your entire
tour. Most true it is, that Time was
made for valgar souls—but you are not
a vulgar soul—very far from it—and
will prove yourself independent of the
Dial.

Many people, immediately on their
arrival at an inn, in a picturesque or
romantie country, become fidgetty in
the extreme, and calling up the land-
lord, commence an unmerciful system
of cross-questioning respecting every-
thing visible in the neighbourhood.
Beware of such weakness ; and rest as-
sured, that as the scenery can have no
reason for concealing itself, you will
bebold it all in good time, without
difficulty or trepidation. No fear of the
wonderful hanging-bridge, built by
the devil, tumbling down the ver
hour before you approach it. Althoug]
there has been some talk about drain-
ing the Lake, operations are not yet
commenced. You may very safely
take another cup of coffee before the
total cessation of the celebrated wa-
terfall ;—and as for the mountains,
they will wait, though perhaps not
witi;out murmuring, till you have
composedly wound up your breakfast.
Be not unduly alarmed at cloud, mist,
or rain ; for they may come and go
twenty times between first egg and last
ham ; and as you have a soul to be sa~
ved, neither hope nor fear in that dull
deceiver—the Barometer.

On your arrival, then, at the White
Lion, Bowness, walk with an amiable
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countenance into whatever room may
be allotted to you ; but should there
appear to be no great bustle before the
white-washed front, then ask to be
shown up to either of the two pretty
‘bow-windowed parlours, that openinto
the Tent-Green. There is little or no
difference between them ; but for our
own parts, in our progress through life,
we always prefer turning to theright,
and have uniformly found it an excel-
lentrule of conduct. There isnot much
to be seen from either, but the little is
delightful—some of the prettiest cot-
tages in the village, through orchard
and garden—the old church, with its
white tower and blue lead roof, the
bells perhaps ringing for a wedding—
a glimpse of the lake—the sylvan line
of the opposite hill-shore—and in the
distance, a few mountain tops.

And now that you have had break~
fast, do not, we again beseech you, put
yourself into a flurry, butquietly order
a row-boat, and embark with your
wife and children. On no account
whatever have anythingto do with a
sail. There is, we believe, an appa-
ratus for inflating the lungs, kept in
the village, but it is in indifferent or-
der ; and, besides, when a large party
of all ages and sexes are upset, hours,
nay days, elapse before they are
brought ashore ; and, under such cir«
cumstances, to use the poetical phra-
seology of the daily press—no wonder
that the vital spark should be found
to be extinguished. Act then on the
burthen of the old Scottish song,—
¢ The boatie rows, the boatie rows,”
and you are as safe on the waters of
Windermere as if gathering wild-
flowers on its banks.

Fix no hour for your return, nor
have the meanness to order dinner.
But let not your enthusiasm forget a
pregnant basket in a white veil, whom
both boatmen will assist over the gun-
wale, and stow away from the sun-
shine in the hollow of the stern. In-
tense admiration of mountain scenery
soon exhausts the frame of the wor-
ship%er of Nature, and during the
Bright Intermediate Hour, in sylvan
nook, how refreshing a glass of Ma-
deira and a veal-pie! Such slight repast
brings the capacity of the mind into
power ; and as again you issne from
the reedy bay of the Lily-of-the-Val-
ley Isle, the.Lake seems to expand
into bolder and brighter beauty, and
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Winandermere sounds like a lovelier
name for Paradise.

Tell the boatmen to pull just suffi-
ciently quick to keep themselves from
fallingasleep. Slow, regular,and steady
should be the music of the oar,
“ when heaven and earth do make
one imagery,” in the seeming air-
depths of a summer lake. ILeave not
the Bay of Bowness too soon, in your
impatient passion for beauty ; but let
your pinnace, like a swan, float away
into the bays within the Bay, and
now and then, as if her anchor were
dropped, hang motionlesson the mirror.
Youmaynowseethevillageinits fairest
character, clustering round the church,
and one sweet cottage (peace be with-
in it !) dipping its feet in the shallow
murmur. “ The Island,” with a beau-
tiful boundary, cuts the crescent ;
away.to the north gleams the broad
basin of the Lake,—to the south, the
eye stretches through ““ the streights”
towards the sylvan Storrs, and many
a coppice promontory—or, if that be
forbidden by the laws of optics, you
may at least admire the Ferry-House,
beneath its grove of cherry-trees, and
hear the sound of the huge heavy oars
accompanying the slow motion of the
Great Boat from shore to shore.

Follow now the impulse of your
own imagination ; but, if equally plea-
sant to you all, row close round the
nearest end of ¢ The Island,” six in
the minute being the dip of the oar.
If you desire a wide prospect, let your
eye sweep thc Lake, as if with a
telescope, from Rayrig-Bay over the
groves of Calgarth, Lowood, and Dove-
nest, till it rests on the blue misty
light that glimmers in the vale of
Ambleside. Do you rather choose to
delight in a close home-scene ? Then
drift along by forest-glades, and lose
your reckoning in the confusion of that
multitude of Islands, whose shadows
meet on the narrow waters, and far
down embower commingled arbours
for the Naiads’ sleep. Here every
pull of the oar sends you on into a
new scene, as if the banks and isles
had shifted places ; and you may make
a whole forenoon’s voyage of disco-
very, so inexhaustible in beauty is that
tiny sea, through which a light breeze
would in a few minutes waft the
winged pleasure-boat with her gaudy
flags burning along the woods.

And now land at the Ferry-House,
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and whoever may be of the party,
walk arm in arm with your wife,
through laurels, lilacs, and labur-
nums, up to the—Station. The wood
is so overgrown, that, on your way up
to the Fort, you can scarcely see the
Lake. Itisalways a sad thing to cut
down a fine, healthy, growing tree—
and Mr Curwen does right to spare

. this forest. Nothing can be pleasanter
than its glimmering alleys after some
hours sunshine on the water. The
green parasols are folded with a rustle,
and the party rests on some old osier=
seat beneath an ivied rock, amidst the
fragrant perfume of roses, here some-
what pale in the shade. On entering
a large room, with wide and many
windows, in the ¢ Station,” Winder-
mere, with all her isles, suddenly re-
appears ; and if the breeze has fresh-
ened, you probably behold at least a
dozen pleasure-boats, with all sail set,
(the Victory and Endeavour conspi-
cuous like parent sea-mews among
their brood,) going wherever the wind
in its caprice chooses to carry them,
or bent on clearing some point or
promontory, close-hauled, and skil-
fully gatheringevery breath that blows,
as if one of the Eyes of a Fleet drawn
up in line of battle, and manceuvring
for the weather-gage. ’

The view from the Station is a very
delightful one, but it absolutely re-
quires a fine day. Its character is that
of beauty, which disappears almeost ut-
terly in wet or drizzly weather. If
there be strong bright sunshine, a
““blue breeze” perhaps gives animation
to the scene. You look down on the
islands, which are here.very happily
disposed. Thebanks of Windermere
are rich and various in groves, woods,
coppice, and corn-fields. The long
deep valley of Troutbeck (which is, in
fact, a sort of straggling village, houses
of the true old Westmoreland style
of architecture being dropped all the
way from the lakeside to the head of
it), stretches finely away up to the
mountains of High street and Hill-Bell
—hill and eminence are all cultivated
wherever the trees have been cleared
away ; and numerous villas are visible
in every direction, which, although
perhaps not all built on very tasteful
models, have yet an airy and sprightly
ch‘garacter, and with their fields of
brighter verdure and sheltery groves,
may be fairly allowed to add to, rather
thau detract from, the beauty of a
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scene, one of whose chief charms is,
that it is the cheerful abode of social
life.

Some of the windows of this room
are of stained glass, producing the ef-
fect of sunrise and sunset, moonlight,
deep gloom, frost and snow. This,
it seems, has been talked of contemp-
tuously, as a childish raree-show. Be
it so. People do well to be a little
childish, wﬁen away from home du-
ring the holidays. Green is, unques-
tionably, the best of all colours in the
long run for the earth, and the trees,
and the sea. But for all that, we
wonder and admire to behold the
creation dimly discoloured into a me-
lancholy beauty, more especially if
another pair of eyes, soft, large, and
liquid, and of the hazel hue, are beam-
ing through the same pane, and a little
silken tress, with a momentary touch
on the cheek thrilling to the heart’s
core, as we gaze together on the living
lake and landscape.

Reimbark, and row away down to
Storrs. The Mansion is in admirable
keeping, with the scenery—here soft,
sweet, gentle, and graceful. The rocks
have been cut, so as to give from the
windowson the ground-floor, glimpses
of the near lake, and groves in the dis-
tance ; the leafless lawn, bright and
smooth as any sheep-nibbled pasture,
is worthy tge footsteps of Titania
herself—and the flower-gardens, only
alittle richer than the blossoms na-
turally straying in the woods, breathe
over the place an air of elegant luxury
and refinement. The porticos, pil-
lars, and cornices of the house, are seen
through the glades ; and such is the
effect of the whole, that you feel this
division of Windermere to be a lake
by itself, a feeling increased by the
appearance of & Vessel of sovereign’
beauty lying at anchor -close to the
shore, with masts so taper that they
seem almost to bend beneath the weight
of the streaming flag, yet so elastic,
that, were her wings unfurled, she.
would manifestly glide away like a
sunbeam over the murmuring waters.

There is a small four-sided build-
ing on the artificial mole called Storrs
point, which, in days of yore, used,we
remember, to be called a Naval tem-
ple. Each side then bore the name
of a famous Admiral. The taste which
engraved  them there was certainly
questionable ; and they are now ob-
literated or hidden. One of those
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persons who, in the language of Mr tourists are generally fond of poetry,
Jeffrey, ¢ haunt about the lakes” in  here they are for their silent perusal,
the character of poets, has written or sonorous revitation on the lake.
some lines about this cdifice ; and as

APOLOGY
¥OR THE LITTLE NAVAL TEMPLE, ON STORRS’ POINT, WINANDERMEKS.

Nay! Stranger! smile not at this little dome,
Albeit quaint, and with no nice regard
Tlo highest rules of grace and symmetry,
Plaything of art, it venture thus to stand
"Mid the great forms of Natare. Doth it seem
A vain intruder in the quiet heart
Of this majestic Lake, that like an arm
Of Ocean, or some Indian river vast,
In beauty floats amid its guardian hills ?
Haply it may : yet in this humble tower,
"T'he mimicry of loftier edifice,
There lives a silent spirit, that confers
A lasting charter on its sportive wreath
Of battlements, amid the mountain-calin
To stand as proudly, as yon giant rock
That with his shadow dims the dazzling lake !

Then blame it not: for know ’twas planted here,
In mingled mood of seriousness and mirth, i
By one who meant to Nature’s sanctity
No cold unmeaning outrage. He was one
‘Who often in adventurous youth had sail'd
O’er the great waters, and he dearly loved
Their music wild ; nor less the gallant souls
Whose home is on the Ocean :—so he framed
This jutting mole, that like a natural cape
Meets the soft-breaking waves, and on its point,
Bethinking him of some sea-structure huge,
‘Watch-tower or light-house, rear'd this mimic dome,
Seen up and down the lake, a monument
Sacred to images of former days.

See! in the playfulness of English zeal

Its low walls are emblazon’d! there thou read’st
Howe, Duncan, Vincent, and that mightier name
‘Whom death has made immortal.—Not misplaced
On temple rising from an inland sea

Such venerable names, though ne’er was heard
"The sound of cannen o’er these tranquil shores,
Save when it peal’d to waken in her cave

The mountain echo : yet this chronicle,
Speaking of war amid the depths of peace,
‘Wastes not its meaning on the heedless air.

It hath its worshippers : it sends a voice,

A voice creating elevated thoughts,

Into the hearts of our bold peasantry

Following the plough along these fertile vales,
Or up among the misty solitude

Beside the wild sheep-fold. The fishermen,
‘Who on the clear wave ply their silent trade, -
Oft passing lean upon their dripping oars,

“And bless the heroes : Idling in the joy

Of summer sunshine, as in light canoe
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The stranger glides among these lovely isles,
This little temple to his startled soul

Oft sends a gorgeous vision, gallant crews

In fierce joy cheering as they onwards bear
To break the line of battle, meteor-like

Long ensigns brightening on the towery mast,
And sails in awful silence o’er the main
Lowering like thunder-clouds !—

Then, stranger ! give
A blessing on this temple, and admire
The gaudy pendant round the painted staff’
Wreathed in still splendour, or in wanton folds,
Even like a serpent bright and beautiful,
Streaming its burnished glory on the air.
And whether silence sleep upon the stones
Of this small edifice, or from within
Steal the glad voice of laughter and of song,
Pass on with altered thoughts, and gently own
That Windermere, with all her radiant isles
Serenely floating on her azure breast,
Like stars in heaven, with kindest smiles may robe
This monument to heroes dedicate,
Nor Nature feel her holy reign profaned
By work of art, though framed in humblest guise,
When a high spirit prompts the builder’s soul.

f

o

On your return to Bowness, you
will take our advice and land at the
boat-house of Belle-Isle. You.can-
not expect to find many entirely new
views, as you have already encircled
the island ; yet, under the shade of
venerable boughs, the panorama, as
you walk along, goes majestically by,
and nothing can be finer than the
glades, which want only a few deer
for the perfection of the forest charac-
ter. ‘A gravel path, about a mile in
extent, winds round the island, which
consists of nearly thirty acres. In for-
mer times the shores of this island
were indented with numerous creeks
and bays ; now thereis a stone-beach,
which has destroyed the beauty of the
natural outline. ~ But in high floods
the island used in some ‘parts to be
entirely overflowed ; consequently,
when the water was low, deformed
with marshes. More, therefore, has
perhaps been gained than lost by the
change ; and, certainly, if there has
been a sacrifice of the romantic or pic-
turesque, there has been an advantage
on the side of neatness and comfort.
Reeds, and bulrushes, and water-lilies,
are extremely beautiful to idle people
—like you, gentle readers—lying all
your length in a boat, and poetizing as
you glide along; but the man who
builds a house on an island, and inha-~
bits it summer and winter, must have

sound footing as he walks on the wa-
ter-edge, and is entitled also to guard
against miasmata and marsh fever. An
uninhabited island should have its wild
bays almost forlorn in the entangle-
ment of briary underwood. Half a do-
zen flat stones, flung into the shallow
water, suffice for a landing-place to the
occasional visitant stepping ashore but
for a solitary hour ; and the path can-
not be too rough thatleads to the ruin-
ed cell of the saint who died there
hundreds of years ago, but not before
he had worn a hollow. on the stone
floor with his knees. There the heron

may fish in the creeks so shallow that

his long bill catches the minnow on the
turf ; and there the shy wild-duck ma.iy1
lead forth her yellow family throug

and among the strong stems of the bul-
rushes, not without an occasional death
among them by the jaws of pike. And
there, ere autumn-frosts set in, may
the swallows congregate, before their
flight across seas to warmer climates,
while rural naturalist fondly imagines
they sink down to the earth-holes be-
low the waves, to reascend with fresh-
ened plumeand twitter, when May-day
again fills the sunshine with insects;,
and covers the earth with flowers. Gen-
tle reader, in such an isle, perhaps,
thou wouldst wish to act the hermit ?
But if a family-man, thou wilt agree
with us, that the water, pellucid though
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it may be, must be kept within bounds
in its wave-flow ; and that stagnant
fens may be dispensed with where there
is a large fammly of children, whose
beauty must not, by their parents, be
sacrificed to the picturesque.

Now, my dear friends, you hav
done and seen enough for one day,—
and although the entire extent of your
circumnavigation has not been more
than five miles, yet has it taken as
many hours to complete. As you re~
land on the margin of Bowness Bay,
the church-clock strikes four, and lit-
tle familiar as you are with the sce-
nery around, still you see that a dif-
ferent set of shadows have given it
a different character, the afternoon
pensiveness being as pleasant as the
morning joy. On your way up to the
inn, you admire the beauty of the
children now, many of them, set free
from school ; and a few halfpence dis-
tributed among a group, who, on re-
ceiving the largess, instantly clatter
off on their wooden-clogs to the gin-
gerbread-stall, spreads through the
village praises of the Laker’s opulence
and generosity.

Two hours at least ought to elapse
between the close of a five-hours’ sum-
mer voyage on a lake and dinner. It
takes a good hour to get your chin
as smooth as satin—your head brush-
ed and oiled—your body and limbs
thoroughly dried and cooled, and fresh-
ened, and polished, and brightened,
and clothed in fine linen. You then
descend from your bedroom, like the
sun out of a cloud, and the female
waiters are astonished with your ef-
fulgence. Blue coat, yellow waistcoat,
white trowsers, silk stockings of course,
and pumps, is pretty apparel and cool-
looking, and puts the wearer in love
with himself and all the world.

We shall suppose that there are la-
dies in the party—Queen-Mary’s caps
are irresistible on virgin-heads; and
if you be a bachelor, and have a heart
to lose, it-has gone to the bosom of
that tall, slim, elegant girl, whose
face, at all times beautiful, has now
mixed with its innocence an almost
Circean spell, while shessits in playful
mood, in a high-backed and richly
carved oak-chair, placed as a curious
antique on the green, and, with half-
conscious coquetry, lets peep out from
below the silken = drapery, such a
foot as might be expected to match
that little lily hand, with the violet
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veins, whose touch tingles like a gen-
tle shock of electricity. The time
should be charmed away with con-
verse and with song, till the approach:
of twilight, and then an hour’s walk
anywhere, alone or with another, not
to discover but to drearn ! ¢ A night
like a darkened day” has gradually
hushed the village ; and wearied, al-
though you know it not, by the per-
petual flow of happiness, t{xe eyes of
the whole party close almost as soon
as heads are laid on the pillow, and
thus closes (Oh! wilt thou become
a Contributor ?) thy First Day on
Windermere !

We are no friends to early rising in
towns, but during the summer months
in the country, who would lie a-bed
after the mists have left the valleys ?
Up, then, all of you, about half before
six, and off in your barouche to Conis-
ton. It is a heavy carriage, so do not
grudge to take four horses, and then
there will be no occasion to walk up
hills. To say nothing of the humanity,
you will find your account in it a thou-
sand ways. Remember that you are
laking ; forget the derangement of the
currency ; and since the life of the small
notes is to be a short, let it be a merry
one. The scenery from the Ferry-
House to Hawkshead (four miles) is
full of animation, and interchange of
hill .and dale.. We do not know that
there is any oune particular cottage,
knoll, field, garden, or grove, especially
beautiful, but the variety is endless ;
and at every turn of the road, the
country presents a new combination of
objects, as at the shake of a kaleido-
scope. Thereis something chaoticabout
the village of Saury; scarcely a vil-
lage, indeed, but rocks, glades, and cop-
pices, bedropt with dwellings. = Esth-
waite is a cheerful piece of water, but
not seen to advantage as you pass along
its low shore ; it is even beautiful when
beheld lying in softened distance, { from
the grounds of Belmont, for example, )
with the village of Hawkshead in the
foreground, and its impressive church-
tower, which, in such a vale, has a
commanding character. Three miles
beyond Hawkshead, you come in sight
of the Lake of Coniston. 'The pros-
pect is at once beautiful and sublime.
How profound the peace of that far-
down valley, sleeping among wooded
mountains——how sweet that sudden
gleam of water, betrayed in the sun-
shine ! Leave the carriage, and, send-
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ing it on te the inn at Waterhead, be
seated, we pray you, for half an hour,
on a moss-cushioned stone, or a grassy
couch among the heather. That huge
mountain is Coniston Old Man; and he
certainly is, with his firm foot and sun-~
ny brow,
“The prince o’ gude fellows, and wale o’
auld men.”

No doubt, from his summit there is a
noble empire for an eagle’s eye ; but
you will find it slavish work to reach
the summit on foot or pony-back, so
be satisfied with imagination. It isob=-
vious, from the slightest anatomical
knowledge of the structure of the hu-
man frame, that it is not good for man
to be alone on the mountain-tops. We
have more than once managed to climb
Chimborazo in our sleep, and even then
it was fatiguing enough, although the
view certainly repaid us; but when
broad awake and sober, no sensible
man will ever, in defiance of his own
gravity, raise himself up thousands of
feet above the level of the sea. You see
yonder, three-fourths up the moun-
tain, the mouth of a mine! If it is
hard labour you are in search of, be-
come a miner at once ; or whynot have
a private tread-mill of your own, on
whi;:h to perform the principal charac-
ter s

‘Winding away down hill, and every
moment widening the glorious pano-
rama, the road leads you, smiling, and
talking, and making love perhaps, to
the pretty, little, white, comfortable,
sycamore-shaded inn of Coniston Wa-
terhead. There you get an admirable
breakfast, the lake all the time rip-
pling a low, cheerful song, for there
is only the road between you; and
wheén the wind, however gentle, comes
from the south and the sea, the edge
of the crescent-bay is here all in a mur-
mur. The view down the Lake is no-
thing very remarkable ; but a fine sheet
of water, shining in the sun, or dark-
ening in the shadow, is always worth
gazing on ; and there is a tempting
pinnace—so hand or lift the ladies on
board, and, without aim or object, pull
away & mile or two, and then let your
bark drift and dally with the wave-
lets. No wonder you cannot kee
your eyes off that face, for it is indee
a pretty one, and there is something
more than ordinarily sweet and insi-
nuating inits smile ; so without taking
your arm from the gunwale, although
it has rather too much the effect of
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being round Louisa’s waist, look to~
wards the head of the lake, and you
will acknowledge that Coniston can
almost bear a comparison with Win-
dermere. .

Here, indeed, are no islands like
those of Windermere—no single cliff,
crowned with oak and elm, and mat-
ted with broom, briar, and the nut-
bearing hazel—no low-lying ridge of
rocks, covered with lichens, and thinly
sprinkled with dwarf birches sown by
bird or breeze—no Isle of the Oratory,
where once the penitent prayed—no
Lady-Holm, where stood the Virgin’s
Chapel—no Belle-Isle, whose noble
forest-trees fling their shadows from
shore to shore, till two separate Lakes,
upper and lower, rejoice each in its
own independent and different beauty.
But there is great grandeur in the bold
breadth of that amphitheatre;and those
surely are noble woods and groves
that not only embower the meadows,
but ascend the mountain-sides, broken
but by castellated cliffs, round which
flies and cries hawk or kite, or per-
haps the eagle. That kingly bird gives
name to yonder solitary mountain in
the darkness of the glen; but you
must not expect to see him, for he is
fond of foreign travel, and vevisits his
paternal mansion only about fourtimes
a century. v

Coniston Lake is best seen, no doubt,
by entering the country over the sands
from Lancaster ; and by doing so, you
may likewise pay a visit to the inte-
resting ruins of Furness-Abbey. “The
stranger,” says Mr Wordsworth, with
his usual poetical feeling, “ from the
moment he sets his foot on these sands,
seems to leave the turmoil and traffic
of the world behind him ; and, cross-
ing the majestic plain, when the sea
has retired, he beholds, rising appa-
rently from its base, the cluster of
mountains among which he is going
to wander ; and towards whose recess-
es, by the Vale of Coniston, he is gra-~
dually and peacefully led.” Did time
permit, every lake in the world, besides
Coniston, ought to be approached from
the foot ; but the attempt would be
often difficult, and indeed human life
is too short for such a scientific survey.
But now that you are afloat, you may
pull away to the foot of the lake, if
you choose, and you will be well re-
paid for your labour by the pretty
promontories and bashful bays they
eonceal, and merry meadows lying in
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ambush, and ¢ corn-riggs sae bonny”
trespassing upon the coppice-woods,
that year after year yield up their lin-
gering roots to the ploughshare, and
grey, white, blue, green, and brown
cottages, of every shape and size, and
pastoral eminences of old lea, crown-
ed with a few pine-trees, or with an
- Qak, itself a grove.

It isindeed a pretty sight to see two
young ladies attempting to row. How
white the gleam of the delicate little
fingers on the yellow weather-beaten
oar! Pity that there should ever rise
a blister on such smooth silken palms!
Ever and anon, their heads are tossed
backward and aside,—the auburn head
that glitters like the sunshine, and the
head dark as the raven’s wing,—that
the dishevelled tresses may not blind
altogether those blue or dark-grey
laughing eyes. Those slender ankles
.would blush through the silk, and fly
for shelter beneath the flounces, were
there the slightest suspicion how inno-
cently they are betrayed ! How pants
in its close concealment the heaving
of the lilied bosom, whose slightest
glimpse breathes over the senses at
once beauty, brightness, and balm !
But a wave, bolder than the rest, has
taken hold of the deep-dipping oar,
and the fair rower, falling back witha
mirth-mingled shriek of fear, iscaught
in her lover’s arms; while something
like a kiss is, in spite of all his efforts
to prevent it, left upon the blushes
that burn even on her snow-white
forehead.

By this time the Old People, at the
Inn have become angrily uneasy ; but
the landlord gives them a telescope,
{the gift of an Ulverston sea-captain,)
and their parental wrath is appeased
by the far-off, but approaching dis-
play of parasols, that comes brighten-
ing along, and in half an hour, has
brought its green reflection into the
mirror of the home-bay, now indis-
tinguishable from shore, air, or sky.

As you have brought with you four
horses, what’s to hinder them from
‘being saddled—now that they have
been combed and curried—and an

° equestrian excursion made into Yew-
dale and Tilberthwaite ? That curly-
pated pigmy will be your guide, and
if murmuring streams, and dashing
torrents, and silent pools, and shadow-
haunted grass fields, and star-studded
meadows, and glimmering groves, and
cliff-girdling coppicewoods, and a hun-
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dred charcoal Sheilings, Hurts, ‘and
Cottages, and one old Hall, and several
hall-like Barns; and a solitary Chapel
among its green graves, and glades, and
dells, andglens without number,
knolls, eminences, hillocks, hills, and
mountains,—if these, and many other
such sights as these, all so disposed
that beanty breathes, whispers, moves,
or hangs motionless over all, have
power to charm your spirit, then put
all the side-saddles in the village in
requisition, and you males being nim-
ble as deer, pace proudly each by his
own lady’s palfrey, and away . with
the cavalcade into the heart of the ex-
pecting mountains !

On such excursions there are sure
to occur a few enviable adventures.
First, the girths get wrong, and with-~
out allowing your beloved virgin to
alight, you spend more time than is ab-
solutely necessary in arranging it ; nor
can you help admiring theattitude into
which the graceful creature is forced to
draw up her delicate limbs, that her
fairy feet may not bein the way to im-
pede your services. By and by, a calf,
—which you hope will be allowed to
grow up into a cow,—stretching up
her curved red back from behind-a
wall, startles John Darby, albeit un-
used to the starting mood, and you
leap four yards to the timely assist-
ance of the fair shrieker,: tenderly
pressing her bridle-hand as you find
the rein that has not been lost,. and
wonder what has become of the whip
that never existed. A little fartheron,
a bridgeless stream crosses the road—
a dangerous-looking ford indeed—a
foot deep at the very least, and scorn~
ing wet feet, as they ought to be scorn-
ed, you almost carry, serene in danger,
your affianced bride (or she isin a fair
way of becoming s0), in your arms off’
the saddle, nor relinquish the delight-
ful clasp till all risk is at an end, some
hundred yards on, along the velvet
herbage. Next stream you come to
‘has indeed a bridge—but then what
a bridge! A long, coggly, cracked
slate-stone, whose unsteady - clatter
would make the soberest steed jump
over the moon.. You beseech the ti-
roid girl to sit fast, and she -almost
leans down to your bosom, as you
press to meet the blessed burthen,and
to prevent the steady old stager from
leaping over the battlements. Butnow
the chasm on each side of the narrow
path is so tremendous, that she must
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dismount, after due disentanglement,
from that awkward, old-fashioned
erutch and pummel, and from a stir-
rup, into which a little foot, when it
has once crept like a miouse, finds it-
self caught as in a trap of singular
construction, and difficult to open for
releasement. ' You feel that all you
Jovein the world is indeed fully, fresh-
ly, and warmly in your arms, nor can
_ you bear to set the treasure down on
the rough, stony road, but look round,
and round, and round, for a soft spot,
which you finally prophesy. at some
distance up the hill, whitherwards, in
spite of pouting Yea and Nay, you per~
sist in carrying her whose head is ere
long to lie in your tranquil bosom.
Gallantry forbids, but Truth com-
mands to say, that young ladies'are
sorry sketchers. The dear creatures
-have no notion of perspective. At
flower-painting and embroidery, they
are pretty fair hands, but they make
sad work among waterfalls and ruins.
They pencil most extraordinary trecs,
and nothing can be more puzzling
than their horned cattle. Their wo-
men arg like boys in girls’ clothes—
all as flat as flounders ; nor can there
be greater failures than the generality
of their men. Notwithstanding, it is
pleasant to hang over them, seated on
stone or stool, drawing from nature ;
and now and then to help them in
with a cow or a horse, or a hermit. It
1s a difficult, almost an impossible
thing— that foreshortening. The most
speculative genius is often at a loss to
conjecture the species of a human
being foreshortened by a young lady.

The hanging Tower at Pisa is, we be-

licve, some thirty feet or so off the
perpendicular, and there is one at
Caerphilly about seventeen ; but these
are nothing to the castles in the air
we have seen built by the touch of a
fernale magician ; nor is it an unusual
thing with artists of the fair sex to

order their plumed chivalry to gallop .

down precipices considerably steeper
than a house, on animals apparently
produced between the tiger and the
elephant.

Their happiest landscapes betray
indeed- an amiable innocence of ail
branches of natural history, except
perhaps botany,~-the foreground be-
ing accordingly well stocked with rare
plants, which it would stagger a Hook~
er, a Greville, or a Graham, to christen
out of any accredited nomenclature.

Vor. XX,
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When they have succeeded in getting
something like the appearance of wa-
ter between banks, like Mr Barrow of
the Admiralty they are not very par-
ticular about its running occasionally
up-hill ; and it is interesting to see a
stream stealing quietly below trees in .
gradual ascension, till, disappearing
round a corner for a few minutes, it
comes thundering down in the shape
of a waterfall on the head of an elderly
gentleman, unsuspectingly reading Mr
Wordsworth’s Excurston, perhaps, in
the foreground. Nevertheless, we re-
peat, that it is delightful to hang over
one of the dear creatures, seated on
stone or stool, drawing from nature ;
for whatever may be the pencil’s skill,
the eye may behold the glimpse of a
vision whose beauty shall be reinem-
bered when even Coniston and Win-
dcrmere have faded into oblivion.

Several such sketches having enrich-
ed the portfolios of the party, you all
return the best way you can, in strag-
gling order, to the inn. Yesterday’s
Epicurean dinierat Bowness may have
made you all rather fastidious; but
the cook at Coniston Waterhead is a
woman of great merit, and celebrated
as the “ Lady of the Lardner.” In
the cool of the evening you leave the
inn in your barouche, the homeward-
bound horses with difficulty being kept
from the gallop,—and lo, at the Ferry,
a group of intimates from the neigh-
bourhood of your seat in Yorkshire ot
Surrey! '

What cordial shaking of hands
amongst the young gentlemen ! what
loving kisses among thie young ladies !
-a hundred unanswered questions are
immediately put inte circulation ; and
the silence of the twilight is cheered
by a sweet susurring, that whispers
innocence and joy. A general assig-
nation is made between the affectionate
parties for to-morrow ; and, after their
few hours’ dreamy sleep of wavering
woods, lo, in the twinkling of the sun’s
eye, to-morrow rises on the world and
Windermere.

It is very much the same with plea-
sant scenery as with pleasant people,

.we feel as if we knew the character of

place or person ecven from a single
interview. Sois it now with the coali-
tionof parties. Nota single soul among
them had seen Windermere till yes-
terday, and now they are all talking
away about it. as if the friendship
had been of, twenty years’ standing st
" B
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the least. They scramble up the hill
above the School-house, which we
believe was first discovered by Mr
Arthur Young, and a wonderful dis-
covery it was, so far remote, for a
gentleman somewhat advanced in life,
and so entirely devoted to agricultural

ursnits. From that eminence the

ake is seen inall its length, breadth,
and beauty ; and now, and not till now,
can it be said that you have seen
Winandermere,

This is a fine, warm, cool, bright,.

dark, calm, and breezy forenoon ; so
you must pedestrianize it for a few
unmeasured miles, over hill and dale,
through brake and wood. ' Find your
way, then, the best you can, over
stone-wall, or through. hedge-gap,
gate, or stile, along the breast and
brow of Baunerig, and along the
heights ‘of Elleray and Oresthead,
Thence you not only behold all the

Lakes, but also many of the noblest

ranges of the Westmoreland, Lanca-
shire, and Cumberland mountains.
There is not, perhaps, such another
splendid prospect in all England. The
lake has indeed much of the character
of ariver, without, however, losing its
own. The Islands are seen almost all
lying together in a cluster—below
which all is loftiness and beauty—
above, all majesty and grandeur. Bold
or gentle promontories break all the
banks into frequent bays, seldom
without a cottage or cottages embow-
ered in trees; and while the whole
landscape is of a sylvan kind, parts
of it are so laden with woods that you
see only here and there a wreath of
smoke, but no houses, and could almost
believe that you are gazing on the
primeval forests. : }

Lunch over, and your Surrey friends
off to Coniston with a laughing and
tearful farewell, you wheel away to Lo-
wood. But be persuaded and go round
by Troutbeck Chapel. Your way lies
up a narrow vale, with a stream deep
down and picturesquely wooded, with
frequent holm-grounds — nooks, in
which build cottages, according to
your own fancies, and let them melt
away like dewawebs in the sunshine—
Avoid both Grecian and Gothic archi-
tecture—and let the whole building,
as you love us, be on the ground-
tloor.

Passing a snug way-side cottage,
called Cook’s-House, and turning sud-
denly to the left, you come gazing
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along the magnificent terrace of Mil-
lar-ground, and then descending inte
the soft or solemn shadows of the Ray~
rigg woods, like our first parents,

Who, hand in hand,with wandering steps,
and slow,
Through Eden took their solitary way,

you find yourself unconsciously re-
turned to Bowness, the Port of Para-
dise.

Now, very probably, not a single
person in the whole party hasadmired
the long vale-village of Troutbeck.
Leaving the splendours of Winder-
mere, of which now but a single gleam
is visible, you may be pardoned-for a
feeling of disappointment in a place so
shut up and secluded, and you glance
somewhat impatiently at the much-
be-praised picturesquenessof themany
chimneyed cottages, rejoicing in their
unnumbered gables, and slate-slab
porticos, all dripping with roses and
matted with the virgin’s-bower. To
feel the full force of thepeculiar beauty
breathingover theseantique tenements,
you must understand: their domestic
economy. Now you are in perfect
ignorance of it a.ll},, and have not the
faintest conception of the use or mean-
ing of any one thing you see,—roof,

_eaves, chimney, beamn, props, door,

window, hovel, shed, and hanging
staircase, being all huddled together,
as you think, in unintelligible con-
fusion ; whereas they are all precisely
what and where they ought to be, and
have had their colours painted, forms
shaped, and places allotted by wind
and weather, and the perpetually but
scarcely felt necessities of the natural
condition of mountaineers.

Understanding, however, and en-
Jjoying as much as you can of Trout-
beck, after an hour’s ramble in lane
and alley, you again collect your scat-
tered forces on the hill above the cha-
pel, and proceed towards Lowood, the
most beautifully situated inn in this
world, and that is a wide word., Itis
likewise an excellent inn, both for bed
and board, and the party that leaves it
without passing there an afternoon
and a night, must be a party of sa-
vages, and, in all probability, canni-
bals.

A few years ago, a grove of statcly
pines stood on the shore of Lowood-
bay. The axe has been laid unspa~
ringly to the root, and but two; three;
or four suryive. There may be more.
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for we nevet had heart to count them,
remembering us of their murdered
.compeers. - It is as absurd to ban gen-
.tlemen of landed and wooded property
for felling their own trees, as tor reap-
‘ing their own corn ; but the truth is,
-that the trees we speak of belonged to
Mankind at large, and no person was
entitled to put them to death, with-
out an order signed by the Repre-
sentative (at the approaching election
a sharp contest is expected) of the
Human Race.

Here it is that you must see Win-
dermere in sunset. Her broad bosom
still and serene in the evening light—
and not-a sound in the hush of Nature
but that of your own dipping oars—
you fix your eyes in a trance of so-
lemn enthusiasm on the glowing and
gorgeous west, where cloud and moun-
tain are not to be named in the be-
wilderment . of ‘the golden glory that
confuses earth with heaven. :

We are, after all that has been -
.moured to the contrary, plain matter-
uf-fact men, have little or no unneces-
sary. talent for deseription, but love to
«<all things by their right name—bread
bread, and the sun the sun. We shall
never forget ourselves so far, we hope,
as to gttempt to describe either a sunset
or a sunrise. Pretty work indeed has
been made of that luminary in print ;
and in some late poetry, in particular,
he has been so grossly flattered to his
face, that toconceal his burning blushes
he has been under the absolute neces-
sity ~of ' hiding his head behind a
cloud. . No mode of worship he likes
so well as calm, wordless, self-with-
drawn silence—the silence of life in=
tenser than of death. Hush, there-
fore, thou vain babbler! Hush ! and
speak not till| the porop of the pa-
geant has faded and floated dreamily
away. within your imagination, and
the delightful but less elevated beauty
of the. pensive twilight brings back
thoughts and feelings of a character
more akin to the flow of ordinary ex«
istence. Soon as the Evening-star, or
any other star, comes shining through
the blue light of the concave, you
may_begin, if you are so disposed,
gently tolaugh, cheerfully to murmur,
and gladl{ to sing, to breathe upon
the voice-like flute, or bid the horn or
trumpet startletheechoeson Langdale-
Pikes, or within that one cloud, deep,
€ure, and settled as a snow-wreath,
hat erowns the head of the Great

-summer.

" Hints_for the Holidays. No. I. u

Gable, and is reflected in 'Wastwater,
loneliest of lakes, and all unhaunted
by strife and stir of this weary world !

It would be easy to write a whole
volume about such a village as Amble-
side, where you are now sitting at
breakfast in the Salutation Inn—nay,
we have three volumes written about
it already—a story, of which the scene
is laid there—lying in MS. and eager
for publication. Meanwhile, we re-
quest you to walk away up to Stock-
gill Force. There has been a new sc-
ries of weather, to be sure, almost as
dry as the New Monthly ; but to our
liking, a waterfall is best in a rainless
After a flood, the noise is
beyond all endurance. You get stun-
ned and stupified till your head splits.
‘Then you may open your mouth like
a barn-door, and roar into a friend’s
ear all in vain a remark on the eatar-
act. To him you are a dumb man. In
two minutes you are as completely
drenched in spray as if you had fallen
out of a boat—and descend to dinner
with a®toothache that keeps you in
starvation in the presence of provender
sufficient for a whole bench of bishops
In dry weather, on the contrary, like
the New Monthly, the waterfall is in
moderation ; and instead of tumbling
over the cliff in a perpetual peal of
thunder,- why, it shides and slidders
merrily and musically away down
the green shelving rocks, and sinks
into repose in many a dim or lu«
cid pool, amidst whose foam-bells is
playing or asleep the fearless Naiad:
Deuce 2 headache have you-—speak
in a whisper, and not a syllable of
your excellent observation  is  lost ;
your coat is dry, except that-a few
dew-drops have been shook over you
from the branches stirred by the sud-
den wing-clap of the cushat—and as
for toothache interfering with dinner;
you eat as if your tusks had been just
sharpened, and would not scruple to
discuss ‘nuts, upper-and-lower-jaw=
work fashion, ageinst the best crackers
in the county. - And all this comes of
looking at Stockgill Force, or any
other waterfall, in weather dry as the
New Monthly, or even not quite so
dry, but after a few refreshing and
fertilizing showers, that make the tri®
butary rills to murmur, and set st
work a thousand additional feeders to
every Lake.

However, with all thistalk of dinner,
it still wants several hours of that
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happy epocha in the history of the day,
20 1;}\)73:1yl,wbeloved readers and contri-
butors, in a posce comitatus to Rothay
Bridge. Turnin at a gate to the right
hand, which, twenty to one, you will
find open, that the cattle may takean
occasional promenade along the turn-
ike, and cool their palates with a
ittle ditch grass, and saunter along by
Millar-Bridge and Foxgill on to Pelter
Bridge, and, if you please, to Rydal-
mere. Thus, and thus only, is seen
the vale of Ambleside. And what a
vale of grove, and glade, and stream,
and cliff, and cottage, and villa, and
village, and grass-field, and garden,
and orchard, and—But not another
word, for youwould forthwith comparc
our description with the reality, and
seeinig it how faint and feeble, would
toss poor Maga into the Rothay, and
. laugh as she plumped over a waterfall.
The sylvan—or say rather the fo-
rest scenery—(for there is to us an in~
describable difference between these
two words)—of Rydal Park, was, in
memory of living men, magnificent,
and it still contains a treasure of old
trees. By all means wander away
into those woods, and lose yourselves
for an hour or two among the cooing
of cushats, and the shrill shriek of
startled black-birds, and the rustle of
the harmless glow-worm among the
last year’s red beech-leaves. No very
great harm should you even fall asleep
under the shadow of an oak, while the
magpie chatters angrily at safe dis~
tance, and the more innocent squirrel
peeps down upon you from a bough
of the canopy, an({ then hoisting his
tail, glides into the obscurity of the
loftiest umbrage. Although it may
be safely averred that you are asleep,
you still continue to see and hear, but
the sight is a glimmer, and the sound
2 hum, as if the forest-glade were
swarming with bees, from the ground-
flowers to the herons’ nests. Refresh-
ed by your dream of Dryads, follow
a lonesome din that issues from a pile
of wooded cliffs, and you are led to a
waterfall. Five minutes are enough
for taking an impression, if your mind
be of the right material, and you earry
it away with you farther down the
Forest. Such a torrent will not reach
the lake without disporting itself into
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many little cataracts ; and saw yeever
sucha fairyone as that flowing through
below an ivied bridge into a circular
basin overshadowed by the uncertain
twilight of many-checkering branches,
and washing the rock-base of a her-
mitage, in which a sin-sickened or
pleasure-palled man might, before his
hairs were grey, forget all the guilt
and the gratifications of the noisy
world ! .

There is nothing to be seen: from
the windows of the Salutation Inn
‘but a sweet glimpse of hills and trees,
so, after dinner, bring down stairs
your albums, and portfolios, and jour-
nals, and pass the evening within
doors, composing with pen and pencil,
in present, and for future delight.
You must not always be on the move
—the spirit in which you visit such a
country, is a far higher one than that
of mere curiosity—<¢ strange fits of
passion you have known,” no doubt,
when some insupportable beauty shone
suddenly on your soul ; but the basis
on which your feelings rest is affection,
‘and you can be happy out of the sight
of the beloved objects—just, sweetest
of girls! as he who wins and weds thee
will be happy—at least after one moon
has waned—out of sight even of Thee,
knowing that thou, while unseen, still
art shining bright as a star in thy
beauty, thy innocence, and thy hap-
piness!

Our hope was, that these our Hints
for the Holidays would have turned
out to be a complete Guide to the Lakes
~—but, afraid of being tedious, here
we cometo a close. Remember that we
are still at Ambleside, and must not
leave it till we have looked through
the smiling face of the country into
its. very heart. No. II. will probably
be a pleasanter article than even No. 1. ;
and we modestly beg that none of our
dear subscribers will visit the Lakes
till it comes out. Ne. ITI. will be
published on the 1st of September, and
the Initial Day of October will re-
joicein Number Four and Final. The
Holidays of all sensible people will
soon after that close for a season, and
we must think of something at once
amusing and instructive for Christmas.
God' bless you all !
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The Owt.

THE OWL.

TrExE sat an Owl in an old Osk Tree,
Whooping very merrily ; -

He was considering, as well he might,
Ways and means for a supper that night:
He looked about with a solemn scowl,

Yet very happy was the Owl,

For, in the hollow of that oak tree,

There sat his Wife, and his children three!

She was singing one to rest,

Another, under her downy breast,
’Gan trying his voice to learn her song,
The third (a hungry Owl was he)
Peeped slyly out of the old oak tree,

And peer'd for his Dad, and said ¢“ You're long ;”

But he hooted for joy, when he presently saw
His sire, with a full-grown mouse at his claw.
Oh what a supper they had that night !

All was feasting and delight ;

Who most can chatter, or cram, they strive,
They were the merriest owls alive.

What then did the old Owl do ?

Ah! Not so gay was his next to-whoo !
It was very sadly said,

For after his children had gone to bed,
He did not sleep with his children three,
For, truly a gentleman Owl was he,
Who would not on. his wife intrude,
When she was nursing her infant brood ;
So not to invade the nursery, -

He slept outside the hollow tree.

So when he awoke at the fall of the dew,
He called his wife with a loud to-whoo ;
““ Awake, dear wife, it is evening gray,
And our joys live from the death of day.*

‘He call’d onee more, and he shudder’d when

No voice replied to his again ;

Yet still unwilling to believe, ,

That Evil's raven wing was spread,
Hovering over his guiltless head,

And shutting out joy from his hollow tree,
¢ Ha—ha—they play me a trick,” quoth he,
““ They will not speak,—well, well, at nighs
They'll talk enough, I'll take a flight.”

But still he went not, in, nor out,

But hopped uneasily about.

What then did the Father Owl?

He sat still, until below  *

He heard cries of pain, and woe, )
And saw his wife, and children three,
In a young Boy’s captivity.

He follow’d them with noiseless wing,
Not a cry once uttering.

They went to a mansion tall,

He sat in a window of the hall,

Where he could. see /

His bewilder’d family ; ;

And he heard the hall with laughter ring,

13
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When the boy said, ¢ Blind they'll learn to sing ;"
And he heard the shriek, when the hot steel pin
Through their eye-balls was thrust in!

He felt.it all ! Their agony -

Was echoed by his frantie cry,

His scream rose up with a mighty swell,

- Aud wild on the boy’s fierce heart it fell ;

It quailed him, as he shuddering said,

*“ Lo! The litle birds are dead.”

—But the.Father Owl!

He tore his breast in his despair,

And flew he knew not, recked not, where !

But whither then went the ¥ather Owl,

With his wild stare and deathly scowl?

—He had got a strange wild stare,

For he thought be saw them eyer there,

And he scream’d as they scream’d when he saw them felt
Dead on the floor of the marble hall.

Many seasons travelled he,

With his load of misery,

Striving to forget the pain

Which was elinging to his brain,
Many seasons, many years,
Number’d by his burning tears.
Many nights his boding cry

Scared the traveller passing by ;

But all in vain his wanderings were,
He could not from his memory tear .
The things that had been, still were there.

One night, very very weary, -

He sat in a hollow tree,

With his thoughts—ah ! all so dreary

For his only company—

—He heard something like a sound

Of horse-hoofs through the.forest bound, - =
And full soon he was aware,

A Stranger, and a Lady fair,

Hid them, motionless and mute,

From a2 husband’s swift pursnit.

The cheated husband passed them by,

The Owl shrieked out, he scarce knew why ;
The spoiler look’d, and, by the light,
Saw two wild eyes that, ghastly bright,
Threw an unnatural glare around

The spot where he had shelter found.—
Starting, he woke from rapture’s dream,
For again he heard that boding scream,
And ¢ On—for danger and death are nigh,
When drinks mine ear yon dismal cry”—
He said—and fled through the forest fast. ;
The owl has punish’d his foe at last— -
For he knew, in the injured husband’s foe,
Him who had laid his own hopes low.

Sick grew the heart of the bird of night,
And again and again he took to flight ;
But ever on his wandering wing

He bore that load of suffering !—

Nought could cheer him !.-—tie pale moon,
In whose soft beam he took delight,
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He look’d at now reproachfully, °

That she could smile, aud shine, while he
Had withered ‘neath such cruel blight.
11e hooted her—but still she shone—
And then away—alone ! alone !—

T'he wheel of time went round once moye,
And his weary wing him backward bore,
Urged by some strange destiny

Again to the well-known forest tree,
Where the stranger he saw at night,
With the lovely Lady bright.

The Owl was dozing—but a stroke %
Strong on the roet of the sturdy oak
Shook him from his reverie—

He looked down, and he might see

A stranger close to the hollow tree!

His looks were haggard, wild, and bad,
Yet the Owl knew in the man, the lad
Who had destroyed him !—he was glud !

And the lovely Lady too was there,

But now no longer bright nor fair ;

She was lying on the ground,

Xute and motionless, no sound

Came from her coral lips, for they 3
Were seal'd in blood ; and, as she lay.
Her locks, of the sun’s most goldeu gleam,
Were dabbled in the crimson stream

That from a wound on her bosom white—
(Ah ! that Man’s hand could such impress
On that sweet seat of loveliness)—
Welled, a sad and ghastly sight,

And ran all wildly forth to meet

And cling around the Muxrderer’s feet.

He was digging a grave—the Bird

Shriek’d aloud—the Murderer heard

Once again that boding scream, |,

And saw again those wild . gleam—

And  Curse on the Fiend I” he cried, and flui;
His mattock up—it caught and hung—

The Felon stood a while aghast— *

'Then fled through the forest, fust, fast, fast!

'The hardened Murderer hath fled— ,
But the Owl kept watch by the shroudless dead,
Until came friends with the early day,-

And bore the mangled corse away—

Then, cutting the air all silently,

He fled away from his hollow tree.

Why is the crowd so great to-day,

And why do the people shout ¢ %uzza? ;
And why is yonder Felon given

Alone to feed the birds of Heaven ?

Had he no friend, now all is done,

To give his corse a grave ?>—Not one !

Night has fallen. What meaus that cry ?

It descends from the gibbet high— -

There sits on its top a loncly Owl,

With a staring eye, and a dismal scow] ;
And he sereams aloud, * Revenge is swect !’
His mortal foe is at his feet!
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Loxvow is to me the Tabernacle
of Baal. Never write another word,
if you love justice, in favour of land-
owners or farmers. A price is it they
want for growing corn and cabbages ¢
—they ought to pay a tax rather—
the unreasonable rogues !—for permis-
sion to live in any place capable of
producing them.

Blessed be the sun—the sky—the
breeze—the grass—the wood— the
water,—and the day which carries me
towards the sight of all these—which
will be the day after to-morrow !
The devil seems to possess, I think,
more than usual, for the last fort-
night, the people of this place :—or
clse'it is tlat I am in an ill humour,
for this last fortnight, more than
usual. In the country, men, if they
labour, seem, as it were, to labour at
their leisure ; or in their toils—plough-
ing and sowing in the open air—there
is nothing that strikes ofie as painful
or offensive. Man—the agriculturist
—is always healthy and cheerful ; but
—as the trader or manufacturer !—I
protest I never see a face in town, rich
or poor, that is not marked with some
sort of care or anxiety!' And for
repose, even where the opportunity
exists, it is an enjoyment of which
the people are physically incapable.

Every soul here will be doing! If
he has no business of his own, he must
attend to somebody else’s. The first
thing I saw when I went to my win-
dow this morning was a funeral. Some
unhappy wretch was going to his
grave—and he could not go even there
without everybody that he met in the
street turning round to accompany
him. About twelve o’clock, there was
an alarm of “fire” somewhere, and
an ‘‘ engine” passed. This seemed
quite irresistible! A general scam-
per, male and female, took place from
every quarter ; and the only check upon
the general delight seemed to be un
apprehension that it might be ““ not a
house, after all,” that was going to be
burned down, but ““ only a chimney.”
‘Walking out after this towards Covent
Garden, I met the ““prisoners’ caras

van’’ (that carries the thieves) coming
away from Bow Street. The proces-
sion here was gradually dropping off,
evidently with regret; but there was
no more to be seen—the malefactors
had been deposited at the « office.”
But luckily, as it turned towards Dru-
ry-lane theatre, Mr Macready theactor,
or Mr Wallack, came out—who went
off, of course, witha Tail” as long as
a Highland chieftain’s after him im-
mediately. ~ Getting higher up town,
towards the New Road, I passed the
Extinguisher Church, in Langham
Place, and saw no one looking on there,
thougha earriage stood at the door, as if
for a wedding. Such an extraordinary
circumstance struck me; so I waited
till the party came out—mentioning
that I was an observer of nature—to
see if I could find out the occasion of
it ; when the bridegroom politely ex-
plained the seeming miracle,” by di-
recting my atfention to the squeak of
 Punch,” about a hundred yards dis-
tant, whose trumpet I had heard be-
fore, but had not attended to—not be-
ing aware that he had been privately
hired to perform there all the while of
the nuptial ceremony !

““ The fumes are infinite- inhabit
here too!” Accum, the chemist, who
analyzed everything, with all his skill
never could have analyzed the swmell
that I smell at this imnoment. There
is a gas-pipe—to begin with—has just
burst below me in the street. This
accident has narrowed the passage in
the road, and a soap-lees waggon is
disputing with a scavenger’s cart which
shall go first, under my window. Mean-
time, a light breeze from the south ac-
commodates me with all that can be
spared from the imud at the bottom of
the Thames, and from the coke-burn-
ers’ yards on the farther bank of it.
My opposite neighbour “ pickles” to-
day—heisan oilinan ; and there is gin
taking in, in cans, at the public-house
next door to me. My awn landlady
pours as much musk and lavender-
water upon herself in two minutes as
would serve to bring a whole nunnery
out of hysterics for-a month ; and the
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hot sacking-pigs are just sewing up,
because it is two o’clock, at the cook’s
shop round the corner in Catherine
Street ! Compassionate me—though
you do live in Edinburgh ! If T were
a Catholic, I could get thi¥'made a
¢ penance” of, and put it all au pied
de la croiz ; but a good Protestant en-
dures purgatory, and finds himself
none the nearer heaven for it. As I
have been condemned, however, for
“the last six weeks, to suffer for my
sins—if not to expiate them—in this
place, I may as well turn my annoy-
ance to some account, and let you know
what is going on in it.

Parliament prorogued on the 1st of
June. The last talking in the Com-
mons, was an attack by Tierney upon
the Currency of Scotland. ¢ Tout va

. bien”—this was the opinion of Mon-
tesquien — ¢ lorsque largent repre~
sente si parfaitement les choses, qu’on
peut_avoir les choses dés qu'on & Uar«
gent ; et lorsque les choses represente
si parfaitement Uargent qu'on peut
avoir Uargent dés quon a les choses.”
Unless a law is to be passed, making
all dealings between parties, under pe-
nalty, matters of ready-money pay-
ments or barter, I don’t well see why
men should be compelled to adopt a
costly symbol of credit, who are sa-
tisfied with an inexpensive one, ha-
ving that inexpensive one sufficient-
ly guaranteed to them—just as well,
or rather better. Corn question car-
ried (as of course you know) by'a
strong majority in the Lords; and
people looking forward confidently to
a change in the whole system next
year. No party very well pleased with
- Mr Jacob’s report ; one side being in
credulous that corn coming from Ger-
many will be at so high a price'as he
states, and the other very angry to find
that it will come no cheaper. Upon
one point in his account, the limited

degree of supply which he thinks Po~ -

land and Prussia, with a régular'de«
mand from England, would be ableto
send us, I think, taking his own state-
ments as evidence, the ““ reporter” ra-
ther miscalculates. But you have

enough discussion I dare say upon this -

subject, from persons who know more
about it than I do—and whadon’t find
it very easy to come to any entirely

satisfying' conclusions about it either. -
Town thinnirig, of course, fast ; -

time coming to Macadamise Piccadilly,

and hotel-keepers grumbling heavily

at the shortness of the *“ season,” Com=
Vor. XX.
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forted something by the reflection that
the musterin the next Parliament will

‘be full and early, as the new candi-

dates who are returned, will naturally
be impatient to exercise their pri-
vileges; and those who are thrown

‘out will come up (which will answer

as well) to present petitions against
their successful opponents. Bond-street
pretty full still—very fairly full for
the time, and ridiculous. Regent-~
street looking a little Rag-fairish, ow-
ing to the haberdashers all tickétting
their old stocks of silk at half price, to
sell them before the French come in.
On the first of next month the change
begins, and there will certainly be a
great run for French, or ¢ imitation
French™ articles, for the first year ;
but our dealers, upon the whole, seem
pretty easy ; I suspect that the old
trade will go on—our ladies will pay
for French goods, God bless them ! and
carry home English ones—which is as

‘it should be.

Great row this year at Epsom races !
and much injustice done, in‘my opi-~
nion, to Mr Crockford and his friemfs‘ a
who were not at all convicted of ‘un-
derhand dealings, but only suspedted
of the same—a distin¢tion whicli, ‘on
the  turf,’ as in some other places,
makes a great deal of difference. For
my own part, I was inhopes that they
had cheated, and ‘would still ‘receive,
because that has been the principle a
good deal recognised lately in the city.
And, ‘besides, when I see a man of
high rank and ample fortune, setting
his large‘'means—perhapsa property of
twenty thousand pounds a-year—to
ruina poor rogue who games for a live-

‘lihood, and has not probably five hun-

dred pounds to lose in“the world, I
think the gentleman on the ¢ flagh
side” is incomparably the more deser-
ving person of the two, and I wish him
success' accordingly. In this ‘affhir,
however, I'believe most of the people
‘who were at first concerned in thé out-
cry, ‘had wit enough ‘afterwards ‘to
perceive, that to be too nice was to de-
stroy their own trade in future. So the
bets were paid; the matter was admit~
ted to be all right, and my friend C.

“when I left the room at Tattersall’s-on
“the  settling day,” was marking away

on the  book” in high spirits, with a
pileofbank notes, atleast to the amount
of fifty thousand pounds, before him
Three hundred thonsand pounds,
however, won and lost upon one race,
which is the calculztion as to the stakes
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at Epsom, might make us look almost,
i believe it was apprehended, like a
gaming people ; and 50, to retrieye the
national character, we have, with ex-
cellent judgment, put down that too
long tolerated abomination, the Public
Lottery. “ Lotteries,” says Mr Good-
Tuck, in a mourning bill, with a broad
black edge, ¢ Parliament has decreed
must end for ever on the 18th of Ju-
Iy!” All the “ contractors,” as may
be supposed, are in despair., The peo-
ple who write the puffs are talking of
a claim for ¢ compensation ;” and the
old men that used to walk about with
the boards on their backs, say that
every trade in the country—if this
Ministrylasts—will bebrought to ruin.

I confess, I think myself, thatlook-
ing to our general habits and arrange-
ments—the putting down of the Lot-
tery in deprecation of *“ gaming,” does
show a little like affectation. To put
down gaming as a practice, every man
knows to be impossible. = To prevent
the existence of established common
gaming-houses, we find to be impossi-
ble. I will not speak of the dealings
on the Stock Exchange, because there
is a fashion to call the gamin% there
illegal ; but, while half the leading
feople in the country are winning and

osing enormous sums of money every
‘year at public races—it being noto-
rious, as regards any argument of the
advantage from keeping up our breed
of horses, that two thirds of the money
is betted by persons who keep no run-
ning horses at all ;—to make it amerit,
or a point of conscience, the abolishing
Lotteries, while such a system as this
is in activity, does seem to me to sa-
vour very strongly indeed of hum-
bug. ;

1 have not one word to say why
Lotteries should be instituted ; but
we found them existing; and they
raised something in the way of reve-
nue; and this was raised in a way not
at all felt by the people ; and upon a
scheme free from all the ohjections to
which the practice of gaming (as a
system) will apply. Everybody must
be aware, that all the common trans-
actions of life are, in fact, transace
tions of gaming. 'What is 2 man’s go-
ing into trade—the mere opening and
stocking of a new shop—but a specu-
Yation of chance? at is the pur
chase, by a publisher, of an author’s
book, but a speculation very hazar~
dous? How, in fact, are all our great
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mercantile fortunes notoriously made,
but by gaming speculations, constant-
ly of the most dangerous description,
and often with inadequate means of
responsibility in case of loss? I grant,
that the objection to gaming as a sys-
tem, does not apply to the majority
of these dealings, viz. that the game
played is wholly and necessarily un-
productive of advantage to society ;
but the year that abolishes the Lotte-
ries we find raises up the joint-stock
companies ; and, from the mischiefs
commonly attendant upon the prac-
tice of gaming, the scheme of the
Public Lottery is incomparably more
tree than the scheme of the Stock Ex-
change.

The true objection to the existence
of the gaming house, is—not that a
man may walk into such a house ana
lose a stake of twenty guineas (for this
he may do without going into the
house at all, by tossing up a halfpen-
ny at the door)—but the real mischief
is, that he plays at a game which
(like the game of the Stock Exchange,
or of the race course) is continuous ;
at a game, in the course of which he
becomes excited ; and at which, ha-
ving lost one stake, the passion is in-
flamed, the means are ready, and he
goes on and risks another.

There would be very little mischief
done by playing at hazard, if a man,
after he had won or lost one main,
could not play for another until a month
or six weeks afterwards. He would
grow cool probably within such pe-
riod, and be able to consider, whether
it was advisable to play any more at
all. And in the Lottery—as it stood—
we had all this advantage, and more.
The whole proceeding was void of the
dangerous spirit of ¢ play;” it was
cold and methodical. The player did
not himself become an actor in any
game, nor see any game played ; nor
live, in many instances, within a hun-
dred miles of the place where the
game was played. He was fully pro-
tected from fraud. When he had lost
his stake, if he was angry, he might
get pleased .again; for he . could not
go on—there was no other Lottery (at
soonest) for the next two months.
Something too much of this perhaps.
I could not say a word about esta-
blishing a Lottery ; but I think the
killing the existing one was a piece of
cant. The “raffles” at the watering-

-places, which go on from morning till
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night—and which are, as regards the
equity of the game played, monstrous
robberies—~seem to me, of the two, to
have been more worthy of legislative
interference. :
Speaking of ¢ watering-places,” and
¢ raffles,” and so forth, puts me in
mind of Brighton, which is the most
horrid place upon the face of'the earth ;
there are stories that the King does
not mean to go to the Pavilion any
more. In which event, may the rats
(who are likely to be its sole inha~
bitants) have mercy upon that cala«
mitous-looking range of new buildings
they call ““ Kemp Town”—whichlooks
to me like nothing in the world but
agreat barrack, built upon a site which
was so barren as not to be available
for any earthly purpose else. :
Indeed, what carries people to Brigh-
ton I never could understand! for,
certainly, as regards any approach to
peacefulness, or the air of the coun-
try about it, you had incomparably
better live at Charing Cross. The
“ Steyne !”—were you ever there P—
it is a brick-paved alley, about thirty
feet wide, with « raffle” shops on one
side of it, and iron rails on the other.
The Pavilion ! this is now so built
upon in every direction, as hardly to
bave any chance of a peep at the sea
remaining! Then all day long—there’s
no cessation—every ten minutes fresh
coachfulls keep ¢ arriving” from Cock-
aigne!, On a Saturday, the* influx of
company” is appalling to think of !
« There’s lofty Mrs Wick, the chandler’s
wife ;
And Mrs Bull, the butcher’s imp of
strife,”’

And about they walk—‘“ doing a bit
of grandenr”—all day on Sunday ; and
go up to London again—*¢ Fare out-
side, 8s.”—full gallop all the way—
on Monday. ‘

And ‘then you may guess the kind of
trade this produces in the town ! The
sort of accommodation these people of
passage get,'whom their entertainers

know under «l! treatmeént will come,

and under no treatment will stay. I
came in, the first time I was at Brigh-
ton, from Hampshire. T had come
round the coast. * ¥ had seen Ports-
mouth during the war, and thought
that T knew sometbing—but I was to
be taught better.

Drove in a hack ‘chaise -to one‘of
the inns—I forget what wag the name
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of it, but it was somewhere upon the

¢ cliff’—one of the ¢ view” houses, -

where you may see a fishing-boat with
a telescope, if you look sharp, one«
half hour; and see the same boat,
without a telescope, if you look sharp
again, in the next half hour.

Saw the landlady, who was a pretty
woman—and yet, though pretty, cor-
rupted by the general tone of the
place. Literally true !-—knew I would
not grumble, and used her beauty to
impose upon me. I'have ever since be~
lieved, and do believe it possible, that
there may be truth in tlIl,at property,
attributed by some writers to the air
of the West Indies—to wit, that men’s
honesty will not keep there, if they
happen to carry any out with them.
Never was cheated by a pretty woman
before in all my life ! except in France,
wlllere the women (generally) are ras<
cals.

Small, close, cooped-upsitting-room,
rather smoky, because the wind blew
down the chimney from the sea ; and
smelt—I don’t know how the fact was
—as if there was 2 tom-cat either lived
in, or visited the house.

Shown an equally vile bed-room—
up a great many pair of stairs; and,
when that would not do, shown an-
other rather worse. N.B. This is a

mode of giving you your choice not

confined to Brighton.

Dressed, and inquired about dinner.
No fish but mackerel, which T despise.
Nothing to be got, that T could re-
duce to a certainty, but a veal cutlet,
or a lamb chop ; and I hate stcaks
and chops as I hate thé devil—only
worse. Waiter, with his hair dressed
grotesquely, asked if T would take < as«
paragus,” or “‘a potato.” . Cloth very
veat ; plates hot ; silver forks ; but
the devil of anything to eat ! Brought
me a chop that weighed half an ounce ;
and after the second, together not a
mouthful, asked ¢“if [ would have any
more !”' Desired them to dress the
whole sheep, or rather the flock,
and all the vegetables in the county.
Appetite lost in ill humour. Could
not eat when more wasdressed. Tarts
sour as verjuice. Wine —Sherry they
call it ! 'Water—vinegar—Cayenne
pepper—-sugar—-and ‘Epsom salts.
Gentleman who dincd in the same
coffee-room, said to another, ° Not ‘a
bad glass of wine !” as he tasted his.
What an inexpressible happiness it
must be to be a beast !

19,
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Walked along the ¢ cliff;” having
meant to stay a day or two, to try if
I could get lodgings. Al the people
seemed rampant, in boots and spurs,
and white hats, and riding in go-carts,
or upon three-legged horses, Looked
at half a dozen lodgings ; saw that the
owners were quite wretched for fear
they should not ask all the money I
had got. Would not take any; and
made up my mind not to. stay at all.

Then the next morning, ““ by coach,”
as Pepys would say, to London.
Awoke at six! Cursed * six” by my
gods, and all coaches that started at
such an hour. ¢ Boots” waked me ;
the wretch was one mass of velveteen
and blacking ! and smelled of oil—he
was saturated with it, worse than a
South-sea whaler. Coach loaded when'
I got down stairs. Monsters all!
«Book a delusion. Mrs ¢ Delmore”—
that I had counted on scmething—a
mumbling old frippery of ninety ; and
the two ¢ Miss Pratts”~—urchins been
out of town for ¢ the meazles,” in the
care of ‘“ uncle Thomas,” and a maid
servant! Well ! as Tobias says in the
Stranger, ¢ There is another, and a
better world !”

But, beyond the odour of ¢ Boots,”
or the presence of an old woman
where you expected a young one, of
all visitations that can be inflicted
upon you, within that Pandora’s box
outdone, a public conveyance—the
haying a practised traveller with you,
one who ¢ knows the road,”—is the
most crucifyingly horrible! Between
Crawley and London, you can’t pass a
show-box, but this villain can tell you
how long it is built, and the pedigree
of the man that owns it! He knows
the landlord’s name at the inn, stop
where you will; the house he came
from last ; the number of his children ;
and the time when his brother was
hanged ! The coachman is always
““ Mister,” or “ Dick” so and so, with
this wretch; the bar-maid  always
‘ Betty.” He prefers the “ outside”
of a coach to-the “in,” at * any
time,” holds a_drop of “ dogs nose”
(beyondrum orbrandy) thesovereignst
thing atman can take to * keep the
cold olt with ; and has a great-coat
‘¢ at home,” that stood a fortnight’s
rain once without baing wet through !
Oh! it ¢s hideous to have a pernicious
polypus like this, poisoning the little
#ood ‘there is—the sweet air of the
felds and of the gardens—drowning
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the chirping of the birds, with his un-
wholesome gossip ! The rascal has the
impertinence, presumptive, of a bar-
ber, a fiddler, or a dancing-master.
Hark ! how he will talk you to the
guard, of leaders, wheelers, and long
stages | of weather, crops, potatoes,
litics, and hailstones, and what he
ad for breakfast at the ¢ Spread
Eagle,” the last time he came that way !
How again he jests with the servant-
maid of the “MissPratts!” and—there
comes a laugh that pierces to your
very marrow ! How talkative the vul-
garis en masse! He should have kept
geese upon a common now, this ruffian.
And yet, a hundred to one, our « ge-
neral education” has made him clerk
to an attorney ! 1
Read some of Waterton’s book, the
¢ Wanderings,” which was very plea-~
santly reviewed in the Quarterly. A
very extraordinary production ! The
riding upon the crocodile must be
meant as a hoax; there is so much
good sense in other parts of the book,
that it can’t be anything else. And
the style, too, is peculiarly good, for a
man who is not an author by profes-
sion: A great deal of it is lively and
pointed, and some of it very elegant.
The same gift may be observed in
Major Denham’s book ; which is got
up with considerable taste and clever-
ness. If it be done by the Major
himself, it shows a combination of ta-
lents in one individual, making such
journeys, and constructing such para-
graphs—the physical and the intellec-
tual—not often to be met with.
Looked into the last Quarterly, and
liked it much. Sound, and yet viva-

- cious. Found I had read the article on

the Poor Laws—which.is a very cle-
ver one—piecemeal, all the week be-
fore, in half a dozen evening and Sun-
day newspapers ; wondering -all the
while how tﬁz devil they got so much
knowledge upon the matter. As we
stand now, the reading public is com-
pletelydivided into classes ; after a joke
or a thought is worn out in one circle,
it is still fresh and good for ano~
ther.

"Took up another book, called “ Sket-
ches in Portugal,” or some such title—
done with pictures—before the author
of which Mr Waterton—crocodile and
all—must hide his diminished ‘head.
What do you say to being shaved in
the Peninsula? But you shall have
the story in the writer’s own words.
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“ To return to Portuguese barbers,
1 remember one near Alcantara—[ Al-
cantara is a parish in Lisbon ]—re-
nowned for his dexterity ; and to the
English who resided in Lisbon in the
years 1809 to 1811, the circumstance
must be familiar. It happened in-
variably, that when a well-dressed man
(homme de gravata lavada) came into
his shop to be shaved, he would Zake
off his head instead of his beard—et
Him down through a trap-door,ou which
his chair had been purposely placed,
and be ready in a trice to repeat the
operation on the next customer, while
his wife was occupied in disposing of
the patient’s clothes.” )

If ¢ gravata lavada” i. e. clean linen,
was in anything like common request
in Portugal at the time referred to, this
barber must have made a fortune at
this trade pretty rapidly. But our
author meets with wholesale people in
all professions, and wholesale doings
wherever he goes. At Setubal, alittle
fishing village on the Tagus, he is pre-
sent during the Carnival, when it is
the custom of the Portuguese, among
other sports, to throw oranges at one
another for diversion; and he sees
there as many oranges scattered about
the streets, which people had been
throwing at one another, as “ would
suffice, at least, to load five or siz ves-
sels of two hundred tons burthen!”
Dickens and daisies—a man who has
seen such things as these—what a gen-
tleman he would be to showat a fair !
Supposing these oranges now to be
sold at fen for a farthing, the quantity
thrown away would be worth rather
more than four thousand pounds.

But the oranges carried me awdy
from my purpose. Major Denham’s
travels put me in mind of lions and
such ferocious beasts. I went to Exe-
ter Change the other night to see the
lions fed—a sight, I'll promise you,
worth attention. I would not give a
pin to see unhappy animals (miscalled
‘¢ wild”") as we generally look at them
in cages—dull, sleepy, sluggish, or, at
best, only alittle fretful from the sense
of unmerited confinement. But, when
excited by an amorous inclination, the
sight of a bone, or any other interest~
ing casualty—Ca ira! T am not sur-
prised that the Roman Emperors gave
their lions Christians——(whom they
held in no more estimation than I
would Cockneys)—to eat. But you
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shall hear. Listen, Christopher—only .
listen.

I went in about a quarter of an hour
before “ feeding time ”—just, I may
say, as the cloth was laid ; everybody
very restless and anxious; great flou-
rishing of tails, low stifled growling,
and rapid passaging to and fro against
the bars of the dens, by the junior
branches of the company—three glo-
rious young lionesses and a lion—with
a general spring to the front every
time the commander of the legs of beef
stirred from his place, obviously con-~
scious that dinner could not be a very
great way off, though not certain to a
minute (as Chuny was dead, who al-
ways knew what o’clock it was) about
the time. At length the ceremony
commenced ; and then, even in the
certainty that he was secured, it was
hardly possible to look at the grown
lion, *“ Nero,” (all old lions, I believe,
are called “ Nero,”) without a dispo-
sition to get a * little farther” from
the cage—in case ‘“anything should
happen.”

His roar, when a pole was placed up-
on the piece of meat which had been
thrown to him, resembled no sound
that I had ever heard before. It was
not a sustained or continued tone ;
but a short, rapid, staccato repetition
upon one note—a sort of half cough
and half bark—not produced by any
movement of the mouth, but issuing
obviously and directly from the throat;
and like to nothing so much that X can
instance as the hollow, deep, quick
rolling which is produced by the dis-
charge of artillery, in a sharp running
fire, at a small distance ; or still more
in the shooting down—if you ever
heard it—of a cart-load of -paving-
stones ; or by the continued falling of
heavy masses of some slightly sono-
rous material one over another.

The spring, too, of the animal con-
veyed, what I never fully appreciated
before, a sense of the utter hopeless~
ness, with the best-chosen weapons,
of 2 man’s making any resistance in
case he were attacked by such a brute.
I had been of another opinion when I
saw that lion of Wombwell’s fight at
Warwick ; but there must have been
some peculiarity about him that was
not understood. He was a fine, hand-
some, well-grown, - well-looking ‘ani-
mal ; but the  Nero” of Exeter
Change !~the best dog ever bred in
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England, that received one blow from
his fore-paw, would never rise to fight
again. . I should be strongly inclined
to bet that his spring alone would
bring down an ox.

Visited the den of thelate ¢ Chuny™
and conversed with his late proprie-
tor upon his mishap ; who assured
me that he would never have an ele-
phant up two pair of stairs again. Had
he only lived upon a ground floor,
Chuny, it i¢ thought now, might have
been saved ; but the Jews in the change
underneath (who expected him tocome
through) made such a clamour !—
Every man must do what he likes
with his own—but I would not have

killed him for all the old-clothes-men.

in Christendom. When his death,
however, was resolved on, the object,

of course, became to dispatch him with.
as little suffering 4s possible ; and a.

““ field piece” was suggested as the
readiest way ; but it was found im-
possible, the proprietor told me, in all
London to get one. He sent to all
the gun-smiths in the Strand asking
for a ¢ field-piece,” but they had no
such thing. Some one said that per-
haps Mr Barber Beaumont, as he lived
at a ““ fire” office, might do something
for them, but they did not succeed
there ; then they sent to all the wharfs
on the Surrey side of the river, which
are in the habit.of * saluting” when
the Lord Mayor goes by in hus barge,
&e. &e. ; but those guns, it was found,
would not be safe to carry ball, as they
were made only to be used with pow-
der. And at last, the man sent up,
he said, to Covent Garden and Drury
Lane theatres, where, he had heard,
they had pieces of all sorts; but they
sent him back word, -that they had
none such as would suit his pur~
pose. So, then—as sixteen ounces
make a pound—it seems they thought
they could not do better than have re-
course to muskets.

Was shown a cabinet of monkeys, a
sort'of creatures that I have always
conterrplated with great delight and
attention, and am convinced that (af-
ter the inhabitants of Africa are civi-
lized, and the negroes in our own co-
lonies are emancipated) something
more than people are aware of may be
done for them. One baboon had a
wife with him in his cage ; and I ne-
ver: saw any person with a better ge-
neral notion of matrimonial discipline
in my life! He kept her always crouch-
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ed up in a corner, while visitors were

resent ; and if ever she ventured a

ittle way out to get a nut, or any
other indulgence, he gave her the most
immense box on the ear imaginable,
and converted the nut to his own use.

In another hutch was a female ape,

with a son about two months old ;

whose only delightin the world seem-

ed to be tickling his mother with a_
long straw when she wanted to go to

sleep. As soon as the honest matron:
lay down, and curled hers=If round to

take a little nap, this unlucky urchin

began with his long straw, poking her

under the ear from the farthest corner

of the habitation. By and by, after
enduring a great deal, the old lady
Jjumped up with a yell, and dashed

him furiously on the floor of the hutch,

taking away the long straw, and break-
ing it into a hundred pieces ; then, as
doubting if he was hurt, picked him
up again, and examined him carefully
all over ; coaxed him, caught a flea or
two, and let him loose to begin his
antics again, after the manner of mo-
thers in general.

" While this was going on below, a
monkey in a cage a little over head
was reaching down with all his might
to take off the hat of a gentleman who
stood before me. And another, still
higher up, enraged at being overlook~
cd in the distribution of gingerbread,
gave a loud sudden scream to attract
attention, and then flung a handful of
saw-~dust in the eyes of the person who
looked up at him. | |

Transeant simie. “ Vauxhall” was
opened. First night, absolutely the
most ridiculous scene in the world !
The present proprietors of Vauxhall
Gardens, are the people of the ¢ Pa-
tent Wine Company,” or some such
institution—1I believe in Fleet Street,
who have taken these gardens—no
bad notion—for the sake of a vent for
the article in which they deal. Be
this as it may, Vauxhall this year was
to have done everything! No more
songs by Miss Wilkins, and Mrs Wil
kins ! Braham, Vestris, Miss Stephens,
De Begnis, Spagnoletti—they wanted
Pasta—all the first English people,
and some of the Italians, were “ ene
gaged!” and folks were to pay. six-
pence a-piece more for the admission.
When—mark the uncertainty of all
“ sublunary” enjoyments, especially
in a climate like that of England !
On the morning of the 29th of May,
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that very night the * Season” was to
begin—after a fortnight’s continued
fair weather before—down came a
rain, which promised to last for a week
without ceasing ! It was so demse, that
the geese about Lambeth Marsh flew
to the tops of the steeples through it,
and thought they were swimming!
It was heavy enough, not merely to
have ““ drowned the cocks,” as Lear
has it in the play, but the hens into
the bargain! Adieu, three hundred
pounds of good receipt! Adieu, two
hundred pounds of profit upon arrack
punch, and tea, and wine ! It came—
not after people had started—that
would not have been so bad, for when
folks have set out upon a party of
pleasure, it is not easy to turn them
back ; but it came from noon—from
the very morning—steady —slow—
thick—increasing ! The clouds that
hung over the whole city looked like
the black waters of a midnight sea !
One gloomy level of unbroken dark-
ness; no light—no shade—no breaka
ing—no distinction—no pause !

The concert-room was cold and chil-
ly. The few lamps that were lighted,
spit—sputtered—and expired. The
boatmen at the ‘ water-gate” sucked
their quids, as people are said to drink
patriotic toasts at tavern-meetings—
the memory of Tom Paine,'and so on
~—¢ in solemn silence!” The hackney
coachmen that had assembled in Ken-
nington Lane resolved —double fare
would not do under such circum-
stances—they would not carry people
home upon any terms that night!
Roast ducksrued the day. Fowls grew
white in the face at the thouglalt of
not being eaten. Mr Simpson walked
about in full dress and despair !—
fort{l years Master of the Ceremonies
at these ‘“ Gardens,” and had never
seen such an evening !'—only doubting
on which tree it would be most be-
coming that he should hang himself,
and fortunately could not succeed in
making up his mind.

Then the singers! they had to
warble, like Orphens of old, to the
woods ! for there was no -audience,
except a few ‘feople of the neighbour-
hood, fetched in extemporally, with
great-coats and umbrellas, for com-
pany. The double bass has been rheu-
matic ever since; the big drum had
to be “ tapped” (but it was for the
dropsy); and most of the wind iu-
struments were rendered asthmatic for

11
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life. And, to conclude, some vile dog,
by way of consolation amid the gene-
ral calamity, as hard-hearted enough
to labour out a sort of pun upon the
connexion of the  Garden” proprie-
tors with the company in Fleet Street :
he was not quite sure, he told Mr
Simpson, on the first night, what to
say about their wine ; but certainly
they were very lavish in the dispen-
sation of their water. e

* * * * * ®

The mention of Miss Stephens’s
name and Braham’s, was naturally di-
recting my thoughts to the Theatres ;
and by 2 most singular casualty, at
the very moment that I was going to
write the name of “ Carl Von Weber,”
comes a note from a friend, to tell me
that—he is Deap! )

¢ Life’s but a walking shadow,”

And poor Weber’sreignhas been a brief
one! I saw him not more than four
nights since, the last time I think that
he appeared in public, conducting the
performance of his own Frieschutz
overture, for the benefit of Miss Pa~
ton! This is terrible work.

I intended, four months ago, to try
at a criticism upon his later perform-
ances, but now it is hardly possible :
and perhaps the less so, because I had
in some sort denied the peculiar merit
of the Oberon—his last production.
The fact is, there are a sort of persons
in the world, whose very concurrence
in an opinion, even that one has, in-

‘clines one to abandon it—a kind of

people who slaver every man with ex-
aggerated fraise that happens to stand
pretty well established in honour and
popularity ; in the idea that they get
their own precious opinions, and his
reputation, whether their stuff’ be ei-
ther silently despised or contradicted,
as far as the fools among mankind are
concerned, mentioned together. A
knot of these worthies, relying upon
the success of the Freischutz, had
fixed upon Weber the moment he
came to England ; and accordingly, no
sooner was the Oberon produced, which,
with a few splendid things in it, was
a dreadfully dull opera, than straight-
way open ye me the whole cry of self-
constituted critics, with a filthy yelp of
laudation, just as nauseating probag)ly
to the poor man who was the unhappy
object of it, as to the public who were
condemned to hear it ; and the resule
was, that people’s anger at such hasty
impertinence was excited, and one or
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twodecent persons, John Bull, I think,
the first, struck at the performance
perhaps harder than it merited.

For the comparison which has been
attempted to be set up between Weber
and Bishop, it is very absurd, and
quite unnecessary. There was no
more reasonable need—supposing both
artists to be equally powerful—that
that each should be able to excel in
the style of the other, than that Sir
Walter Scott, because he is an emi-
nent poet, should be able to write a
book like Don Juan, or that Lord By~
ron (if he were alive) could produce
the counterpart of Marmion, or the
Lay of the Last Minstrel. I know
nothing personally of Weber or of
Bishop. I felt very kindly towards
Weber, because he seemed to be an
extremely modest, though enthusias-
tic man; whereas musical people in
general, and indeed ¢ show-people”
of all kinds, are apt to be great cox-
combs and bores. But, certainly, as
regards the quantity of popular music
Fkenown in this country,and composed by
Bishop and Weber, the balance is in
favour of Bishop twenty times over.

It is a favour to any man of real
talents like Weber, to save him from
being talked trash about by little peo-

le. His Oberon there are delight-
ul things in, though they are thinly
scattered. The Freischutz, I think,
and must continue to think, is full of
first-rate genius from beginning to
end, and the overture equal to any
piece of instrumental music—take it
from what quarter you will, ancient or
modern—extant. How poor Weber
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ever composed such an opera as Oberon
—though it be not the greatest hit in
the world—under his manifold bodily
sufferings, if we did not know the
force of sterling mind in surmounting
all obstacles, would seem inconceiva-~
ble ; and no persons will be more in-
clined to regret his loss, as a man of
the rarest talent, than those who re-
fused, in the zenith of his popularity,
to place that talent above its proper
level. }

And, farther, I don’t know that I
have anything to say ; for this talking
about poor Weber has put me in ill
sgirits for jesting. We have little in
the way of novelty stirring just at
this moment, but the business of the
Elections ; and, there, not a great deal
more than the general course of out-
rage, and blackguardism, ‘and non-
sense, and abuse, which goes to make
a drunken foolery of that undertaking,
which deserves more serious consider-
ation at the hands of the country.
‘Waithman will come in for the city,
and Wilson for Southwark. Cobbett is
held to have small chance at Preston ;
—there are people, however, already
elected, who have little, if any, more
thanhis respectability, without a fifty-

thousandth portion of his talent. The

¢ Mr Wakefield” you mention, I have

seen—a poor silly creature, as ever ex~

isted. Instead of being committed for
a ¢ capital offence,” he ought to have
been sentenced to be shown for a week

in some perfumer’s window in St

James’s street, and then suffered to ga
about his business. Trtus.
London, 10th June 1826,
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RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, &¢.

I narreNED to pass the entire of
the winter of 1775, and part of the
wintry months of 1776, in London,
being then a very young man, nearly
of the same age with Richard Brinsley
Sheridan. How far I was competent
to form a judgment of theatricals, you
already know from the first letter of
this series, containing some account of
the incomparable Roscius. I do well
remember the coming-out of the
Duenna at Covent Garden, for I was
present on the second or third night of
its performance, as well as at many
other times ; and can bear full testi-
mony to the prodigious applause with
which it was received from first to
last of its long run. One mode of
promoting success was by Sheridan
Jjudiciously adopted, from the previous
management of Gay in the Beggar’s
Opera ; who, instead of having re-
course to the musical genius of Italy,
then understood and relished only by
a few amateurs, or fashionables who
pretended to be amateurs, had select-
ed for his opera several of the most
favouriteand well-known national airs,
to which he skilfully adapted the
words of his songs. This contributed
very much, no doubt, to recommend
it to a British audience ; but the great
attraction was the felicitous turn of
the satire, the lucky and ingenious
assimilation of the heroes of Newgate
to the primates of the court,—a hint
suggested by Swift, to whom and to
Pope he was probably indebted for
more than has been acknowledged.
As a drama, and especially as a comic
drama,itstands peculiarly distinguish-
ed from all others, of modern date at
least, in being from beginng to end
a severe satire upon men and manners,
rendered still more poignant by direct
reference to courts and ministers. The
resemblance it bears to Swift’s pecu-~
liar vein of humour,—a resemblance I
think exhibited in no other composi-
tion of Gay, though several of them
even among his fables are of a satirical
nature,—strengthens the suspicion of
the author’s obligations to the Dean
of St Patrick’s; who, in the verses on
his own death, thus speaks of him:

¢ In my own humorous, biting way,
X blush to be outdone by Gay:”

alluding obviously, I think, to the

T Tk

‘Beggar’s Opera.  Yet, if the suspecte

ed aid was really given, the secret has
been too well kept to justify us in de-
priving Gay of a credit, which no per-
son of his own time seems to have had
the least idea of supposing that he
shared with any . contemporary wit.
Swift, indeed, was the man in the
'world best qualified to keep such a
secret ; but it seems next to an im-
possibility ‘that it should not have
transpired through some other chan-
nel, or that there should have been no
allusion to it in any of their letters.
The only thing against which satire
is particularly pointed in the Duenna,
is the sensual indulgence and hypocri-
sy of the monastic life—an institution
then little known or regarded by the
good people of England. It owes its
success to its truly comic merits, and
a vivacity of witty dialogue, equalled
only by Congreve, which, even with-
out the music, were sufficient to com-
mand applause. The introduction of
‘Leoni, then a very favourite singer,
required some management. Mr Moore
discovered among Sheridan’s papers,
that the part intended for Isaac’s
friend, first called Moses, contained
much more dialogue than was given

to Don Carlos, for which he cannot

well account. T can assisthim. Leoni
could sing English, but could not
speak it. The little that he had to say

‘he could barely pronounce so as to be

intelligible ; but it was too trifling to
attract notice, and the music of his
voice made ample amends for the de-
ficiencies of his articulation. This ren-
dered him unfit for any length of dia-
logue, and Sheridan showed much in-
genuity in contriving to give him so
much to sing, and so little to say. T
do not remember to have heard a
voice resembling Leoni’s; it was more
like the tones of a fine oboe, than
those which proceed from the human
pipe. . Mr Moore seems to wonder,
that the printed edition of the Duenna,
as_caricatured in Dublin, for so it
really was, should nevertheless have
possessed a correct copy of the songs.
This, too, I can resolve. The songs
were printed off, and sold, for about

sixpence, at the doors of the theatre

every night, by the fruit-women and
other followers of the stage ; and pro-

‘bably from the very eircumstance of
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Leoni's imperfect pronunciation of the
words,—for without such a clue it
would have been impossible for the
nicest ear to collect their sense,—he
might as well have been singing Ger-
man or Italian. It is, indeed, an ex-
ample that should be followed in every
new opera ; for few performers possess
the happy gift of true marked expres-
sion,—of making the words as clear to
the understanding, as the sound is
pleasing to the ear.

“ In order to counteract (says Mr
Moore) this great success of the rival
house, Garrick found it necessary to
bring forward all the weight of his
own best characters; and even had
recourse o the expedient of playing
off the mother against the son, by re-
viving Mrs Frances Sheridan’s comedy
of the Discovery, and acting the prin-
cipal part in it himself. In allusion
to the increased fatigue which this
competition with the Duenna brought
upon Garrick, who was then entering
on his sixtieth year, it was said by an
actor of the day, that the old woman
would be the death of the old man!”

To all who, like me, were living
witnesses of the occurrences here al-
Juded to, the foregoing quotation must
appear as ridiculously absurd, as it is
notoriously untrue. Thatunderstand-
ing and judgment, the operation of
which was not here, as in political
matters, overlaid by the malevolence
of party spirit, might have sufficed to
show the ingenious author, though he
was not an eye-witness, that it was
absolutely impossible that what he
relates could be true, notwithstanding
the potent authority of an wunknown
and anonymous actor. The very sub-
Ject on which he was writing furnish-
«ed internal evidence of .its falsehood ;
for at that very time Garrick’s inten-
tion to retire was generally known,
and, shortly after the Duenna made
its appearance, Sheridan was in treaty
with him for the purchase of his pa-
tent. In none of the letters -congra~
tulatory of the opera’s great success,
is there the smallest allusion to any
‘uneasiness felt, or any exertion made,
on the part of Garrick, to encounter
or counteract the formidable compe-
iition, as he chooses to call it. No such
thing was ever thought of, because for
no such notion was there the smallest
foundation. London afforded audiences
for both houses, and nothing but the
want of sufficient attraction ever pre~
~ented both from being filled. An
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overflow in either, when the rival
house presented no particular induce-
ment, was always serviceable to the
other ; because it threw into it several
who would not otherwise have left
home, but who, having gone to see a
play, might think it better to take the
minor entertainment than return with-
out any theatrical gratification. Mr
Garrick’s nights during the season,
which some knew, and all suspected
would be his last, were always the
same. He acted on Wednesdays and
Fridays ; nor could I ever discern the
smallest difference in the mumber of
spectators, or the quality of his cha-
racters, between the weeks preceding
and the weeks following the exhibition
of Sheridan’s opera. As far as I could
form a judgment, the crowd which
pressed for entrance was greater at the
close than at the beginning of the sea-
son, that is, when the Duenna was in
full career ; not because he ‘ brought
forward all the weight of his own best
characters,” but because it was then
universally known that he intended to
retire from the stage, and such as bad
only heard of his fame were naturally
desirous to avail themselves of an op-~
portunity that would never recur. As
to choice of characters, Mr Moore may
take my word for it, that though he
might be more admired in one than
another, any character he chose to re-
present was sufficiently attractive to
ensure an overflowing house. Asan
instance of this attractive power, I
shall relate an incident in which I had
a personal concern. One night, in the
month of January or February 1776,
I was prevailed on by a fashionable
friend to go with him to one of the
front boxes, where he had with diffi-
culty secured a place. Though we
went early, the house was already
crowded,—the lobby filled with com-
pany unable to find entrance,—and
the door-way, close to which I sat,
extremely thronged. Among the strug-
glers was a young man, making great
but vain efforts to enter. I heard him
say, ¢ Well, this is very hard. I came
from York for no ofher purpose than
to see Mr Garrick ; I shall be obliged
to leave town to-morrow to join my re-
giment, now abroad ; and, in conse-
quence of being ten minutes too late,
¥am disappointed.”—A compassionate
gentleman, of athletic form, who stood
beside me, heard the words, and, join-
ing his strength with mine, we suc-
ceeded, not without much diffieulty,

'
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in forcing a passage for the despairing
officer,—~whose gratitude for our ser-
vices could not have been expressed
more warmly had we obtained him an
advance of rank in the army. The
reader may hence form a judgment of
the formidable nature of that compe-
tition which poor David Garrick so
laberiously toiled to counteract !

For the ingenious thought of *“ play~
ing off the mother against the son, by
the revival of the Discovery, and ta-
king on himself to act the principal
part in it,” weare, I presume, indebt-
ed to the happy imagination of the
writer. That Mr Garrick played Mr
Anthony Bromville is true, for I have
geen him in it ; but whether before
or after the Duenna’s appearance I do
not recollect,—perhaps both. That
he made it a principal part by hAis
playing it, is also true; but it never
was one of his popular characters, be-
cause there were few who could relish
and appreciate its peculiar humour;
viz. that of an aged gentleman return-
ing the romantic passion of the vie:lle
eour. I know nocharacter of his which
elicited less of clamotous applause.
His performance of it during the run
of the Duenna, might more justly be
deemed a compliment to the genius of
that family, which could thus afford
the highest entertainment to two great
London audiences on the same night.

But why call it reviving 2 this term,
1 conceive, applies only to piays of an-
cient date, some of which are occa-
sionally revived.' The Discovery was
comparatively a new play, written by
a lady, who, if alive in the year 1775,
could hardly be called an old woman.
1t was well received both on and off
the stage, and Mr Garrick often amused
himself and the public by acting a
part of which no other player well
‘understood, or was able to cxhibit the
humour. It was, morcover, one of
the least fatiguing of his manifold
characters, a circumstance rather un-
favourable to the biographer’s notion
of that increased toil and exertion

which the Duenna so unfortunately

imposed upon him. Even admitting
that this Opera had diminished his
profits by a few hundreds, of what
sort of consequence could that be to a
man abounding in wealth, without a
child on whom to bestow it, in the
sixtieth year of his age, and about to
retire from that profession, of which,
for 50 many years, he had been the
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unequalled, and perhaps unequalable,
honour and ernament?

Indulgence is certainly due to his
biographer for an error into which he
could not possibly have fallen, had he
been old enough toappreciate theatri<
cal talent in the year 1775. His de<
sire of doing full justice to the merits
and respectability of the Sheridan fa«
miby; is fair and laudable, but does
more credit to his friendship than to
his judgment. In the second page of
his book, he mentions “ the competi«
tion and even rivalry which the father
of Richard Brinsley so long maintain-
ed with Garrick.” Tom Sheridan the
rival and competitor of David Garrick!
Yes, as Shadwell was of Dryden, or an
ordinary commodore of Horatio Vis-
countNelson! The one,not only at the
head of his profession, but confessedly
the greatest actor that ever appeared on
the British stage, the other a sensible
and judicious player, who filled seve~
ral parts in tragedy respectably, but in
one only (or rather in one scene, viz.
King John and Hubert) acknowled-
ged to have no ruperior. Sheridan
invited Garrick to assist him in Dub=
lin, of whose stage he was then mana-
ger, at a very ‘early period of “the lat-
ter’s life, even then confessing the full
superiority of his powers. While Gar-
rick remained, the houses were erowd«
ed to such suffocating excess, (the
weather being warm,) that many suf-
fered' by a sickness which was called
the Garrick fever. With such sup-
port, though but for a short season,
Sheridan no doubt filled his pock-
ets; but what did he do when this

‘only equal performer was gone? The

final result of his managership was
bankruptey, or something little short
of'it.” Richard Brinsley himself might
have corrected his biographer’s error.
From his monody on Garrick may be
collected the opinion /e entertained of
the British Rdscius, an opinion most
unequivocally excluding all idea of
competition or rivalship between Gar-
rick and Sheridan. In one of his let-
ters at this time (while preparing the
Duenna for the stage) he says, *“ my
father was astonishingly well received
on Saturday night in Cato—1I think it
will not ‘be many days before we are
reconciled.” This expression seems

“to imply some surprise at his very fa~

vourable reception in a favourite part,
and would hardly have been used had
he been speaking of ene who was able
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to maintain a cowpetition with Gar-
rick, and who, besides, had been long
absent from his former London friends
and admirers. Sheridan was indeed
always well received, as his sterling
merit deserved, but his powers of -at-
tracting an audience were not of the
highest order. I saw him play Cato
in that very year to very thin houses.
His theatrical character has been ac-
curabel(i' drawn by Churchill in the
Rosciad, who, with more than usual
candour, does justice’to his excellen-
cies without exaggerating his defects.
Of that rough and vigorous satirist the
praise may be always depended on,
but not so the censure. He has been
most cruelly unjust to the celebrated.
Spranger Barry, one of the most fasci-
nating actors, in many parts, who ever
delighted or adorned a theatre. He
indeed, though infinitely inferior in
theextent and versatility of his powers,
might with some reason have been
called a rival and competitor of Gar-
rick. - Nature had bestowed on him
advantages rarely united inone person,
a tall and elegant figure, a beautiful
countenance, and a most mellifluous
voice. In Romeo, he disputed the
Eglm with the accomplished Garrick

ifnself ; in Lear, he approached toan
equality ; and in Othello and Alexan-
der the Great, he shone unrivalled.
Churchill’s observation on Sheridan
might have been reserved for him
whose great obligations were to boun-
teous nature—

Where he falls short, ’tis Nature’s fault alone,

Where he succeeds, the merit’s all his own.
Mrs Barry too, it is but fair to say,
was, in general acting, among the very
first actresses of that day; in the
heart-rending scenes of tragedy fully
cqual, and sometimes, I had almost
said, superior to Mrs Siddons herself.
It is not generally known, but unless
I mistake very much, it will be found
true, that this latter great actress and
amiable woman, appeared about this
time on the boards of Drury Lane in
an_inferior cast of characters—proba-
bly she was not then aware of her own
gr&at powers. But enough of theatri-
cals.

I cannot, however, take leave of his-
trionical reminiscences thus suggested,
without some farther notice of that in-
genious fellow-countryman, by whose
biographical publication they have
been awakencd. But am I not guilty
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of a misnomer ? We cannot, I think,
strictly call him compatriot, who has
withdrawn himself from our shores;
and robbed the land of his birth and
affection of all the advantage derivable
from personal excellence and pecuniary
expenditure. To a poor country the
latter is of some moment, though un-
accompanied with any inheritance
save that of virtue, and his patriotic
excellencies may well enough be spared
amidst the redundancy of similar
worth and talent which he has left be-
hind. But, though absent in body,
he is, I shall be told, present in spirit,
—true, he is. Of this spiritual visita-
tion, we possess unquestionable proof
in the pacific, sentimental, conciliatory,
and benevolent romance entitled Me-
moirs of Captain Rock. This exquisite
and veracious production is not only
an apology for, but a justification of
his absence. Of other absentees, un-
fortunately over numerous, we may,
we must lament and deplore the loss ;
of that of him who threw his fire~
brand among materials already too in-
flammable—never. 'That the torch
has been extinguished without the
quantum of nocturnal illumination
contemplated * by the pyrotechnical
compounder, is a failure for which
he has not the smallest cause of self-
reproach—it was not his fault.
Longinus I think it is, who ad-
vises a writer to avail himself of esta-
blished models of composition, and
when about to commit his thoughts
to paper, to consider how such or
such an author would probably have
written. . Sheridan’s Irish biographer
seems to have had this precept under
view in some degree at least, but ra-
ther in style than in sentiment, for in
the latter they are frequently at vari-
ance. Sheridan’s political creed was,
unfortunately as it should seem for
himself, taken from the Whigs, and
the active warmth of his heart rivetted
the early attachment he had formed
to some very eminent men of that
headstrong and turbulent party. That.
he became sensible of his error there
isabundant reason to believe ; but un-
happily for his comfort, his character,
his peace of mind, and perhaps, I may
add, of his country, it came too late.
It is, however, due to his.-fam> to ac-
knowledge, that there were moments
when the strength of his understand-
ing burst the fetters of his bondagg,



1826.7]

and the sense of what he owed to his
country and his King, triumphed over
his habitual subjection to the domina-
tion of a party. This, in the eyes of
his biographer, is an inexpiable of-
fence, and no wonder. Infallibility
is the test and basis of Aus religious
and political creed, and consistency
obliges him to consign to disgrace and
condemnation here, if not hereafter,
the blind and infatuated mortals who
presume to think otherwise. Yet
were there, for I remember. the time
right well, many whom the world call-
ed honest, respectable, and wise, who
did venture to give poor Sheridan the
highest credit for what they esteemed
his voluntary, honourable, and manly
support of government, on some most
trying  and critical emergencies ; on
occasions which found the selfish, the
envious, and the disappointed seekers
of place:and power, skulking in their
pantry holes, or wanting courage to
face the storm that threatened desola-
tion and distraction to their country.
—But what of that? The modern
Samson who scattered fiery brands,
not in his enemy’s country, but his
own, is pleased to be of a different
opinion,aud against his authority what
patriot will contend ?

‘With respect to style, a certain imi-
tation or resemblance of Sheridan’s is
sufficiently obvious in the pages of his
biographer ; not, however, in exact
conformity with the suggestion of
Longinus, which had reference to the
beauties, not to the defects, of the
model. Mr Moore censures, and not
without justice, that profusion of con-
ceits, tropes, figures, and metaphori-
cal illustrations which the redundancy
of Sheridan’s wit was always pouring
forth, with too frequent disregard of
strict propriety and good taste.

Strange to say, however, he mis-~
takes the faults he reprehends, and,
though less copious in their use, is
more extravagant in their application.
Most of Sheridan’s figurative embel-
lishments, were vive woce effusions,
and however unable to sustain the cri-
tical judgment of a cool reader, power-
fully impressive on the admiring list-

eners. But what does his biographer?-

In a grave, critical composition, is-
suing from the calm recesses of the
study, he has, inspiteof the ““nunc non
erat hic locus” of Horace, given us fre-
quent patches of the purple vestment,
~—*¢ purpureus late qui splendcat unus

Richard Brinsley Sheridan; &c.
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et alter assuitur pannus.” One of pe~
culiar eccentricity now meets my eye,
whilereading an account of Sheridan’s
anxiety to secure the success of the
Duenna. Linley’s great judgment in
arranging and directing the musical
department, he justly conceived to be
of most material import, the more es-
pecially as the Covent Garden theatre
did not appear to be well provided
with instrumental performers. < As
to the state of the music, (thus he
writes to his father-in-law,) I want
but three airs, but there are some
glees and quartets in the last act,
which will be inevitably ruined, if we
have no one at least to set the per-
formers in the right way.” Of Leoni,
he says, in another letter, ° he sings
nothing well but in a plaintive and
pastoral style,and his voice is such as
appears to me to be always hurt by
much accompaniment.” “What he
means by setting the performersin the
right way, heexplains in another place,
by observing, that for want of a Mas-
ter, (a director like Linley,) ¢ every-
body sings there according to their own
ideas, or what chance instruction they
can come at.”” On these observations
his biographer thus comments : ¢ In
the instructions thus given by the
poet to the musician,” (in fact it was
the poet who wanted the musician’s
instructions,) ¢ we may perceive that
he somewhat appreherided, even in
the tasteful hands of Linley, that pre-
dominance of harmony over melody,
and of noise over both, which is so
fatal to poetry and song, in their pe-
rilous alliance with an orchestra.” I
am inclined to believe, that, however
perilous the alliance between vocal
and instrumental music in a concert
or theatre may be, the situation of the
former would be much more perilous
without it, gnd that Sheridan was as
far from apprehending ‘¢ the predo-
minance of harmony over melody,”
(matters quite distinct,) * and of noise
over both, from the fasteful hands of
Mr Linley,” as he would, were he
now alive, be of forming a guess by
what metaphor this terrible predomi-
nance wougd be illustrated. ¢ In-
deed,” says this able biographer, “ in~
deed, those Elephantsof old that used
to tread down the ranks they were
brought to assist, were but a fype of
the kavoc that is sometimes made both
of melody and meaning, by the over-
laying aid of accompaniments” ! !!
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A quintetto of singers trampled down
“and overlaid by an orchestra of ele-
phants! What a happy simile would
it have been for the ingenious au-
thors of Chrononhotonthologos, or Tomn
Thumb—see what it is to have writ-
ten oriental epics, and become ac-
quainted with elephantic types. One
thing at least is made very clear by
this hypercritical illustration, viz. that
it is no difficult matter to makea havoc
of meaning.

Another extraordinary instance (and
of oriental origin also) of what is in-
tended for superfineillustration, occurs
in that part which treats of Sheridan’s
intercourse with his present Majesty,
then Prince of Wales. As certain ve-
nomous creatures are reported to carry
with them antidotes for their own
stings, so it may be said of this and
other productions of the same school,
that they contain within themselves a
refutation of their own slander. Iam
clearly of opinion, that any intelligent
reader, previously unacquainted with
the subjects of this piece of biography,
would even, from its own relation of
ifacts, be induced to regard the Prince
of Wales as the sincerest, most gene-
rous, and most eonstant of all the
friends with whom Sheridan’s (pro-
bably unfortunate) introduction to a
higher sphere had made him acquaint-
ed. Yet, either from some unaccount-
able obliquity of intellect, some blind
and bigotted attachment to the de-
basing level of vulgar democracy, or
some mortifying repulse, which the in-
solent obtrusiveness of plebeian vanity
might have brought upon itself, we are
presented with the following figurative
elucidation of the baneful effects of
royal friendship :—

‘¢ So fatal too often are royal friend-
ships—whose attraction, like the load-
stone rock in Eastern fable, that drew
he nails out of the luckless ships that
came near it, steals gradually away the
‘stren; by which character is held

. together, till at last it loosens at all
points, and falls to pieces a wreck !”

Of this precious simile, calculated
o dazzle Cockneys, and delight Radi-
«eals, it is hardly necessary to point out
-the inappropriateness and the malice.

.The act of “ stealing gradually away,”
is as unfitly tyFiﬁed by an operation
of great and almost momentary vio-
lence, as the beneficence of Sheridan’s
royal patron and truest friend is re-
presented to be the cause of his ec-
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centricities, his extravagance, and his
ruin! From Sheridan’s misfortune,
admitting the possibility of the assign-
ed reason, Tommy Moore enjoys a for-
tunate exemption. His cockboat is
proof against the Loadstone of Loyalty.
The rock which can both draw and
sharpen his spikes belongs to a very
different class, and of the metallic
qualities mixed up in his character,
unless perhaps we except brass, iron
will be among the most permanent in«
gredients.

For every extravagance of Sheris
dan’s, his biographer can find some
excuse,—for every fault some pallia~
tion,—against all accusations he can
offer some defence, save only the crime
of faithful attachment to the person
and interests of his royal master ! And
what is the offence so heinously and
unpardonably committed ? Alas, it is
not that the fidelity of the subject
amounted to slavery to the prince, for
this Sheridan’s own manlylettersopen-
ly and honourably disclaim ;—No,~~
the unforgivable crime is, that he was
too faithfully loyal to see that prince
degraded into the slave of a party,
whose insatiable thirst for power would
allow no equal even in their king, and
who would accept the reins of govern-
ment on no other condition than that
of unlimited concession on the part of
royalty, and of rendering himself a cy-
pher even in his own household ! Ifany
blame is imputable to that royal per-
sonage, it is that of too much conde-
scension. He was willing to consent
to any terms. But from this humi-
liation he was saved by the dignified
firmness of a few friends, and the sub-
sequent convictions of his own intel-

ectual reflection. This is the real state
of the case, and so notorious at the
time, a time strongly imprinted on tay
own recollection, that it needed little
acquaintance or intimacy with courts
or statesmen to ascertain its truth. I
do not say that Mr Percival would
-mever have been prime minister, be-
cause I think his integrity and his ta~
-lents might have ultimately reached
-that station ; but I do say that he would
not have come in as he did, had thoss
whocalled themselves the Prince’searly
friends behaved with common grati-
tude, decorum, propriety, and respect.

On the life of this extraordinary

-man my own countryman and econ<
temporary, for we were born within
the same year, I am, as a reminiscent,
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tempted to offer some further remarks,
for though not acquainted with Aim,
1 was well acquainted with the times
and the scenes in which he performed
soconspicuous apart. Mr Moore’s book
is, upon the whole, agreeably written,
interesting, and minutein detail, some-
times, perhaps, a little too much so.
I think there has been rather too co-
pious an exposition of his loose papers
and fragments; and am inclined to
think, thatamong those withheld, some
more worth producing than what he
has given, might easily be found.—
Had T been among the friends who
committed those paperstoabiographer,
I should certainly have refused to ac-
quiesce in so full and indiscriminate a
ublication. The fac-simile of his
and-writing is particularly reprehen-
sible, intending, as it should seem, to
show us, not how he could write, but
how he could scribble. It is so com-
mon for writers of verse to scratch out
their first thoughts with a careless and
rapid pen, and afterwards to correct
and refine, that his doing so could be
nothing new. Of this, therefore, a
small specimen would have sufficed,
and he should not have given a fac-
simile of his worst penmanship, with-
out adding one of his more correct.
" Onme circumstance relating to his
early years seems hard to be recon-
ciled with credibility. We are told by
his biographer, that at eight years old
he was pronounced, ¢ by the common
consent both of parent and preceptor,
a most impenetrable dunce.” These
peremptory pronouncers of dulness
being moreover highly distingunished
for philological taste and knowledge !
After this follows a curious passage.
Two or three years afterwards Richard
is sent ¢ to Harrow School, Charles
beinﬁ kept at home as a fitter subject
for the instructions of his father, who,
by. another of these calculations of
poor humau foresight which the Deity
called Eventus by the Romans” (gu.
Roman Catholics, for the Roman
Deity was called Fortuna,) ¢ takes
such wanton pleasure in falsifying,
considered his elder brother as’ des-
tined to be the brighter of the two
brother stars,”—(he might have call-
ed them, hibernice, twins, the idea be-
ing suggested by Castor and Pollux.)
Now, to a common understanding, an

opposite conclusion would, I think, -

have presented itself. For surely a
lad sent to a school so celebrated as
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Harrow, would seem more likely to
be put in the way of future fame and
splendour, than he who was kept at
home to learn English grammar and
play-acting under the auspices of old
'om Sheridan. But how can we ac~
count for the different sentences pro-
nounced upon him inIreland and Eng-
land, and that within the course of
three years? In one he was dn ¢ im-
penetrable dunce,” and in the other
a boy of most winning disposition and
great talents, but great idleness, and
this too in the opinion of two of the
best judges in Great Britain, Dr Parr
and Dr Sumner; an opinion which
the aforesaid Deity Eventus, contrary
to custom, so amply justified. ‘Could
English air have wrought so wonder-
ful a change? I know indeed that it
encourages and rewards Irish talent,
but I did not before hear that it was
necessary to produce it. The bio-
grapher seems to have been too hasty
in charging Messrs Whyte and Sheri-
dan with passing a sentence which
certainly could prove nothing but their
own precipitancy of judgment or total
want of penetration. His conversation
even then could not have teen that of
a dunce, and that intelligence of ‘eye
which he possessed in so eminent a
degree was alone sufficient to tell them
that he was only an idler. %
The nature of Sheridan’s genius is
by no means singular. Few persons
who have been at schools and colleges,
or much conversant with literary his~
tory, will fail to have found many
parallels. Swift was undistinguished
in his early days, and what was con-
sidered as dulness, arose probably from
his dislike of the studies prescribed,
and his contempt of those who pre-
scribed them. Of Curran I can from
my own knowledge say the same. He
made no figure in college, and was.
much more inclined to ridicule than to
respect the grave and learned sages
under whose instruction he was placed.
They saw little in the great future
advocate but pertness and contumaey ;
but it was impossible to hold a free and
familiar conversation with him for half
an hour without being struck by the
vivacity of his mind, and the power of
his expression. Universities teach deep
and various knowledge, they afford ex-
cellent ground for the exercise of wit
and imagination, but they do not eon-
fer either. Hence it sometimes hap-
pens that these by whom these quali-
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ties 'are eminently possessed, under-
valuing that knowledge which they
do not seem to themselves to want, are
inclined to dislike,and perhaps despise,
the graver personages by whom it is
communicated. In the end, however,

they never fail to discover the unfortu-.

nate rashness of that judgment which
fondly hoped that wit would be a suc-
cedaneum for knowledge. The ground
20 lost is hardly ever regained.

Sheridan certainly could not have
disliked or despised such men as Dr
Sumner and Dr Parr, but he disliked
everything in the shape of a task, and
well knowing that he could not com-
pete with clever boys who were dili~
gent, without being diligent himself,
was satisfied to have his inferiority
put down to the score of idleness. He
was expected to possess genius, and that
at the time was enough for boyish am-
bition.
seems to have taken a lead, being not
onlyloved but admired by all his school
associates.

Every reader must be pleased with
Dr Parr’s letter—it gives a lively and
excellent account of the subject of it,
and moreover intimates a persuasion
that the father of Sheridan was fully
aware of his son’s talents and capacity ;
a matter of easy belief, for had he been
an * impenetrable dunce,” it was the
greatest of all follies to have sent him
to Harrow. That his circumstances
would not allow old Sheridan to leave
him there longer, is much regretted by
the Doctor, and probably by the young
man himself in after times ; for under
such tutors he could not have failed
to lay in a good stock of useful and
valuable knowledge. Of classic lore,
howeyver, he did possess, if Dr Parr is to
be believed, who speaks from personal
knowledge, more than his biographer,
who can only speak from opinion, is
willing to allow. ¢ It was not,” says
Mr Moore, ¢ one of the least of She-
ridan’s triumphs, to have been able to
persuade so acute a scholar as Dr
Parr, that the extent of his classical ac-
quirements was so great as is here re-
presented, and to have thus impressed
with the idea of his remembering so
much, the person who best knew how
little he had learned.”

Here again I must be at variance
with the biographer. How a young and
ingenuous mind could have looked for
triumph in a falsehood injurious and
dishonourable to himself, is not easy to

In everything but lessons he -

No. 111. [July,

conceive, in the first place ; and, in the
second, Dr Parr was not one of those
plodding, common-place tutors on.
whom boyish plausibility could ip.
pose, or who could in any case mistake
the pertness of ignorance for the pos-
session of knowledge. He admits the
irregularity of his pupil, but their fre-
quent conversation and intercourse left
no doubt on his mind respecting the
improvement he considers him to have
made. Indeed, it seems impossible
that a taste and jmagination like She-
ridan’s should have been at all ac-
quainted with Homer, Horace, and
Virgil, without a desire to improve
that acquaintance, not with the accu-
racy of a critic or commentator, but
for the delight such study could not
fail to communicate. That he did not
deserve the name of a scholar is, how-
ever, a point I am perfectly willing to
concede. ’

Sheridan’s immethodical eccentri~
city has led his: biographer into a
strange error, and induced him to as-
seribe to nature what nature could not
possibly bestow. Nature gives but the
materials ; she places the ore in the
mind, but it is art that gives the value
and the polish. Conscious of, and con-
fiding too proudly in his own powers,
Sheridan would learn in no way but
his own ; and that he did so to a very
considerable degree, considering his
giddy and playful disposition, appéars
not only from the fame he acquired as
a speaker and writer, but from the ac-
count of the biographer himself. Dr
Parr’s illustration of his peculiarities
sets themode in a very clear light, yet
Mr Moore tells us that, * of this ad-
vantage” (namely, the instruction of
his father apd other masters in Lon-
don), ¢ however, it is probable only
the elder son availed himself, as Rich~
ard, who seems to have been deter-
mined to owe all his excellence to na-
ture alone, was found as impracticable
a pupil at home as at school !I” Yet of
this child of nature alone, it is in the
succeeding sentence said, ¢ that how-
ever inattentive to his school lessons at
Harrow, he had already distinguished
himself in poetry, which is the first
exercise in which the young athleta
of intellect try their strength.” This
is not like leaving everything to na-
ture—there is certainly some art and
labour too in making verses, as the
biographer himself well knows. And
besides this, “ his friend Halhcd and

8



1826.7]

he had in eonjunction translated the
seventh Idyl and many of the lesser
oems of Theocritus.” It is not very
ikely that a youth, voluntarily enga-
ging in such exercises, should be such
a Grecian ignoramus as-his biographer
is pleased to represent him ; nor is it
altogether probable that his time in
London, though he might be indispo-
sed to profit by the dry lectures of
Kerr and his father, was thrown away,
and that he read nothing, because he
did not read the prescribed lessons.
The union between him and Halhed,
a young man of singular talents and
endowments, is.a sufficient proof of
improvement as well as power, for
Halhed would not have so joined him-
self with a mere unlettered idler. Poor:
Halhed’s fate is a melancholy one. He
returned (if I remember right) from
India with improved fortunes, but im-
paired reason. One of the most elo-
quent speeches, or rather compositions,
I ever read, was delivered by him in
the House of Commons, in support of
a ridiculous prediction published by
one Brothers. It was heard with deep
silence, and deeper sorrow. No ob-
servation was made, and being unse-
conded, the motion of course fell to
the ground. What became of him
afterwards I have not heard.
Sheridan’s wit and vivacity, as well
as the nature of his connexions and
situation, almost necessarily directed
him to the Stage, and among hisscat-
tered papers were found many drama-
tic sketches, of some of which he sub-
sequently availed himself. On one of
these, afterwards transplanted into
what Mr Moore calls the Farce of the
Critic, the biographer thus moralizes :
“ Thusit is too, and little to the glory
of what are called our years of discre-
tion, that the life of the Max is chief-
ly employed in giving effect to the
wishes and plans of the boy.” Thus it
is too that the ambition of pointing a
sentence often leads a writer to trans-
gress the limits of sense. Had he sub-
stituted ¢ndiscretion there would have
been a meaning, for there are who,
though they don’t want talents, are
boys all their lives. The glory of what
is, and can alone be called mature dis-
cretion, consists, I apprehend, in un-
teaching the man the follies of the boy,
and in instructing the ripened under-
standing “ toputaway childish things.”
Years of discretion were, I am afraid,
what poor Sheridan never attained.
Vou, XX.
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Instances of petty plagiarism from
himself and others, are often brought
against Sheridan by his poetical bia~
grapher ; in some cases, I suspect, to
show the extent of his own reading.
From himself he was certainly at full
liberty to take without the crime of
stealing ; and not to borrow occasion-
ally from others, on subjects much
handled, is perhaps impossible. In
Sheridan’s own observation (preface
to the Rivals) he might have found
the finest apology : ¢ Faded ideas float
on the mind like half-forgotten dreams,
and imagination, in its most suspicious
moments, becomes suspicious of its
offspring, and doubts whether'it has
created or adopted.” To persons pla-
ced in the same situation the same
thoughts will naturally occur, and it
was little worth the critic’s while to
seek a precedent from the thought in
one ofp his beautiful songs, that he
could not tell howlong his love would
last, because he knew not the length
of his life. I suppose every ardent
young lover feels and often makes the
same declaration. The value of the
thought is in the peculiar elegance and
delicacy of the expression. Among
Sheridan’s far-fetched conceits, he
mentions his comparing “ serenaders
to Egyptian embalners extracting the

_brain through the ears.” Tt certainly

is not farther fetched than some of his
own (as I have already showed), and
much less inappropriate. The thought,
according to Moore, isnot Sheridan’s,
but Halhed’s. - I can, however, assert,
though the thought might also have
occurred to Halhed’s own mind, that
I have seen it in some author much
older than either. The idea, in the

- Critic, of stealing other men’s thoughts

as gipsies do children, and disfiguring
them, in order that they may pass for
their own, is, in the biographer’s re-
marks, taken from Churchill, who
perhaps borrowed it from some one
else. It is a very happy one. 'Were
dramatic authors to be confined to
their own inventions, the range of the
drama would be limited indeed. She-
ridan must have read, at an early age,
many works of this kind, as well as
much of light literature. That he im-
proved on what he imitated will easily
be allowed, and all that honest criti~
cism ean expect is, not to be a servile
copyist.

Sheridan’s singularities seem to have
accompanied him Ein everything, even
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in love and fighting.  Of his two re-~
markable duels, neither of which are
very clearly narrated, we have some~
what too much. The silent progress
of his love, his long unsuspected at-
tachment, the young lover’s romantic¢
trip to France, and all the circum-
stances from the commencement to
the: conclusion, are very curious, and
very interesting. - Such Jovers so rare-
ly ineet, except in the fictions of the
poet or novelist, that when they do,
a well-written and ‘accurate account
of all the incidents attending their
union must be highly attraetive, and
ean hardly be too long. Of the poeti-
cal effusions to which their mutual
passion gave rise, the biographer has
been too sparing, the more especially
» since what are called the Works of
Sheridan are, in reality, only his dra-
matic works, and should have been so
called. Forthe complete accuracy even
of these, he tells us, in some part of
the biography, that he is not answer-
able. 'Why, then, commit them to the
press, under the sanction of his im-
primatur, and with a preface signed
by himself ? The life certainly should
have accompanied the edition, and in
that edition all Sheridan’s poetical
works should have been included.
"The reasons assigned for delaying the
biographical part are mere puffi—the
true one no doubt is, that the works
were called for by the publie—the
booksellers would not wait—and the
biographer was unprepared. There
are several errors in the plays, parti-
cularly in the Duenna.
Having already offered some com-
ments on matters preceding Sheridan’s
becoming 1manager . of Drury Lane

Theatre, T proceed to those which fol- -

lowed.

The biographer wonders that She-
ridan, now become a manager, should
think of reviving Vanburgh s comedy
of the Relapse, under the name of a
‘Irip to Scarborough. The only won-
der, I think, is, that a play should ap-

ar among his works, to which he

as no more pretensions as an author
than Colley Cibber had to Richard
the Third, which he adapted to the
stage, with some very slight additions
of his own. There were, however,
strong managerial reasons for its in-
troduction. In the first place, it cost
him no trouble; in the next, it was
well fitted for his company, by whom it
was excellently performed ; and, in the

Reminiscences.

No. I11. [July,

.last, it gave an opportunity of produ-~

¢ing, in one night, three most remark-
able actresses, Mrs Abington, Miss
Farren, and Mrs Robinson—the first
at the very top of her profession for
comic humour—the second, of sur~
passing loveliness and elegance—and
the third, one of the most beautiful
women in London. Moore’s mode of
introducing the subject is worth quo-
ting, as a specimen of that figurative
affectation which he so often repre-
hends in Sheridan. )
¢ In reading the original play, we
are struck with surprise that Sheridan
should ever have hoped to be able to
defecate such dialogue, and, at the
same time, leave any of the wit, whose
‘whole spirit is in the lees, behind.
‘The very life of such characters as Be-
rinthie is in their licentiousness—and
it is with them, as with objects that
are luminous from putrescence, to res
move their taint is to extinguish their
light !” T cannot indeed say, that this
simile, or metaphor, is far tetched, for
one has not a great way to go for im-
purity, but it is incorrect and extra<
vagant. Lord Foppington and Miss
Hoyden had formerly been great fa<
vourites, and Sheridan hoped, that a
little pruning would restore them to
favour, aided by the reinforcement of
50 many other eharacters ; but he had
no idea of any literary credit from
the revival, or of enrolling the Trip to
Scarborough among his own produc-
tions. It was a temporary expedient,
and, as well as I remember, success-
ful.  DMiss Farren and Mrs Robinson
were brought forward afterwards in
a trifling entertainment called The
Camp, merely to gratify the public
with a sight of such elegant and beau-
tiful females, for they did little more
than appear on the stage, and their
appearance was always attractive.
The sketches out of which The
School for Scandal grew at last into so
finished a comedy, are interesting, and
show, according to the biographer’s
just, but not very novel observation,
the pains and patience which even ge-
nius must employ to produce a perfect
composition. Of these, however, he
has given rather too much, nor has he
forgot to adorn his remarks on the
gradual process of the work, with me-
taphorical illustrations. ¢ It eannot
fail,” he says, “ to interest deeply all
who take delight in tracing the alche-
my of genius, and in watching the
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first slow workings of ‘the mienstrium
out of which its first transmutations
arise.” This, however, is not enough,
and presently after we are favoured
with an illustration of a different cha~
yacter, and which, lying deeper, is more
obscure. ¢ Patience must first explore
the depths where the pearl lies hid,
before genius boldly dives and brings
it up full into light.” For rhy own
part T should have been satisfied with
the first, for I find myself more puz-~
zled than edified by the second, fol-
lowed as it is by a rather unintelligi-
ble exception: « There are,” he says,
‘¢ some striking exceptions to this rule,
and our own times have witnessed
more than one extraordinary intellect,
whose depth has not prevented their
treasures from lying ever ready within
reach.” The question is, how are
those treasures of genius ta be ob-
tained P for when once possessed, they
must, of course, be within reach of
the possessor. ¢ Patience,” says this
biographer, quoting from Buffon, “is
gower ;" or (as another French writcr

as explained his thought) ¢ Patience
seeks, and Genius finds”—intimating,
I presume, that pains and perseve~
rance are necessary to enable genius
to produce excellence. The materials
on which genius werks, are observa-
tion, study, and knowledge ; the trea-
sury of the mind must be filled before
the owner can draw any riches from
it; and it is the property of genius
alone to render the stock available to
the attainment of durable and eminent
reputation. Does not the eritic’s first
illustration militate a little against his
second P—no uncommon thing, indeed,
in such figurative dealers. In the
first, Genius is an alchemist, slowly
and laboriously transmuting the cheap
into the precious. In the second, he
is a bold diver for pearls, when pa-
tience had previously explored the
depth at which they lay hid. This
having been successfully ascertained,
he has only to dive boldly whenever
be wants one. The alchemist and the
pearl diver are mighty different sorts
of operators—~if genius be in its pro«
cess similar to one, my dulness cannot
see how it can be like to ‘the other.
But it seems there are some pearl-
fishers to whom kind nature spares
the trouble of diving, and for whom
the ‘pearls always float at the top.
These, as he justly observes, are very
rare exceptions, and it would have

to doubt the fact.
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been but kind to have produced one
of thein, as I feel ve{{much disposed
* ‘The allusion, as 1
suspect, was to Edmund Burke, and
perhapsalso to Samuel Johnson. They
did, indeed, draw readily from the
mental store, but the treasury was
first filled, not without much patience
eitd pains. Yet, in poetic composi~
tions at least, of which both were very
sgaring, I think it highly probable
that they acted like others. But they
aere prudent enough to keep only fair
copies, and to do, what Sheridan’s
carelesshess omitted—burn the rest.
The biographer’s remarks on the
gradual elaboration of this highly-fi-
nished comedy ate generally just and
interesting, but perhaps unnecessarily
copious. It affords a1 easy solution of
what, to my knowledge, excited at the
time general surprise, viz. why he who
could write so well, and whose dra-
matic efforts were sure to be so at-
tractive to the public, and profitable to
himself, did not write more. Good sense
and good taste forbade him:to bring
forward anything unworthy of his ge-
nius, and ({egrading to his character ;
and experience showed him that dra-
matic compositions of study must re-
quire a degree of mental labour, and
toilsome perseverance, invincibly re-
pugnant to his natural indolence and
love of pleasure. Lo a man so highly
gifted, and whose knowledge of men
and things embraced a very wide cir-
cle, subjects for the comic muse could
never be wanting ; but his disposition
revolted against the difficulties of the
task. Had he loved money as well as
he loved praise, he would have stuck
to the drama even after he had been
drawn into the vortex of politics. But
he made a name, and was content with
it. I doubt if we should ever have had
“ the Critic,” but for the gratification
of a little pique against a very worthy
man, who had as great ‘a passion for
writing as Sheridan for pleasure, Rich-
ard Cumberland. In ‘this there was
less diﬂ‘icult{), for the model was pre-
ared to his hand. I can tellyalso, that
e borrowed more than his biogragher
was aware of. I remember to have
read a little entertainment of a similar
kind, brought forward, I believe,  for
Mrs Clive’s benefit, and, if T mistake
not, written' by Mr King, in which
that inimitable actress, who was Lady
Patroness-of therehearsal, amused the
audience very much by'describing the
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-actors, herself in particular, as Mr Paff
does in the Critic. Ithink, by the by,
that Mr Puff’s shrewdness as a “‘ ways
and means” character, is not very com-
patible with his tragic absurdity. The
extravagance of tragic writersin Charles
the Second’s days was justly ridiculed
by the satirical lash of the witty Duke
of Buckingham, but no writers of She-
ridan’s time were fairly subject to si=
milar reproacli. They might have been
deficient in dramatic genius, but they
were not guilty of dramatic absurdi-
ties. Puff’s character, as at first ap-
ﬁears, would render him much more

ikely to ridicule than to write the
tragedy of *“ the Spanish Armada.”
But the defect of judgment in the au-
thor is covered by the glittering man-
tle of his wit. A similar inconsistency
appears, I think, in the character of
Partridge in Tom Jones, from whose
first interview and dialogues with his
master we are prepared to expect much
more of the wag, and much less of the
simpleton. He is certainly made con-
ducive to the reader’s entertainment,
but his character is by no means sns-
tained, lis ab imo, with the same
skill and happiness of that of his re-
nowned prototype DonQuixote’ssquire,
the amusing and inimitable Sancho.

It seems now thought, that in the
lively rake of the School for Scandal,
Sheridan was drawinga picture of him-
self ; and that there are some points of
resemblance, is obvious. But at the
time it came out, the general opinion
was, that another person sat for the
picture,whomit resembled much more,
and who was known to be the idol of
Sheridan’s admiration, the celebrated
Charles Fox. - Sheridan had spent no
fortune ; he was busily employed in
making one ; nor was he, at least at
that time, known as a trafficker with
Jews, or an associate of fashionable and
deep-playing gamblers. All these cir-
cumstances, added to the identity of
the Christian name, concurred to fix
the dramatic cap upon the head of one
50 exactly qualified to wear it—his
friend Fox.

. Of these two remarkable men, so
like in many points of wit, genius, and
disposition, how different were the ter-
minating scenes of life ! Had human
Judgmentventured to predict their for-
tunes when they first began to be dis-
tinguished in the world, it would pro-
bably have reyersed their fate, doom-
ing the dissipated, dissolute, and ap-
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parently incorrigible Fox, to an end
commensurate with his wild career,

and gilding the last days of the other

with riches, with happiness, and with
fame. Nature had bestowed upon Fox
great talents, and education had culti-
vated them ; he was also born to ho-
nour and to fortune. These, governed
by prudence, would necessarily have
led to the highest distinctions of.the
state, to all that the fondest votaries of
wealth and glory can desire. But
there was a time when the indulgence
of dissipated and profligate habits seem-
ed to point him out as'a man whom
even his talents, rank, and personal
attractions, could not rescue from vice,
from misery, and from ruin. The so-
ciety of an amiable and accomplished
wife might have gradually weaned him
from pleasure, and pursuits destructive
alike to health and fortune ; but Sultan
Solyman would as soon have thought
of marrying, or combining his love to
one fair favourite, as Charley Fox, at
the time I speak of. Now, how was it
with Sheridan ? He had to make his
fortune: he was born to none, and
therefore wanted that only temptation
to extravagance into which his friend
had fallen. He had married the wo-
man of his heart ; a woman, too, who,
in beauty and accomplishments, was
considered to be unrivalled. Though
inheriting no property, he was in pos-
session of genius amply sufficient to
supply the want ; he knew well how
to employ it successfully ; and when
he became manager, had, as the vulgar
phrase is, the ball at his foot. Besides,
it was reasonable to sugYose that a for~
tune got by labour would be more va-
lued, ‘and better preserved, than one
descending by inheritance. Yet Fox
in some measure redeemed the errors
of a voluptuous and extravagant youth,
by leaving the vain and busy world,
and seeking the comforts of domestic
tranquillity in literary retirement, and
the company of a wife (for he did
marry at last) whom he wisely chose,
not for wealth, heauty, or connexion,
but for good temper and good sense.
On poor Sheridan’s melancholy and
inglorious end it is too painful to dwell.
He too had the advantages which con=~
nubial union is capable of imparting,
had he with equal prudence availed
himself of them. His biographer en~
ters into pretty large details of that me=
lancholy period,withholding, however,
one of those unfortunate failingswhich
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degraded him more in the estimation
of the respectable than his debts and
his imprudence, namely, addiction to
strong liguors. How- such a mind
could so debase itself, it is hard to say.
Possibly it was a consciousness of this
‘wretched, but unconquerable habit,
which induced him to decline the
Prince’s offer of a seat in Parliament.
To appear there, as I fear he too fre-
quently did towards the close of his
political life, would have reflected some
portion of disgrace on his royal patron.
What talents, what friendship, what
patronage, could support a man thus
wilfully devoting himself to shame and
degradation? Mr Moore labours to
throw the weight of all his closing
miseries on the desertion of his friends.
Alas! he had been first deserted by
one who ought tohave been, instar om-
nium, the first and best of friends—
himself. This unfortunate propensity
easily accounts for that disordered state
of the digestive powers, and incapacity
of the stomach to receive nourishment,
which, notwithstanding his natural
stren%th of constitution, accelerated,
as it hardly ever fails to do, his disso-
lution. ' Many a melancholy instance
of similar acceleration have I known,

_and that in constitutions which nature

had rendered capable of resisting every
other violent and irregular subversion
of its powers.

; But Sheridan’s repugnance to the
labour of dramatic composition was not
the sole cause of" his relinquishing it.
His brilliant imagination, ready wit,
and powers of expression, pointed him
out as a valuable parliaﬁ:entary acqui-
sition to that party, with the primary
leaders of which his public fame and
convivial qualities had procured him
an intimacy. The opportunity thus
offered was too tempting to be resisted
by a young man, conscious of possess-
ing the talents which could adorn,
though "deficient in the knowledge
which should accomplish, the states-
man. The dramatic pursuit afforded,
indeed, a certain road both to reputa-
tion and riches; but what were these
in comparison with the transporting
hope of winning the applause of an
admiring senate, and gradually rising
to the honours and emoluments of the
state ? .Jn a mind like his, rendered
still more ardent by flattery and ap-
plause, prudence had little chance of
success in a struggle 'with ambition.
The applause due to wit and eloquence
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of the highest qualit{' he did indeed
attain, but found, too late, that he had

‘ot been equally fortunate in choosing
‘the way to station and emolument, the

ultimate object of his senatorial ambi-
tion. Disappointment, however, ac-
cording to his biographer, resulted not
from want of ‘wisdom in his choice,
but from the rectitude by which that

choice was directed. Like Cato, he

embraced the right cause, and that it
turned out to be not the victriz, but
the victa, was not his fault.. Truly I
believe so, nor of his friend Fox nei-
ther, than whom,—witness his India
billand hisNorth Coalition—nominis-
ter ever more ardently aspired to be
victor, not of Parliament alone, but of
King and people also. But whether it
was the worse or the better party, the
truth is, that he had no option: to
make, except that of not coming into
Parliament at all. Under 'that: party
he enlisted, and, being bound to its
support, could not, in propriety of
speech, be called an independent se~
nator. L

' But, his biographer would rejoin,
though a party no doubt it was, yet
it was one which no great or good
man could hesitate to embrace ; for it
was composed of all that was magna-
nimous, sapient, virtuous, and disin-
terested, within the realm. It was'a
party that looked. upon kings as cy-
phers,—as all patriots should do. T¢
was a party that had no other possible
object in view but the public good,
and—a little compensation for theix
own trouble. It was a noble and li--
beral party ; with one remarkable ex-
ception, that would have welcomed

“Gallic reformists as brothers. It was

a party that would have thrown down
the pillars of obsolete establishments,
and erected a new and splendid edi-
fice on Universal Suffrage, and the
Rights of Man. It was a party that
would have opened the sluices of the
state to the inundations of Radicalism,
and let in a blessed tide of peace,
plenty, liberty, and happiness, into
oppressed, enslaved, unthriving, and
ill-governed England. Itwas a party
which one William Pitt, whose nar-
rowness of mind could only be equalled
by his selfishness and arrogance, was
not only mulish enough to oppose,
but, by some unaccotintable fatuity
in the people, strong enough to put
down. All this it certainly was ; and,
therefore, it can be no wonder that an
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adherent so enlightened and attached
as Sheridan’s little biographer, should
whimper and whine over its unfortu-
nate downfall. For mark the conse-
uence. The principles laid down by
3“3 aforesaid William Pitt have been
followed up to this very hour; nay,
Fox himself, when he did come in,
after his rival’s ever-to-be-lamented
Iength of ministerial sway, was neces-
sitated to tread in the same steps.~—
Immense sums have been expended
to preserve what prejudiced fools call-
ed the glory and independence of the
British Empire; the nation is prodi-
giously in debt ; the Church of Rome
has been unable to send /er represen-
‘tatives to the Imperial Parliament;
and last, though not least, the Tories
are lords of the ascendant! All this
isverymelancholy, no doubt, and what
have we in compensation for it? A
mere nothing. Military and naval re-
nown, such as even Britain could never
boast before !—a feather! Manufac~
tures, industry, commerce, unbound-
ed wealth, internal peace, and general
prosperity ;-things below the notice
of reformers and radicals! A great
accession of colonial settlements and
foreign possessions ;—useless and ex-
pensive encumbrances! ' National ce-
lebrity, unequalled among the empires
of the world ;—Vow et preterea nihil !
In short, what Mr Pitt contemplated,
and thought no sacrifice too great to
purchase, has been attained. What
might have resulted from a defeat of
his measures, and a dereliction of his
plans, no man can positively say,
though many think it not very diffi-
cult to conjecture. ¥or my own part
I am not dissatisfied with things as
they are; nor do I believe that there
is a single man of wealth, wisdom,
and character, even of Moore’s own
party, who is not in his heart of the
same opinion.
The biographer's observations upon
.the Monody on Garrick are, I think,
upon the whole just, though some-
times perhaps hypercritical. One is
rather surprised to see an author so
very fond of tropes, figures, and pers
sonifications, as himself, brand, with
the name of ¢ false taste,” some per-
sonifications of Sheridan, which to
me appear by no means destitute of
<cither beauty or propriety.
““df dying excellence deserves a tear,”
is one, and he points to another in one
of the Duenna’s songs,—
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¢« As some fond widow o’er her babe deploring,
‘Wakes its beauties with g tear,”

I have certainly becn tasteless enough
not only to pass them without cen-
sure, but to consider them as legiti-
mate flowers in the garden of poetry.
The former, I think, would be badly
exchanged for the simple name,—

¢ If dying Davy Garrick claim a tear;”

the latter, I believe, will find few re-
prehenders amongst either the judges
or the lovers of poetic composition. In
fact, I doubt if either of them can
strictly be called personifications. The
following, however, is an apposite re-
mark,—* It is only by concentrating
his rays upon one point that even ge-
nius can kindle strong emotion ; and,
in order to produce any strong effect
in the present instance on the audi-
ence, Garrick himself ought to have
been kept prominently and individiu-~
ally before their eyes in almost every
line. Instead of this, the man is soon
Jost in his art,” &e. :

This is yery true; and hence the
Monody, though a beautiful specimen
of Sheridan’s serious poetic talent, did
not long continue to interest the au-
dience. It was not among the theatri-
cal beauties which decies repetita pla-
¢cebit. That he did not happen to view
the subject with the eyes of his bio-
grapher is the more to be regretted,
because so fair an opportunity was lost
of consigning the various excellencies
of Garrick to poetic immortality. His
praise, however just, is too general to
afford the reader any distinct idea of
the actor’s peculiar merits, and extra-
ordinary powers. Henighthave made
his Lear, his Richard, his Macbeth,
contrasted with a few of Lis more re-
markable comie paris, to borrow poetic
phrase, < live in description, and look
Jresh in song.” A picture-work of this
kind, executed with the full power of
Sheridan’s talents, would have been
not only a delightful morgeau for the
auditors in whose minds the recollec-
tion of (jarrick’s various parts was so
strongly impressed, but perhaps the
best memorial of him that could be
transmitted to posterity. ‘This, per-
haps it will be said, was not in his
power ; for it seems he told somebody
he had never seen Garrick act, ‘Iam
just as willing to believe that he had
never seen Westminster zbbey or St
Paul’s. A wit is not always to be ta~
ken at his word ; he might have ezid
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s0 o excite surprise, or get rid of im-
pertinence. A

Sheridan, according to his biogra-
pher, was more fortunate than Alex-
ander the Great ; and as such supe-
riority may not readily occur to readers
who have not seen Moore’s book, they
shall have it in his own words,—* He
may therefore here (i. e. with the
world) be said to have closed his ac-
count with literature, when not only
the glory of his past successes, but
the bopes of all he might yet have
achieved, were set down fully, and
without any risk of forfeiture, to his
credit; and instead of being left, like
Alexander, to sigh for new worlds to
vanquish, no sooner were his triumphs
in one sphere of action complete, than
another opened to invite him to new
conquests.” It may be wrong in me
to find fault with an illustration so
much in our national taste, but to
others a parallel between two cases and
persons so utterly dissimilar will seem
odd enough. There was, indeed, one
part in their _characters somewhat
alike, which the reader of these pages
will be at no loss to discover, and to
regret.

But it is not quite true, that his li-
terary and dramatic account was here
closed ; for we find him, some years
after, bringing out a very successful
froduction—under the auspices not of

1is old favourite the comic, but of the
tragic muse,~—the drama of Pizarro.
This, indeed, is called a translation
from the German ; but it will be found
to have undergone many improve-
ments from his masterly hand, and to
have been adorned with some addition-
al beauties of his own.. I know it has
been the fashion with critics of this
biographer’s stamp, to charge this tra-
gedy with inflated diction, and decry
1t as altogether unworthy of Sheridan’s
genius. It is time to rescue it from
the envy and malevolence of such cri-
tics. The style, I believe, appears in-
flated only because it is not metrical ;
and, appearing to the eye as plain
prose, many seem disposed to think,
that it ought to be common prosaic
language, not considering, that. the
genius of the tragic muse always de-
mands a more elevated diction, as well
as a more refined expression of senti-
ment, than is admitted in common
rarlance. In either of these it certain-
y does not soar to higher extravagance
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than his admired oratorieal effusions
on the great trial of Hastings, and it
has less of their figurative and far-
fetched ornaments. Cora’s song, of
which the biographer has given a
mangled fac-simile, is eminently beau-
tiful ; her character, that of Elvira,
of Rolla, and, indeed, of all, are drawn
with great force, sustained with great
skill, and productive of powerful ef-
fect. I do not know any performance
that made a deeper impression, or was
more cordially greeted with the ap-
plause of numerous and respectable
audiences, at the time of its appear-
ance, as well as many years after.
Such approbation would hardly have
been bestowed, at the close of the last
century and beginning ef the present,
upon false sentiment and bombastic die-
tion. Tome, and to many others, whose
judgment had much more weight
than mine, it displayed an unexpected
reach of dramatic talent, and inspired
a hope, that he to whom Thalia had
been so bounteous of her favours,
would enrich the English stage with
some contributions from the treasury
of her rival, but not her enemy, Mel-
pomene. We hoped that he would
become, in writing, what his friend
Garrick was in acting,~—one who  to
their noblest characters would do equal
honour ;” and if praise and profit could
have been effectual persuasives, he
wanted neither.

But we need be at no loss to account
for a torrent of censure and abuse
which flowed, not from the pure foun-
tain of honest criticism, but from the
polluted streams of angry politics. A
pl:t{, inculcating attachment to our old
and venerated establishments, as well
as steady loyalty to the King, impla~
cable hatred to invaders, under the
name of Reformists, and a resolution
to fight and die, pro aris et focis, was,
in the eyes of certain great men, bad
enough, let it come from whom it
may. What then, must it have been,
issuing from the pen, and dictated by
the feelings, of a Whig? But Sheri-
dan, with all his faults and failings,
had too good a head, and too honest a
heart, to be long the dupe of the in~
vidious, or the tool of the virulent.
He had, like many others, been impo-
sed upon by the plausibility of demo~
cratic professors, but he saw his error,
and was not ashamed to avow his re~
traction. He saw at length the ruin-
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ous tendeney of measures, whose ob-
ject was to revolutionize, under the
name of reform, and he applied the
powerful energy of dramatic influence
to counteract it. He loved and vene-
rated his good old King, though the
Whigs hated him, and though the ob-
noxious William Pitt was his prime
minister. When we reflect on all
these heinous misdemeanours, we shall
cease to wonder at the little mercy
Pizarro has experienced at the hands
of certain critical disseetors, now that
the author is no longer able to appear
as his own vindicator ; though truly
such strictures as we see here, were
he even living, might, like the Jew in
the Duenna, find sufficient protection
in their insignificance. Ome trifling

assage is quoted as too figurative, and,
{))y somestrange mistake, I don’t choose
to call it malicious intention, another
is given, for the purpose of throw-
ing ridicule on this obnoxious pro-
duction. I quote the exact words from
the second edition, vol. ii. p.288.—
¢ Even that scene where Cora describes
the ¢ white buds’ and ¢ crimson blos-
soms’ of her infant’s teeth, which I
have often heard cited as a specimen
of Sheridan’s pure ornament, is in-
debted to this unknown paraphrast
for the whole of its embroidery!!!”
The words are these—they occur in
a dialogue between Alonzo and Cora,
where she describes the transports of
a mother after the birth of her first~
born. ¢ When first the white blos~
soms of his teeth appear breaking the
crimson buds that did incase them—
that is a day of joy!” This I look
upon to be a pretty striking image,
one of those happy thoughts which
unite the obvious and the novel, nor
can I find anything in the whole scene
which is not accordant with the pa<
rental feelings of the young, the sen-
sitive, the tender, and the innocent.
The real embroiderer is not the au-
thor, but the commentator, whose
fancy gives the child of kis creation
white gums and scarlet teeth! But
what may we not expect from an ima-
gination that can people orchestras
with elephants, make nail-drawers of
kings, &c. &c., and while recording
the exuberant sallies of Sheridan’s
wit, slily insinuate, by bis own supe«
rior figurative extravagance, how much
the genius of * departed excellence”
is surpassed by that of its poetical bio-
grapher !
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It is amusing enough to hear him
talk of ¢ the heroic dignity which
Kemble used toinfuse into the celebra-
ted speech of Rolla” !'!! from which
we are, of course, to infer that all this
heroic dignity was due to the actor,
independent of the poet. So Cato’s
celebrated soliloquy owed all its value
to Booth, Addison having merely given
the thoughts and the language ! Ex~
cellent criticism indeed! Yet have I
seen that celebrated speech of Rolla
adorn the walls of many a chamber,
the possessors of which had never seen
In_ truth, he must
have been a poor reciter indeed, whose
enunciation could 70b it of heroic dig-
nity, more especially in the times for
which it was written. It is.not, in
fact, the false taste of that or any
other part of the play, which renders
it obnoxious to the critical biographer,
but its purport—the inexpiable crime
of loyalty. Had it been written on
opposite principles, had the hero been
a republican insurgent, directing the
thunders of his eloquence and his
arms against the old possessors of opu-~
lence and power, and inciting the
people, not to reverence or protect the -
person and authority of. their.king,
but to sacrifice both at the altar of po-
pular liberty, though such a play might
not have been thought quite suited to
the general taste of the British pcople,
how would it have been applanded by
the disciples of modern Whiggery!
Little would be objected to it on the
score of inflated diction or overcharged
ornaments. It might, to be sure, be
deemed a little too warm for the gene-
ral coldness of British feelings; but
then all must confess the sentiments
to be grand, and the language sublime
and beautiful ! The jaundiced eye is
not the only one that can discolour
objects.

I do not know whether .the author
may not have found in Europe one
crowned head which his champion
might have been allowed by this bio~
grapher to defend with ¢ heroic dig-
nity.” <That, however, stands upon
a higher title, and reigns by right di-
vine. How it comes to number Whigs
among its supporters, it is not easy to
conceive, for where it does exercise
plenary authority, neither civil nor re-
ligious liberty does or can flourish. To
suppose a nation really free, and at
the same time submissive to papal au-~
thority, is to suppose a contradiction,

5
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because every true son of the church
smust, in the most important of all hu~
man concerns, both think and speak
as she wills and directs ; a thing alto-
gether incompatible with human free«
dom. But, I shall be told, France is
a free country—if she be, a point T
don’t pretend to give a decided opinion
upon, it is because the influential in-
habitants despise her dogmas, and are
Roman Cathoelics only in name. What
the leaders of Gallican liberty thought
some years since of the compatibility
of catiolicism with freedom, we may
Yearn from that memorable decree of
the Convention, by which Christiani-
ty, known to them only as the religion
of Rome, was abolished. The national
religion was restored, or rather the re-
storation of it was proclaimed by Buo-~
naparte, not because he had any re-
spect for’it himself, but because it was
conducive to bis own private ends. As
this herg is reputed to have been a fa-
vourite with the Whigs, it is not im«
possible that they may imitate his po-
licy.

Z&mong the impromptus of Sheri-
dan’s ready pen, one has escaped the
notice, not the memory, of his biegra-
pher—he remembers to have heard of
it but too well. On the memorable
night in which Drury-lane Theatre
was profaned by the attempted assas-
sination of George the Third,—an at-
tempt, the alarm and agitation of
which seemed to be deeply felt by
every breast, save that of Majesty
alone, Sheridan, ever in attendance
when the King visited the theatre,

Richard Brinsley Sheridan, §c. 41

stepped into the green-room, and in a
féw minutes the vocal and instrumen-
tal performers came forward and sung
God save the King, with the following
additional stanza :—

From every latent foe, >
From the assassin’s blow,
Thy succour bring ;
O’er him thine arm extend,
From every ill defend \
Our Father, King, and Friend,
God save the King !

The cool intrepidity of Old George,
the presence of mim{ which assured
him that it was no more than ore of
those frenzied or fanatical attacks to
which greatness is always lable, and
the secure confidence he so evidently .
reposed in the affections of his sub-
Jjects, contributed to redouble the ac-
clamations with which the national
anthem was received by the audience.
The extempore verses, known at once
to have come from the manager, seem-
ed particularly gratifying to their feel-
ings, and drew bursts of the loudest
and most sincere applause that ever
perhaps was heard in a theatre. This
may be too trifling an anecdote for
such ¢ heroic dignity” as Tommy
Moore’s ; and for an omission so con-
sistent with his principles, it would
perhaps be too severe to censure him.
Those who have not learned to exclude
royal virtues and loyal sentiments
from their notions of heroism and dig-
nity, will, I think, be of opinion, not
onl{ that it is worth relating, but that
it should never be forgotten.

(T be Concluded in next Number.)

Vor, XX.
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No. IV.
SCENE THE FIRST.
A Hair-dresser’s Shop.
FRr1zzLE solus, dressing a wig.

Frizzle. So! This is a most delicate piece of workmanship ! Confoundedly
clever. The hairs are woven better by half than they grow in the skin—more
regular like—and the curl it takes ! and the fine oily gloss ! and the célour f—
It's a pleasure to put such a wig out of hand—a wig, as the poet says, < beat~
ing nature.” Zounds! I wonder people are such fools as to wear their own
bair! That curl a little more to. the left, to give a sort of carelessness—so.
To be sure, though I say it that should not say it, there is not an artist of
‘more genius in my line in the whole West End. It must be confessed, though,
«that few men have had my advantages. ’“Prenticed in Piccadilly—placed for
improvement in Regent Street—a foreign tour—two days at Calais—three days
—hang this straggling lock ! It won’t sit becoming ! I've a great mind to clip
it. No; that'll do. That's quite comy fo, as the French say. The old gene-
ral won’t know his yellow wizen phiz in this wig. But then the wig, poor
thing ! if it could but see how much better it sits on this wooden head than
ever it will on his battered skull, it would be sorry enough to go. Ah, my
dear wig, I'm really sorry to part with you! One more touch—one more look !
4b, it will never look so well again! The wooden head for ever! [ Eait.

SCENE THE SECOND.

A Phrenologist's Sludy.—basls, Bozxes, and Skulls, arranged round the Room.
Dr BraiN, Mzs ATxiNs, a Child. '

>

Dr Brain. Well, my good Mrs Atkins, I see that you have brought your
son to be examined.

Mrs Atkins. Yes, sir, if you will have the goodness. Children are a great
pleasure, but then they are’a great care; and a widow, especially; a lone wo-
man, cannot help feeling anxious about setting them out in life. ~ To be sure,
I have only my twins, a girl and this boy—but still it is a great trouble. One
does not know what is fittest for them, poor things ! :

Dr Brain. Phrenology is precisely what will ease that trouble, Mrs Atkins.
Our discoveries tend particularly to that point, by observing and following the
natural indications. My friend Mr Hewson, I think, sent you to me?

Mrs Atk. Yes, sir; he told me that by looking at the boy’s skull—Take
off your hat, William !—and feeling the bumps——

Dr Brain. Organs, my good madam ! Call them organs !

Mrs Atk. 1 beg your pardon, sir; I will. Mr Hewson said, that by feeling
his bump—organs, I mean—you would be able to tell me what to do with
him. I should like to bring him up to the grocery line, like his father, and take
him into the business at a proper time ; but the boy, it seems, has read a fool-
ish book, called Robinson Crusoe, and is wild to go to sea.—Why don’t you
take your bat off, William, and let the Doctor look at your organs? He won’t
hurt you, child. For all he’s so bold and full of tricks, the boy’s as shame-
faced before company as bis sister. Hold yourself up, William.

Dr Brain. How old is the young gentleman ?

Mrs Atk. Twelve, come next Michaelmas. He’s but a shrimp of a thing,
in spite of his great spirit; too puny by half for a boy. Fanny and he are so
alike, that if it were not for their clothes, we should never know them asun-
der. But I suppose, Doctor, that's only their faces? I take it their bumps
—1 beg pardon—organs—are quite different ?

' _Dr Brain. Undoubtedly, my good Mrs Atkins. Difference of sex is attend~
ed with difference of faculty. The perceptive orgaus, for instance, are usually
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more developed in women ; the reflective, in men. This is quite a boy’s fore-
head. Come, sir, let me feel. I shall do you no harm.
[ The Doctor feels the child’s head ; Mrs ATKTNS walks about the
room looking at the casts, and talking to herself. Bty {8

Mrs Atk. Dear me, how ghastly these faces look, as if they had been chop-:
ped off just under the chin! Were the poor people all beheaded, I wonder!
Perhaps they’re taken from the French folks long ago that were guillotined !
That skull looks, for all the world, like a horse’s. Have horses bumps like
Christians? Oh, the wonderful works of nature !

Dr Brain. A large distinctiveness—a prodigious combativeness=—firmness
strongly developed—adhesiveness small. Really, Mrs Atkins, this boy is the
most striking instance of the truth of our science that I have ever met with in
the thousands that I have examined. I never saw the propensities so strongly
indicated. Let him go to sea by all means—indeed, it would be of no use if
you were to try to keep him at home. With such a firmness, and sensativeness
large, he would certainly run away. Besides, it would be a thousana pities.
Here are all the organs that make a great warrior ; a superb distinctiveness—a
finer combativeness than Lord Nelson! I should like to havea cast of ‘the boy.

Mrs Atk. Ah, well-a-day ! .

Dr Brain. Acquisitiveness strong too ! : !

Mrs Atk. Ay—ay—what’s that?

Dr Brain. Why, it means a desire to possess; which, in a boy, probably
shows itself in a love of marbles, and apples, and nuts, without being very
scrupulous as to the means by which they are acquired.

Mrs Atk. Oh, it’s a wonderful art! See, William, how the Doctor finds you
out! Yes, he—I take shame to say it, but the boy stole all the apples off our
nonpareil tree last year; and we can’t keep a gooseberry in the garden for
him. I can trust his sister anywhere, she’s sucha good little quiet thing—but
William

Dr Brain. Never fear, Mrs Atkins ; it’s an excellent organ, under proper
government, and will turn to a desire to capture Dutch spice ships and Spa-
nish argosies. You must send him to sea.

4 Mrs;Atk. Ah, well-a-day ! But, Doctor, how is it that you can tell all these
things ? -

Dr Brain. Why, look here, my good madam ! Do you sce that projection on
the side of Just here, Mrs Atkins—here, my good lady. If I had another
child, I could showyou what I mean in a moment.

Mrs Atk. Run and fetch your sister, William. . ;

Dr Brain. Ay, then I can explain the difference.  I'll venture to say there
is not such a combativeness—why don’t you go for your sister, my little man, as
your mamma bidsyou ?

Mrs Atk. Why do you stand there like a simpleton ? Go for Fanny this mo-
ment.

Child. Pray, mamma, don’t be angry, I am Fanny. :

Mrs Atk. Oh, dear me! Dearme! This is one of William’s unlucky tricks !
Get out of my sight, you good-for-nothing hussy. What will the Doctor say
to be made such a fool of !

Dr Brain. Make a fool of me, Mrs Atkins! I should like to see the person
that could'do that. It is not all the tricks of men, women, and children, that
can put down phrenology. But I give you warning, my good madam, that
whatever trouble you may have with your son, you will {mve more with your
daughter. I was never mistaken inmy life, and there are organs in that little
noddle fit to belong to Joan of Arc. Good morning, Mrs Atkins! She’ll fol-
low the drum, I tell you; or, very likely, go to sea herself. Good-morning,
ma’am. Make a fool of a phrenologist, indeed ! . [ Ezeunt.

SCENE THE THIRD.
A Breakfast Room in MorDAUNT S House.
MorpauNnT and a Servan.

Mordauni. Take away the breakfast things. Is the man that Sir David
Onslow wrote about as.a footman, come yet ?
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Servant. Yes, sire

Mor. What does he look like ?

Serv. Rather lumpish and stupidish, sir. {

Mor. Lumpish and stupidish | Show him up.—[ Exzit Servant. ]—Lumpish
and stupidish! a pretty character Hevers gives of his new fellow-servant.
Let’s sce again what Sir David says.—[ Reads.]J— My dear friend, your
inquiry for a trusty servant arrived in a ucky hour. My sister has just parted
with ene who answers exactly to your description. Her only reason for dis-
missing him is, that he was not quick enough. But she’s a8 woman, and un-«
reasonable of course.”—Well said, my trusty old bachelor ! Where was IP—
Oh, * unreasonable of course. He’s the son of a tenant of mine, and might
be trusted with untold gold, knows London, and has been used to travelling.
His name is Zachary Boult.”~—Now, but that Sir David’s geese are all swans,
and that this is a tenant’s son-—Oh, here he comes !

Ender ZACHARY.
Stupid and lumpish enough, in all conscience !—Well, Zachary ! Don’t stand
swinging the door in your hand that way, but come in. You lived, I under-
:stamil with Mrs Delville, Sir David Onslow’s sister—In what capacity ?—
Why don’t you answer, instead of twirling your hat about? Have you no
tongue ? Can’t you speak ?

Zachary. Yes, §ir.

Mor. Well then—In what place did you live with her ?

Zac. At Maybush.

Mor. Maybush ! pshaw! In what situation ? ,

Zac. By the great pond.

Mor. Did ever man hear ! X want to know what department you filled in
her family ? Don’t you understand 2 or won’t you understand ?

Zac,’ Anan !

Mor. Intolerable ass! Were you footmar, butler, gardener, or groom ? Did
you clean the horses? Can’t you speak, I say ?

Zac. No, sir.

‘Mor. Did you wait at table?

Zac. Yes, sir.

Mor. You were footman, then, I presume? Why could not you say so
before? (A4side) What a dolt it is! I don’t think he can possibly do, but I'lt
Jjust give him a trial out of compliment to my friend Sir David. You can de-
liver a message, I suppose >—Sir David says you’ve been used to London—
(4side) I'11 certainly give him a trial—"Twill be but civil—Hark ye, Zacha-
ry! Run to Miss Pindentia Clavering’s, in Holles Street—anybody will tell
Kou the number—and say, that I regret it will not be in my power to attend

er conversazione to-night, as I am obliged to go immediately out of town ;
then step on to Devonshire Place, with my compliments to Mr Macknight,
and beg that he’ll dine with me to-day at seven ; and be sure to inguire after
Mrs Macknight and the baby.
[Zacuary is going, MorvAUNT calls him back.
Stay! Do you remember the message? Where were you to go first ?

Zac. To Miss—~Miss—Pin——-

Mor. Pindentia Clavering—it is a long name. Well, and where ?

Zac. Holly—Holly Place—— ;

Mor. Holles Street. And what were you to say there?

Zac. That you'd come and conversation her folks to-night.

Mor. Dolt! That I can’t come to her party to-night—going directly out of
town. Well, and where were you to go besides ?

Zac. To—to

Mor- Don’t stand scratching your head, idiot ! To Mr Macknight’s, in De-
vonshire Place, and ask- :

Zae. Madam and the child to dinner.

Mor. Fool! To invite hém to diuner, and inquire after Mrs Macknight and
the child. Now go—Stay—vou can read —I'll write down the names and
addresses—(Writes and gives ZacuaRry the paper.)—Miss Pindentia Claver-
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ing, Holles Street—Mr Macknight, Devonshire Place. Now, you can make
no mistake. Why don’t you go, as I ordered you ?

: [Zacuary s going, but returns.

Zae. T'm to tell Mr Mac—Macknight you’re going out of town, and to ask

at t'other place after Miss and the baby? :

Mor. Out of my sight, incorrigible idiot! Qut of my house, I say! Sir

David must have thought me as great a fool as yourself, when he sent you in-

10 ite—{ Izit Zacnary.]—Thank Heaven I'm rid of him! Now to describe

his protegé in one word to my friend Sir David! . CEait.

No. V.
SCENE THE FIRST.
A Dining-Room in a Country Mansion.
Baron Von BLumack, Mr CoLLINS.

( The Baron is engaged in stirring, and otherwise superintending the coutents of
a saucepan on the fire.) .

Mr Collins. It does not signify talking, Baron! You do as you like, of course,
in my house—Liberty Hall! No lady to interfere with you. But I cannot
help saying that you are spoiling the perch. E

Baron. My very goodt friendt, you know noding of de mattere,

My C. Nothing of perch ! Have not I been a * brother of the angle” any
time these thirty years ? Are not these very fish of my catching? And were
they not half an hour ago leaping alive in my basket, little dreaming, poor
things, that they should ever be turned into water zootse-or whatever you
call your confounded slop? Know nothing of perch}

oﬂilur. Noding of de cookery. To cache is von ding—to vat you call drese iz
anoder. [ {

Mr C. A pretty dressing truly ! But did not Philips, my housekeeper—I
suppose you'll admit that she knows something of cookery ? :

Bar. No—she vas know noding eider.

Mz C. Philips know nothing ! Really, my dear Baron, I should have thought
that the dinners which you have done me the honour to eat in this house might
have carried with them ‘a practical conviction, that the cook who dressed them
was no ordinary kitchen drudge. But the dressing of perch is no disputed
point in the gastronomic seience—no * debateable land.” All the world knows
that they ought to be fried with Scotch oatmeal in fresh butter. Not that
I care for the dish—I never touch it—But being the produce of my own rod,
I have a kinduess for the fish, and don’t like to see them spoilt. Now, if you
had suffered Philips to fry them—you’ll allow that Philips can fry, I suppose ?

Bar. Mistress Phileppe is very cleyere. It is moche pitce dat she.do not be
feite to make water zootse. Here is de recepe in her own book—Lissenne—
(reads.)— First cache yore fish, den P

My C. Trash! Trash! Philips knows that no cook would stay long in my
house, who dressed fish acording to that recipe.

Bar. Will you ring de bell?>—~(M7r Corrins rings.)—De water zootse is
almost be do.—(4 servant enters, and goes to assist the. BARON.)—Stay—you
will nocke down de pot. I will take it op. .

Mr C. What do you want ?

. Bar. A deepe dishe, and two plaite, and bread, and boottere, and* parsley,
if you, please, sare.—(Ezit Servant, and returns immediately with the things
required by the Baron.)—It is moche pitee you have no Hambro' parsley,
my goodt friendt! I can get you some from de graite inn at Haine ; dey keep
in deir gardenne on purpose for de water zootse. Now my dishe is done.
Eat, and taste how nice 1t is, soupe and fishe and all. Taste a leetel in von
spoon.
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Mr C. Taste! My dear Baron, I don’t want to put you out of conceit of
your luncheon—but the sight’s enough for me. 'No tasting, thank ye. You
don’t really mean to eat all that slop of fish liquor ?

Bar. Onless you will lete me give you a leetel. Now, my goodt friendt,
onely von leetel drope, von drope in de ladel.

Mpr C. 1! Heaven forbid I should spoil your appetite, my dear Baron, but
1’d as soon take a ladleful out of the hog-tub. He’s actually discussing the
whole concern! fish, fish liquor, bread and butter, and parsley,—a precious
luncheon ! For my part, I s?xall never conceit the sight of a perch again, dead
or alive. Even in the pond they’ll have a twang of that infernal water zootse.

SUENE THE SECOND.
A Lady’s Morning Apartment.

Mrs CuruBirT and EMILY, a girl of twelve years old, who is standing by a cage,
with a dove at one end of the room.

Emily. Oh, mamma ! mamma ! Pray, come here, my dear mamma ?

Mrs Cuthbert. What is the matter, Emily ?

Em. My dove, mamma, my dove ! My beautiful dove!

Mrs C. Ttis not dead, I hope? .

Em. Oh, mamma, it’'s dying. Can’t we do anything to help it? Only see
how it droops its poor pretty head ; and the bright scarlet eye, so like the Cor-
nelian you showed me the other day, is almost closed, and the wing hanging
down, and the soft plumage stained and rumpled, and the dark ring round itg
neck ruffled and displaced. Oh it must die, my poor pretty dove !

Mrs C. Nay, Emily, it is reviving. See, it is gathering itsélf up. No! you
are right, it is really dying—shivering and gasping, and rocking on its perch.
gne_ faint quiver—the death quiver—and now it falls—dead, poor bird ! quite
dead.

Em. Everything that I love is sure to die. It was buta few days ago that the
nasty cat killed the other dove. T’ll never have a bird again.

Mrs C. 1 was afraid that this one would not live long after it had lost its
companion.

Em. OQught not we to have got another, mamma ? Why did not we get
another ? !

Mrs C. That would not have saved it, Emily. These beautiful creatures
have within them the beautiful instinct of constancy, and are faithful in life
and in death. Don’t cry so, dearest. Come with me to the greenhouse, and
Richard shall bury your poor favourite under the great myrtle. Did you never
hear the old Italian story of the Pot of Basil? T'll read it to you this evening.
And we’ll bury your poor faithful bird ; and your brother Henry shall write
its epitaph. Think how he’ll celebrate the tender bird that died of love and
grief! Your dove will be as famous as that of Anacreon. Come, my own
Emily, dry your eyes, and come with me to the greenhouse. [ Exeunt.

SCENE THE THIRD.
An Hotel in Plymouth.
Harcourr and CorBYN, meeting.

Corbyn. Ha! Tom! How d’ye do? I'm glad to see thee, faith ! I did not
think to be so glad to-day ; for poor Sophy and the little ones are just gone—
and parting—I won’t talk of it—Oh, it's & terrible tug to the heartstrings,
and makes a man’s throat feel as if he was choking. But I won't talk of it.
How has the world gone with you ?
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Harcourt. Passably.

Cor. I'm almost as glad to see thee as if poor Sophy—but we won'’t talk of
that now. Where have you been these two years ? I have not set eyes on you
since the poor old Zenobia was paid off, and we were turned adrift on the wide
world. What.quarter of the globe have you been in?

Har. Cruising about France and Italy. Civil people, Jack, and a fine cli-
mate ; but nothing like old friends and old England. The women, to be sure,
are handsome, and tight rigged.

Cor. Handsome ! Zounds, you have never seen my Sophy ! If you had onl
come an hour sooner—and yet her dear eyes were swelled out of her head wit
crying—you’d not have seen half her beauty.

Har. 1'd have given a quarter’s pay, Jack, to have seen the wife of your
heart, beautiful or not.

Cor. Would you ? You are just the good fellow you always were. Many
a time Sophy and I have talked of Tom Harcourt ; of the pranks we played
together when we were Mids on board the Ardent—we were sad wicked young
dogs, Tom ; of the drubbing we gave the Yankees in the dear old Zenobia, an
of your good nursing when the splinter wounded my leg—you see I'm a little
lame still—no_woman could have nursed me more tenderly—not even her dear
self.  Many a time has Sophy laughed and cried at the name of Tom Har-
J;:lmlut. Poor Sophy! I wen’t talk of her any more—only somehow I can’t

elp it. 2 ¢ :

Har. I like to hear of her. Where did you first meet ?

Cor. At Harry Morris’s—You remember Harry Morris? I went to spend
a month with him assoon as I came ashore, just, as hesaid, to recover my land
legs ; and there was Sophy on a visit to Mrs Morris. I fell in love with her
the moment I saw her sweet face, not altogether on account of its prettiness,
pretty as she is, but because she seemed so good and so merry, such a kind,
innocent, laughing creature. Before the end of the week I had popped the
question, and before the month was out we were married.

Har. And her friends, did they consent ? .

Cor. Why, there was a little difficulty., Her parents were dead, and her
uncle, Sir Charles, (for she’s a baronet’s niece,) talked of the offers she had
refused, and the offers she might still expect, and lectured, and quarrelled,
and threatened never to see her again. But Sophy was of age, and stood firm.
And now the old gentleman, who is really a good sort of man, is quite recon-
ciled. . We had neither of us much money ; but her little joined to my little,
and the hope of a war, and her good management, kept all things comfortable.
God bless her! Oh, if you could but have seen us in our little cottage in the
midst of the Devonshire hills—Such a kesp !—Can’t you run over and see her ?
It’s only twenty miles off—The walls all covered with roses, and passion flow-
ers, and jessamine—all within so neat and bright—then the little ones—two
such cherubs! and the mother an angel. Oh, she has made my home a Pa-
radise, Harcourt! Do go and see her. I wish I could go with you; but I
can’t, for I am under orders. i

Har. So am I.

Cor. What ship ?

Har. The Alfred.

Cor. The Alfred, Captain Hanley ?

Har. The same.

Cor. Well, that is a comfort! That is a blessing! To think of our sailing
together again !—Give me your hand Tom. The man I love bestin the world !
To think of our meeting in the same ship !

Har. I am as glad of it, Jack, as you can be for your life. .

Cor. T'll write and tell Sophy directly.—Shake hands again, Tom—T’ll write
to her instantly.

. Har. And tell her that we'll talk of her every day, and drink her health
every evening. :

Cor. You're the best fellow on earth, Tom. To think of our meeting !

8 [ Exeunt.
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No. VI.
SCENE THE FIRST.
A4 Lady's sitting-room.
Mprs LusLiE and HorATIA af Work.

Horatia, singing.
The sun is careering in glory and mi%ht,
Mid the deep blue sky and the cloudlets white ;
The bright wave is tossing its foam on high,
And the summer breezes go lightly by ;
The air and the water dance, glitter, and play—
And why should not T be as merry as they !

The linnet is singing the wild-wood through ;
The fawn’s bounding footstep skims over the dew ;
The butterfly flits round the flowering tree ; _

And the cowslip and blue-bell are bent by the bee.
All the creatures that dwell in the forest are gay—
And why should not I be as merry as they !

Mys Leslie. Really, Horatia, I am quite shocked to hear you singing that
song at such a moment.

Horatia. What moment, mamma ?

Mrs Les. Look at your work.

Hor. My work ! I’'m making a new dress: Is there anything in thaf to pre-
vent my singing ?  (Singing.)

¢ The linnet is singing the wild-wood through ;
The fawn’s bounding footsteps skim over the dew.”
Nothing in a new dress to prevent singing surely !

Mrs Les. Only look at the material.

Hor. Crape. Very pretty wear. (Singing)

4 ‘¢ 'The butterfly flits round the flowering tree ;

And the cowslip and blue-bell are bent by the bee.”
No pleasanter summer wear than crape. I prefer it to any.

Mrs Les. Ay, but look at the colour. ;

Hor. The most becoming that can be to a fair complexion. You know,
mamma, you yourself say that I never look so Well as in mourning. (Singing.)
¢ All the creatures that dwell in the forest are gay”—

Mrs Les. Just t;hinl: of (tlhedcause of that)mouming.

Hor. My gran a is dead. (Singing.

y“ Andp\: y should nog Inbgezafmerry as ther '
And why should not I be as metry as the{l

Mprs Les. You are an incorrigible girl, Horatia. It
more feeling. :

Hor. Oh, mamma! mamma ! don’t think that I want feeling, proper feel-
ing. But why should I be sorry for grandpapa? How could ¥ be sorry for
him if I would? Never saw him in my life, except once that -my aunt Del-
mont took me to his house when I was a little, little girl, and then he tossed
‘me from him as if I had been a viper,—I remember it as freshly as if it had
happened yesterday ! I never even saw his handwriting, but on the envelope
‘to a letter of poor papa’s, which he sent back torn in two. And did he not
turn that dear papa out.of deors, for marrying you, my own dear mamma ?
And you to expect me to be sorry for him !

Mrs Les. But natural affection. ’

Hor. Don’t talk of natural affection for such a tyrant as that. He had none.

Mrs Les. Still, Horatia, he was your grandfather. ,

Hor. Yes. But depend on it, mamma, he would not have been my grand-
father if he could any way have helped it.

Mrs Les. The immediate ancestor to whom you owe an honourable name
~~two honourable names ; for your baptismal appellation was given in compli-
ment to him.

Hor. Yes ; and, not being able to unchristen me, he half unchristened him-

6

n;nght that you had had
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self—for you know, mamma, that as soon as he heard of that unlucky nomi-
nation, he cashiered his own first name of Horatio in favour of his second
name of Matthew, to the infinite puzzlement of friends and servants, court
;egislters and court guides, and was actually called Sir Matthew Leslie to his
ast hour.

Mrs Les. Well! If you have no respect for him as your own grandfather
—and certainly you have made out a strong case—remember that he really
acted as a parent to your favourite cousin Horace Delmont.

Hor. Ay, mamma—3But if he had lived, Horace must have married the
great heiress Miss Ludlow, or he would have heen turned out of doors like
poor papa—Now—oh, mamma, think of that! (Singing.)

¢ All the creatures that dwell in the forest are gay—
And why should not I be as merry as they !”
Think if poor Horace had been forced to marry Miss Ludlow-—instead of—

Mprs Les. Tnstead of his dear little cousin. 'Why, it would have been a sad
thing, Horatia, a very sad thing. Nevertheless, T don’t like this singing over
crapes and bombazines ; it is not seemly.

Hor. When may I sing, mamma !—Ah, there’s Horace coming ; T must go
and meet him. i
[ Kisses hér mother and runs off;, humming the air of the song.

Mrs Les. All blessings go with thee, for the sweetest and gayest creature
that ever made the joy of a mother’s heart. "Only she really should not sing
till she has got her mourning off. It is not seemly.

SCENE THE SECOND.

A Glade in a Forest—Moonlight.
MorrLAND and ELLIOTT.

Mor. What a night, and what scenery! Was ever vapour so soft, so trans-
parent, and so silvery, as those small clouds that flit about the moon? And
the edgesof light which surround the larger and darker masses, how bright
and how beautiful are they ! Did you ever see a lovelier sky ?

Ell. Very lovely.

Mor. Then the effect of the moon-beams on this forest glade! How they
sleep on that broad oak, and dance in the tiny rivulet, that swells from amidst
the convolved and snaky roots, and goes winding and” gurgling along the tract
like a thing of life ! And how the shining bark of the weeping birch stands
out like a stem of silver, whilst the delicate branches, as they flutter in the
night-breeze, cast a tremulous and glancing shadow on the ground beneath !
Is it not beautiful ?

Ell. Eh?—Yes ; I believe so. -

Mor. You believe so '—And see how the holly leaves glitter above the tall
fern, which waves round us in such wild profusion—a lower forest! Is it not
enchanting? And that deep shadowy perspective, the intricacy, the involution,
the mystery, which makes so much of the charm and the character of forest
scenery.  You don’t enjoy it, Elliott! You, whom I have heard declaim for
an hour together on a pollard by the side of a pond, or an elm tree overhanging
a rustic bridge, or any such common-place picturesqueness ; and here’s a piece
of fairy land, that sets even such a rattlepate as I am exclaiming, and when
one asks you if it be beantiful, you say, I believe so! Only look at that clus-
ter of glow-worms—Elliott, what can you be thinking of ? But your true lover
is ever a lover of nature ; basks in the moonshine, and revels in the forest. It
is bis proper atmosphere. What can you be thinking of ?

Zill. Simply, my dear Morland, that, however delightful this place may
be, it would be still more delightful if one of the fairies you talk of would
hawle the goodness to guide us home again. For, in my humble opinion, we
are lost. '

Mor. Never fear.

““ I know cach glade, and every alley green,

Dingle and bosky dell
By Jove, Elliott, you are right ! 1 thought we had come back to the great oak,
%1 leads na etraight to Kinley Lodge.

from which the avenue branches, whie
Vor. XX, G
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_It’s just such a tree. But there is no spring welling out from the roots of the
Kinley oak.

Lll. Neither is there any sign of an avenue here. Nor, indeed, as far as
I can see, of any path whatsoever. We edged ourselves, if you remember,
through one of these thickets. I think that to the left.

Mor. No: this to the right. T think to the right. Never mind.  We are
lost. Take the matter quietly, man, instead of wandering about in that dis-
consolate manner, frightening the birds from their nests, by beating the bushes,
and treading upon the poor pretty glow-worms and putting out their lamps.
Be peaceable. I shall have the worst of the adventure, inasmuch as 1 shall
certainly get disinherited by my good aunt Mrs Elizabeth Morland, for keep-
ing bad hours whilst an inmate of her mansion, or rather for staying out all
night (for we shall hardly get back before morning) in, as she will truly assert,
bad company ; for worse company than you at present, I think, can hardly
be found. If the fair Helen Mayne were to see you in this mood !

Ell. Are you sure, Morland, that you have lost your way ?

Mor. Certain. But what need you mind ? You have no maiden aunt to
look after your false steps—you are a mere guest of the good admiral’s—no-~
body to take care of you, nobody to lecture you, nobody to rave if you slecp
out twenty nights ; whilst I-——

Eill. And you really think that we shan’t get home before morning ?

Mor. Morning! I rather apprehend that we shall never get home again.
I don’t imagine that we shall find our way out ; and I doubt, even if any one
thinks it worth while to look after us, whether he will find his way in,
though, I take it, the forest is the last wilderness in which we shall be sought
for. Mrs Elizabeth is far more likely to have us cried in the next town, or
to advertise us in the London papers, under the head ¢ missing,” with our
names and marks, like two stray pointers.

Ell. Do, pray, be serious.

Mor. Certainly. "It is a most grave subject. Twenty years hence, per-
haps, we may turn up in the shape of the remains of two unfortunate gentle«
men, who—-—

Ell. Hark! Is that a clock ?

Mor. It’s an owl, the clock of the forest.

Lil. Morland, I bescech you, leave jesting. If you could but imagine
how important it is to me to reach Kinley by a certain time! Can you guess
at the hour?

Mor. My repeater will tell us. (Strikes his watch.)—Half past ten.

Ell. Gracious heaven! my prospects are rnined for ever! I am a wretch
for life! the most miserable of wretches! he who might have been the hap-
piest.

Mor. That tone is too genuine aud too passionate to be trifled with. But
how, my dear Elliott, can this little difficulty, which must end with the night,
affect your happiness ?

Ell. You know ITelen Mayne ?

Mor. Yes! yes! and your passion for her. All the world knows that, the
proud beauty herself included. But she is so nice, and so coy, and so high,
and so cold.  What of Ilelen Mayne ? : '

Ell. We are staying in the samc house ; and this morning I ventured,
for the first time, to put my love for her into words,

Mor. Ay? And she listened ?

Ell. Yes; she, the eoy, the haughty Helen Mayne, listened and blush-
ed, and stood a while in abashed silence, then turned slowly away ; and when
I seized her hand and pressed for an answer, faltered that she was going out
for the day, but should be back by eleven ; and then she broke from me.
And not to meet her ! she the rich, the high-born, the beautiful Helen Mayne !
the admired of all eyes ! thescoyeted of all tongues ! the beloved of all hearts!
she to have made such a congession ! and if you had but heard the tone! If
you had but scen the blush ! If'you could image to yourself how divinely her
unusual softness became the coy beauty ! And to fail her now !

Mor. You shall nof fail her. 1 will find the way. How in the name of
Heaven came you to be wandering in the forest on such a night?
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EIll. To beguile the hours. And you promised to be my guide.

Mor. But to trustsuch a guide as me ! Never mind though, my good fellow !
1 will find the way. And depend on it, since Helen Mayne likes you well
enough to have made this half appointment, that you'll be the happy man
whether you keep it or not. But I'll find the way, T'll be sure to find. the
way. We must set about it now in good earnest. To the right! I am sure,
to the right.

SCENE THE THIED.

4 Circuluting’ Library in a Country Town.

Colonel HErvEY, Mr ComsE, Mrs OLivER, Mrs Pace, Miss LETiTiA Das-
SELL, and Miss COUNTER, the Mistress of the Shop.

Letitia. X you please, Miss Counter, can I have the Magazine ?

Miss Counter. No, ma’am, the coach is not come in.

Colonel. You are to save me a copy, remember, Miss Counter.

Mrs Page. Ay, true; this is the first of the month. Let me have yours
when you have done with it, Colonel.

Mrs Oliver. You promised that T should have one of the copies first, "Miss
Counter. ;

Mr Combe. So you did me. Have you only two copies ?

Miss C. Only two at present, sir. But, perhaps, Miss Letitia——

Let. No, T can’t let you have it first, Mr Combe, because grandmamma is
so fond of it. There’s nothing else in the world that puts her into a good hu-
mour.

Col. She’s a2 woman of sense.

Let. Ay, but, Colonel, it only comes out once a-month ! Oh, if it would but
come out once a~-weck—especially when grandmamma has the gout.

Mr C. You should read her the back numbers.

Let. So I do.

Col. A wonderfully clever number the last, in spite of there being no Noctes
—The Metempsychosis——

Let. What a hard word ! Hard words are so disagreeable.

CoIP. But it was eapital. Don’t you think the story was capital, Miss Le-
titia

Let. Yes, certainly—only—is it quite right to bring in the devil? Grand-
niamma says '

.Col. Depend on it, your grandmamma’s mistaken. Then the Smugglers!

Let. Ay, the Smugglers! If you had but seen how grandmamma cried !

Col. And Mansie Wauch !

Let. You should have seen how grandmamma laughed.

Col. And the Acted Charades.

Let. Grandmamma can’t make them out.

Col. Not make them out! I shall be cxceedingly happy, Miss Letitia, to
perform Matchlock with you any evening you like for her information—she
may read the part of Colonel Goodwin herse{f ;—or, if you prefer Marriage——

Let. Dear me, Colonel, you are such a strange man !

Mr C. Here’s the coach!

Mrs P. Passed without stopping.

Miss C. We send the boy to meet the coach, sir, as far as the King’s Head,
and he’s generally here first.

Enter Boy, with a Parcel. .
Ay, James, ‘that’s right.  But how came the parcel untied ?

Boy. Why, Mrs Welles and Mr Gregory had got it from the coachman be-
fore I reached the head—but they only took a Magazine a-piece. '

Col. A Magazine !—The Magazine !—Maga’s abstracted ! Look, Miss Coun-
ter—both copies gone !

Mrs O. A highway robbery !

Mr P. A rank abduction !!

Mr C. Robbing the Mail!!!

Let. Dear me! what will my grandmamma say ?

Col. Why, that sending to Coventry’s too good for them—and so it is.

[ Exeunt in a passion.
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THE OMEN.¥

Tue Muse of Fiction has of late
considerably extended her walk ; and
it will probably be admitted, that she
has lent her counsel to authors of
greater powers, and more extended
information, than those who detailed
the uninteresting Memoirs of Jenny
and Jemmy Jessamy, and the like
tiresome persons. The grave humour
of Fielding—the broad comedy of
Smollett—thelaboured pathosof Rich~
ardson—the sentiment of Mackenzie
and Sterne—are of course excluded
from this comparison. But even these
distinguished authors seem to have
limited the subjects of fictitious com-
position to imaginary incidents in pri-
vate life, and to displaying the influ-~
ence of the ordinary passions of man-
kind—the world in which they and the
readers lived, could show parallel in-
stances of the adventures narrated,
and characters to match in some de-
gree with the personages introduced.
But the modern novelists, compelled,
perhaps, by the success of their pre-
decessors, to abandon a field where the
harvest was exhausted, have, many of
them, chosen elsewhere subjects of a
different description. We have now
novels which may take the old drama-
tic term of Chronicles ; bringing real
and often exalted persons on the stage ;
adorning historical events with such
ornaments. as their imagination can
suggest ; introducing fictitious charac-
ters among 4uch as are real, and as-
signing to those which are historical,
qualities, speeches, and actions, which
exist only in the writer’s fancy. These
historica{novels may operate advanta-
geously on the mind of two classes of
readers ; first, upon those whose at-
tention to history is awakened by the
fictitious narrative, and whom curio-
sity stimunlates to study, for the pur-
pose of winnowing the wheat from the
chaff, the true from the fabulous. Se-
condly, those who are too idle to read,
save for the purpose of amusement,
may in these works acquire some ac-
quaintance with history, which, how-
ever inaccurate, is better than none.
If there is a third class, whose delight
in history is liable to be lessened by

becoming habituated to the fairy-land
of fiction, it must be confessed, that to
them the historical romance or novel
runs risk of doing much harm. But
the readers liable to suffer by this per-
version, are supposed to be but few
in number, or, indeed, to merge al-
most entirely in the second class, since
the difference is but nominal betwixt
those who read novels, because they
dislike history—and those who dislike
history, because they read novels.

It is not, however, of historical no-
vels that we are now about to speak,
but of another species of these pro-
ductions which has become popular in
the present day, and of which the in-
terest turns less npon the incidents
themselves, than upon the peculiar
turn of mind of the principal person-
age who is active or passive under
them, and which character is not like
Mackenzie’s ¢ Man of Feeling,” a pic-
ture improved from nature, but has
something in it so exaggerated, as to
approach the verge of the grotesque
or unnatural. In such works, it is
the character of the individual, not
the events of the tale, which consti-
tute the charm of the writing. There
is a strong resemblance ‘betwixt -the
novel of character, and what was call-
ed, in the seventeenth century, plays
of humour, when the interest consist-
ed in observing how particular inci-
dents worked upon those of the dra-
matis persone, to whom was assigne
ed.a natural or acquired peculiarity
of sentiment and taste, which made
them consider matters under a dif-
ferent light from that in which they
appeared to mankind in general. The
Morose of Ben Jonson, whose passion
it is to have everything silent around
him, the Volpone, and almost all the
principal characters of that able and
learned dramatist, are influenced by
some over-mastering humour, which,
like the supposed influence of the pla-
net under which he was born, sways
and biasses the individual, and makes
him unlike to the rest of his species,
even in the events most common to
humanity.

Mr Godwin has been one of the

.
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masters in the novel of character,—a
title which we rather choose than that
of humour, which has now acquired
an almost exclusive comic meaning.
The morbid sensibility of Fleetwood,
and the restless speculating curiosity of
Caleb Williams, are instances of his ta-
lent in that department. There is, per-
haps, little general sympathy with the
over-strained delicacies of Fleetwood,
who, like Falkland in the School for
Scandal, is too extravagant in his
peculiarities to deserve the reader’s
pity. On the other hand, few there
are who do not enter into and under-
stand the workings of the mind of Ca-
leb Williams, where the demon of
curiosity, finding a youth of an active
and speculative disposition, without
guide to advise, or business to oceupy
him, engages his thomghts and his
time upon the task of prying into a
mystery which no way concerned him,
and which from the beginning he had
a well-founded conviction might prove
fatal to him, should he ever penetrate
it. The chivalrous frenzy of Falk-
land, in the same piece, though per-
haps awkwardly united with the cha-
racter of an assassin, that love of
fame to which he sacrifices honour
and virtue, is another instance of a
humour, or turn of mind, which, like
stained glass, colours with its own pe-
culiar tinge every object beheld by
the party.

In the elegant little volume which
forms the subject of this article, we
find another example of the novel of
character, and indisputably a good
one. The theme which he has chosen,
as predominating in his hero’s mind,
a youth of a gentle, melancholy, ab-
stracted disposition, is a superstition
as connected with an anxious and
feverish apprehension of futurity—a
feeling which, though ridiculed at one
time, reasoned down at another, and
stubbornly denied upon all, has, in
one shape or other, greater weight
with most men than any is willing to
admit -of himself, or ready to believe
in another.

Men of the most different habits
and characters in other respects, re-
semble each other in the practice of
nursing in secret some pet supersti-
tion, the belief of which, though often
painful to them, they cherish the more
fondly in secret, that they dare not
for shame avow it in public ; so that
many more people than thé world in
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general is aware of, hold similar opi-
nions with that of a distinguished sea-~
officer of our acquaintance, who, ha-
ving ex}pressed his general disbelief of
all the Jegends of Davy Jones, Flying
Dutchmen, and other mystic terrors
of the deep, summed up his general
infidelity on the subject with these
qualifying words,—¢ One would not,
to be sure, whistle in a gale of wind.”

The reader will easily imagine that-
we do not allude to the superstition of
the olden time, which believed in
spectres, fairies, and other supernatu-

-ral apparitions. These airy squadrons

have been long routed, and are banish-
ed to the cottage and the nursery.
But there exists more than one spe-
cies of superstition entirely distinct
from that which sees phantoms, a dis-
ease or weakness of the mind—not
to be cured by Dr Alderson, or analy-
zed by Dr Hibbert—amongst which
is pre-eminent that which supposes
our mind receives secret intimations
of futurity by accidents which ap-
pear mysteriously indicative of co-
ming events, by impulses to which
the mind seems involuntarily subject-
ed, and which seem less to arise from

‘its own reflections, than to be stamped

and impressed on the thoughts by the
agency of some separate being ;—this
constitutes the peculiar superstition of
the hero of the Omen. The events
which he meets are all of a natural
and ordinary character in themselves ;

.it is the sensations of the augur b

whom they are interpreted,” whic
gives them an ominous character.
This tendency to gaze beyond the
curtain which divides us from futuri-
ty, has been the weakness of many
distinguished names. Buonaparte se~
cretly believed in the influence of his
star—Byron had more than one point
of superstitious faith—Sheridan bad
that horror of doing anything on a Fri-
day, which is yet commen among the
vulgar ; and he took his late son Tom
away from Dr Part’s school, because
he had dréamed he had fallen from a
tree and broken his neck. Other in~
stances might be produced ; some are
no doubt affected, because to entertain
a strange and peculiar belief on parti-
cular subjects, looks like originality of
thinking, or, at least, attracts atten=~
tion, like the wearing a newand whim-
sical dress in order to engage public
notice. But those whom we have
named were too proud, and stood too
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high to have rccourse to such arts;
they are the genuine disciples, to a

certain extent, of the mystic philoso-'

phy, which the author of the Omen
thus describes.

¢ Why are we so averse to confess to
one another, how much we in secret ac-
knowledge to ourselves, that we believe
the mind to be endowed with other fa-
culties of perception than those of the
corporeal senses? We deride with world-
ly laughter the fine enthusiasm of the
conscious spirit that gives heed and cre-
dence to the metaphorical iptimations of
prophetic reverie, and we’ condemn as
superstition, the faith which consults the
omens and oracles of dreams; and yet,
who is it that bas not in the inscrutable
abysses of his own bosom an awful wor-
shipper, bowing the head and covering
the countenance, as the dark harbingers
of destiny, like the mute and slow pre-
cursors of the hearse, marshal the advent
of a coming woe ?

It may be that the soul never slecps,
and what we call dreams, are but the en-
deavours which it makes, during the
trance of the senses, to reason by the
ideas of things associated with the forms
and qualities of those whereof it then
thinks. Are not indeed the visions of
our impressive dreams often but the me-
taphors with which the eloquence of the
poet would invest the cares and anxieties
of our waking circumstances and rational
fears? ' But still the spirit sometimes re-
ceives marvellous warnings ; and have we
not -experienced an unaccountable per-
suasion, that something of good or of
evil follows the visits of certain petsons,
who, when the thing comes to pass, are
found to have had neither affinity with
the circumstauces, nor influence on the
event? The hand of the horologe indexes
the movements of the planetary universe ;
but where is the reciprocal enginery be-
‘tween them? A

¢ These reflections, into which I am
perhaps too prone to fall, partake some-
what of distemperature and disease, but
they are not therefore the less deserving
of solemn consideration.—The hectical
flush, the palsied hand, and the frenzy of
delirium, are as valid, and as efficacious
in nature, to the fulfilment of providen-
tial intents, as the glow of health, in
‘the masculine arm, and the sober induc-
tions of philosophy.—Nor is it wise, in
«considering the state and frame of man,
to overlook how much the universal ele-
ment of disease affects the evolutions of
fortune.  Madness often babbles truths
which makes wisdom wonder.”
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The facts by which this theory is
illustrated are few and simple. The
author is one of those whose * sense
of being is derived from the past;”
who do not look forward to form
splendid pictures of the future, but
dote, with the constancy of infatua-
tion, on those which exist in the gal-
lery of memory. He does not form
his conjectures of the future by com-
paring it with that which is present,
but by auguries derived from events
long passed, and deeply engraved upon
the tablets of recollection.

These are of a solemn mystic air
and tragic character. His infant years
recall a vision of a splendid mansion,
disturbed by signs of woe and violence,
and the joyous remembrances of his
childish play are interrupted by recol-
lection of a wounded gentleman, and
a lady distracted by sorrow. "There are
traces of a journey—the travellers,
says the author,
¢ arrive at the curious portal of a turret-
ted manorial edifice : —1I feel myself lifted
from beside my companion, and fondly
pressed to the bosom of a venerable ma-
tron, who is weeping in the dusky twi-
light of an ancient chamber, adorned
with the portraits of warriors. A breach
in my remembrance ensues; and then
the same sad lady is seen reclining on a
bed, feeble, pale, and wasted, while sor:
rowful damezls are whispering and walk=
ing softly around.”

The author then finds himself resi-
ding by the seaside, under charge of an
old lady. Herehe meetsasolitary stran-
ger who resides in the neighbourhood,
and notices the child with much and
mixed emotion ; but'being apparently
recognized by Mrs Oswald, he disap-
pears from the neighbourhood ; and
Mrs Oswald, finding the boy retained
deeper impressions . concerning his in-
fantine years than she thought desira-
ble, sets out with the purpose of pla-
cing him at school. In their journey
they met a magnificent but deserted
mansion ; and the manner in which
the author describes the reflections
thus awakened, forms a good specimen
of the style and tone of the whole
work.

“ In seeking my way alone back to the
vestibule, I happened to .enter a large
saloon, adorned with pictures and mirrors
of a princely magnitude. Finding myself

in error, I was on the point of retiring,

when my eye caught a marble table, on
which stood 2 French clock between two
Py
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gilded Cupids. The supporters of the
table were curiously carved into such
chimerical forms as belong only to heral.
dry and romance.

« As I looked around at the splendid
furniture with wonder and curiosity, some-
thing in the ornaments of that gorgeous
table arrested my atteution, and made a
chilly fear vibrate through my whole
frame. I trembled as if a speectre of the
past had been before me, claiming the
renovation of an intimacy and communion
which we had held together in some pre-
Adamite state of being. Every object in
that chamber I had assuredly seen in an-
other time; but the reminiscence which
the sight of them recalled fluttered my
innocent imagination with fear.

% A door, opposite to that by which I
had entered, led to the foot of a painted
marble staircase. I moved tremblingly
towards it, filled with an unknown appre-
hension and awe. I could no longer doubt
T was in the same house where, in infancy,
I had witnessed such dismay and sorrow ;
but all was dim and vague ; much of the
record was faded, and its import could
not be read. The talisman of memory
was shattered, and but distorted linea-
ments could be seen of the solemn geni
who, in that moment, rose at the sum-
mons of the charm, and showed me the
distracted lady and the wounded gentle-
man, whose blood. still stained the ala-
baster purity of the pavement on which I
was again standing.”

He makes no stay at this mansion,
but is placed at a private school,
where he forms an acquaintance with
Sydenham, the natural son of a per-
son of high rank, and goes down to
his father’s house with him to spend
the holidays. Here occurs one of those
touches of sceneryand description, well
drawn and not overcharged, which we
consider as evincing the author’s taste
as well as his powers.

¢ The old magnificence of the ecastle,
a rude and vast pile, interested me for the
two first days.

¢ 1¢ stands on the verge of a precipice,
which overshadows a smooth-flowing
river. Masses of venerable trees surround
it on the other three sides, from the midst
of which huge towers, with their coronals
of battlements, and clokes of ivy, look
down upon the green and bowery villagery
of the valley, with the dark aspect of ne-
cromancy, aud the veteran scowl of ob-
durate renown. Tt is indeed a place full
of poesy and romance, The mysterious
stairs, and the long hazy galleries, are
haunted by the aver-whispering spirits of
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echo and silence ; and the portraits and
tapestries of the chambers make chivalry
come again.’’

Now, considering how much has been
of late said about old castles, we think
there is great merit indeed, in convey=
ing, in a few and appropriate phrases,
the poetical ideas connected with the
subject. ]

At B— Castle he meets a Mr Oak-
ley, in whom he recognizes the stran-
ger of the sea-coast, and, considering
it as certain that he must be connect-
ed with the mysteries of his own fate,
he forms, together with his young
companion, a scheme to penetrate into
the secret. This is disconcerted by the
duke, Sydenham’s father, who imparts
to his son information to be carefully
concealed from the party principally
concerned. The effect on their boyis
intimacy is natural and well described.
Upon Sydenham’s return from the in-
terview with the duke,

« A spell was invoked upon his frank-
ness ; and while he appeared in no mea-
sure less attached, yea, even while he
showed a deeper feeling of affection for
me, (for I often caught him looking at
me with pity, till his eyes overflowed,) it
was but too evident that he stood in awe
of my unhappy destiny, and beheld the
spectre which ever followed me,—the
undivulged horror, of which my conscious
spirit had only the dim knowledge, that:
dread and bodements sometimes s0 won~
derfully and so inexplicably give.”

The author is removed successivel
to Eton, and to Oxford ; but (WhicK
seems rather improbable), although
indulged 'in a large scale of expense,
he receives no communication respect-
ing his real fortune or rank in society.
An eclaircissement on this point is pre-
maturely forced forward, by one of
those chances which govern human
life.  'While he witnesses the play of
Hamlet, the incidents of which sym-
pathize with the gloomy forebodings
of his own spirit, and with the recol-
lections of his infancy, his eye sudden~
ly falls on Mr Oakley ; ang the emo-
tions which that mysterious person
evinces, press upon him the conviction
that his own history resembled that of
Hamlet. — ¢ Shakespeare,” he ex-
claimed to Sydenham, who, notwith-
standing his reserve, was still his com-
panion, ¢ has told me that my father
was mutdered.”

¢ Sydenham grew pele, and lay back
in his chair in astonishiment.
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" ¢« Nay more,’ cried I, ¢ he has told me
that the crime was caused by my mother.’
¢ Sydenbam trembled and rose from
his seat, exclaiming, ¢ Is this possible ’
“¢Yes, and you have known it for
years; and that Mr Oakdale is the adul-
terous assassin 2’ **

This discovery brings forth an ex-
planation, which is undertaken by his
maternal uncle, as he proves to be,
‘General Oglethorpe. The author proves
tobetheheirof two considerableestates,
and of those mansions which had im-
gressed their appearance so strongly on

is infantine imagination. His father
had been killed or desperately hurt by
Mr Oakdale, who had fled; his guilty
mother had gone into farther irregula-
rities. . The veteran exacted a promise
.that he would never inquire after his
mother ; and, after a visit to his ma-
ternal seat, and to the ancient resi-
dence of his father, the young man
agrees to his uncle’s proposal that he
should go abroad for some years.
- ““ Those who look to freifs,” says
the old Scottish proverb, with the
. sagacity which we boast as national,
¢ freits (that is omens) will follow
them.”  The morbid sensibility of
young Oglethorpe,—for such we sup-
pose is his name, though never dis-
tinctly mentioned,—detects allusions
to his own misfortunes in incidents
which he meets with on the road, and
even in the fantastic rack of clouds
which drive along the sky. The rea-
soning of a person who is disposed to
read references to his own fate in what
passes in heaven, or in earth around
him, is poctically given in the follow-
ing passage: !

‘¢ Surely it is the very error of our na-
ture, a fantasy of human pride, to suppose
that man can be wisely ruled by his rea-
son. Are not all our sympathies and an-
tipathies but the instructions of instinét
—the guide which we receive direct, ori-
ginal, and uncorrupted from Heaven ?

“ It may be, that we cannot, like
choughs and ravens, and the other irra-
tional and babbling oracles of change—
being so removed by habit from the pris-
tine condition of natural feeling—predict
from our own immediate sensations, the
coming of floods and of thunder-storms,
nor scent, like the watch-dog, the smell
of dcath, before the purple spot or the
glittering cye have given sign of the fatal
infection ; but have we not an inward
sense that is often gladdened and sadden-
ed by influences from futurity,” as the
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strings of the harp are prophetical of the
mood and aspect of to-morrow ? Shak-
speare has exquisitely described his beliel
in this philosophy : . \
'The southern wind
Doth play the trumpet to his purposes,
And by his hollow whistling in the leaves,
Foretells a tempest and a blust’ring day.
And I believe myself to be possessed of
the faculty whose power consists of this
hereafter sort of discernment ;—Syden-
ham used to call it my genius,’’

The subject of our tale is detain-
ed at Hamburgh, by an acquaintance
formed with an English officer of rank,
General Purcel, and his lady, but chiet-
ly by the charms of their daughter Ma-
ria. The beauty and accomplishments
of this young lady, and still more the
delicacy of her hea{th , and the apparent
frail tenure on which she holds these
gifts, are calculated to make a deep im-
pression on the heart of the youthful
visionary, whose temperament was as
melancholy as his feelings were tender.
Of course he becomes the lover of Ma-
ria, but experiences the strongest and
most startling opposition on the part of
Mrs Purcel, who, seeming on the one
hand much, and even passionately at~
tached to her daughter’s admirer, de-
clares herself, on the other, vehement-
ly opposed to his suit. She is prevent~
ed from giving the grounds of her ob-
Jjections by some of those interruptions
which are usually employed in roman-
ces to prolong the embarrassments of
the dramatis person®, and which per-
haps are not in the present case very
artificially interposed. Considering,
as it proves to be the case, that Mrs
Purcel was the guilty mother of the

_hero of the tale, and thus witnessed

the dreadful scene of her son making
love to her daughter, it is impossible
that she could have left to chance an
explanation’ of such tremendous im-
portance. So, however, it is; and
General Purcel conceiving the objec-
tions of his wife to be founded on some
frivolous aversion, or yet more capri~
cious, and perhaps guilty, attachment
to the lover of Maria, gives his consent
to their private marriage. General
Oglethorpe is written to for his appro-
bation. Instead of answering theletter,
the veteran comes to town, to explain,
doubtless, the fearful mystery, but ex~
pires ere he can discharge the task.
The private marriage is then resolved
on, and is in the act of proceeding in
the very church where the body of the
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deceased General Oglethorpe had been .pasteboard.. Butwe grant to the dra-

just interred.

- ¢ That such an unnatural mixture of
irreconcilable rites should ever have been
consented to by a creature so full of ten-
derness and of such unparaileled delicacy
as Maria, is not the least wonder in our
dismal story ; but she was fastened to the
same chain by which I was drawn on. It
was thought by us that the horrible stra-
tagem of joining the funeral and the wed-
ding together would never be suspected
by Mrs Purcel.”’

But Mrs Purcel had heard the in-
telligence. She bursts on the. cére-
mony, and astounds them by the out-
ery, < Brother and sister—brother and
sister !”~< I heard no more,” conti-
nues the ill-fated narrator; ¢ the edi-
fice reeled around me—and there is a
hiatus in my remembrance—a chasm
inmy life.” The melancholy tale con-
cludes thus:

“Ten years have passed since that
dreadful niorning, and I have never open-
ed my lips to inquire the issues of the
event ; but one day, about two years ago,
in visiting the English cemetery at Lis-
bon, I saw on a marble slab, which the
weather or accident had already partly
defaced, the epitaph of Maria. The re-
mainder of my own story is but a tissue
of aimless and objectless wanderings and
moody meditations, under the anguish of
the inherited curse.—DBut all will scon
be over :—a tedious hectic that has long
been consuming me, reluctantly and
slowly, hath at last, within these few
days, so aungmented its fires, that I am
conscious, from a sentiment within, I
cannot survive anotlier month ; I have,
indeed, had my warning. Twice hath a
sound like the voite of my sister, startled
my unrefreshing sleep : when it rouses
me for the third time, then I shall awake
to die.”

The objection readily occurs to this
tale, that the events are improbable,
and slightly tacked together ; but in
these respects authors demand, and
must receive, some indulgence. Itdis
not perhaps possible, at the same time,
to greserve consistency and probabili-
ty,fand attain the interest of novelty.
Thik reader must make the same al-
lowikces for such deficiency, as ere
granged to the seenist, or decorator of
the drama. We see the towers which
are described as beiug s0 solid in their
structure, tremble as they are advanced
or withdrawn, and we know the massy
and earth-fast rocks of the theatre are
of no stronger material than painted
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matist that which must be granted, if
‘wemean to allow ourselves the enjoy-
ament of his art ; and a similar conven-
tion must be made with the authors of’
fictitious narratives, and forgiving the
want of solidity in the story, the read-
er must be good-natured enough to
look only at the beauty of the painting.
. It is perhaps a greater objection, that
the nature of the interest and of the ca-
tastrophe ischanged in the courseof the
narration. We are at first led to ex-
pect that the author had subjeeted the
interest of his hero to that gloomy and
inexorable deity, or principle, in whom
the ancients believed, under the name
of Destiny, or Fate, and that, like Ores«
tes or Hamlet, he was to be the desti-
ned avenger of his father’s injuries, or
of his mother’s guilt. Such was the
persuasion of the victim himself, as
expressed in several passages, some of
which we have quoted. But the course
of the action, the goint. upon which
our imagination had been fixed, at the
expense of some art, is altogether de-
parted4rom. No -more mention is
raade of Mr Oakdale, and though a
fatal influence continues to impel the
destined sufferer into most horrible
danger, yet it is of a kind different
from that which the omens presaged,
and which the hero himself, and the
reader, on bis account, was induced to
expect. For example, he meets on his
road to Harwich with the funeral of a
man who had been murdered, much in
the same circumstances as those which
attended thedeathofhisown father,and
which, while they indicate a bloody
eatastrophe to the story, bear no refe-
rence to that which really attends it.

But although these objections may
be started, they affect, in a slight de«
gree, the real merits of the work, which
consist in the beauty of its language,
and the truth of the descriptions in«
troduced. Yet even these are kept in
subordination to the main interest of
the piece, which arises from the me-
lancholy picture, of an amiable young
man, who has received a superstitious
bias, imposed by original tempera~
ment, as well as by the sorrowfulevents
of his childhood.

In this point of view, it is of little
eonsequence whether the presages on
which his mind dwells, concur with
the event ; for the author is not refu-
ting the correctness of such auguries,
but illustrating the character of one
who believed in them.

2
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'The'tendency to such belief is, we
. believe, common to most men. There
are circumstances, and animals, and
places, and sounds, which we are natu-
rally led to connect with melancholy
ideas, and thus far to consider as being
of evil augury. Funerals, churchyards,
the howling of dogs, the sounds of the
passing bell, are all of a gloomy cha-
racter, and, calamitous, or at least un-
pleasing in themselves, must lead, we
are apt to suppose, to consequences
equally unpleasing. He would be a
stout sceptic who would choose, like
the hero of our tale, to tack his wed-
ding to the conclusion of a funeral,
or even to place the representation of
adeath’s-head on 2 marriage-ring ; and
yet the marriage might be a happy one
in either case, were there not the risk
that the evil omen might work itsown
-accomplishment by its effect on the
minds of the parties.
But besides the omens which arise
out of natural associations, there are
superstitions of this kind which we
have from tradition, and which affect
those who believe in them merely be-
cause others believed before. We have
all the nurse has taught of presages by
sparkles from the fire, and signs from
accidental circumstances, which, how-
ever they have obtained the character
originally, have been at least generally
received as matters of ominous pre-
sage ; and it is wonderful in how many,
and how distant countries, the com-
mon sense, or rather the common non-
sense, of mankind, has attached the
same ideas of mishap to circumstances
‘which appear to have little relation to
it; and not less extraordinary to dis-
cover some angient Roman superstition
existing in some obscure village, and
surprising. the antiquary as much as
when he has the good .luck to detect
an antique piece of sculpture or in-
scription on the crumbling walls of a
decayed Scottish church.
Day-fatalism, which has been so
much illustrated by the learned and
credulous Aubrey, or that recurring
coincidence which makes men connect
their good and evil fortunes with par-
ticular days, months, and years, isano-
ther of the baits by which Superstition
angles for her vassals. These fatali-
ties, which secm to baffle calculation,
resemble, in fact, what is commonly
called a run of luck, or an extraordi-

nary succession of good or evil, beyond -

hope or expectation. Such irregulari-

‘terest since his father’s time.
‘persuaded the claim had been long
-settled, but he cannot, after the ut=
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ties in the current of eventsare neces=
sary to prevent human beings from
lifting the veil of futurity. If the or-
dinary chances of fortune were not
occasionally deranged, or set aside by
those unexpected caprices of her power;
Demoivre and his pupils might ap-
proach mearly to the rank of pro
phets. :

In a third species of presage, our own
mind, as we have hinted, becomes our
oracle, and either fromthe dreams of thé
night, or the recollections of the day,
we feel impressed with the belief that
good or evil is about to befall-us. We
are far from absolutely scorning this
species of divination, since we are con=
vinced that in sleep, or even in pro<
found abstraction, the mind may ar-
rive at conclusions which are justin
themselves, without our being able to
perceive the process of thought which
produced them. The singular stories
told about dreams corresponding to the
future event, are usually instances and
illustrations of our meaning. A gen-
tleman, for instance, is sued for a ruin=
ous debt, with the accumulation of in-
He is

most search, recover the document
which should establish the payment.
He was about to set out for the capi-
tal, in order to place himself at the
mercy of his creditor, when, on the
eve of his journey, he dreams a
dream. His father, he thought, came
to him and asked the cause of his me-
lancholy, and of the preparations which
he was making for his journey; and
as the appearance of the dead excites
no surprise in a dream, the visionary
told the phantom the cause of his dis-
tress, and mentioned his conviction
that this ruinous debt had been al-
ready settled. “ You are right, my
son,” was the answer of the vision,
“ the money was paid by me in my
lifetime. Go to such a person, for-
merly a practitioner of the law, now
retired from business, and remind him
that the papers are in his hands. If

-he has forgotten the circumstance of

his. having been émployed by me on
that occasion, for he was not my or-
dinary agent, say to him, that he may
remember it by the token that there

“was some trouble about procuring

change for a double Portugal piece
when I settled my account with him.”
The vision was correct in all points.
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The slumbering memory of the ex-
attorney was roused by the recollec-
tion of the doubloon,—the writings
were recovered,~—and the dreamer
freed from the prosecution brought
against him.

This remarkable story we have every
reason to believe accurate matter of
fact, at least in its general bearings.
Now, are we to suppose that the course
of nature was interrupted, and that,
to save a southland laird from a pa-
trimonial injury, a supernatural warn-
ing was deigned, which the fate of
empires has not drawn forth? This
we find hard to credit. Or are we, on
the other hand, to believe, that such
coincidences between dredms and the
events which they presage, arise from
mere accident, and that a vision so
distinct, and a result which afforded
1t so much corroboration, were mere-
ly the effect of circumstances, and
happened by mere chance, just as two
dice happen accidentally to cast up
doublgts ? This is indeed possible, but
we do not think it entirely philo-
sophical. But our idea is different
from both the alternative solutions
which we have mentioned. Every
one is sensible, that among the stuff
which dreams are made of, we can
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recognise broken and disjointed rem-
nants of fotgotten realities which dwell
imperfectly on the memory. We
are of opinion, therefore, that, in
this and similar cases, the sleeping
imagination is actually weaving its
web out of the broken realities of ac-
tual facts. The mind, at some early
period, had been, according to the
story, impressed with a strong belief
that the debt had actually been paid,
which belief must have arisen from
some early convictions on the subject,
of which the ground-work was de-
cayed. But in the course of the watch-
es of the night, fancy, in her own time
and manner, dresses up the faded ma-
terials of early recollection. The idea
of the father once introduced, natu-
rally recalls to memory what the
dreamer, at some forgotten period,
had actually heard from his parent ;
and by this clue he arrives at .the
truth of a fact, as he might have done
at the result of a calculation, though
without comprehending the mode by
which he arrived at the truth.

The subjeet, if prosecuted, would
lead very far, and farther perhaps .
than is warranted by .the subject of
these remarks. It is possible, how-
ever, we may one day return to it.

-

Tares or Tur WEDDING.
Ne. II1.
A WEDDING UNDER GROUND.

Iz is the fate of modest merit to be overlgoked in this ** working-day world ;"
and, in my enumeration of the dramatis persone of our *“ Midsummer Night's
Dream,” I believe I omitted to mention one of the most interesting, as well as
the most highly gifted, viz. a young German mineralogist, who was to be, at
an early hour the following morning, the travelling companion of the little
Baron, on a tour through the north of Europe. ,

His uncommon taciturnity, and shrinking timidity of manner, secured for
him an exemption from the ordeal of narration, till 7 had excused myself on
the score of my extreme youth and ignorance of the world when I arrived at
Geneva ; and till the baunker’s son had sheltered himself under the plea of never
having quitted his native city, not very fertile in adventure, and every incident
of which was too well known to the audience to form the subject of a ¢ veillée
du chateau.” All eyes then turned to the geologist ; and the first spark which
accident taught the savage to draw from the cold pebble under his feet, ¢ould
hardly have caused him more surprise than we experienced, on beholding the
latent fire which blazed.out in the keen blue eye of the disciple of Werner,
(alpparently as much at home in the bowels of the earth as fishes are proverbi-
ally said to be in the water,) while giving us, from ocular demonstration, the
history of a Wedding under Ground.

Ovw the conclusion of my studies at
the mineralogical college of Freyberg,
I was made very happy by being
named one of ‘a party cominission
to visit the most ‘cclebrated mincs of

Europe, to procure information re-
specting recent discoveries, and col-
lect specimens for the Museum.

No one, but a mineralogist, can
imagine the heart-felt pleasure with
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which we Cimmerians descend into
the bowels of the earth, and follow
nature into those recesses which none
but the progeny of an Eve would ever
have drecamed of exploring. But,
though prepared to find in these sub-
terrancan abodes some of the most
gorgeous spectacles the eye can wit-
ness, as well as the utmost horrors
imagination can paint, it certainly was
not in quest of romantic adventure
that I penetrated their fathomless
abysses, ’

Such, however, in countries where
the mines are employed as places of
punishment, are by no means uncom-
mon ; and I never shall forget the im-
pression produced on my mind by the
celebrated history of Count Alberti’s
confinement in the horrible quicksilver
mines of Idria, as narrated to me on
the spot by a grey-headed miner, in
whose childhood it had occurred.
Though the rank and favour of that
accomplished young nobleman, and
the dismal transition from the splen-
dours of a court, and the smiles of an
empress, to condemnation for life to
subterranean drudgery of the most
pestiferous nature, lend to his history
a‘deeper and more terrific interest than
can attach to the comparatively ob-
scure adventures of the pair of youth-
ful lovers, the denouement of whose
little romance it was my good fortune
to witness in the Hungarian mines of
Schemnitz, I must trust to your in-
dulgence, and the singularity of the
scene of these nuptials, to atone for
the deficiency.

Besides that superior order of nobles,
or magnates, who, from wealth and
extent of possessions, are more than
nominal princes, there exists in Hun-
gary a class of almost equally noble
blood, but dilapidated fortunes, who,
disdaining all professions save that of
arms, have no meansof increasing their
substance but by alliances with the
free merchants, who are beginning ra-

idly to acquire riches and considera-
tion in the larger cities. Such mar-
viages, among the cadets especially of
the poorer nobles, are not unfrequent ;
and while they are tolerated by the
privileged race, who occasionally con-
descend to them, they are eagerly
<ourted by that, till lately, oppressed
and contemned class, who cheerfully
make large sacrifices to accomplish
them. :

There was in S——a beautiful girl,
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the only daughter of a Polish mer-
chant, (half suspected to have in his
veins some of the blood “of Israel,)
who, in addition to her father’s well~
filled coffers, possessed personal at-
tractions enough to draw around her
a host of younger brothers, whose
pedigrees outweighed their purses.
Among these the heart of Ida Ste-
phanoff soon declared in favour of Ca-’
simir Yaninsky, one of the first and
most ardent of her suitors, and just
such a gay, gallant sprig of mnobility
as was likely to make a deep impres~
sion on the daughter of a grave and
penurious trader. ‘

Although the sole patrimony of
Casimir was his sword, there were
circumstances which inclined old Ste-
phanoff to concur in Lis daughter’s
preference of the youth over others
similarly situated. There was still a
small estate in the family, and the el-
der brother of Casimir, though mar-
ried, was childless. Iere was some-
thing of a reversionary prospect ; and
as Casimir was unquestionably the
most rising young man among Ida’s
suitors, she and her father, during
some happy months, saw him with
the same favourable eye. His consent
was formally given, and a time not
very far distant fixed for the mar-
riage, when a nobleman, who had
been for many years absent from his
estate in the neighbourhood of S—,
unexpectedly returned, and, having
accidentally seen Ida at a village fes-
tival, made to her father such dazzling
overtures as entirely overset the old
Jew’s fidelity to his previous engage-
ments, and even his regard for the
feelings of his daughter.” 'What these
were, on being infermed of the pro-
posal, may be ‘better imagined than
described. Graf Metzin was an elder-
ly man, of peculiarly forbidding ap-
pearance and austere manners; and
having already contrived to get rid of
two wives, he had brought with him
a sort of Blue-Beard reputation, by
no means calculated to win the affce-
tions of even a disengaged maiden.
But then he was not only rich, but
enjoyed considerable credit at court ;
and had returned to Hungary with a
degree of delegated influence, if not
positive authority, which rendered his
alliance infinitely desirable to a man
in trade.

Stephaneff, though standing suf-
ficiently in awe of the fiery Yaninsky

hd
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and his family, not abruptly to with-
draw his promise, began to long
earnestly for the means of breaking it ;
and this Graf Metzin proposed to fur-
nish by possessing himselt as if by
force of the person of Ida, and appa-
rently reducing her father to consent
to a union which it was out of his
power to prevent. The plot was not
difficult of execution. Ida and her old
nurse (her mother had been long
dead) were surprised in a rural ex-
cursion by a body of the Count’s ser-
vants, and lodged in his old castle,
where, by every demonstration of re-
spectful affection which his harsh na-
ture permitted, he strove to reconcile
the high-spirited girl to her state of
durance. 'What she felt did not tran-
spire beyond the enchanted walls ; but
Casimir moved heaven and earth to
procure her release, and was only re-
strained by sinceve affection for the
child, from wreaking his vengeance on
her despicable parent.

Dreading the resentment which he
was conscious of deserving, Stephanoff
feigned to be inconsolable for the loss
of his daughter, and solicited permis-
sion to reclaim her by force ; but the
local authorities, overawed by Graf
Metzin, and indeed apprised privately
that he acted in concert with her
father, to break off an idle match be-
tween two unadvised young people,
declined interfering, and it became
evident that the farce would soon end,
like so many others, in the marriage
of the chief actors.

This Casimir was determined to
avert, and legal means being beyond
his reach, he was not deaf to the
demon, who, in their absence, threw
in his way some of a very opposite
character. Urged almost to madness
by a pathetic billet which Ida had
found means to convey to him, he
availed himself of an accidental ren-
contre with a band of freebooters,
(some of whom are still to be found
lurking in all the mountainous parts
of Hungary,) to engraft on their pre-
viously formed plan of plundering his
rival’s castle, the rescue of his be-
trothed, during the confusion of the
attack. The morality and loyalty of
this measure may easily be called in
question ; but there is yet in these
countries a sufficient smack of barbar-
ism to make retaliation be considered
perfectly justifiable ; and a young man
-just robbed of his mistress, may per-
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haps be excused for not respecting his
rival’s money-bags, To his person
there could be no injury meditated,
as the time fixed was that of his ne-
cessary absence with part of his house-~
hold, in attendance on a provincial
assembly. The hazard of the enter-
*wise was considerable, as Graf Metzin
had a tolerably numerous establish:-
ment ; however, their attachinent was
not deemed such as to prompt a very
vigorous resistance, and the young
temporary bandit, and his more prac-
tised associates, marched gaily to the
assault.

There had, however, been treachery
somewhere ; for in passing through a
thick wood on the skirts of the Count’s
property, they were intercepted by a
troop of soldiers, (who had long been
aware of the existence of the brigands,
and on the look-out for them,) and
with the exception of one or two, were
surrounded and made prisoners.

Yaninsky, in thus joining, at the
instigation of passion and despair, a
band of rohbers, had so far remember-
ed his own and his family’s honour,
as to exact from his comrades, in case
of any disaster, the most implicit vow
of secrecy as to his real name and cou-
dition ; he therefore suffered himself
to pass as one of the band, but his
{outh, and the testimony of even his
hardened companions to his compara-
tive innocence, marked him for the
milder punishment of the mines, while
the captain and one or two more, (who,
to say truth, little deserved Casimir’s
self-reproaches for perhaps accelera-
ting their fate,) expiated their former
erimes on the scaffold.

As for Yaninsky, though he at first
congratulated himselt on being con-
ducted for trial to a distant part of the
province, where he was not likely to
be recognized ; yet the consequent
impossibility of conveying to Ida any
tidings of his fate, formed the chief
aggravation of his situation ; and ha-
ving reason to fear she must have re-
ceived his hasty information of her
meditated rescue, the thought of her
anxiety added bitterness to his own.

The mines, however, to which he
was condemned for two years, were
within three or four days’ journey of
S , and among their frequent vi-
sitants, hope whispered one might ere
long be found to communicate tidings
of his personal safety, and unabated
constancy.
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Ida, meanwhile, had gathered from
Graf Metzin’s own triumphant ac-
count of his castle’s escape from
spoliation, corroboration of her own
fears that Casimir was implicated ;
and during some days which elapsed
ere the fate of the prisoners was de-
cided at the capital of the district,
she suffered agonies of suspense,
which half inclined her to avow her
suspicious, and redeem, by the sacri-
fice of her own hand, that life, which
she was sure Casimir would not stoop
to purchase at the expense of his
honour.

At length her persevering, though
still courteons jailor, brought her the
almost welcome intelligence of the
sentence of death pronounced upon
threeringleaders, (none of whom, being
men advanced in life, and of well-
known atrocity, could possibly be
Casimir, ) and of the condemnation for
various periods to the mines, of the
rest, among whom, her heart whisper-
ed, he would certainly be found.

To effect her escape and join him,
became now her sole object. To re-
place herself under the inefficient and
unwilling protection ofx her father,
would, she knew, be fruitless, as, from
the tenor of his few letters since her
captivity, she saw he was at least an ac-~
complice in it, and might enforce her
hated marriage with an urgency which
would leave her in the end no alterna-
tive but a flight, less disgraceful from
the power of a ravisher, than from a
father’s ostensible protection.- Her
nurse, who, in all but mental cultiva-
tion, had performed a mother’s part
towards the early orphan; and who
loved her with all a mother’s fondness,
entered into her views with almost
youthful enthusiasm, and a plan at
length suggested itself for accomplish-
ing her escape.

All parts of Hungary, it is well
‘known, swarm with gipsies ; and no-
where, perhaps, is that migratory
.race more largely tolerated and less
oppressed. -Bands of them are genec-
rally in some degree settled, as far as
-their habits permit, on each consider-
.able estate ; and, forbearing from all
depredations on that privileged terri-
tory, enjoy a sort of tacit countenance
from the proprietor. Metzin, as an
.alien from his country,.and a harsh
repulsive character, was no great fa-
wvourite among his Zingari, whom he
forbade to enter his castle, and banish~
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ed. from some of their immemorial
haunts.

Old Natalia, little doubting that
amid this acute and vindictive tribe
she might secure coadjutors, could she
once open a communication with them,
feigned gradually to lend a more will-
ing ear to Graf Metzin’s endeavours
to conciliate her, and to be won over
by his arguments in favour of the
match with her nursling. 3

She then confided to him that much
of Ida’s pertinacious adherence to her
cngagement with Casimir, arose from
an early prophecy of one of the gifted
race of Zingari, that she would marry
a_younger son of the best blood in
Hungary,and, after many trials, would
lead with him a long and happy life 3
and suggested, that, from a mind na-
turally inclined to superstition, the
impression could only be effaced by a
counter prediction hy a yet more expe-
rienced and authoritative sibyl. Such
a one, she knew, was to be found
among the Count’s territorial Egyp-
tians, and in return for the communi-
cation, she received, as she expected,
a cominission to talk over the old bel-
dame, and put into her mouth such an
oracular response. as should suit the
purposes of her lord.

Delighted with this first step . to-
wards liberty, and satisfied that the
prophetess owed the Count asufficient
grudge to enter cheerfully into any
scheme to outwit him ; Natalia held
with her a long conterence, during
which she found in Miriam a. coad-
jutress beyond her most sanguine
hopes. It was agreed that, to prevent
suspicion, thesibyl should at first con-
fine herself to giving, in presence of
the, Count, mysterious intimations of
his happy destiny, and afterwards so-
licit oppartunities to confirm in pri-
vate the impression on the still waver-
ing mind of the young betrothed.

Ida, duly prepared .for the. farce,
received the gipsy at first with con-
tempt and indignation, but, as if irre-
_sistibly overpowered by the solemn
.eloquence of the skilful fortune-teller,
.gradually listened with more compla-
cency to her gorgeous promises of a
wealthy, as well as noble spouse, un-
bounded honour, and a numerous pro-
geny, contrasted with a faithless and
penniless lover, doomed by the desti-
nies to a violent and premature death.
Sufficieut remaining incredulity was
of course manifested to render future
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visits necessary, but the Count, though
unsuspicious of any plot, did not yet
feel confidence enough in the staunch-
ness of his Zingari ally, to trust her
with any possible revocation of her
oracle. He therefore chose to be pre-
sent when she again entered the cas-
tle, and this obliged her to exert some
ingenuity in communicating to Ida the
positive intelligence she had that day
received, of Casimir’s actual sojourn
in the Mines of Schemnitz.

In addition, therefore, to all her
former asseverations, that the stars
had irrevocably decreed the union of
Ida with a rich and adoring suitor,
she advanced towards her, and resum-
ing her hand with an air of peculiar
solemnity, exclaimed, in a manner
fully calculated to excite her attention,
‘¢ It has this day been revealed to me,
that when you again meet your perfi-
dious lover, it will not be upon earth !”

These ominous words at first made
Ida start, but the gipsy’s earnest
tone and gesture, and an almost imper-
ceptible glance of her wild dark eye,
taught her to' look for a less obvious
meaning ; and, with a joyful alacrity,
from which the Count drew the most
fattering hopes, she exclaimed, in re-
ply, ¢ Well, mother ! I see you are a
grophetess indeed ! there is nothing,

owever deep, which you cannot fa-
thom !”—The gipsy, thus made aware
that she was understood, ingratiated
herself so far with the Count, by her
adroitness, as to procure free ingress
to the chateaun 3 stipulating, however,
for permission to bring with her an
orphan grandson, from whom she
never willingly separated, as he was
apt, when out of her restraining pre-
sence, to get into mischief, besides
which, his musical powers on the
hurdy-gurdy and- Jew’s harp, would,
she was sure, serve to dissipate Ida’s
remaining melancholy, and pave the
way for a new love: .

Miriam generally contrived to pay
her visits towards the dusk of evening,
a time when she said the mind was
more open to mysterious impressions,
and the influence of the stars (which
even, while she thus tampered with
their sapremacy, she more than half
believed) peculiarly powerful. She
and her grandson insensibly became
such privileged personages as to pass
in and out from the turret assigned to-
Ida and her nurse, without exciting
any observation ; and no sooner was
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this the case, than Miriam and Nata-
lia began ‘to put in execution their
project of transforming Ida into a very
tolerable fac simile of young Zekiel,
by means of the well-known gipsy
dye for the skin, and a suit of boy’s
clothes, introduced piece by piece, un-

. der his grandame’s tattered mantle.

The resemblance was quite sufficient
to have deceived more suspicious ob«
servers, and Ida’s fears for any possi-
ble evil consequences to her poor se~
cond self being obviated by seeing; him
safely deseend a rope-ladder with all
the agility-of his tribe, and swim the
moat with the ease of an amphibious
animal, she with a heating heart and
trembling limbs followed her gipsy
condunctress to the gates. Natalia,
who could with no great difficulty
have found a pretext for accornpany-
ing her beyond them, insisted with
maternal devotion on remaining be-
hind to carry on for a day or two the
farce of the supposed illness of her
charge, and gain time for the fugitive
to reach the mines.

Once arrived there, she strongly ad-
vised Ida to reveal her sex and condi-
tion} to the Bergrichter, ordirector, &
humane and benevolent man, througlh
whose interposition she trusted Casi-
mir’s release and her union with him
might be effected, though the power
of Graf Metzin, and the paramount
influence of parental authority, might
render it a hazardous measure. Ida,
however, once happily beyond the ha-
ted walls, could think of nothing but
inereasing her distance from them,
and was disposed to consider the deep-
est mine in Hungary with her lover a-
welcome refuge from tyranny above:
ground. She was too sanguine and
inexperienced to foresee the many dif-
ficulties in her path, or even her own
wantof resolution to brave them, whew
it should come to the¢ point; and it
was not till conducted by Miriam with-
in a-short distatice of the mines, and
instructed by her to act the part of a:
gipsy boy, a runaway from his tribe-
for supposed ill treatment, that her
heart died within her, and she half’
wished ' herself even at Metzinska
again ! f

When ushered into the presence of
the director, the half-formed project
of confession quickly expired upon her
lips, unequal alike to utter either the
truth or the falsehood she had medi-
tated. Had his manners been- less
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entle and encouraging, she must in-

allibly have sunk beneath his glance ;
and had the dye on her skin been one
jot less deep, her blushes must have
betrayed her. The tears, however,
which she shed ‘abundantly, only
seemed to attest the truth of the inco-
herent story she at length faltered out,
of a cruel stepmother, and dislike to a
vagrant life; but the compassion they
excited had nearly frustrated all her
plans, by inducing the director to pro-
pose easy labour and personal attend-
ance above ground to so young a crea-
ture, instead of the confined air and
laborious drudgery of the mine.

Never did poor culprit more ardent«
1y petition for release from that Cim-
merian bondage than Ida now did to
be permitted to endure it ; and here
again the plea which her awakened
self<possession taught her to urge, in
the natural dread of being traced and
kidnapped by her gipsy relatives, found
ample corroboration from the wild
- alarm which really filled her bosom,
and lent energy to her supplications:
Nor was she far from the truth in as-
serting, that above ground, for some
time at least, she could not for a mo-
ment fancy herself safe.

Yielding, therefore, to her childish
but pardonable terrors, the humane
director promised to carry her down
himself to the mine of N—=—, which,
from its difficulty of access, and con-
siderable distance from the more open
and frequented ones of that celebrated
district, was appropriated to the invo-
luntary residence of convicts, and was
rendered, by the same circumstances,
a safer abode for a fugitive than those
spacious, nay, almost splendid -exca-
¥ations, where royalty itself has fre-
quently penetrated in commodious
equipages, by an almost imperceptible
descent, and where the daily and hour-
ly egress of thousands of free labour-
ers of both sexes would have lent dan~
gerous. facilities eithdr for the escape
of the criminal; or the recognition of
the innocent. /

The mine of N was as yet ac-
cessible only by the appalling and often
hazardous conveyance of the bucket ;
and fancy may easily picture the dread
and ‘horror with which a timid girl,
even under the animating influence of
love and hope, found herself suspend-
ed over earth’s centre, and lowered in-
toits almost fathomless abysses.

She had already desce nded, by steep
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and slippery ladders, for nearly a hun-
dred feet, without ‘entirely losing thie
welcome glimmer of receding day,
when, at a huge deor, whose 'dingy
aspect seemed fitted for an entrance
into the infernal regions, she perceived
two figures, half naked, and as black
as ink, each of whom held in his hand
a fageot of lighted fir, and, thus
equipped, might have passed for one
of Pluto’s pages.

By these appalling satellites, the
director and’ his trembling protegée
were invested with dresses of conge-
nial blackness, and, amid deafening
shouts and muttered ejaculations, Ida
found herself suddenly seized by one
of the goblin grooms, who, unceremo-
niously throwing a rope round her,
prepared to fasten her to the slight-
looking bucket, which, with dizzy hor-
ror, she saw swinging in mid air, to
receive her and her rude conductor.

It required a thought of Casimir to
induce her to enter the frail vehicle
within which she was ordered to seat
herself, while the Stygian guide, mere-
ly resting on the edge, held the rope
with one hand, and with a pole in the
other kept the hucket clear of the nu-
merous projections which might have
proved fatal to its safety. There was

‘ an awful pause of a few moments ere

the machinery above was put in mo-
tion to accelerate their descent, during
which the miner, secretly enjoying
his companion’s silent ‘terror, cried,
¢ Cheer up, my little fellow! we shall
be at the bottom in a trice; that is
(crossing himself), if it please St Ni-
cholas to give us a good journey. But
we always make new comers fast to
the bucket since the ugly accident
which befel a poor little girl,. some
half dozen years ago. She had a lover
in the mine, it would seem, and, poor
simple thing ! nothing would serve her
but she must be down to seek him.”—
(Fere they began to descend with al-
most breathless rapidity.)—¢ Shehad
either no guide, or one as awkward as
herself: so, you see, the bucket was
caught and upset by that point of rock
we are just passing, and the poor girl
pitched out on ‘yonder narrow .shelf
below, where she clung, God knows
how, for more than half an liour, till
we get ladders spliced together, and
picked her off more dead than alive.
‘You may believe it was her lover who
brought down his frightened turtle ;
he got a pardon, and she a pension;
10
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50, you see, all’s well that ends well,
and here we are safe at the bottom, St
Nicholas be praised !”
 Ida,while she shuddered at the fear-
ful tale which had thus doubled the
horrors of her passage, could have
blessed the miner for the bright omen
held out by its happy terminvation.
She now rejoined the direcétor, and
passing partly through galleries sup-
ported by timber-work, and partly
through vaults hollowed in the rock,
arrived ot a vast hall, whose extremi-
ties the feeble light of many torches
failed to illumine. It was supported
by pillars of ore, and surrounded by
seats of the same material, on which
they paused for 2 moment’s repose.
They then proceeded to still greater
depths—now saluted by burning exha-
lations from the furnaces and forges
used for preparing tools, whose heat
scarce permitted the workmen to bear
the scantiest clothing—now almost fro-
zen by subterranean currents of air,
rushing with tempestuous violence
through narrow cavities, till they ar-
rived at the lowest gallery, eleven
hundred feet under ground, where the
pitchy darkness, the yet more dismal
light from distant fires, the swarthy la-
bourers, black as the ores they worked,
partially discovered by the sparks pro-
ceeding from their own hammers, the
noise of all this labour, and of the hy-
draulic engines for drying and venti~
lating the mine, together with the
horrible figures which from time to
time rushed past her with torches in
their hands, made Ida for a moment
doubt whether she had not descended
rather too near to Tartarus. '
Emotions so new and strange were,
however, soon absorbed instillstronger
dread of not meeting Casimir, or of 2
premature discovery from his hasty
recognition of her in circumstances
so overpowering. Feeling, however,
pretty confident that her disguise would
shield her for the present from even
a lover’s eye, she made 2 strong effort,
and endeavoured to summon to her
own aid the courage requisite for sus-
taining the spectacle of her beloved
Yaninsky’s humiliating condition.
The director-in- chief, whom chance
had alone brought this day to visit
the mine of N——, and whose stay
below was necessarily brief, consign-
ed Ida, on leaving the mine, to the
resident overseer (a person fortunate-
ly for her, of advanced years and
Vor. XX.
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mild deportment), with directions to
employ Zekiel (the name Ida had
borrowed with her dress for the occa-
sion) only in the light labour of ga-
thering those minute fragments of ore,
which were overlooked in removing the
larger 1nasses to the furnace. ¢“ You
will of course, as'a father yourself,”
added the worthy director, ‘* see, that
what good his vagrant education may
have left in him suffers as little as
possible from temporary intercourse
with your reprobate crew, among
whom you have probably some minor
offender conscientious enough to look
after a boy. When the danger of pur-
suit from his tribe has subsided, you
may send him to me at Schemnitz,
where I will enter him a student at the
College of Mines; and who knows,”
added he, kindly patting on the head
the trembling novice in dissimula-
tion, ¢ but he may have cause to bless
through life his dark sojourn in the
mine of N——1!” Another silent bless-
ing from the heart.of Tda hailed the
cheering presage !

Evening was far advanced when she
was left aloue in the great hall with
the good inspector, and, deriving con-
rage from his parental behaviour, she
timidly requested leave to accompany
him in his rounds through the upper
and less dismal galleries, where she
was to commence her task on the mor-
row. They had traversed the greater
part of the immense excavations with-
out her recognizing among the swarthy
groups, who pursued their labours,
the well-known form of Casimir, and
1da’s fears began to predominate over
her hopes, when the overseer, turn-
ing into a new gallery, bade her ob-
serve its direction, and certain marks
on the roof and pillars of ore, by
which it was distinguished.. *¢ Here,”
said he, I chiefly intend you to
pursue your occupation. The young
miner who superintends this gallery
is, though a convict, of superior man-
ners and regular conduct,-and I know
not any part of the mine where a boy
of your age may be trusted with so
little danger of evil communication.”

So saying they advanced ; and at
the further end of the dimly-lighted
vault, Ida, with almost irrepressible
emotion, descried Casimir busily en-
gaged in directing half-a-dozen men
to remove a large mass of extraneous
matter, which impeded the further
progress of the shaft. Ida involun-

I
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tarily fell back, that the beating of
her heart might not become audible

to the inspector. He advanced to-
wards Casimir, coolly approved of his
proceedings, and then beckoning for-
ward the trembling Ida, ¢ Stephan,”
said he, (a name which Casimir had
adopted as Ida’s patronymic)— here
is a boy whom the Berg-richter has
picked up from among the gipsies.

His orders are to work him lightly ;

and, above all, tokeep him from mis=
‘chief. You are a steady young fel-

low, and with you I think he will

learn no harm. Take him to your
~ mess this evening, and at roll-call I
will come for him. He shall sleep
with my little Adolf, who is afraid of
spirits 1n the mine at night since his
elder brother left us.” Then turning
to Ida, “ Zekiel, I give you in that
young man a friend and protector—if
you quit his side it will be at your
own peril, and you will repent it.”—
““ Heaven forbi({ 1” thought Ida.

‘Who would be so superfluous as to
describe Ida’s feelings, while the hasty
and incurious glance of Casimir rested
on her metamorphosed form, and his
cold, yet gentle voice, uttered words
of soothing and encouragement to the
gipsy boy? Who cannot fancy her
feverish impatience while the awk-
ward miners tardily obeyed the direc-
tions of Casimir, and its almost un-
governable height, as she watched their
retiring steps along the dreary corri-
dor? Yaninsky fortunately lingered
to see all safe for the night, yet she
half feared he would follow before her
parched lips could utter his name in
4n almost inaudible whisper.

Low as it was, it found an echo in
the heart of Casimir. He looked up
like one awakened from a dream ;
caught one glance of a radiant eye
which sorrow could not quench nor
art disguise, and swift as thought was
in the arms of Ida! Who that had
seen that wild and long embrace in
which the swerthy miner held the
gipsy boy, had dreamed that under
those lowly weeds were shrouded the
bravest heart and moblest blood in
Hungary, and the loveliest'of its high-
souled, thoqgh low-born maidens ? *

After the first few moments of un-
mingled ecstasy, Casimir, for whose
character some weeks of solitude and
reflection had done much, had leisure
to consider the singular and distress-
- ing situation in which love for him

-rendered inquiry impossible.
had proceeded but a few paces, when

had placed his bride, and to bless
Heaven for the opportune relief af-
forded under it by the intended kind-
ness and patronage of the inspector,
and the society of bis infant boy. This
he briefly explained to- Ida, as they
slowly and reluctantly approached the
great hall, where the miners were mns-
tered, previous to the return to upper
air of all save the convicts (who alone
slept under ground) and the evening
meal of the latter.

Ida shrunk from the bare idea of
appearing in the rude assembly ; but
Casimir (after allowing the miners
who had been present when the di-
rector delivered her to his charge, to
precede them by a few minutes, and
thereby preclude embarrassing inqui-
ries) conjured her;to take courage,
and not betray by unnecessary fears
a secret which love itself had nearly
failed to penetrate. In efforts to over-
come this natural repugnance, time
had insensibly elapsed, when a shrill
whistle echoing through the galleries,
seemed to strike Yaninsky with a sud-
den agony of terror, wholly unac-
countable to Ida, whom he hurried
along with a breathless rapidity which
They

a tremendous explosion burst on Ida’s
ear, like the crash of an absolutely
impending thunderbolt, accompanied,
too, with a sudden glare, which il-
Tamed the whole subterranean terri-
tory, but in an instant vanished, lea-
ving them in total darkness, the con-
cussion of the air having extinguish-
ed. the torches. This darkness was
interrupted only by the fitful flashes
from succeeding discharges, of which
the light lasted only for a moment,

-while the sound was long and terri-

bly reverberated by a thousand echoes.
The vaults cracked, the earth shook,
the arched recess into which Casimi
on the first alarm had instinctively
dragged Ida, trembled on its rocky
base. I

.« To her, the noise of the bursting
rocks, the sulphureous smoke in which

-she was enveloped, and the sense of

suffocation it occasioned, suggested the

- idea of some awful natural convulsion ;

and though life had seldomn beensweet~
er than duting the few preceding mo-
ments, yet death with Casimir lost
half its terrors ; but to him, who knew

“the artificial ‘cause of the mimic thun-

der, and its imminent danger to those
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unprotected from its effects, who knew,
also, that his own fond inadvertence
had exposed his Ida to the peril of pe-
rishing by the actual workmanship of
his own hands, the few minutes during
which the awful scene lasted seemed
an age of anxiety and terror. The
mute devotion with which she clung:
to his side, and resigned herself to
whatever might be the result of so
terrific an adventure, enhanced the re-
morse he felt for having endangered
a life so invaluable ; and it was not
till all fears had subsided, and silence
again resumed her reign, that he found
breath to explain to Ida, that the pe-
culiarly impenetrable nature of the
strata in this mine, rendered frequent
blasting with gunpowder necessary ;
and that the period usually chosen for
this hazardous operation, was during
the meals of 'the workmen, when they
were exempted from danger by being
collected in one safe and central hall.
Towards this they now proceeded,
guided through the gloom by the rude
mirth of the guests, who rallied Ca-
simir on his supposed design of amu-
sing himself with the terrors of his
young protégé., The imperfect light
favoured Ida’s efforts to encounter,
with tolerable calmness, such slight
scrutiny as the fatigued and hungry
group had leisure to bestow ; but it
was not till the motley group, assem~
bled ardund the rude board, were tho-
roughly engrossed by their repast, that
she ventured to raise her downcast
eyes, and as they wandered in pity
or disgust over the ferocious or the ab-
ject amid his Jawless associates, torest,
at length, with unmingled admiration
on the noble form and dignified coun-
tenance of her lover. She thought she
had never scen him to such advantage ;
not even when, gaily running his rielily
caparisoned steed, with a plumed brow
and a glittering vest, he shone (in her
eyes at least) the brightest star in the
Emperor’s proud train at the opening
of the Diet! And it was love, love for
Ida, that had robbed the brow of its
plume, and the vest of its bravery ;
ay, and sadder still, the cheek of its
bloom, and the eye of its radiance:
but what are these to the mute elo-
quence of the pale cheek and languid
ey, when they speak of reckless con=
§tanpcy, and faith unshaken by suffer-
ing:
It was with a strange mixture of re-
<ductance to leave Casimir, and repug-.
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nance to remain a moment longer in

the Pandemonium he inhabited for.
her sake, that Ida tore herself from

her lover to obey the summons of the

inspector, a worthy old Swede from

Sahla, who had been attracted from

his own country by the mineralogical

reputation of Schemnitz, and engaged

for a short period to superintend some

new workings in the mine of N.

and introduce processes of his inven
tion peculiarly applicable to the na-
ture of the sirata. ~

As they went along, the tender fa-
ther could not forbear expatiating with
parentaldelight on his child. ¢ Adolf,”
said he, ¢ is wild with joy at the idea.
of having a companion. Poor little
fellow, I rashly, perhaps, promised his
dying mother never to part from him,
and foolish compliance with that pro-
mise has made me keep him with me
even here; where, though we have
been three weeks under ground, his
health, thank God, has been excellent,
though his spirits have threatened to
fail latterly, especially at nights, from
the foolish tales he hears from the
miners of Cobolds and Bergminnchen.
Do, Zekiel, try and get them out of his
little head : But, hark ye, do not give
him any of your Zingari notions of
palmistry and divination in their stead,
else the remedy will be worse than the
disease !”

Ida could only shake her head, afraid
to trust her voice with a reply, when
a beautiful fair-haired boy of five years
old came bounding to meet them, and
threw himself into his father’s arms,
evidently startled by the dusky hue
of the new friend he had so ardently
longed to see. A second glance at
Ida, and her sweet smile, however,
conquered the first impression, and
taking her by the hand, he hurried
her playfully forward. A turn in the
great gallery suddenly brought before
them an object so new and unexpected
to Ida, that she could scarce forbear
exclaiming when she found herself at
the door of the inspector’s house, a
log-hut, neatly and substantially con-
structed. Adolf, remarking her won-
der, exclaimed, with all the conscious
superiority of infant knowledge, ¢ Ah!

Af you only saw Sahla! papa’s house

there is a palace to this, and there are
streets, aud houses, and a windmill !
Oh ! this is a shabby mine, not to be
compared to dear Sahla !”

As he spoke they entered §h9 housg,



G8

which consisted of two apartments,
one of which, filled with books and
instruments of seience, was occupied
by the inspector, while the other, a
sort of ‘kitchen, was prepared for the
use of the children. ' Adolf, after in-
sisting on sharing with his new play-
mate (whose slight figure gave her, in
male attire, an absolutely childish ap-
pearance) a supper, somewhat more
inviting than the rye bread and black
beer she had left behind, complained
of being sleepy; -and the inspector,
pronouncing a grave blessing on his
infant head, (in which the good man
included his worse than orphan com-
rade, ) retired to his own apartment.

No sooner was his father gone, than
little Adolf, forgetting his drowsiness,
began to tell a thousand stories about
Cobolds and Mincknockers, and good
people ; all of whom, he said, he saw
or heard every night, and from whose
visits he hoped the society of a com-
panion would release him. Ida, too
heavy at heart to laugh at the childish
list of supernatural acquaintance, had
recourse to her: rosary; and recom-
mending to the little Lutheran (who
had never before seen such a play-
thing) to say a prayer for every béad
till he fell asleep, put him to bed, avail-
ing herself'of his still unconquered dis-
like of her complexion, to spread her
own mattress at a little distance on
the floor.

Here, at length, sleep visited her
wearied frame, and her slumbers (bro-
ken only occasionally by the infant
voice of Adolf, muttering his childish
but efficacious orisons) continued, till
she herself was conscious they had
been protracted, and, on opening her
eyes, tully expected to be rebuked by
the bright blaze of day.

It was a painful moment that re-
called her, by the darkness around,
to a sense of her situation ; but impa-~

tient to meet Casimir, of whom she

had as yet enjoyed but a transient
glimpse, conquered her dejection ; and,
striking a light, she awoke her little
companion, and giving him his break-
fast, (her share of which she reserved
to partake it with Casimir,) she con-
signed him to his father, and awaited
the arrival of her lover, who had pro-
mised to come and conduct her to the
scene of their mutual labours. The
sight of kim in his coarse miner’s dress,
the galeness of confinement, increased
by the rays of the lamp he held in his
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hand, proved almost too wmuch for her ;
but his unaltered smile cheered her ;
and there was a radiance in his bright
black eye since yesterday, that spoke
of hope and happiness!

Casimir was able to contrive that

_ they should be uninterrupted during

a great part of this day, and it was
gpent in discussing their prospeets, and
weighing the advantages held out by
continued concealment or immediate
discovery. The former, exposed to
irksome confinement and inevitable
delay ; but the latter threatened pos-
sible destruction to their hopes, and
was therefore more formidable. The
inspector, though a worthy and hu-
mane man, must, as a parent, enter-
tain high ideas of parental authority,
and was not likely to sanction the
union of an only child without the
consent of her father ; nay, would pro- .
bably insist on delivering her up to
him immediately. It was, therefore,
advisable to endeavour to secure an
interest in his breast, by continued
kindness to his child ; and they agreed,

‘at all events, to defer discovery till the

approaching festivalshould bring down
to the mine a priest, to whom, 1n con-
fession at least, if not otherwise, the
secret might be confided.

During the intervening month, Ca-
simir and ¥da (whose #éte-a-tétes were
usually confined to a few short mo-
ments in proceeding to, or returning
from their labours) indemnified thera-
selves for the restraint imposed by the
presence of their parties, by establish-
ing, through the interesting child by
whom they were almost constantly ac=
companied, a medium of intercourse
as delightful as it was unsuspected.
Tales of Jove and chivalry related by
Casimir, (and which soon eclipsed in
the mind of his young auditor -the
fairy and goblin legends of ruder nar-
rators,) found a no less enthusiastic lis-
tenerin Ida, who saw in her lover the
hero of every romance, and read in the
perils each experienced for his mis-
tress, a faint reflection of the heroic
daring of her own devoted Casimir ;
while Ida’s encomiums on love. and
constancy, nay, sometimes even her
heartfelt expressions of fond attach-
ment to the child on whom they were
sincerely lavished, were interpreted as
more than half addressed to one, who
might have found it difficalt under
other circumstances to extort them. In
short, that mental sunshine, which is
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altogether independent even of the
smiles of nature, played so brightl
across their darkling path, that each
viewed with awe and anxiety the ap-
proach of a period which might restore
them to light and liberty, at the possi-
ble expense of at least a temporary se-
paration.

The festival which was to decide
their fate (one of the most solemn of
the Romish church), occurred during
our visit to the Mining district, and
we were advised on no account to quit
N——without witnessing the brilliant
spectacle of the illumination of the
mine, and the performance of high
mass in its lofty and spacious chapel,
whose intrinsic magnificence might
put to shame the richest shrines of our
upper world.

We went down early in the morn-
ing, that the previous splendours of day
might not rob the subterranean spec~
tacle of any of its brilliancy ; and high-
ly as my expectations had been raised,
they were not disappointed.” The blaze
of the torches, reflected by the innu-
merable particles of silver ore that lined
the roof and walls of the galleries, was
absolutely dazzling ; while the deep
shadows beyond their immediate in-
fluence would have been studies for a
Rembrandt. T

The chapel, when we first looked
into it, at that early hour, was crowd-
ed with miners waiting for admission
to the confessional ; among the last of
whom, I remembered seeing a very
dark but handsome boyleaning against
a pillar, in evident agitation. I had
followed  the inspector into some dis-
tant workings, to see various effects of
light and shadow and natural pheno-
mena, rendered more apparent by the
increased illumination, and did not
return till a bell had given notice of
the approaching commencement of
mass. '

The crowd in _the chapel was rather
increased than diminished ; but it had
‘spontaneously divided, leaving at the
altar only the venerable white-haired
priest, before whom knelt a handsome
young miner, and the same slender
dusky boy, whose dark skin was now,
however, mocked, and betrayed to be
factitious, by & redundant profusion of
the finest flaxen hair, which swept as
he knelt on the dark rocky floor of the
chapel. ! A 2N

Murmurs and whispers ran around
the assembly ;' and on seeing the in-
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spector advance, the priest, in a digni-
fied voice, inquired if any impediment

_prevented the administration of the

sacrament of marriage to the pair now
kneeling to receive it ; long affianced
in the sight of Heaven, and thus mi~
raculously brought together to com-

- pléte a violated contract? . No one

presumed to contravene or question
the propriety of the ordinance, till the
half-fainting bride, blushing through
all her nut-brown dye, glanced at her
strange habiliments, and with maiden
modesty faltered, ¢ No, not in these!”

The appeal was irresistible, and as
soon as mass had been celebrated, a.
messenger was dispatched by the kind
inspector, to the village above, for a
female peasant’s dress of the country,
in which Ida looked absolutely en
chanting. ;

It was not alone a bridal dress that
this embassy procured. It brought
friends to grace the nuptials, whom
fate had strangely conspired to bring
that day to N——.

‘Ida had conjured the gipsies to
lighten as soon as possible her father’s
anxieties, by acquainting him with her
safety, though not with her retreat;
but the communication had been de~
layed, and it was only the appearance
of the faithful Natalia, who had re-
mained concealed for some time after

“her escape from the castle of Metzin-

ska, that at length led him to a know-
ledge of his daughter’s fate. ~ Witha
heart softened by long anxiety and pa-
rental remorse, he was now arrived at
the mouth of the mine, followed by
the faithful nurse, and attended by the
reconciled Yaninski, who had also at
length gained tidings of their brother
(whom they concluded in a foreign
country with his bride), from one of
the banditti who had escaped oa the
seizure of the others, and was glad to
Eurchase indemnity on his return te
is native country by such interesting
intelligence. 1
The Yaninski were amply furnished
with pardons and letters of rehabilita-
tion. Stephanoff came loaded with
wealth to reward his daughter’s bene-
factors, and rich dresses to adorm her
person—but it was in the peasant’s
dress of the mining district that she
gave her hand to Casimir, and in that
dress she has sworn to keep the an
niversary of her 4
WEDDING UNDER GROUND !
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THE INQUISITION OF SPAIN |

y

WITH ANECDOTES OF SOME OF ITS MORE ILLUSTRIOUS VICTIMS.

Asout three centuries and a half
have now elapsed since there existed
in Spain a regularly-organised Crimi-
nal Tribunal, charged with the prose-

. cution of Heretics; and yet, up to a
very recent period, no exact history
had appeared of its origin, its establish~
ment, and its progress. Several wri-
ters, foreigners as well as native Spa-
niards, had, indeed, treated of the In-
quisitions established in different parts
of the Catholic world, and more par-
ricularly of that of Spain; but, for
reasons to be afterwards explained, all
of them were destitute of that accu-
rate knowledge of the subject which
the public have a xight to expect from
those who undertake to write history.
This observation applies to the His-
ioire des Inquisitions, which appeared
in the course of the seventeenth cen
tury, and also particularly to the work
of M. Lavallée, published at Paris in
1809, under the title of Histoire des
Inquisitions Religicuses d'Ttalie, d’ Fs=
pagne, et de Portugal, which, the au~
thor assures us, is little more than a
translation of a work that he pretends
to have discovered at Saragossa. The
former is, in truth, a sort of historical
romance,. sprinkled over with a small
portion of truth, which, however, it is
impossible to separate from the mass
of fiction with which it is embellished ;

- while the latter, in the four books
devoted to the Spanish Inquisition
(4th, 6th, 9th, and 10th), contains
the history.of only six trifling prose-
cutions before the provincial Tribunal
of Valladolid, and is, moreover, filled
with historical errors, so palpable and
gross as to impair the author’s credit,
even in regard to matters that were
probably consistent with his personal
knowledge. Nor are the Spanish and
Portuguese writers deserving of greater

confidenee. Neither has the learned
and unfortunate Macanaz, in his una-
vailing Apology, nor the Monk Mon-
teiro of Lisbon in his History of he
Inquisition of Portugal, nor the ano-
nymous Spaniard who published at
Madrid, in 1803, an Historical and
Juridical Discourse on the Origin, Pro-
gress, and Utlility of the Holy Qffice
of the Inquisition, mor, indeed, any
other native writer of the Peninsu-
la, prior to Llorente, succeeded in
tracing a distinct outline of the se-
ries of events which led to the in-
stitution of this formidable Tribunal,
far less in giving an authentic account
of its progress, and of the influence it
has exerted upon the character of the
people and the government. Indeed,
the Spanish authors themselves are
not agreed either as to the period of
its establishment, or the circumstances
by which that memorable event was
attended. Bernaldez and Hernando
del Pulgar, though contemperaries,
differ in this respect, in their Chroni-
cles of the Catholic Kings ;* and the
same observation applies to Illescas,t
Zurita,} Roman,§ Garibay,u Para-~
mo, 9 Ortiz,** and Ferreras,T+ each
of whom is at variance with the others
on this simple point of chronology.
But if these authors have been un-
able to settle the question as®to ihe
exact period from which the Holy Of-
fice dates its commencement, still less
have they succeeded in giving us any
certain information as to the peculiar
organization of that tremendous insti-
tution. The reason of this must be
sought for in the nature of the. Holy
Office itself. No prisoner of the insti~
tution ever obtained a sight of his own
process, far less of that instituted

_against another. All he could learn in

regard to his individual cause was con-

* Hernando del Pu]g;a.r, Cronico de los Reyes Calolicos, e. 17 ; Bernaldez, gusd. tit.

e 43-4.

+ Xllescas, Hist. Pontifical, tom. ii. 1. 6.

+ Zurita, Annales de Arragon, tom. iv. 1. 20, ¢. 49, an. 1485,
§ Roman, Republicas del Mundo, tom 1, 1. 5, e. 20.
- || Garibay, Compendio Historial de Espagna, tom. ii. 1. 17, ¢. 293 L 18, ¢. 12  and

17; 119, ¢ 1

§ Paramo, De Origine et Progressu Inguisitionis, 1, il. ¢, 2.
** Ortiz, Annales de Sevilla, 1. 12, an. 1478,
++ Ferreras, Hist. de Espagna, siglo 15, pt. 11
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fined to such inferences as he might
deduce from the interrogatories which
he was compelled to answer, and from
the extracts of the depositions of the
witnesses, which, at a certain stage of
the proceedings, were communicated
to him ; at the same time that the
names of the witnesses, and all cir~
cumstances of time, place, and per-
sons, which might lead the accused to
discover his accuser, as well as every
part of the evidence favourable to his
‘defence, were carefully concealed from
him ; according to the maxim of the
Holy Office, that the accused must
confine himself to answering the diffe~
rent heads of accusation, and that it
“belonged to the judge, in the discharge
of his duty, to compare the answers of
the prisoner with those parts of the
evidence which were favourable to his
defence, and to give such effect to both
as, in his wisdom, he might think fit.
This mode of conducting procedure in
the Inquisition explains the reason
why Philip Limborch and other au-
‘thors of perfectly good faith have
failed to produce an authentic history
of the Holy Office. Their principal
sources of information were’ first the
relations of prisoners, who, in every
case, were entirely ignorant of the
real grounds upon which they had
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been prosecuted ; and, secondly, the
meagre details contained in the works
of Eyemerick, Paramo, Pegna, Care-
na, and some other Inquisitors, who
were interested in concealing the truth.
It is hardly surprising that nothing
satisfactory was produced by men
who laboured under such disadvan-
tages, and that an authentic history

£ the most infamous Tribunal which
ever existed upon earth, and which
systematically shrouded its proceed-
ings'in darkness, continued long an al-
most hopeless desideratum in the ge-
neral literature of Europe.

The period, however, at length ar-
rived when the mystery was to be dis-
pelled. In the year 1809, Joseph Buo-~
naparte, who had just assumed the
title of King of Spain, published a de-
cree, abolishing the Inquisition in that
country ; and that the nature of the
Holy Office might be no longer un- -
known to the world, the archives of
the Council of the Supreme, and of
the Inquisition of the Court, were in-
trusted, by order of Joseph, to D.
Juan Antonio Llorente, who had been
himself an Inquisitor, and had been
for many years occupied in collecting
materials for a history of the Inquisi-
tion,* that he might carry his original
design_ into execution, - Spain covld

* Liorente was born at Rincon del Soto, near Calahorra, in Arragon, in the year

1756 ; and at the age of fourteen received the clerical tonsure from the hands of the
Bishop of Calahorra. In 1773, he went to Saragossa, to.study law, by which was
then understood the Institutes of Justinian and the Pandects, and in 1776 he took
'his bachelor’s degree. He next applied himself to the study of the canon law, was
ordained a priest by his diocesan in 1779, and soon after repaired to Valencia, to re;"
ceive the bounet ofa doctor of laws. In 1781, he was admitted advoeate before the Su-
preme Council of Castille, and the following year was appointed Proctor-General of
the Bishopric of Calahorra. In 1785, the Tribunal of the Holy Office at Logrono
;chose him its commissary ; and having proved, in compliance with the standing rule
of the Inquisition, that his family, for three generations back, had incurred no pu-
nishment for heresy, nor were descended from Jews, Moors, or heretics, he entered
upon office. Senor Llorente likewise applied himself with some success to preaching,
till, in 1788, the Duchess of Satamayor, first lady to Louisa, Queen of Charles IV.
appointed him ker Consultor de Camara ; in which capacity he must have given gree:
satisfaction, for the Duchess subsequently nominated him one of her testamentary
executors, (in conjunction with Grandees, Bishops, and Members of the Council of
Castille,) and also tutor to the present Duke of Satamayor, one of the richest pro-
prietors of Spain. - At the commencement of 1789, the Inquisitor-General, D. Au-
gustin. Rubin de Cevallos, Bishop of Jaen, appointed Llorente Secretary-General
to the Inquisition, a post which lie held till 1791, and which placed at his disposal the
archives of the Holy Office which he was one day.to disclose to the world. Cevallos
having died in 1792, D. Manuel Abad-y-la-Sierra, Bishop of Astorga, and Archbi-
shop of Selimbria, was appointed his successor; and being a man of an enlightened
mind, he immedidtely cast his eyes upon Senor Liorente, as a proper person to assist
him in digesting a plan he had formed for introducing some important modifications in
the internal constitution and forms of procedure of the Inquisition. But.a Court in-
trigue displaced the honest Inquisitor before he could carry his project into. effect.
Not disconcérted by this untoward accident, Llorente pursued his labours, and had

’
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not have supplied an individual better
qualified for the honest discharge of
thisimportant trust. During two years,
gevéral persons were employed, under
Senor Llorente’s direction, in copying
or extraeting the original pieces which
were found in the archives. All the
criminal processes, with the excep-
tion of those which, either from their
importance and celebrity, or from
the quality of the persons prosecuted,
seemed to belong to history, were
burned ; but the registers of the re-~
solutions of the Council, the royal or-
donnances, the bulls or briefs of Rome,
the memoranda relative to the Tribu-
_ nal, and the informations on the ge-
nealogies of the employés of the Holy
‘Office, were carefully preserved and
arranged according to their respective
dates, and the subjects to which they
referred. From these materials, toge-
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tion to the subject, Senor Llorente
was enabled to produce his Crifical
History of the Inquisition of Spain, from
the epoch of its establishment by Ferdi-
nand V. till the reign of Ferdinand
VII.; a2 work which has entitled him
to the eternal gratitude of the friends
of true religion and rational liberty,
-and which has already gained for its
author the honourable agnomen of
The Suetonius of the Inquisition.
With this iivaluable book, there-
fore, as our guide, with most of the
elder authorities on the subject under
our eye, and with some private infor-
mation which we have been fortunate
enough to obtain, we shall endeavour
to lay before our readers, I. A view
of the mode of procedure observed in
all the Tribunals of the Holy Office

.throughout Spain ; II. Anecdotes:of

distinguished individuals who have

ther with those which he had been
occupied in collecting since the year
1789, when he first turned his atten-

fallen victims of this diabolical tyran-
ny ; and, III. Some remarks on the
political degeneracy which this Tri-

completed a scheme, the object of which was nothing less than to give full publicity
to the hitherto dark and mysterious proceedings of the Holy Office, wlien the sudden
fall of that able and enlightened minister, Jovellanos, who had encouraged him to
persevere, utterly ruined the project. Llorente now found himself in danger of fall-
ing a victim to that tribunal of which he was a member, but which his projected re-
form had rendered his mortal enemy. The plan.had been found among the papers
of the ex-minister, and Llorente had aggravated his fault by paying his respects to
Jovellanos as he passed through Callahorra to the place of his exile. By some for-
tunate accident, however, probably through the interest of some secret friends of the
fallen minister, he escaped with the mild punishment of a fine and a short imprison-
ment ; but he continued in disgrace till 1805, when he was recalled to Madrid, to én-
gage in some historical inquiries, which interested the government, nominated Ca-
non of the Metropolitan Church of Toledo, and the year after instituted Ecclesiastical
Chevalier of the Order of Charles 11L., after having given the requisite pracfs of no-
bility.  On the invasion of Spain by the French, in 1808, he joined the party of Jo-
seph Buonaparte, who appointed him a Counsellor of State, and, as has beén already
mentioned in the text, placed at his disposal the archives of the Holy Office, that he
wmight prepare a history of the Inquisition. He shared the fortunes of his master;
and qn the expulsion of the French from Spain, he retired to France, leaving behind
him the whole of his property, which was confiscated.' At Paris, he who had been
a dignitary of one of the richest churches in the Romish communion, Counsellor of
State to the brother of Napoleon, director of the national property, and distributor of
the royal bounty, considered himself fortunate in gaining an honourable pittance by
instructing young Frenchmen to repeat.the accents of that fine Castillian tongue, of
which Raynal has said : —* Qu’elle est éclatante comme Uor, et sonore comme l'argent.”
Chiefly occupied with literary pursuits, he ‘continued to reside in the French capital
till the end of 1822, when the intrigues of a junto of ultra fanatics procured an order
commanding him to quit Paris in three days, and France without delay. He obeyed,
but this abrupt and violent expulsion from his adopted country was to him like a se-
cond exile. He reached Madrid on the lst or 24 of February 1823, and on the 5th
of the same month, fell a victim to the fatigue and chagrin ¢to which he had been so
cruelly condemned.  Besides his Critical History of the Inguisition, Senor Llorente was
the author of several other works, the principal of which are, Political Portraits of the
Popes, and Memoirs for a History ef the Spanish Revolution, with Justificatory Documents,
by M. Nellerto (the anagram of Llorente). It js to this work that Dr Southey has been
indebted for a large portion of the materials from which he composed his account of
the Spanish Revolution, .
(]
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bunal has entailed on every country
where it has been fully established,
and suffered to act without any effi«
cient control.

I. MoDE O¥ PROCEDURE OBSERVED
1N taeTrIBuNaLS oF THE HoLy OrF-
FICE THROUGHOUT SrAIN.——Before
entering uppn this branch of our sube
ject,it may be necessary to premise, for
the information of those who are unac«
quainted with the history of this Tri~
bunal, that the pretext for its original
establishment was furnished by the
wars carried on for the extirpation of
thie Albigenses. Alarmed by the first
dawn of those opinions which afters
wards ushered in the full light of the
Reformation, Pope Innocent IIL. ape
pointed a commission for the prosecu-
tion and punishment of heretics in
Gallia Narbonnensis (which included
the provinces of Languedoc, Provence,
Dauphiné, and Savoy) ; and this was
followed by the establishment of an
Inquisition, in that country, in 1208.
Lrorente, Crit. Hist. of the Inquisit.
1. 2. art. 2and 3. Innocent died in
1216, and was succeeded by Hono-
rins III. who, eager to tread in the
footsteps of his predecessor, and to
share with him the glory of extirpa«
ting heretics, orgenized an Inquisi-
tion in Italy ; but it was reserved for
liis successor Gregory IX. ,who mount-
<d the Papal throne in the year 1227,
to give to it the definite form of a tri-
bunal, with a set of -constitutions for
regulating its procedure. Under the
same Pontificate, and, according to
Llorente, somewhere about the year
1232, Spain received the benefit which
‘had been already conferred on Gaul
and Ttaly, though not without consi-
«derable oppesition on the part both of
the nobility and people ; for it is no
less remarkable than true, that the
tountry, over which the Holy Office
‘has exercised more than three centu-
ries of unrelenting despotism, was that
in which its establishment was most
firmly resisted, and where it was the
slowest in taking root. Of the mode
of procedure observed in this ancient
tribunal, and of its progress during
the course of the 13t£ and 14th cen-
turies, it is unmecessary to say any-
thing in this place. It will be enough
to state, that'it was not till the reign
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of Ferdinand V.and Tsabella, by whose
marriage Arragon was united to Case
tille, that the Inquisition assumed the
peculiar form and character which it
afterwards maintained even down to
the period of its abolition under Jo=«
seph Buonaparte. Under the pretext
of punishing the apostacy of the Spa<
nish Jews, who had been converted to
Christianity, these Princes systema«
tised the constitution, and extended
the powers of the Holy Office, ercct-
ing an ¢mperium in the heart of their
dominions, which was destined to con
trol and defy the government of the
state, to arrest the progress of imw
provement, exclude tg"e Tights of sci~
ence and philosophy, paralyze the
powers of industry, and insulate Spain
as a den of bigotry and darkness, in
the midst of natiéns prosperous under
the benign lights of knowledge and
civilization. It is this Inquisition
which has domineered over that un-
happy country, from the year 1481
till our own day, when it was sup-
pressed with the approbation of all
Europe. Happy, if that abolition had
been effeciual! The odious monster
has, however, once more reared its
head, under the fostering and paternal
care of the most contemptible despot
who ever disgraced a throne, or ren-
dered a nation miserable. But the
consolation is, that it-cannot survive
its patron. Let us now attend io the
mode in which its procedure was con-
ducted, taking as our guide the Or-
donnanees of 1561, promulgated by
Valdes, the eighth Inquisitor-General,
and constituting what may be consi~
dered the corpus of Inquisitorial Law.
1. Denunciation.——the procedureof
the Holy Office commences with De-
nunciation, or some information which
supplies its place, such as the disclo-
sure which incidentelly results from 2
deposition given before the Tribunal
in another cause ; and when the de-
nunciation or deposition is signed, it
takes the form of a declaration, in
which the delator, after having sworn
to speak the truth, points out, b
name or otherwise, those individuals
whom he believes or presumés capa-
ble of deposing against the person or
persons denounced.* The witnesses
thus indicated are examined; and

* Limborch, who compiled his History of the Inquisition from the best materials
to which he had access, but who, nevertheless, is frequently in error, owing to the
K

Vor, XX,
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their depositions, in conjunction with
that of the first witness, or delator,

torm the summary information or pre<

paralory instruction.” Anonymous de-
nuuciations are received with the same
avidity, and acted upon precisely in
the same manner, as t}l)iose givenunder
the sanction of a nae ; and though,
by the constitution of the Holy Office,
an information upon oath subjects the
informer, if his charge prove to be
calumnious, to the same punishment
which would have been inflicted upon
the denounced had he been condemn-
ed, yet the Inquisitors have, in no in-
stance, awarded this punishment ; on
the contrary, the accuser is invariably
admitted as a witness against the ae-
cused ; and in the rare instances in
‘which the latter has been able to over-
come all the obstacles, systematically
accumulated against a proof of inno-
cence, and to rebut trinmphantly the
charge brought against him, the In-
quisitors have invariably interfered,
by every means, to protect the con-
victed calumniator from the punish-~
ment decreed by their own statutes
against him.* © Experience indeed
taught them, that, under sueh a sanc-
tion, few persons would be disposed
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policy has always been to encourage
denunciations, they soon found it ex-
pedient to dispense with a law which
would have rendered the Holy Office
nearly inoperative. . They were also
led 'to adopt this course by their fa<
vourite maxim, that the Holy Office
cannot err ; for it must be evident that
this maxim would have appeared ab-
solutely ridiculous, had they, in al-
most any instance, suffered a prisoner.
to demonstrate his innocence, or,
which comes to the same thing, the
guilt of his accuser, and had they
given ‘effect to their own law by sub-
jecting' the latter,”when he failed to
make good his charge, to the punish-
ment of retaliation.

Denunciation was never more fre-
quent than at the approach of the
Kaster Communion, when the con-
fessors imposed it as a sacred duty up-
on such of their penitents as said they
had seen, heard, or learned anything
which either was, or appeared to be,
contrary to the Catholic Faith, or fo
the rights of the Inguisition. This
abuse of what the Catholics denomi-
nate the Sacrament of Confession, for

‘the purpose of encouraging the ba~

sest tendencies of the human heart,

to appear as accusers; and, as their was solemnly dguthorized by the pub-

circumstance of having been obliged to trust to the statements of prisoners, or the
partial revelations of Inquisitors interested in perplexing everything connected with
‘the Holy Office, has supposed (vol. 11. ch. 5, 6, 7, 8) that ‘there are threc methods
of beginning a process before the Tribunal of the Inquisition, 1, by Inguisition ; 2,
by dccusation ; and 3, by Denunciation.: When the process begins by Inguisition, the
delator, according to him, appears before the Tribunal, and says that he does not
~come in the character of an accuser or denouncer, but merely for the purpose of re-
lating that he has frequently heard it reported by grave and reputable persons that
such a one has said or done some things contrary to the Catholic Faith, or the rights
-and privileges of the Tribunal. = When the process begins by accusation, the aceuser
reports to the Inquisitor some crime committed by another ; upon which the latter
-inquires whether the former will proceed in the affair by accusation or not ; and if
the answer be in the affirmative, he is to be admonished by the Inquisitor that he
renders himself liable to the punishment of retaliation, unless his proof be good ;
after which he presents his accusation in writing, and so the process begins. But
if the delator says that he will not accuse but denounce, and that he does this through
fear of incurring the penalty of éxcommunication incurred by those who fail to dis-
cover things pertaining to the Faith within the term prescribed, then the Inquisitor
prepares himself to make inquisition ; and so the process in this way begins, Thus
far Limborch, who, from the imperfect state of his information in regard to the
form of process before the Inquisition, has erroneously supposed three varieties
of one and the same mode of instituting proceedings to be three different and distinct
modes; which supposition is plainly incorrect, as indeed appears on the face of his
own statement., The real method pursued is that mentioned in the text, on the au-
thority of Llerente, who, as we have already seen, was himself an 1nquisitor.
* ¢ Le delateur est admis comme témoin, au mépris des régles de droit; et on ne
1ni applique pas la peine due au calomniateur, lorsqu'il est reconnu comme tel,”’—
LLORENTE, Hist. Crit. de I'Ing. I1. 298, y
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lic reading in all the churches, during
two Sundays of Lent, of an ordinance
issued by the Inquisition, enjoining
the denunciation within six days of
all persons suspected of heresy, under
pain of incurring mortal sin and the
higher excommunication ; anathema-
tising those who should suffer the
prescribed period’ to elapse without
appearing before one of the tribunals,,
to emit a declaration of all that they
had scen, heard, and learned of the
nature above-mentioned ; and sub-
jecting such as should prove refrac-
tory, to the most horrible’ canoni-
cal censures, * aussi indignes,” says
Senor Llorente, ¢ du licu o on les
faisait entendre, qu’ apposées & Uesprit
de U Evangile.” 'The consequence was,
that many persons, recollecting certain
loose or unguarded speeches they had
heard, and which, in their simplicity
or ignorance, they had never dreamt
of considering heretical; began to feel
uneasy at not having revealed them ;
their confessors were made the confi-
dants of their disquieting scruples ;
and these worthies seldom lost any
time in transmitting to the .Inquisi-
tion, * the - information * disclosed by
their penitents. . When he,>who had
anything of this sort to communicate,
conld write, he reduced his declara-
tion to writing himself ; ‘'when he
could not write, his ‘confessor prepa-
red it in his name. . This measure
was so rigorously preseribed; that it
was held obligatory on the nearest re-
latives of the persondenounced. Thus,
the father and the child, the husband
and the wife, were mutually denoun=
cers and denounced, because the con-
fessor refused to grant absolution till
they had, within the specified time,
obtempered the ordinauce of the In-
quisition. 9 "

2. Inquest.—When the tribunal of
the Inquisition has decided that the
actions or speeches denounced, are of
such a nature as to require an Inquest
for establishing them by proof ; and
when the declaration on oath of the
denouncer, accompanied by the cir-
cumstances above-stated, has been re-
ceived, the next step is, the examina-
tion of the persons who have been
cited as cognisant of the matters set
forth in the declaration, and who are
compelled to swear that they will ob-
serve the most profound secrecy re-
garding all that may be asked of them.
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Not one of these witnesses, however,
is informed of the subject in regard
to which he is called upon to depone ;
he is only asked, generally, if he has
either seen or heard anything which
might appear to be contrary to the
Catholic Faith, or to the rights and
grivileges of the Inquisition. In en-
eavouring to answer this vague and
insidious interrogatory, it almost in-
variably happens that the witness, ig-
noxant of the real purpose for which
he has been called, recollects facts fo-
reign to the case actually before the
tribunal, and implicates persons mnot. -
yet denounced, but whose names and
residences he of course makes known.
He is then closely examined in regard
to the circumstances which he has
unwittingly revealed, as if to speak to
these had been the special purpose
for which he was cited ; and it is.only
when nothing more cansbe extracted
from him thereanent, that the Inqui-
sitors direct his attention, as it were
by pure accident, to the affair actually
before them. This accidental depo-
sition takes the placc of a formal de-
nuneiation ; an act thercof is engross-
cd in the records of the Tribunal ; and
a new process is commenced against
individuals, hitherto unsuspected, and
whom this detestable artifice of inter-
rogation has compromised. In cases
where .the witness can neither read
nor write, the consequences that re-
sult in the course of the process from
his implied depunciation are the more
serious, that his declaration is taken
down by the hand and at the plea-
sure of the commissary or registrar,
who cominonly contrives to fulfil his
task by aggravating the charges, as
far as that can be done, by giving
an arbitrary interpretation to the im-
proper or equivocal expressions em-
ployed by the rude and illiterate per-
son under examination. It is doubt-
less true, that the declaration emitted
by a witness is read to bim imwedi-
ately after it is taken down, and that,
at the end of four days, it is'read to
him a second time, in the presence of
two priests, who are not attached to
the Inquisition, though bound by oath
to observe the strictest secrecy: But
this does not better the situation of
the denounced, because rude and ig-
norant witnesses, appalled by the eirs
cumstance of having been called in
any way beforc a Tribunal of Terros,
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never fail to approve of what has been
taken down, although they neither
comprehend its direct import, nor can
fathom the purposes to which the
diabolical ingenuity of the Inquisitors
may pervert it. The evil is still greater
where three persons conspire to des
stroy a fourth ; for if, after one has
tendered his denunciation, the two
others, mentioned in that instrument
as co-witnesses, be interrogated in
support of it, the denounced is utter-
ly undone, since the concurring testis
mony of three witnesses (the accuser
being always one) establishes a com«
plete proof even against innocence,—
a proof, the effect of which it is im-
possible to take off, by reason of the
impenetrable secrecy in which the
whole procedure is enveloped, unless,
indeed, the accused be saved by the
occurrence of some extraordinary cir-
cumstance, as has sometimes happened
even in the history of the Holy Office.
¢ A great portion of these abuses
would have been avoided,” says Senor
Llorente, ¢ if the commissaries had
been penetrated with the importance
of their duties. But these instances
have always been extremely rare, and
they aré generally found performin
the functions of judges at a stage o
the process where their misconduct
cannot fail to be attended with the
most disastrous consequences. The
only persons competent to act as com-
nissaries are either clerical juriscon-
sults, or lay doctors, or licentiates in

law, men who, by their educationand .

habits, are duly qualified for weigh-
ing the inconveniences that may re-
sult from contenting themrelves with
sletached propositions, and for putting
to witnesses, agreeably to the rules of
evidence recognized in other tribue
nals, all the questions necessary to
elicit the true sense of the articles de-
nounced. Unfortunately, almqggt all
the commissaries are grossly ignorant
of law, because, having no salaries,
their places are commenly sought for
only by ecclesiastics who have ne
other views than to dive into the se-
crets of the Inquisition, or to with-
draw themselves from the jurisdiction
of their bishops ; a circumstance which
hassingularly favoured thelibertinism
of some commissaries and notaries of
the Hely Office, and which has fur-
nished the author of Gil Blas, and
other writers of that class, with mata
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ter for several scandalous episodes; in
which they introduee personages, ine
quisitors, or commissaries of the Holy
Office, or those who pretend to be
such, and who assume the name solely
for the purpose of executing with
more facility their projects of plunder
or debauchery. No author would
have ventured to admit similar scenes
into a work of pure fiction, if he had
not found the originals in history ;
which brings to our recollection the
Quid rides ¢ of the poet, the friend
of Augustus, The author of Cornelia
Bororguia has set down a tissue of
calumnies, and the same thing ma
be said of the author of the Frenc
work, entitled La Gusmanade, on the
subject of the imputations he has east
on Saint Dominie ; but neither the
one nor the other would have carried
matters to such a pitch of exaggera-
tion, if it had not been proved by the
archives of the Council of the Supreme;
that disorders and abuses of this sort
have been committed more than once
in the very bosom of the Inquisition
itself.”—Hist. Crit. de UIng. I. pp.
295-297. |
3. Censure by Qualificators.~When
the Tribunal has examined the Pre-
liminary Instruction, and discovered
therein suffieient reason to induce it
to proceed, it straightway addresses a
circular to all the other tribunals of
the province, to the end that, if there
exist in their registers any charges
against the denounced, these may be
transiitted to it for the purpose of
forming part of this process. This
proceeding is called the Review of the
Registers. Extracts are made from
them of the suspected propositions
imputed by witnesses to the accused ;
and if the same proposition be report~
ed by twe or more tribunals in differ-
ent terms, which will almost always
oceur, it is held to be as many distinct
propositions advanced on different ac-
,cusations. ‘The whole, together with
the primary charge or charges, is then
referred by the Inquisitors to theolo-
gians, Qualificators of the Holy Qffice,
whose business it is to write at the
bottom whether the propositions sub=
mitted to them merit theological cen-
sure as heretical, as smacking of
heresy, or as conducive to heresy,
and whether they give reason to believe
that the person who uttered them ap-
proves of heresy, or is only suspectcd



1826 ]

of that erime ; in which last ease they
must determine whether the suspicion
be slight, grave, or violent. The de-
liverance of the Qualificators deter-
mines the mode of proceeding against
the denounced up to the moment when
the process is prepared for definitive
sentence, at which time they are also
informed of all that has transpired
since the first reference, and which is
calculated either to fortify or invali-
date the decision formed on the Pre-
paratory Instruetion. The Qualifica-
tors are bound by oath to observe se-
crecy ; consequently, no great incon-
venience could have arisen from ine
trusting them with the original docu-
ments, the perusal of which would
have enabled them the better to under-
stand the nature of the propositions
denounced, the sense in which the
witnesses supposed them to have been
advanced, and the particular form
which these witnesses gave to their
declaration. Had such course been
pursued, it can hardly be questioned
that the Quallgi’ﬁcators would  often
have recognised the distinet proposi«
tions enregistered as in reality 2 con-
sequence of the mode in which the wit-
nesses expressed themselves, not a fair
translation of the sentiments ascribed
to theaccused ; and this consideration
could not' have failed to affect ma-
terially the second part of their de<
liverance, namely, the judgment form-
ed of theinternal and secret sentiments
of the accused. But the Inquisitors,
accustomed tomake a mystery of their
conduct, imagine they render their
authority more imposing by conceal-
ing from the whole world the grounds
of the prosecution, and the name of the
individual implicated ; and they think
they justify themselves by alleging,
that the Qualificators are better able
to form an impartial judgment, when
they are kept in ignorance of the name
and quality of the accused, as well as
those of the witnesses. This, how
ever, is not the only or the greatest
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evil that results frem the course pur-
sued by the Inquisition ; there is an-
other, the magnitude of which may
_be conjectured from the fact now to
be stated ; which is, that the Quak-
Jicators are generally, wo might ra-
ther say always, scholastie theologians,
trained up in utter ignorance of true
systematic theology, imbued with
false ideas, and ready to carry their
superstition and fanaticism to the
fullest, of dencuncing as heretical all
that they themselves have not studied
or do not understand. Hence it is not
uncommon to find them dirceting their
theological censures agalnst propositions
which are to be found in the works of
the greatest ornaments of the Catholic
Church, and qualifying as a heretic, or
as violently suspeeted of heresy, -the
learned Catholic, who, ‘possessing an
extent of erudition a thousand times
greater than their own, had advanced
propositions, contrary, it may be, to
thereceived doctrines of modern times,
but in perfect accordance with those
which had been supported by the most
learned of the Fatfxers, and the most
celebrated of the ancient Councils.
This ' preposterous policy has proved
a fertile source of injustice in a mul-
titude of instances, as the reader may .
discover by referring to Llorente’s
work ; and, which is most deplorable,
it has generally been men eminent for
their talents, their learning, and their
virtue, who have fallen ‘victims, to the
brutal ignorance and bigotry of the
Qualificators. In confirmation of what
is now statcd, we may refer to the case
of Carranza, Archbishop of Toledo,
Primate of g1l Spain, and to that of
Antonio Perez, Minister and First
Secretary of State to Philip IT.

4.' Prisons,—When the propositions
referred to the theologians have been
qualified as heretical, or as suspeeted,
to a greater or less degree, of heresy,
the Procurator Fiscal presents a requi-
sition ¢raving a mandate of arrest* for
seizing and committing the person of

* The Inquisitors sign the mandate of arrest, and direct it to the Grand Alguazil
of the Holy Office, whose business it is, with the aid of the_familiars, to put it in
execution, 'When the denunciation is one of formal heresy, this measure is immedi-
ately followed by the sequestration of all the real and moveable property belonging
to the denounced; and for this purpose the Alguazil is always accompanied by the
Registrar of Sequestrations, and the Receiver of Goods, or Treasurer, who seques-

trate and make out an inventory of the property of the denounced.

All the ex-

penses of his apprehiension, and of his subsistence during the period of his confine-
ment in the prisons of the Holy Office, are defrayed from his ewn means, which are
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the accused to the secrel prisons of the
Holy Office. The Tribunal has three
sorts of prisons, public, intermediary,
and secret. ‘The public are those in
which the Holy Offiee confines per-
sons who, without being guilty of any
crime against the Faith, stand accused
of some offence, the punishment of
which belongs by privilege to, and is
within the jurisdiction of, the Inquisi-
tion. The intermediary are destined
for the reception of those employés of
the Holy Office who have committed
some crime or have been guilty of
some fault in the exereise of their
functions, without, however, incurring
either the taint or suspicion of heresy.
Persons confined either in the public
or intermediary prisons have theright
of communicating with their relations
and friends without, unless the In=
quisitors, in conformity with the Jaw
common to all the tribunals, ordain
them to be put in secret. The secret
risons are those where hereties, or per~
sons suspected of being heretics, are
shut up, and where they can hold no
communication except with the judges
of the Tribunal, and that, too, only in
the cases provided, and with the pre-
cautions appointed by the constitutions
of the Holy Office. It would be diffi-
cult to conceive anything more truly
frightful than these cells; not-that
they are at present such as they have
been described, deep, moist, filthy,
pestiferous dungeons, unfit for the re-
ception of the most atrocious criminals.
On the contrary, whatever they may
have been in former times, we believe,
that, at present, they are, in general,
good vaulted chambers, well lighted,
" free of humidity, and in which the
detenus may even take a little exercise.
But what renders these prisons truly
terrible is, that no one ever enters
them without being eternally lost in
public opinion. The infamia juris at=
taching, or which at least ought to at-
tach, to the convicted felon, is as no-
thiug to the infumia carceris, with
which the unbappy wretch who‘has
entered the secret prisons of the Holy
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Office, is indelibly -stigmatized.’ "~ In
Spain, all other modes and kinds of
infamy merge in this. ‘The murderer,
the assassin, or the parrieide, is less an
object of horror and detestation than
the unhappy being consigned to this
dreadful. prison for an imaginary of-
fence consisting in mere matter of
opinion, in which, too, it ismore than
probable that he has not deviated one
iota from the true standard: of the
Faith, as fixed by its ablest expound-
ers. In his own estimation and in
that of his countrymen, the galley~
slave, condemned to wear iron on his
limbs for life, is respectable when
compared with him, howeverinnocent;
who has' inhabited the densof inef-
faceable ignominy and shame. What
must be the reflections, what the
agonies -of spirit, endured. by the
miserable being consigned to- these
abodes of worse than death? Ile'is
kept in utter ignorance of the-state of
the process of which heé is the object;
he is denied the consolation of secing
and conversing with the’ person ‘ap-
pointed- to defend him ;. during t}xe
winter months he is during fifteen
hours ‘of - the twenty-four: in utter
darkness, for no prisoner is allowed to
have light after four o’clock’in -the
afternoon, nor before seven o’clock in
the morning ; he is exposed to all'the
rigours of cold in a retreat where the
cheerful blaze of a:fire was never
seen ; and, to aggravate and envenom
these miseries, he is conseious that his
name is ‘blasted for- ever, and that

“should he escape from his dungeon,

the basest and most abandoned of man-
kind will shun his seciety, regarding
him as tainted with deeper infamy
than - themselves, Is it wonderful,
then, that after ‘the first paroxysms
have subsided, the minds of the un-
happy prisoners should become a prey
to inexpressible dejeetion, the natural
companion of profound and continual
solitude, and that they should at length
settle down into a hopeless and sullen
despondency, from which the rack is
sometimes insufficient to rouse them 7*

converted into money as oecasion requires, Ordonances de 1561 5 and when we take
into view, that, in 'point of delay, even the English Court of Chancery must yield
the palm to the Inquisition, it may easily be imagined how this will operate to the
dilapidation, if not utter cxtinction, of the property of the accused, even if it bad at

first beeu very considerable. .

We may add, that the salaries of the diffevcnt officers

of the Tribunal are also paid from this legalized plunder.
® Seme writers: have asserted that prisoners of the Inquisition are loaded with -
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5. First audiences.—During each of
the three days immediately following
the imprisommnent of the accused, he
is granted an audience of monition,
as it is technically called, for the pur-
pose of engaging him to speak the
truth without reserve, in regard to all
that he has himself done or said con-
trary to the faith ; and also in regard
to all that he can impute to others of
a similar nature ; and in order to sti-
mulate him to be communicative, he
isinformed thatif he comply faithfully
with the injunction laid upon him, he
will be treated with leniency and for-
bearance, but, on the contrary, if he
prove obstinate or recusant, that he
will experience the utmost rigour of
law. The grounds upon which he has
been arrested are carefully concealed
from him ; he is merely assured that
no one is committed to the prisons of
the Holy Office without sufficient evi-
dence of his having spoken against the
Catholic Faith, and that it is for his
interest to confess frankly, before de-
cree of accusation be passed, all the
sins of this sort which he has commit~
ted. Thus admonished, some prison~
ers admit themselves to have been
guilty of the facts (we cannot say
charges) contained in the preparatory
instruction alone ; others econfess to
more, and others again to less; gene-
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rally, however, they declare, that their
conscience doesnotreproach them with
anything, but that if the Inquisitors
will order the depositions of the wit-
nesses to be read to them, they will
consult their memory, and make a
frank avowal of all the faults which
they remember having committed. At
the present stage of the procedure this
request is never complied with.*
Another practice of the Inquisition
consists in interrogating the aceused
on his genealogy and connexions. The
object of this is to find out afterwards
by the registers whether any members
of his family, either in the direct or col-
lateral line, had incurred punishment
on account of the crime of heresy ; for
in the event of the fact proving to be
50, it is held as fortifying the suspi-
cion, that the accused approves in his
soul of the error imputed to him, and
that heinherits the erroneous doctrines
of his ancestors, With a similar view
of eliciting something to give counte=
nance to the charge preferred against
Lim, theaccused is compelled to recite
the Pater, the Credo, the Articles of
the Symbol, the Decalogue, and some
other doctrinal formulas ; and if he is
either ignorant of them, or has forgot
them, or blunders in his recitation, the
presumption that he has erred in the
faith acquires thereby additional force.

fetters in the shape of chains, manacles, iron collars, and such like apparatus; but.
this is incorrect—the prisons of the Holy Office are too strong to require any such
accessaries ifl the way of security, and sufficiently peopled with real horrors without
calling in the aid of such as are purely imaginary. The fact is, that fetters are em-.
ployed only on rare occasions, and for very particular reasons. For example, in the
year 1790, the hands and feet of a Frenchman, & native of Marseilles, (of whom
some account will be given in the sequel,) were heavily ironed; but this measure
was had recourse to for the purpose of preventing him from committing suicide,
which he had previously attempted. = Unfortunately the precaution proved fruitless ;
but it would be both unjust and false to represent as a common practice the method
adopted in cases of a peculiar, or extraordinary kind such as that now mentioned,
which, moreover, is the only instauce of a prisoner being ironed that fell under Llo-
rento’s observation during the whole period of his connexion with the Inquisition.
Hist. Crit. de I'Ing. 1. 301. ‘

* The partizans of the Inquisition (some of whom are to.be found even in this
free and glorious country) maintain, that the practice of urging the accused to eri-
minate themselves, though contrary to the principles of administrative justice recei-
ved in every civilized nation, is attended with the advantage of abridging the course
of procedure, while it saves the Inquisitors the pain of awarding so severe a punish-
ment as they would otherwise have been obliged to decree in the definitive sentence,
in all those cases, at least, where reconciliation is admissible.  'We do not conceive
1t necessary to do more than merely state this most miserable apology. Certain it
is, that whatever promises may have been made to prisoners to induce them to cri-
minate themselves, these unhappy individuals ean neither expect to escape the dis-
.grace of the San Benito and the Auto-da-fz, nor to save their-property and their ho-
nour, if they avow themselves formal heretics; for sad experience has shown that
there is no wretch in human shape so faithless and false as a Spanish Inquisitor.
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In a word, th¢ Inquisition, in the
course of the proceedings, avails itself
of every expedient which premises to
make the accused appear really guilty
of some offence against the Catholic
faith ; and as if flagrant injustice was
not sufficiently detestable without the
addition of hypocrisy and blasphemy,
all this is carried on under a semblance

" of compassion and charity, and (/or«
rescimus referentes!) in the name of
Jesus Christ!

6. Charges=~When the formality
of the three audiences of monition has
been gone through, the Procurator Fis-
cal forms his demand in accusation
against the prisoner, conformably to
the charges contained in the instrucs
tion-—and although the facts deposed
to atmowiit to no more thah a semitplena
probatio, they are set forth in that in-
strument as if they had been complete-
ly proved. Noris this the most illegal
part of the proceeding. Instead of ana-
lysing methodically the result of the
information, and other preliminary
steps, and of applying to each head of
accusationn the peculiar character or
description that belongs to it, the Fis-
cal, imitating the method practised in
making out an extract of the proposi-
tions to be submitted to the Doctors
for qualifications, multiplies the arti-
cles of his Reguisition in exact confor-
mity thereto; so that, in processes
where the accusation ought to be con-
fined to a single head—as, for exam«
ple, having maintained this or that
tenet contrary to the faith—five or six
charges are arrayed against the accu-~
sed, who, by this manceuvre, is repre~
sented as having advanced, on different
occasions, so many heretical or sus-
pected propositions ; and this is done
without any other foundation than the
different modes in which different wit-
nesses have related the substance of

2
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the one conversation which has given
rise to the prosecution. ;

This detestable Machiavelism is ne«
cessarily productive of the most fatal
consequences. It distracts and con-
founds the mind of the accused at the
moment when the reading of the
charges takes place ; and if he be dé-
ficient in address, presence of mind,
and intelligence, he is certain to get
bewildered, under the impression that
he is accused of several distinct crimes.
The natural result is, that in replying
to one article or head of accusation, the
third for example, he gives a version
of the facts charged against him, dif-
fering probably, in the terms and in
some of the circumstances, from that
which he had proponed in answering
to the second ; and as the same trivial
discrepancy (which all human tribu-
nals, the Inquisition alone excepted,
consider as the infallible index of sin-
cerity) will not fail to be remarked in
the replies to the other articles, the
respondent is thus artfully and cruelly
led to contradict himself, and to arm °
the Fiscal with new charges to aggra~
vate and fortify those already prefer-
red ; it being an invariable rule so to
construe answers of the nature now
described, and to hold the accused as
having departed from the truth in his
responses. Is it wonderful that even
intrepid innocence should almost inva-
riably get entangled in the meshes of
this diabolical jugglery? *

7. Torture—~—But what follows is
even still more horrible than this ; for
although the prisoner in the three au-
diences of monilion may have avowed
all that the witnesses have deposed
against him, and more, still the Fiscal
terminates his requisition by alleging
that, notwithstanding the admonition
given him to speak the truth, accom-
panied with the promise of grace in

*® If the definitive judgment of the Tribunal be followed by an duto-da:fe, the

merits, as they are called, that is, the heads of accusation, and an extract of such of the
proceedings as the Inquisitors choose to be known, are publicly read at the com-
mencement of the ceremony. Thus, by multiplying the counts charged against the
prisoner, all of which are solemnly read on this occasion, the unhappy wretch is
made to appear in the light of one who has committed a great number of distinct
erimes ; and the ignorant multitude applaud the sentence pronouuced against him
as an act of clemency, far short of the punishment due to so great a criminal.  So
that the artful mode of constructing what we may loosely call the indictment, serves
the double purpose of entrapping the accused, and of imposing upon the public the
notion of his aggravated guilt, and of the clemency of his judges, who have perhaps
condemned him to the flames for an offence of which he isinnocent.  Verily, if the
Devil himself did not preside in the fabrication of this machinery, he is functus officio,
and an abler demon has taken his place.
5
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case of compliance, the accused has
been guilty of concealment and denial
of facts, that he is therefore impeni-
tent and obstinate, and ought without
delay to be put to the forfure. If the
Inquisitors be of opinion that the ac-
cused has not made an unreserved con-
fession, they ordain him to be put to
the rack accordingly ; and though lat-
terly this;has been {ess frequently ap-
plied than in the earlier times of the
Tribunal, yet the law authorising it
continues 1n full force to the present
hour, and every prisoner, without ex-
ception, is threatened with the question
at the particular stage of the process
to which we have arrived. ¢ Je ne
m’ arréterai point,” says Senor Llo~
rente, “ a décrire les divers genres de
supplices exercés par ordre de I'Inqui-
sition sur les accusés, cefte tiche ayant
¢ remplie avee beaucour de exactitude
par un grand nombre d’ historiens. Je
déclare, a cet égard, qu’ aucun d’eux
ne peut étre accusé d’exaggeration.”
We will endeavour tosupply what Se-
nor Llorente has ex consulto omitted,
from the most faithful of those histo~
rians to whose general accuracy, in
this respect, he bears testimony.

The method of torturing, and the
degree of torture now or lately em-
.Eloyed in the Spanish Inquisition, will

e sufficiently understood from the
history of Isaac Orobio, which Lim-
borch took down from his own mouth.
This man, who was 2 Jew and a doc-
tor of physic, had been delated to the
Inquisition as an Israelite (a crime of
the greatest magnitude in their eyes),
‘by a Moorish servant of his own whom
he had flogged for thieving ; and four
years after this he was again accused
by a secret enemy of another fact which
would have clearly established his de-
scent. On this second charge he was
committed to the secret prisous of the
Holy Office, where he remained three
whole years; and after undergoing
several examinations, in the course of
which the crimes charged against him
were disclosed with a view to his con~
fession, he was at length, in conse-
quence of his obstinate denial of them,
carried from his cell to the chamber of
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torture. This was a large apartment
under ground, vaulted, hung round
with black cloth, and dimly lighted
by candles placed in candlesticks fas-
tened to the wall. Atoneend, therewas -
an inclosed place, like a closet, where
the Inquisitor in attendance and the
notary sat at a table ; so that the place
seemed to poor Orobio the very man-
sion of death, everything being calcu-
lated to inspire terror. Here the In-
quisitor again admonished him to con-
tess the truth before being put to the
torture ; and when he answered that:
he had already told the truth, the In-
quisitor formally protested, that, since
he was so obstinate as to expose him=

self to the question, the Holy Office

would be innocent of whatever might
happen, aund that, in case of lesion,
rupture of members, or death, the
fault would rest wholly with himself.
This' protest being extended in order
to form part of the procés-verbal, they
put a linen garment over his body,
drawing it so very close on each side
as almost to squeeze him to death ;
and when he was on the verge of ex~
piring, they suddenly slackened the
sides of the garment, by which, as re-
spiration returned, and the blood be-
gan again to circulate, he suffered the
most excruciating pain. At this stage,
he was again admonished to confess
the trath, in order to avoid further
torments ; but, persisting in his de-
nial, they tied bis thumbs so tight
with small cords,* that the extremities
immediately swelled, and the blood
spirted out from under the nails. This
done, he was placed with his back
against a wall, and fixed upon alittle
bench. Into the wall were fastened
little iron pullies, in which ropes were
inserted, and tied round several parts
of his body, particularly his arms and
legs ; then the executioner drawing
the rqpes with his whole force, pinned
Orobio to the wall, so that his hands
and feet, especially his fingers and
toes, being cut by the ligatures, put

‘him to the most exquisite pain, and

seemed to him as if they had been dis-
solving in flames. In the midst of
these torments, -the executioner sud-

* The Spanish Inquisitors do not seem to havé hit upon thumbikins, which their
brother savages of Moscovy could have supplied them with, and which would have
answered the purpose even more effectively and expeditiously than the cords. If
Dalyell and Lauderdale had happened to have been Catholics, the torture-rooms of
Sprin would unquestionably have been furnished with this neat little instrument.

Vor. XX,
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denly jerked the bench from under
him, so that the miserable wretch hung
suspended by the cords, the weight of
his body drawing the knots still tight-
er, and thus increasing his agony. He
endured this for some time, after which
he was taken down and subjected to a
new kind cf torture. An instrument
like a small ladder, made of two up-
right pieces of wood and five cross ones
sharpened before, being placed over
him, the executioner struck it in a pe-
culiar manner and with such violence
against both his shins, that he recei-
ved at the same instant five blows on
each, in consequenceof which he faint-
ed away. After he recovered, the last
torture was inflicted on him. The tor-
turer having tied ropes round Orobio’s
wrists, put them round his own back,
which was covered with leather, then
falling backwards, and putting his
feet up against the wall, he drew them
with all his might till they cut through
the unhappy man’s flesh, even to the
very bones. This torture was repeated
thrice, the ropes being successively
tied round his arms about an inch or
thereby above the former wound, and
drawn with the same violence. But it
happened, that as the ropes were draw-
ing the second time, they slidinto the
first wound, which caused so greatan
effusion of blood, that he seemed to
be dying. Upon this, the surgeon in
attendance was sent for from an ad-
Jjoining apartment, and asked whether
the patient had strength enough to
undergo the remainder of the tortures,
a question which is always put when
death is apprehended, because the In-
quisitors are considered guilty of an
irregularity if their victim should ex-~
pire in the midst of his torments. THe
surgeon, who was far from  being an
enemy to Orobio, answered in the af-
-firmative, and thereby preserved him
from having the tortures he had al-
ready endured repeated on him; for
his sentence was that he shoutd suffer
‘them all at one time, and if the opi-
nion of the surgeon had induced the
Inquisitor to desist, through fear of
occasioning death, all the. tortures,
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even those already endured, must have
been successively inflicted to satisfy
the sentence. Wherefore, the torture
was repeated the third time, and then
it ended, after which Orobio was bound
up in his own clothes and earried back
to prison, and was scarce healed of his
wounds in seventy days. And inas-
much as he emitted no confession un-
der his torture, he was condemned, not
as one convicted, but suspected of Ju-
daism, to wear the Sun Benifo, or ha-
bit of infamy, for two whole years,
and thereafter to perpetual banish-
ment from the kingdom of Seville.*
There is another kind of torture,
employed by the Spanish Inquisition,
which has been very fully described
by Llorente in his account of the case
of De Salas,t and by Gonsalvius, in
his work entitled ¢ Sancte Inquisitio~
nis Hispanice Aries aliquot detecte.” §
This is called torture by the Escalera
or Burro, which is analogous to the
French Chevaletand the English Wood-
en Horse. 'The instrument by which
it is inflicted consists of wood, made
hollow like a trough, so as to contain
a man lying on his back at full length,
and is without any other bottom than
a round bar laid across, which, more-
over, is so situated that the back of
the person to be tortured must rest
upon the bar, instead of the bottom, of”
the trough, while, by its peculiar con-
struction, his feet are raised much
higher than his head., When the pa-
tient is placed in this apparatus, his
arms, thighs, and ankles, are made
fast to the sides by means of small
cords, which, being tightened by means
of garrots, or rackpins, (called by some
the Spanish windlass,) in the same
manner precisely as carriers_tighten
the ropes that fasten down the loads
on their carts, cut into the very bones,
s0 as to be no Jonger discernible.
Que sera-ce lorsqu’un bras nerveux vien~
dra mouvoir et tourner le_fatal billot ®
The sufferer being in this situation,
the most unfavourable that can be
imagined for performing the function

of respiration, there is inserted deep

into his throat a piece of fine moist-

* Limborch's Hist. of the Inguisit. vol. 11. ¢. 29. g

1 Hist. Crit, de ! Inquisit. vol. II. c. 20—23. ~

{ The curious and rare work pdblished under this title at Heidelberg in the year
1567, is the production of Raymuundo Gonzalez de Montes, who has latinized his

name into Reginaldus Gonzalvinus Montanus.

He had some experience of the ¢ ar-

tifices’’ which he has so fully “ detected ;" for we learn from himself, that in the year
1558, he had the good fortune to escape from the prisons of the Holy Office at _Se-
ville, where he had been for some time confined on a charge of Lutheranism.
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ered linen, upon which an attenuated
stream, or thread of water, descends
from an earthen vessel, through an
aperture so small that little more than
an English pint is instilled in the
course of an hour. 1In this state, the
patient finds no interval for respira-
tion. Every instant he makes an effort
‘to swallow, hoping to give passage to
a little air ; but as the moistened li-
nen is there to obstruct the attemjt,
and as the water enters at the same
time by the nostrils, it is easy to con-
ceive how this infernal contrivance
must add to the difficulty of perform-
ing the most important functions of
life. Hence, when the question is
finished, and the linen withdrawn
from the throat, it is always soaked
with blood, from the ruptured vessels
of the lungs, or the parts adjoining.

The mode of torture here described,
was that employed on the Licentiate
De Salas, mentioned above; and as
the procés-verbal of that operation has
been given to the public by the Sus-
tonius of the Fnquisition, we shall in-
sert it here. It will give a more lively
idea of the proceedings, than we can

~pretend to have conveyed by the above
description.

“ At Valladolid, the 21st of June
1527, the Senor Licentiate Moriz, In-
quisitor, having summoned to his pre-
sence the Licentiate John Salas, cau-
sed to be read and notified to him the
sentence ordaining him to be put to
the question; the which reading be-

"ing finished, the said Licentiate Salas

declared, that ke had utiered none of -

those things of whick he was accused ;
and incontinent, the said Senor Li-
centiate Moriz having ‘caused him to
be conducted to the chamber of tor-
ture, and stripped of his garments to
the shirt, the said Salas was placed

by the shoulders in the Escalera, or.

wooden horse of torture, where the
executioner, Pedro Porras, fastened
him by the arms and legs with hem-
pen cords, éleven turns of which were
coiled round each limb ; and while the
said Pedro was thus binding him, the
said Salas was several times admonish~
ed to confess the truth, to which he
replied, that ke had never advanced any
of these things of which he was accused.
He (Salas) recited the symbol Quicun-
gue vull, and several times returned
thanks to God and Our Lady ; and the
said Salas being still fastened, as has
been already said, a piece of fine linen,
moistened, was put upon his face ; and
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from an eerthen vessel, containing
about two litres, (nearly four and a
half English pints,) pierced with a
hole in the bottom, water to the extent
of about a demi-litre was poured into
his nostrils and mouth ; and, notwith-
standing thereof, the said Salas per-
sisted in saying, that le had advanced
none of those things of which he was ac-
cused. Then Pedro Porras madea turn
of the garrot upon the right leg, and
oured a second measure of water, as
12 had already done ; a second turn of
the garrot was made on the same leg ;
and, nevertheless, John Salas said, Ae
had never advanced anything of thekind ;
and, being several times pressed to
speak the truth, he declared, that ke
had never said that of which ke was ac-
cused. Then the Senor Licentiate Mo-
tiz having declared that the question
was COMMENCED, but nol FINISMED,
ordered the torture to cease, and the
accused to be removed from the Esca4
lera.”” If this was only the commence~
ment of the torture, how, in the name
of God, was it to ferminate 2 That the
reader may comprehend the full im-
port of this phraseology, however, it is
proper to mention, that the Council of
the Supreme was frequently under the
necessity of forbidding the employ- -
ment of torture oftener than once in
the same process ; but that this prohi-
bition was constantly defeated by the
Inquisitors, who, when compelled to
discontinue the question through fear
of their victim expiring in their hands,
had recourse to the abominablesophism
of describing it as commenced, but not
finished. “Thus, if the physician or
surgeon in attendance ordered the tor-
ture to cease before the whole had been
inflicted, and if the unhappy urchin
did not die in his bed, as indeed often
happened, of the consequences of what
he had already suffered, his torments
recommenced as soon as he recovered
sufficient strength to undergo the ope-
ration ; and this, in the language of
the Holy Office, was not a new torture,
but merely a continuation of the former!
It cannot be denied that the logic of
the Inquisition was every way worthy
of the conduct pursued by that Holy
Tribunal, and that both would have
reflected no discredit en a conclave of
devilsin Pandemeonium, sitting in so-~
lemn deliberation how theymight most
effectually aggravate the miseries of
the damned. g
And such are a few of the methods
practized by the Inquisition, to extract
" J
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the truth from the accused, asthey are
leased to say, but in reality to force
Eim, by the most powerful of all com~
pulsitors, to criminate himself. In the
rare instance, where the accused has
sufficient physical force to resist the
torments inflicted on him, and to per-
severe in his denial, no decisive advan=-
tage rewards his fortitude; for the
judges, acting upon the maxim that
the Inquisition cannot err, agree, in
that case, to hold the preliminary de-
sitions as proof’; and, after declaring
1im convicled and obstinate, proceed
without delay to condemn bim to re-
lazation,* as a heretic of bad faith, and
impenatent ; the presumption of his
guilt arising from his denial, joined to
the demi-proof of the information, thug
acquiring, in the judgment of these
monsters, the force of the most com-
plete and conclusive evidence. So that
if the accused, while undergoing the
“tortures of the question, admits the
truth of the charges brought against
him, ke is convicted on his own confes-
sion ; if he perseveres in his denial,
his fortitude is construed a presumption
of guilt sufficiently strong, when join-
ed to the information, fo constilute com-
plete proof. Incidit in Scyllam qui vult
witare Charybdim. It often happens,
however, that persons subjected to the
uestion accuse themselves of crimes
they never committed, nor could com~
mit, in order to obtain a cessation of
torture. The records of the prosecu-
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tions for magic, sorcery, enchantment,
witcheraft, pactions with the Evil One,
&ec., sufficiently attest the truth of
this ; men and women confessing them-
selves guilty of impossible erimes, and
narrating, with circumstantial minute-
ness, the particulars of their imaginary
interviews, and sometimes of their car-
nal connexion with the Prince of Dark-
ness. See particularly Senor Llorente’s
account of the ¢¢ Secte des Sorciers,”
vol. IIL. p. 431, which is not the least
interesting portion of his admirable
work. When, during the question, the
accused confesses a part or the whole

of the facts charged against him, his

confession is tgken down by the notary
in attendance, and the following day
he is called npon either to ratify upon
oath, or retract. In most instances the
prisoners ratify their confessions, be-
cause, if they dared to retract, their
disavowal could have no other effect
than to subject them a second time to
the question ; and as persons whose
fortitude have not proved equal to.one
trial will hardly expose themselves to
a second, the force of the motive to
adhere and ratify will be readily ac-
knowledged. From time to time, how~
ever, individuals have appeared who
protested against theirfirst declaration,
stating, with the greatest sincerity, that
they had emitted it to escape from in-
tolerable anguish, and that it was false
in every particular ;t but these unhap-~
py wretches speedily found oceasion to

* Relaxation is the act by which the Inquisitors deliver over a person convicted
of heresy to the royal judge ordinary, that he may be condemmned to a capital punish-
ment, conformably to the law of the country. Sentence is passed as a matter of
course. When the Inquisitors condemn a prisoner to relazation, that.is, to certain
death, they never fail to supplicate mercy for him at the hand of the secular judge,
who is bound to pass sentence upon him de plane, when handed over for that purpose
by the Holy Office. Horrible hypocrisy ! .

+ Nine hundred and ninety-nine, out of every thousand individuals, may be made
to confess anything when suffering excruciating torture. It is well known, that du-
ring the reign of James VII., our countryman Carstairs liad been tortured by means
of the thumbikins already mentioned, This instrument consisted of two horizontal
bars of iron, the lower of which, being attachable to a table or beam of wood, had
two rods of the same metal fixed vertically in its extremities, and prepared to receive
large nut screws, by means of which the upper bar, fitted with two holes, so as to
‘move easily upon the vpright rods, might be compressed when any substance was
interposed between it and the lower one, fastened to the table or beam of woad, as
already mentioned. The thumbs of the person to be tortured were placed between
these bars, and, by turning the nut screws, the executioner 'could inflict at pleasure
the most moderate or the most excruciating pain.’ Mr, afterwards Principal Carstairs,
had experienced the power of this instrument, and yielded under the infliction. At the
Revolution, the apparatus fell into the hands of the magistrates of Edinburgh, who
made & present of it to the Principal ; and the latter happening, some time thereafter,
to be in London, and to have the thumbikins along with him, King William, who was
apprised of the circumstance, requested to see it. The Principal, of course, complied ;
and, wishing to know the power of the instrument, his Majesty placed his thumbs
between the bars, bidding Carstairs turn the screws. The divine did so, but turned
the screws with that forbearance which a subject may be supposed to exercise when
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repent their frankness amidst new and
more horrible torments, inflicted in
every form which hellish ingenuity
could invent, and protracted while
sense or life remained. But we abso-
Jutely sicken over these details, and
shall therefore desist, as our readers
must have, by this time, ¢ supped full
on horrors,” and seek relief as anxious-
ly as ourselves. :
8. Requisition.—The Requisition, or
Accusation of the procurator-fiscal, is
never communicated to the accused in
writing, lest, in the solitude of his
prison, he should meditate on the dif-
ferent articles therein charged, and
prepare himself to rebut them by his
answers. On the contrary, he is at
this stage of the business conducted
into the Hall of Audience, where, in
the presence of the Inquisitors and the
fiscal, a secretary reads the charges
one by one in succession, stopping at
the conclusion of each, and calling up~
on the accused to answer upon the in-
stant, whether or not it be conform to
the truth. By this proceeding a snare
is laid for the prisoner, who, knowing
no more of the accusation than what
has just been read, perhaps in a very
hurried and unintelligible manner, is
necessarily compelled to answer with-
out reflection, and thus, in all likeli-
hood, to furnish the accuser with wea-
pons that may be turned to his de-
struction. - France, we believe, is the
only civilized country where the judges
presiding in the courts of law endea-
vour to.surprise persons accused of
murder, robbery, or other crimes
against society, into an indirect ad-
mission of their guilt ; and there is no
enlightened or humane man, who,
even in these instances, can approve
of such a practice. But to resort to
these stratagems in a Tribunal which
pretends to be actuated solely by cha-
rity, compassion, the love of God, zeal
for religion and the salvation of souls,
is to garnish injustice in the garb of
blasphemous mockery, and at once to
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insult ‘God and oppress his creatures.
Such, however, is the invariable prac-
tice of the Holy Inquisition. :
9. Defence.—After the reading of the
libel, the Inquisitors ask the accused
if he wishes to be defended ; and if he
reply in the affirmative, copies are or-
dered to be made of the accusation and
answers. The list of the advocates of
the Holy Office is then laid beforehim,
and he is called upon to name the in-
dividual whom he wishes to undertake
his defence.  Prisoners sometimes
claim the right of retaining counsel
unconnected with the Tribunal, a de-
mand which is contrary to no law of
the Inquisition, provided the advocate
selected take the usual oath of se-
crecy ; but reasonable and just as this
claim may appear; it has rarely been
granted by the Inquisitors. Indeed
it would be of no benefit to the aceu-
sed if it were ; for his counsel is never
permitted to see the original process,
or to communicate in private with his
client. One of the clerks makes a
copy of what is called the resulf of the
preliminary instruction, in which he
engrosses the depositions of the wit-
nesses, omitting all mention of their
names, of the circumstances of time
and place, and of everything they have
said favourable fo the accused, and, also,
taking no notice of the declarations of
the individuals, who, after being in-
terrogated, and urged by the Tribunal,
have deponed Nihil novimus ;. and this
precious document,accompanied by the
censure of the qualificators, and the
demand of the fiscal .in accusation,
with the answers of the accused, is

put into the hands of the advocate in
‘Hall, where the Inquisitors have com~

manded his attendance, and forms the
whole of his instruction .for the de-
fence. He is then obliged to promise
that he will undertake the defence of
the accused, only if he is of opinion,
after examining the document in ques-
tion, that he has good grounds for so
doing ; but, that if he is of a contrary

he squeczes the thumbs of a monarch. Accordingly, the King, who felt no great pain;
reproachgd the Prineipal with pusillanimity in yielding to so.slight a' compulsitor;
upon which the latter, giving the screws an effective turn, forced his Majesty to roar
out with pain, and instantly to admit, that, under such an infliction, a man might be
made to confess anything. See a very amusing Note to Lord Fountainhall’s Diary.’

Royas, who was an Inquisitor, says, (Simancas, P. 1. Ass. 81; § 300,) that he
has frequently seen criminals confess whieri put to the torfure, and after twenty-four
fiours retract. their confession when they should confirm it ; and when tortured again,
con.fess again, and retract again, and repeat the same as often as they were tortured.
Th_ls, however, must have been a rare. occurrence. ‘The Inquisitors did not generally
relish such trifing, nor were they to be so easily humbugged out'of their favourite

diversion of gloating over the mangled limbs of their victims.

S 1y
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opinion, viz. that the accused has no
good grounds-of defence, he will use
every means in his power to disabuse
the latter, and persuade himn to throw
bimself upon the mercy of the Tribu-
nal, confess the crimes of which he has
been guilty, with sincere contrition for
having committed them, and demand
to be reconciled to the Church.

We venture to say, that buman in-
genuity never hit upon a series of ex-
pedients more admirably calculated,
not merely to cripple, but altogether
to annihilate the means of a prisoner’s
defence. So perfectly self-evident does
this appear to us, that we deem all
‘commentary superfluous. It is suffi-
‘cient, therefore, to state, as a matter
of fact, that the advocate appointed by
the Inquisition seldom attempts any
other defence than merely pointing out
‘some slight discrepancies, if such exist
(which is very rarely the case) in the
evidence in proof of each action or
speech charged against the accused.
But as this, of itself, is of no avail,
there being already a semiplena proba-
tio of the crime, he commonly demands
permission to communicate with the
accused, in order to learn if it be his
intention to except to the witnesses, in
order to destroy, in whole 'or in part,
the proof on record against him. If
he answer in the affirmative, the In-
quisitors cause a minute thereof to be
made by the secretary, and issue an
order for proceeding to the proof of the
irregularity of the witnesses ;7 a con-
temptible mockery, seeing the prisoner
has 1o other clew to discover who and
what these witnesses are, than such
conjectural inferences as he may de-
duce from the garbled excerpts of evi-
dence contained in the document fur-
nished to him for his defence.

* 10. Proof-—When a prisoner pro-
tests for reprobators, (to use a Scotch
law phrase,) this proceeding, on his
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part, renders it necessary to separate
from the process the original declara-
tions of the witnesses, as contained in
the preliminary instruction, aud to
transmit them to the respective places
where the said witnesses are domiciled;
in order to their being submitted to
what is called ratification. But this
ceremony (for it is nothing more) is
erformed without the prisoner’sknow-
edge ; and as he is represented by no
one upon the occasion, it is next toim-
possible that he can ever succeed in
discrediting a witness, even though
that witness be notoriously his mortal
enemy.* In order to see this more
clearly, let us attend to the only course
which, in his present situation, it is
competent for the prisoner to pur-
sue.  We have already had frequent
occasion to mention, that he is keptin
profound ignorance of the names and
designations of the individuals who
bave given evidence against him, as
well as of every circnmstance that
might lead him to detect them. Mere
conjecture is, therefore, his only re-
source ; and it is needless to say what
a miserable resource it is. He is or~
dained to condescend on the indivi-
duals whom he considers his enemies,
to state specifically the reasons of ex-
ception to each, and to write on the
margin of each article the names of
the persons who are to attest the facts
upon which his exception is founded.
When this is done, the Inquisitors, if
they have no secret motive of opposi-
tion, ordain these persons to be exa-
mined. But as the prisoner acts with-
out knowing what he is about, it often
happens, that he excepts to persons
who have not been witnesses, or who
have given evidence in his favour, or
who have not said anything against
him ; in all which cases the articles of
exception are passed over in silence.
Tt is obviously by mere accident if he

* “ Sile témoin €toit 4 Madrid au moment de Pinstruction, et s’il est ensuite

allé aux iles Philipines, il n’y a pas de terme arrété aprés lequel le procureur fiscal
soit obligé de présenter lu declaration originale. Le cours de la procédure reste
suspendue; et l'accusé, sans soutien et sans consolation, est obligé d’attendre que
{a ratification soit arrivée dufond de I’ Asie.”’—Llorente, vol. 1. p. 313. The same au-
thor informs us, that he knew a case in which the declarations of the witnesses were
dispatched to Carthagena in South America, and that five years elapsed befcre it was
discovered that they had not reached their destination, the vessel which carried them
‘having foundered at sea. . “ Qu’on imagine,” he adds, * dans quelle situation Pes-
prit du prisonnier devait étre ! Demandait-il 4 étre entendu pour se plaindre du re-
tard qu’ on mettait 4 son jugement, on ne lui faisait qu’ uce réponse ambigue: oft
lui disait que le tribunal ne pouvait aller plus vite, par I'effet de certaines mésures
dont il était occupé. 11 est probable, que &’il avait su ce qui se passait, il efit con-
senti & se desister de sa récusation, pour ne pas courir le risque du délci effrayant
dont il était menacé.” .
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ever hits upon his denouncers ; and
even this accident may be provided
against ; for the real enemy of the ac-
cused has only to select, as instruments
of his vengeance, persons utterly un-
known to the prisoner, and he is safe
from all hazard of recusation, because
it is impossible for a man to except to
individuals whom he does not know.
This manceuvre has often been prac-
tised with success, in order to take off
claimants to property, the possession
of which had been unjustly and frau-
dulently usurped. But thereare other
cases in which the »ight of exception
at random is of no avail. If, for ex-
ample, the denunciation originate in
fanaticism, superstition, scruples of
conscience, or error, the denouncer
and witnesses are generally persons to
whom no valid exception can be taken ;
for though the proceeding they have
commenced may terminate in the ruin
of the denounced, they cannot be ac-
cused of being influenced by a direct
intention to injure him, or, at least,
such accusation, if propounded by way
of exception, would be repelled as in-
habile and calumnious. Several cases
of this description are mentioned by
Llorente.* It sometimes happens,
too, that a fiscal, in order to destroy
the effect of recusation, leads secret
proof of the credibility of the witnesses
in support of the accusation, before the
period arrives at which it is competent
tor the prisoner to except ; and as this
proceeding, on the part of the prose-
cutor, is always certain and easy, while
the recusation of the prisoner is mere-
ly a bow drawn at a venture, it is easy
to see that the latter must, in this way,
be foreclosed from the little benefit
that might otherwise result from his
miserable privilege.. Nay, even if he
happened to be so fortunate as to hit
upon the witnesses who had been ex-
amined against him, and to conde-~
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scend upon other individuals ready
to swear that these witnesses were not
worthy of belief, still, in the case un-
der consideration, this would be pre-
ductive of no advantage ; for, in alt
doubtful cases, the Inquisitors are al-
ways disposed to credit the principal
witness, unless he happens to be the
declared enemy of the prisoner.

. 11. Publication of the Proofs.—When'
the proof is completed, the Tribunal
(to use another Scotch law phrase)
makes avizandum with the process,
and decrees the publication of the evi-
dence. Let not the reader be deceived
by this phraseology. All that is meant
by the publication of the proof is, that
a garbled copy of the depositions, and
other matters coutained in the extract
furnished for the defence, is read, in
presence of the Inquisitors, to the ac-
cused, who, at the conclusion of each
article, is asked by the Secretary whe-
ther he admits the truth of the whole,
or only a part thereof, his answer,
whatever it may be, being taken down,
and appended to the axticle to which
it refers: And when the whole of this
farce is gone through, the accused, if
he have not yet excepted to the wit-
nesses, may still do so, in the way and
manner pointed out under the prece-
ing head. Supposing he declines to
tender exceptions, and contents him-
self with merely answering the differ-
ent articles as the% are read, it is ex~
tremely probable that, by so doing, he
only sinks himself deeper in the mire.,
From the isolated excerpts of the evi,
dence, he can form no safe judgment
of its general scope and bearing ; his
former ‘answers to the articles of the
preliminary instruction form no part
of what is read to him at the present
stage of the case ; and as it is difficult,
after the lapse of a considerable period,
to recollect what took place in the
midst of anxiety and trouble, a new

* We shall select one by way of illustration.

A young lady, influenced by some

extraordinary scruple of conscience, denounced her Jover to the Holy Office, little
dreaming, we may suppose, of the consequences with which such a proceeding
might be attended. Fortunately for both parties, however, she confided the secret
to her confessor, who, being the friend of the youth, lost no time in apprizing him of
his danger, and counselling him how to act in the critical situation in which his pious
mistress had placed him. Accordingly, the young man instantly repaired to the
chambers of the Inquisition, and by a spontaneous confession, put an end to an affair,
which, had it proceeded, would have infallibly led to his arrest in the first instance,
and ultimately to the disgrace of appearing in an auto-da_fz, wearing the San Benito,
or habit of infamy. In this case, it is clear, that but for the kind offices of the friendly
ecclesiastic, the young man would neyer liave dreamt of suspecting his mistress, and
even, had he learned the'truth, he could have taken no valid cxception to her: testi-
mony. Tt is probable he took the hint, and afterwards made-love with more caution



88
snare is thus laid for the prisoner, who
2lmost inevitably falls into contradic-
tions, and thus does himself incalcula-
ble mischief. For, be the discrepancy
between his present and former an-
swers ever so slight, it is sufficient to
create a suspicion of duplicity, conceal-
ment, or_false confession, and may even
serve as a pretext for refusing recon-
ciliation, though earnestly solicited,
or, if the Inquisitors are so minded,
for condemning the unhappy victim to
relazation, that is, in plain terms, to
the flames.

12.— Definitive Censure by the Qua=
lificators.—The publication of the
proofs is succeeded by the definftive
censure of the qualificators. In article
8, we have already explained the cen-
sure by qualificators ; and it is only ne-
cessary to add, that, at this stage of:
the case, the original qualification, to-
gether with an extract of the answers
of the accused to the depositions of the
witnesses, as communicated during the
publication, are remitted to the same
theologians, with instructions to qua-
lify a second time the propositions de-
nounced, to attend to the explanation
thereof given by the accused, and to
determine whether it has removed in
whole or in part the suspicion of he-
resy with which he is charged, or whe-
ther, on the contrary, it has only ser-
ved to fortify that suspicion, so as to
Justify a conviction of formal heresy,
or, at least, of being suspected de vehe-
menti. And this second, or, as it is
.called, definitive qualification, forms
the basis of the -definitive sentence;
which immediately follows ; a consi-
deration which ought to inculcate ex-
treme caution on the part of the qua~
liicators, who, in many instances, are
fersons immeasurably inferior in ta-

ent and learning to the accused, and,
therefore, liable, if they act precipi-
tately, to qualify as heretical doctrines
maintainei]‘l-by the greatest lights of
the Christian Church.- But as igno-
rance is always presumptuous, nothing
of this kind 1s observed.. In point of
fact, they hardly give themselves the
trouble of attending toa hurried read-
ing of the documents submitted to
them, and hasten to pronounce their
Jjudgment, which is the last important
act of the procedure, the rest being
mere matter of form. i

T'he Inguisition of Spaii.,

[July,

13. Sentence.~—The definitive quali-
fication being returned by the Doctors,
the ordinary diocesan is called in, that,
with his assistance, the Inquisitors
may determine the sentence to be pro-
nounced. Anciently, doctors of law,
with the title of consultores, performed
the duty afterwards delegated to the
diocesan ; but as they had only a de-
liberative voice, the Inquisitors, who

‘alone had a right to vote, invariably

carried their point in all cases where
opinion was divided. Nor had the
accused then the right of appeal-
ing from their judgment to the Coun-
cil of the Supreme, conformably to
what had been decreed by repeated
Bulls of the Popes, although, notwith-
standing the rule just mentioned, cir-
cumstances sometimes occurred which
rendered it necessary to have recourse
to the Court of Rome. This being
considered a prodigious hardship, a
law was afterwards made, ordaining
Provincial Inquisitors, before coming
to a definitive judgment, to submit
their opinion to the Council, in order
to its being approved, modified, or al-
tered at the pleasure of that body, or
such instructions issued as might be
deemed necessary in the circumstances
of each particular case. Accordingly,
when the decision of the Council was
communicated to the Inquisitors, the
latter proceeded to frame their judg-
ment in conformity thereto, which
Jjudgment they pronounced in  their
own name, though it happened to be
directly contrary to the opinion they
had reported on the case to the supreme
appellate jurisdiction.

Before the reign of Philip ITI.'sen-
tences of absolution or acquittal wereso
rare in the Holy Office, that they bare-
ly amount to tﬁe proportion of one in
two thousand. This 1s easily account-~
ed for. 'The slightest doubt as to the
complete innocence of the accused in-
duced _the qualificators to pronounce
him suspected de levi, or in the lowest
degree ; in consequence of which, the
Inquisitors inflicted a punishment
more or less grave according to circum-
stances, and imposed on him an abju-
ration of all kinds and forms of heresy,
and in particular of that the suspicion
of whicig was declared to attach to him,
after which he was absolved from cen-
sures ad cautelom.*  But if there ex-

* When the prisoner is absolved ad cautelam, he falls on his knees, asks pardon of
the Inquisitors, pronounces and signs the formula of abjuration, and consents to be
treated with the greatest severity, in the event of being again denounced for a simi-

lar offence.
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isted no doubt whatever of the pri-
soner’s innocence, and acquittal ensu-
ed, the names of his false accuser and
of the false witnesses who had given
evidence against him, were neverthe-
less withheld, and he received no other
publicreparation for the wrongs he had
endured, than the liberty of returning
to his friends with a certificate of ab-
solution ; a miserable compensation
for all that he had suffered in his ho-
nour, his person, and his property, by
the machinations of some secret ene~
my, thus efféctually screened from jus-
tice, and whom the certainty of impu-
nity encouraged to renew his practices
as often as he might think proper to
do so.

14. Readingand Ezecution of the Sen-
{ence.~—The punishments inflicted bg
the Holy Office on prisoners foun

uilty of the crimes charged against
them, resolve into two classes ; Recon~
ciliation, which includes every degree,
from the slightest penance to impri-
sonment for life in the dungeons of the
Inquisition ; and Relaxation, which,
as we have already explained, imports
the delivery of the prisoner to the royal
judge ordinary, that he may be con-

.signed to the flames. The latter pu-
pishment is only inflicted on those
who have been once reconciled, and
have thereafter relapsed into error; on
persons convicted of formal heresy ;
and sometimes on those who have been
found violently suspected of having em-
braced heretical doctrines. The sen-
tence, however, is not communicated
to the prisoner till it is on the point
of execution. When the time for this
arrives, he is desired to prepare for the
concluding ceremony, soonafter which,
muffled up in the San-Benito, with a
paper mitre on hishead, arope of broom
twisted round his neck, and a green
wax taper in his hand, he is conducted
from his dungeon to the aufo-da-fe.
The spot selected for the celebration
of this infernal holocaust is generally
at some distance from the city where
the tribunal is established ; the multi-
tude, who delight in such exhibitions,
flock in crowds to the scene ; and that
, the intensity of ignominy may be
screwed to theutmost pitch, the wretch-
ed criminals are marched slowly, and
b{ the. most. circuitous route, to the
place of doom. On reaching.the grand

Veor. XX.

The Inguisition of Spain.
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theatre of sacritice, the sentences are
read, after which those admitted to
reconcilialion receive the public part
of their punishment, generally flagel~
lation, while those condemned to re-
lazation arc handed over to the secular
arm, to be instantly committed to the
flames. ~ ¢ :

We have thus completed the out-
line we proposed to give of the course
of procedure in all the tribunals of the
Holy Office, from the moment of de-
nunciation till that when the sentence
is at once pronounced and executed
and from the mere form of process,
thus laid before the reader, we think
it demonstrated, beyond thepossibility
of doubt, that the Inquiésition is a prac-~
tical compound of every possible mode of
injustice. . The machinery by which it
acts is constructed solely for the pur-

*pose’ of entangling the accused, and
rendering it next to impossible for
him to establish his innocence. There
is no rule. of administrative procedure
sanctioned by the practice of other tri-
bunals; that is observed in this. Guilt
is presumed from the very first ; to be
accused and to be criminal are, in the
logic of this infernal tribunal, synony-
mous.  Hence the prisoner is inces-
“santly urged to criminate himself; and
when neither false promises nor real
threats can induce him to do so, the
torture is employed to enforce confes-
sion. The laws of evidence received in
other courts are violated here. Truth
is invariably presumed to be on the
side of the accuser ; the witnesses are
exainined in secret, and in the absence
of the prisoner ; their evidence is ma-
nufactured at the pleasiire of the In-
quisitors, all that tends to exculpate
being carefully kept in abcyance; a
man’s mortal enemy is admitted, with-
out compunction, as an evidence
against him ; and every obstacle is ac-
cumulated in the way of him, who,
to prove his innocence, attempts to
discredit the witnesses for the prose-
cution. . In short, the procedure of
the Inquisition is an inversion of every
principle of justice, and the men who
carry it into practice such as the pro-
phet has described : for their feet run
to evil, and they make haste to shed in-
nocent blood ; their thoughts arc thoughts
of iniquity ; wasting and destruction are
n their paths. !

N
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Noctes Ambrosianae,
No. XXVII.

XPH A’EN SYMITIOZIQ KYAIKQN INEPINIZZEOMENAQN
HAEA KQTIAAONTA KAGHMENON OINOIIOTAZEIN.

3.
/ PHOC. ap. Ath.
[ This is a distich by wise old Phocylides,
An ancient who wrote crabbed Greek in no silly days 5
Meaning, ““’T1s RIGHT FOR GOOD WINEBIBBING PEOPLE,
¢ NOT TO LET THE JUG PACE ROUND THE BOARD LIKE A CRIPPLE ;
“ BUT GAILY TO CHAT WHILE DISCUSSING THEIR TIPPLE.”
An excellent rule of the hearty old cock "tis—
And a very fit motto to put to our Noctes.]
C. N. ap. Ambr.

Scene, BucHANAN LopcE—~PoRrRcH~~Time, AFTERNOON.—
NorrtH, TICKLER, SHEPHERD.
SHEPHERD.
What a changed warld, sirs, since that April forenoon we druve doun to the
Lodge in a cotch ! I cu’dna but pity the puir Spring.
TICKLER.
Not a primrose to salute his feet that shivered in the snow-wreath.
NORTH. :
Not a lark to hymn his advent in the uncertain sunshine.
SHEPHERD. '

No a bit butterflee on its silent waver, meeting the murmur of the straight-

forward bee. ;
TICKLER.
In vain Spring sought his Flora, in haunts beloved of old, on the bank of
the shaded rivulet——
NORTH.
Or in nooks among the rocky mountains———
SHEPHERD.

Or oases among the heather——

TICKLER.

Or parterrgs of grove-guarded gardens——

i NORTH. .

Or within the shadow of veranda— '

/ SHEPHERD.

Or forest glade, where move the antlers of the unhunted red-deer.—In sic-
can bonny spats hae I often seen the Spring, like a doubtfu’ glimmer o’ sun-
shine, appearing and disappearing frae amang the birk-trees, twenty times in
the course o’ an April day—But, oh! sirs, yon was just a maist detestable
forenoon—and as for the hackney-cotch——

TICKLER.

The meanest of miseries ! ;

SHEPHERD. WA

It’s waur than sleepin’ in damp sheets. You haena sat twa hunder yards
till your breeks are glued to the clammy seat, that fin’s saft and hard aneath
you, at ane and the same time, in a maist unaccountable manner. The auld,
cracked, stained, faded, tarnished, red leather lining stinks like a tan-yerd.
Gin’ you want to let down the window, or pu’t up, it's &’ alike; you kee

“ruggin’ at the lang slobbery worsted till it cums aff wi’ a tear in your haun’,
and leaves you at the mercy o’ wind and weather—then what a sharp and
continual rattle o’ wheels! far waur than a cart ; intolérable aneuch ower the
macadam, but, Lord hae mercy on us, when youre on the causeway! you
cow’d swear the wheels are o’ different sizes ; up wi’ the tae side, down wi’ the
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tither, sae that nae man can be sufficiently sober to keep his balance. Puch !
puch ! what dung-like straw aneath your soles ; and as for the roof, sae laigh,
that you canna keep on your hat, or it ‘Il be dunshed down atower your ee-
brees ; then, if there’s sax or eight o’ you in ae fare— iy
TICKLER.
Why don’t you keep your own carriage, James ?
. SHEPHERD. " :

So I do—a gig—but when I happen to foregather wi’ sic scrubs as 1yc.)u,
that grudge the expense o’ a yeckipage o’ their ain, I maun submit toa glass-
cotch and a’ its abominations. i ; .

NORTH. A

How do you like that punch, James ?

SHEPHERD.

It’s rather ower 'sair iced, I jalouse, and will be apt to gie ane the tooth
ache; but it has a gran’ taste, and a maist seducin’ smell—Oh ! man, that’s
abonny ladle ! and you hae a nice way o steerin’ ! Only half-fu’, if you please,
sir, for thae wine-glasses are perfec tummlers, and though the drink seems to be,
when you are preein’t, as innocent as the dew o’ lauchin’ lassy’s lip, yet it’s
just as dangerous, and leads insensibly on, by littles and wees, to & state o’
unconscious intoxication. Al

TICKLER.
I never saw yoy the worse of liquor in my life, James.
SHEPHERD.
Nor me you.
: NORTH.
None but your sober men ever get drunk.
SHEPHERD.
 I've observed that many a thousan’ times ; just as nane but your excessively
healthy men ever die. Whene'er I hear in the kintra o’ ony man’s being
killed aff his horse, I ken at ance that he’s a sober coof, that’s been gettin’ him-
sel drunk at Selkirk or Hawick, and sweein” aff at a sharp turn ower the bank,
he has played wallop into the water, or is aiblins been fun’ lyin’ in the middle
o’ the road, wi’ his neck dislocate, the doctors canna tell hoo ; or ayont the wa’
wi” his harns stickin’ on the coupin-stane.
NORTH.
Or foot in stirrup, and face trailing the pebbly mire, swept homewards by
a spanking half-bred, and disentangled at the door by shriek and candle light.
SHEPHERD. §.5
Had he been in the habit o’ takin’ his glass like a Christian, he wad hae
ridden like a Centaur ; and instead o’ havin’ been brought hame a corp, he
wuld hae been staggerin’ gaen steady into the parlour, wi’ a’ the weans rug-
gin’“at his pouches for fairin’s, and his wife half angry, half pleased, helping
him tidily and tenderly aff wi’ his big boots; and then by and by mixin
him the bowster cup—and then ' ' :

TICKLER.

Your sober man, on every public occasion of festivity, is uniformly seen, soon
after “ the Duke of York and the Army,” led off between two waiters, with
his face as white as the table-cloth, eyes upwards, and a ghastly smile about
his gaping mouth; that seems to threaten unutterable things before he reach
the lobby. .

E NORTH. :
_ He turns round his head at the three times three, with a loyal hiccup, and
is borne off a speechless martyr to the cause of the Hanoverian Succession.
1 SHEPHERD.

I wad; rather get fou five hunder times in an ordinar way like, than ance
to expose myself sae afore my fellow-citizens. Yet, meet my gentleman next
forenoon in the Parliament House, or in a bookseller’s shop, or in Prince’s
street, arm in arm wi’ a minister, and he hauds up his face as if naething had
happened, speaks o’ the pleasant party, expresses his regret at having been
obliged to leave it so soon, at the call of a client, and ten to ane, denounces
you to his cronies for a drunkard, who exposes himself in company, and is
getting constantly into scrapes that promise a fatal termination.
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NORTH.

Hush! The minstrels!

SHEPHERD.

Maist delightfu’ music ! O, sir, hoo it sweetens, and strengihens, and met-
rifies as it comes up the avenue ! Are they Foreigners ?

NORTH.

An itinerant family of Savoyards.

SHEPHERD.

Look at them—Look at them! What an outlandish, toosey-headed, wee
sunbrunt deevil o’ a lassie that, playin’ her antics, heel and head, wi’ the tam-
bourine. Yon’s a darlin’ wi’ her thoom coquet coquettin’ on the guitaur, and
makin’ music without kennan’t—a’ the while she is curtshyin’, and singin’ wi’
lauchin’ rosy mouth, and then blushin’ because we re glowering on her, and
lettin’ fa’ her big black een on the grun’, as if a body were askin’ for a kiss!
That maun be her younger sister, as dark as a gipsey, that hafflins lassie wi’
the buddin’ breast, i,xer that’s tinklin’ on the triangle that surely maun be o'
silver, sae dewy sweet the soun’! Safe us, only look at the auld man and his
wife! There’s mony a comical auld woman in Scotland, especially in the Hee-
lans, but I never saw the match o’ that ane. She maun be mony hunder year
auld, and yet her petticoats as short as a play-actress dancin’ on the stage.
Gude legs too—thin ancles, and a thick calve—girl, wife, and witch a’ in ane,
and only think o’t,—playin’ on a bese drum ! Savyaurds! Itll be a mountain-
ous kintra theirs—for sic a lang-backed, short-thee’d, sinewy and muscular,
hap-and-stap-jump o’ a bouncin’ body as that man o’ hers, wi’ the swarthy
face and head harlequinaddin’ on the Pan’s-pipes, could never hae ‘been bred
and born on a flat——But whish—whish—they’re beginning to play some-
thing pathetic !

TICKLERA

Music is the universal language.

: SHEPHERD.

It’s a lament that the puir wandering creturs are singin’ and playin’ about
their native land. T wush I may hae ony change in my pocket———

TICKLER.

They are as happy in their own way as we are in ours, my dear James.
May they find their mountain cottage unharmed by wind or weather on their
xeturn, and let us join our little subscription—

. SHEPHERD.
There’s a five shillin’ crown-piece for mine.
NORTH.
And mine.
. TICKLER-
And mine. 4
SHEPHERD. :

T'll gee’t to them.—(Skepherd leaps out.)—There, my bonny bloomin’ bru-
nette with the raven hair, that are just perfectly beautifu’, wanderin’ wi” your
melody hameless but happy, and may nae hand untie its snood till your bridal
night in the hut on the hill, when the evening marriage dance and song are
hushed and silent, and love and innocence in their lawfu’ delight lie in each
other’s arms—1If your sweetheart’s a shepherd, so am ——

TICKLER.

Hallo, Hogg—no whispering. Here, give each of them a tumbler of punch,

and God be with the joyous Savoyards.
SHEPHERD.

Did you see, sirs, hoo desperate thirsty they a’ were—nae wonner, singin’
frae morn to night a’ up and doon the dusty streets and squares. Yet they
askt for nathing, contented creturs {~—Hear till them singin’ awa down the ave-
nue ‘“ God save the King,” in compliment to us and our country.. A weel-
timed interlude this, Mt North, and it has putten me in a gran’ mood for 2
sang.

NORTH & TICKLER:

A song—a song—a song !



1826.]

Aoctes Ambrosianee.  No. XXVII.

Sonc—Shepherd sings.
MY BONNY MARY.

Waere Yarrow rowes amang the rocks,
An’ wheels an’ boils in mony a linn,
A blithe young Shepherd fed his flocks, -

Unused to branglement or din.
But Love its silken net had thrown
Around his breast so brisk an’ airy,
And his blue eyes wi’ moisture shone,
As thus he sung of bonny Mary.

* O Mary, thou’rt sae mild an’ sweet,
My very being clings about thee,
This heart wad rather cease to beat,
~ Than beat a lonely thing without thee.
1 see thee in the evening beam,
A radiant glorious apparition ;

. I see thee in the midnight dream,

By the dim light of heavenly vision.

** When over Benger’s haughty head
The morning breaks in streaks sae bonny,
1 climb the mountain’s velvet side,
For quiet rest I get nae ony.
How sweet the brow on Brownhill cheek,
‘Where many a weary hour I tarry !
For there I see the twisted reek !
Rise frae the cot where dwells my Mary.

¢ When Pheebus mounts outower. the muir,
+His gowden locks a’ streaming gaily,
When morn has breathed its fragrance Fure.
An’ life, an’ joy, ring through the valley,.
1 drive my flocks to yonder brook,
The feeble in my arms I carry,
Then every lammie’s harmless look
Brings to my mind my bonny Mary.

“ Oft has the lark sung o’er my head,
And shook the dew-draps frae her wing,

. Oft hae my flocks forgot to feed,

And round their shepherd form’d a ring.
Their looks condole the lee-lang day,

While mine are fix’d an’ canna vary,
Aye turning down the westlan brae,

Where dwells my loved, my bonny Mary.

* When gloaming o’er the welkin steals,
And haps the hills in solemn grey, -
And bitterns, in their airy wheels,
Amuse the wanderer on his way.;
Regardless of the wind or raip,
With cautious step and prospect wary,
I often trace the lonely glen,
To steal a sight o’ bonny Mary.

*“ When midnight draws her curtain deep;
And lays the breeze amang the bushes,

93
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And Yarrow, in her sounding sweep,
By rocks and ruins raves and rushes ;
Then, sunk in short and restless sleep,
) My fancy wings her flight so airy,
To where sweet guardian spirits keep
Their watch around the couch of Mary.

¢ The exile may forget his home, '
Where blooming youth to manhood grew,
The bee forget the honey-comb,
Nor with the spring his toil renew ;
The sun may lose his light and heat,
The planets in their rounds miscarry,
But my fond heart shall cease to beat
‘When I forget my bonny Mary.”

TICKLER.
Equal to anything of Burns’.
oy, NORTH.

Not a better in all George Thomson’s collection. Thank ye, James—God
bless you, James—give me your hand—you’re a most admirable fellow—and
there’s no end to your genius.

“  SHEPHERD,

A man may be sair mistaen about mony things—such as yepics, and trage-
dies, and tales, and even lang-set elegies about the death o? great public cha-
racters, and hymns, and odds, and the like—but he canna be mistaen about a
sang. As soon’s it’s doon on the sclate,Iken whether it’s gude, bad, or meddlin’
~—if ony o’ the twa last, I dight it out wi’ my elbow—if the first, I copy’t
ower into write, and then get it aff by heart, when it’s as sure o’ no being lost
as if it were engraven on a brass-plate ; for though I hae a treacherous memory
about things in ordinar, a’ my happy sangs will cleave to my heart till my dy-
ing day, and I shouldna’ wonder gin I was to croon a verse or twa frae some
o’ them on my death-bed.

. NORTH. e

Once more we thank you, my dear James. There, the chill is quite gone—
and I think I have been almost as happy in this bowl as you have been in your
inimitable lyric.

£ TICKLER.

What think you, Kit, of the Rev. Cesar Malan?

NORTH.

What think you, Timothy, of his audience?

SHEPHERD.

A French sermon in a chepel in Rose-street o’ Embro’ for purchasing the
freedom o’ a black wench in the West Indies! He maun hae been a man o’
genius that first started the idea, for it’s a’thegither out o’ the ordinary course
o’ nature. Was you there, Mr Tickler ?

‘ TICKLER.

I was—but you will pardon me, James, when I tell you how it happened.
I was going to order a cheese at Mrs M*Alpine’s shop, when I found myself un-
expectedly walking in a hurried procession. Being in a somewhat passive
mood, for the cheese had been a mere passing thought, I sailed along with the
stream, and ere long found myself sitting in a pew between two very good-
looking middle-aged women, in Dunstable bonnets, streaming with ribbons,
and tastily enveloped in half-withdrawn green veils, that on either side de-
scended to my shoulder.

SHEPHERD.

Mr North, did you ever ken ony chiel fa’ on his feet at a’ times like Mr
Tickler? He never gangs out to walk in the Meadows, or down to Leith, or
roun the Calton, or up Arthur’s Seat, or out-bye yonder to Duddistone, but he
is sure to foregather, as if by appointment, wi’ some bonny leddy, wha cleeks
his arm wi’ little pressin’, and then walks off wi’ him, Jooking vp and laugh-
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ing sae sweetly in his face, and takin’ half-a-dizzen wee bit triflin’ fairy steps
to ane o”his lang strides, till they disappear ayont the horrizon. B
NORTH.
But let us hear about Ceesar Malan and the negro wench.
' SHEPHERD.

It’s the same way wi’” him in the kintra—at kirk or market. The women
folk a2’ crowd round him like fascinated creatures——

NORTH. :

‘Whom are you speaking of, James? the Rev. Cesar Malan ?

SHEPHERD.

Na, na—the Rev. Timothy Tickler, wha’ll preach a better sermon than ony

Genevese Frenchman that ever snivelled.
TICKLER.

‘Cmsar, to my astonishment, began to speak French, and then I remembered
the advertisement. I whispered'to the Dunstable Dianas, that they must be
my interpreters—but they confessed themselves ignorant of the Gallic tongue.

: SHEPHERD.

No ane in ten, ay twenty—forty—were able to make him out, tak my word:
for’t. It's a very different thing parleyvouing about the weather, and follow-
ing out a discourse frae the poopit in a strange tongue. But I'm thinking Mr
Malan "Il be a gude-looking fallow, wi’ a heigh nese and gleg een, and a saft
insinuatin’ manner—— - ]

TICKLER. )

A gentlemanly-looking man enough, James, and even something of an ora-

tor, though rather wishy-washy.
b SHEPHERD.

And then, och, och ! the shamefu’ absurdity ¢’ the subjec! Thousans and
thousans o’ our ain white brithers and sisters literally starving in every ma-
nufacturin’ toon in Scotland, and a'Frenchman o’ the name o’ Cesar colleckin
platefu’s o’ siller, I'se warrant, to be sent aff’ to the Wast Indies, to buy an
abstract idea for an ugly black wench, wha suckles her weans out ower her
shouther!

NORTH.
Why, James, that is the custom of the country.
SHEPHERD.
And an ugly custom it is, and maist disgustfu’; at least when you com-
pare’t wi’ the bosoms o’ our ain nursing matrons. .
NORTH.
An odd reason, James, for charity—
SHEPHERD.

Nae odd reason at a’, Mr North. I mainteen, that at the present creesis,
when thousands o’ bonny white callans are tining the roses out o’ their cheeks
for verra hunger—and thousands o’ growin lassies sittin’ disconsolate wi’ cames
sae trig in their silken hair, although they hae been obliged to sell their claes
to buy bread for their parents—and thousands 0" married women, that greet
when they look on their unemployed and starving husbands—I mainteen, Mr
North, that under such affecting, distressing circumstances o’ our ain hame-
condition, the he, or the she, or the it, that troubles their head about Wast
India Niggers, and gangs to glower like a gawpus at a Gallic gull-grupper gol- -
laring’ out geggery aboug some grewsome black doudy—stinking amang her
piccaninnies——

) TICKLER.
I plead guilty, James.
; SHEPHERD.

‘Were there nae white slaves, sir, about the door-cheek, haudin’ out their
hauns for an awmous? Nae sickly auld widows, wi’ baskets aneath their arms,
pretendin’ to be selling tape, and thread, and chap'ballads or religious tracts,
but, in truth, appealin’ wi’ silent looks to the charity o’ the ingoers and out-
comers, a’ gossipin’ about the Reverend Mr Cesar Malan ?

NORTH.

What! are there slaves in Scotland, James?

2
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¢ SHEPHERD. :

Ay—ae half ¢’ mankind, sir, are slaves a’ ower the face o' the earth. I'm
no gaun to blether about the Wast Indian question to a man like you, Mr
North, wha kens a’ the ins and the outs o’t, better than ony abolitionist that
ever sacrificed the sincerity o’ his soul at the shrine o’ Kast Indian sugar.

/ TICKLER.

Hear—hear—hcar.—Encore—* The shrine o’ East Indian sugar!”

NORT1L.

Speaking of the West India question, there is a great deal too much im-
pertinence in Mr Coleridge’s ° Six Months’ Visit.” An old man like myself
may with some difficulty be excused for occasionally drivelling about his rheu-
matism, all the world knowing his martyrdom ; but who can endure this con~
ceited mannikin, apparently because he is the nephew of a bishop, prating, in
print, of his bodily infirmities, in a style that might sicken a horse or an
apothecary ? i

TICKLER.

Scotch and English puppies make a striking contrast, The Scotch puppy
sports philosophical, and sets to rights Locke, Smith, Stewart, and Reid. In
his minority he is as solemn as a major of two score—sits at table, even du-
ring dinner, with an argumentative face, and in a logical position—and gives
out his sentences deliberately, as if he were making a payment in sovereigns.

SHEPHERD. "

Oh, man, how I do hate sic formal young chiels—reason, reason, reasoning
on things that you maun see whether you will or no, even gin you were to
shut your een wi’ a’ your force, and then cover them wi’ a bandage—chiels
that are employed frae morning to nicht colleckin’ facks out o’ books, in that
dark, dirty dungeon the Advocates’ Leebrary, and that ‘Il no hesitate, wi’ a
breach o’ a’ gude manners, to correct your verra chronology when you're in the
middle o’ a story that may hae happened equally weel ony day frae the flood
to the last judgment—chiels that quote Mr Jeffrey and Hairy Cobrun, and
even on their first introduction to Euglishers, keep up a clatter about the
Ooter-house—chiels that think it a great maitter to spoot aff by heart an
oraution on the corn laws, in that puir puckit Gogotha, the Speculative So-
ciety, and treat you, ower the nits and prunes, wi’ skreeds o’ College Essays on
Syllogism, and what’s ca’d the Association o’ Ideas—chiels that would rather
be a Judge o’ the Court o’ Session than the Great Khan o’ Tartary himsel—
and look prouder, when taking their forenoon’s airing, alang Prince’s Street, on
a bit shachlan ewe-necked powney, coft frae a sportin’ flesher, than Saladin, at
the head of ten thousand chosen chivalry, shaking the desert—chiels——

NORTH.
Stop, James—just look at Tickler catching flies.
SHEPHERD.
. Sound asleep, as I'm a Contributor. Oh ! man—I wush we had a saut her-
ring to put intil the mooth o’ him, or a burned cork to gie him mistashies, or
a string o’ ingans to fasten to the nape o’ his neck by way o’ a pigtail, or——
NORTH.

Shamming Abraham.

SHEPHERD. ‘ v ’

Na—he’s in a sort o’ dwam—aund nae wonner, for the Lodge is just a verra
Castle o Indolence. Thae broad vine-leaves hingin’ in the veranda in the
breathless heat, or stirrin’ when the breeze sughs by, like water-lilies tremblin’
in the swell o’ the blue loch-water, inspire a dreamin’ somnolency that the
maist waukrife canna athegither resist ; and the bonny twilight, chequering
the stane floor a’ round and round the shady Lodge, keeps the thochts confined
within its glimmerin” boundaries, till every cause o’ disturbance is afar off, and
the life o’ man gets tranquil as a wean’s rest in its cradle, or amang the gowans
on a sunny knowe ; sae let us speak lown and no wauken him, for he’s buried
in the umbrage o’ imagination, and weel ken I what a heavenly thing it is to
soom down the silent stream o’ that haunted world.

NORTH.

"What say you to that smile on his face, James ?



1826.7] Noctes Ambrosiange. = No. XXVII. 97

SHEPHERD. )

1t’s a gey wicked ane—I’m thinkin’ he’s after some mischief. I'll put this
raisin-stalk up his nose. Merey on us, what a sneeze ! :

TICKLER (starting and looking round). e

Ha! Hogg, my dear fellow, how are you ?* Soft—soft—1I have it—why that
hotch-potch, and that afternoon sun——But—but—what of Master Coleridge,
is he a Prig? r

NORTH.

Besides the counterfeited impertinence of my rheumatism, he treats the
ladies and gentlemen who peruse his ¢¢ Six Months’ Visit” with eternal assu-
rances that he is'a young man—that his stomach is often out of order—and
that he always travels with a medicine-chest—and that he is a very sweaty
young gentleman. y .

SHEPHERD.
That’s really a disgustfu’ specie o’ yegotism. But is’t true ?
NORTH. ,
May I request you, James, to get me the volume. That’s it beside Juno—
There at the foot of yonder nodding bitch, ; ‘
That wreathes her old fantastic tail so low.
) SHEPHERD.

Nine and saxpence for a bit volumm like that, anda’ about the state o the

author’s stomach and bowels !  But let’s hear some extracks.
NORTH.

¢ T was steamed by one, showered by another, just escaped needling by a
third, and was nearly boiled to the consistency of a pudding for the love of an
oblong gentleman of Ifeland,” &e. :

3 SHEPHERD.

That’s geyan stupid, but excusable aneuch wut in a verra young lad—anither
extrack.

NORTH. ]

¢ T went simply and sheerly on my own account, or rather on account of the
aforésaid rheumatism ; for as every other sort of chemical action had failed, I
was willing to try if fusion would succeed.”’—¢ If Yorick had written after me,
he would have mentioned the Rheumatic Traveller.”—¢ This book is rheuma-
tism from beginning to end.”—¢¢ I rarely argue a matter unless my shoulders
or knees ache.”—* I trust they will think it is my rheumatism that chides.”—
. SHEPHERD.

I’'m afraid that’s geyan puppyish ; but still, as I said before, I can excuse a
laddie anxious'to be enterteenin’. Anither extrack.

NORTH.

¢ 1 sat bolt upright, and for some time contemplated, by the glimmering of
the lantern, the huge disarray of my pretty den. I fished for my clothes, but
they were bathing ; T essayed to rise, but I could find no resting-place for the
sole of a rheumatic foot.”

TICKLER.
Curse the whelp !—fling the boak over the laburnums.
NORTH. :

There it goes. Go where he willi—do what he will—Master Coleridge. is
perpetually perspiring during his whole Six Months’ Visit to the West Indies.
He must have been very unpleasant company—especially as he was a valetu-
dinarian. Had he been in fine fresh health, it might have passed ; but whata
nuisance a cabin passenger with the sallow and the sweating sickness !

SHEPHERD«
Is he dead noo?
NORTH.

Not at all.

' SHEPHERD.
That’s maist inexcusable.

NORTH. e
He tells the world upwards of fifty times that he was at Eton—and~——
Vor. XX. byt o V \
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TICKLER.

What the devil is the meaning of all this botheration about the Disry of an
Invalid? Let the puppy keep in his own kennel. J 1
' : NORTH,

I believe my temper was a little ruffled just now by the recollection of an
article in the Quarterly Review, of which this poor prig’s performance was the
text-book. All the quotations were most loathsome. Fowel Buxton is ne
great witch, but he has more sense and ktiowledge too in his little finger than
this most perspiring young genius has in all his cranium. The Six Months’
Visit should have been a book of Colburn’s.

TICKLER.

Colburn Hhas published many valuable, interesting, and successful books,
within these few years, and I wish him that success in his trade which his
enterprising spirit deserves.

NORTHv ;
So do I, and here’s ¢ The Trade,” if you please, in a bumper.
SHEPHERD.
The Tread—The Tread—The Tread—Hurraw—hurraw=-hurraw !
NORTH.

But if he persists in that shameful and shameless puffery, which he has too
Yong practised, the public will turn away with nausea from every volume that
issues from his shop, and men of genius, scorning to subinit their works to the
pollution of his unprincipled paragraph-mongers, will shun a publisher, who,
vontrary to his natural sensé and honeur, has been betrayed into a system,
that, were it ‘to ‘become genereal, would sink the literary character into deép
degradation, till the name “ Author” would become®a byword of reproach
and insult; and the mere suspicion of having written a book, be sufficient
ground for expulsion from theé society of gentlemen.

TICKLER. . ¥

Colburn, James, must have sent puffs'of Vivian Grey to all the newspapers,
fastening the atthorship on variousgentlemen, either by name orinuendo ; thus
atéaching an interest to the book, at the sacrifice of the feelings of those gentle~
men, and, I may add, the feelings of his own conscience. The foolish part of
the publie thus set agoing after Vivian ‘Grey, for example, puff after puff con-
tinues to'excite fading curiosity, and Colburn, knowing all the while that the
writer is an obscure person, for whom nobody ‘cares a straw, chuckles over the
temporary sale, and sees the names of ‘distinguished writers opprobriously
bandied about by the blackguards of the press, indifferent to everything but
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