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NATURE BLOWING BUBBLES FOR HER CHILDREN,

To be placed as Frentispiece. .
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THE LION’S HEAD.

Tux Lion’s Head is determined on baving a paw in the Coronation : It
has serious thoughts: of putting in its claim to sit on the right side of Bri-
tannia (if Britannia intends being present), its old established place, as.the
earliest pocket-pieces testify. The Lion’s Head can pledge itself, that the
Unicorn will not be there, so that there will certainly be nothing to appre-
hend from: that old and graceless broil about the Crown : at any rate, Lion’s
Head will fight for nothing so little as a Crown ; and Mr. Dymoke would be
by to settle all squabbles, as in duty bound. Lion’s Head, or some part of
its family, attended heart in hand, at Richard Ceur de Lion’s Coronation ;
and it will certainly prowl its way into Westminster Hall, on the approach-~.
ing splendid day, and bear a watchful eye upon the ceremony. Lion’s Head
is not a Dandy-lion, but its mane will be carefully cut and turned for the
occasion ; and it will go ruffled, like a true British Lion. The readers of the
LonpoN Ma6AzINE, in fine, may rest assured, that Lion's Head will, on that
day, seek its own food, and not trust to the established Jackalls of the

lrarnal y

We promised a Plate in the present Number, from Mr. Hilton’s picture,
of < Nature blowing Bubbles for her Children ;” but being disappointed
in the Engraving, we are compelled to defer the fulfilment of our promise
till next month.

——

Table Talk, No. XI. and the Buccaneer, will certainly appear in our next
Number.

We really cannot commend such poetry as the following, and say with
our Correspondent —— that it ¢ mingles delicacy, tenderness, and spright-
liness, and is among the prettiest that has been written on that poetic fa-
vourite, the Nightingale.”

The Nightingale, pent in his cage,
Cleors, is musical still ;

He Aarps on the wires in his rage,
And his sighs in soft melody trill.

- * L - - -

Oh ! hear how he warbles ! each note
Is a mystical, soft billet douzx,

Sent post to the woods, from his throat,
With the sweetest and saddest adieu.

We wish the Author of the ¢ Ballad to his Mistress,” had been near the
postman of the woods, mentioned above, as he might have compassed a
cheaper delivery. Surcly this < earnest of future, and more valuable con-~
ributions,” was ncever written in earnest.
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The ¢ Pablic Office Clerk” must share the fate of many of his brethren,
and be dismissed. .

< Two Sorts of Men” shall be carefully considered. We will, as a learn=
ed personage says, ¢ take the papers home with us, and give judgment on
a future day.”

J. W. G. must excuse us if we decline inserting the ¢ two more little
efforts of his unfledged muse,” which we the less regret, ‘as he says, ¢ they
cost no effort.”

Our respect for the original of Mr. R——"'8 ¢ poetic paraphrases,” impels
us to refuse his friendly offer. Non Aec conveniunt lyre. And if it were
not so, the lyre he aims at holding is too heavy for his hands, judging from
the specimen he has sent us. .

« The Lawyer, a Picture,” is quite to our taste; and we promise our
poetical readers a treat, by the insertion of it in our next number.

The paper of A. W. upon the encouragement of Autograph-Epitaphs—
(a species of writing to which we never particularly applied our minds) par-
takes rather too much of the sombre sobriety of its subject. We are obliged
by the offer of it for our pages ; but, like young ladies at an offer of another
description, we really cannot yet makc up our minds.

The Translation from Earl Conrad, of Kirchberg, in Praise of May, will
appear in our next. We may answer our fair Correspondent’s proverb of a
« day after the fair,” with another: ¢ a miss is as good as a mile.” The
season, however, seems to have put itself off to oblige her.

M. A. will see that we have availed ourselves of one of his papers. - We
cannot promise as to the rest, for we have really not yet had time to read
them.

"E. R. and Zara, and the author of the versified Epistle on Poetical De-
ception, are unavoidably deferred.

The proprietors of the following signatures must frame excuses the most

t to their own feelings for our omission of their several contributions.

‘We sincerely thank them one and all for their kind intentions ; but the pub-~

lic is a dainty personage, and we are obliged to cater cautiously.—Ensign S.

—H. L.—Jack Straw.—J. J. W.—Beta.—Chevalier.—James with his Pocket
Book.— Singultus.

Our Publishers desire to say a word or two, but we have not room for
them this time : they shall have a fair hearing on a future opportunity. In
the mean time, the Public are assured, that all the former Contributors to
the LoNDoN MAGAZINE are earnest in giving it their powerful support;
and the contents of the present Number are, in our minds, a more sub-
stantial recommeundation than a thousand promises.
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Vor. IV.

WARWICK CASTLE.
The castle I do give theey—here's the keyes. Old Ballad.

Ir any one would choose to pay
Anti%uity a visit, and see her in her
Ennltiua:t;turrets, segrllger in all

er gloomy glory,—not ing on
a 8 ess existence, in ruin%ld scell,
with disordered dress, and soiled vi-
sage; but clad in seemly habili-
ments, bearing a staid, proud, and
lowing countenance, and dwellin
m a home that seems charmed, an
not distracted by time:—let such a
one go to the wooded solitudes, the
silent courts, the pictured walls, and
rich embrowned floors of Warwick
Castle. There dwells Antiquity like
a queen! There she holds her sombre
state, amid spear and sword, and
battle-axe and shield : there she keeps
rich and solemn revel through all
time. The air takes a more hallowed
softness from her presence; and the
paintings which hang in her halls,
appear to warm and brighten under
her mild care and sovereignty. Time

breathes patiently upon them, and
they ripen in his ‘Y)reath, like fruit in
the "mellowed airs of autumn.

The Titian cheek deepens and glows
into rich perfection; the black hair
becomes more black, magnificent, in-
tense. The velvet garmenting, and
crimson robe, and gloomy fur, seem
filled with thqught. All around looks
sacred, and 'dedfc‘ate to Time. War-
wick Castle is sure the palace of An-
tiquity : and here let me tell how I
found that gracious and queenly
creature, when I last was in her pre-
sence. I will minutely describe my
Vour. IV.

visit, for unless I go regularly through
the pictures of my memory, and
point them out in their proper lights
and sequent courses, I become con-
fused and wandering, like the powa
dered guide of Hampton Court, who
drags along his aged silken feet, from
painting to painting, day by day,
and hour by hour, with a rigid and’
tedious precision—pointing out to
every comer the same picture, from
the same spot, directing the visitor
(every visitor) to * stand there and
admire the perspective,” and never
failing, winter and summer (I have
been there I know not how oft), to
select a brass pan in the picture of
the Deluge, as a thing that < is
reckoned very fine:” Leave him to
his own course,—and he knows a’
Rembrandt from a Guido, a Titian
from a Ral]ixael, a Vandyke from a
Sir Peter Lely ; but take him up on
the sudden, and call him back to a
picture past in his description, or to
one considerably a head of his nar-
rative, and you ruin his knowledge,
lay waste his recollections, pillage
his pictorial saws and ancient in-
stances, and plunge him into a tu-
mult of names, from which he cannot
easily extricate himself. I have his
trick to a nicety, and must be allow-
ed to “ hegin at the beginning,” or
1 shall confound oak with myrtle,
shade with sun light, and vase with
cauldron. Let me proceed ¢ orderly,
as it is meet,” or you get nothing
true of me. I must, if the reader
C
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love me, take up at the gate, and
then my description will be sure to
prosper.

No—I must begin with the bridge
that leads the road over the river
gthe Avon! Shakespeare’s Avon!)

om Leamington to Warwick,—be-
cause I once beheld from it one of
the finest scenes of evening-quiet
and beauty that ever blessed me in
my poetical days. The sky all around
was cloudless ; so much so, as to aj
pear thrice spacious over my head ;
and the set sun had warmed it, and
tinted it with a soft pink lustre, that
made it extremely calm and reposing
to the eye. Peace ¢ sailed upon the
bosom of the air.” 1 leaned against
the parapet of the bridge, and gazed
in lazy wonder and delight at the
castle. It crowned the river, and
looked proudly down from its nest of
trees and ancient rock, as though
watching and brooding over its image
in the water, silver bright beneath it.
Nothing could be more strangely still
and clear ; not a leaf thrilled .on the
trees ; not a wave, not the shudder
of a wave, arose to break the mir-
rored smoothness of the charmed
Avon! Every sound and moving ob-
ject even confirmed the silence ; for
the long low evening moan of the
cattle, in the level meadows by the
river side, took a deep far-off echo,
as though no other sound was alive
to disturb or break it ; and the pass-
ing of a sparrow across the air was
most distinct, and apparently most
solitary. I never shall forget this
scene,—and when in a moring of
last spring, I crossed the bridge a-
new, that evening arose before my
eyes in its placid splendour and
beauty, and the past revived, with
all its warm and slumberous lustre.
How poor does the scene appear in
this colourless description, and yet it
seemed to contain at the time the in-
spiration of a thousand glowing

ages ! Why did I not ¢ write it
Kown ” at the moment I saw it, as a
landscape-painter, colours from na-
ture; then should I have had a
sketch worthy the possessing: but
the opportunity is gone by, and such
evenings do not occur frequently in
these degenerate days. ? can but
exclaim with master Shallow, «“Ha!
o’ my life, if I were young again!”

The reader will admit that I have
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not staid on the bridge longer < than
one with moderate haste might count
a hundred.” I proceed. The gate of
the castle is walled, or rather rocked,
deeply in ; and the transition from the
coarse road, meagre gravel, and
barren wall, to the verdant riches of
the garden, to its soft shades and
tender lustres, is high enchantment.
You pass the gate, and the world is
shut out '—You enter,—and Adam’s
banishment seems reversed. I would
only recommend, and this earnestly,
that all lovers of the picturesque
rush onwards immediately, and that
they dally not with a sleek modern
porter, who does antiquity great dis-
service at her very port He may
be a worthy man, but he should not
stand there yet. He is old—a trifle
—but not old enough for his situa-
tion. He ought to be infru-an-
nuated.

The garden, or park, for I know
not which it should be called, is plea~
santly relieved with hill and slope,—
distance, and sweet bounded X:lls ;
and clumps of trees—not of those
slim, young things,—saplings, I
would call them,—which usurp the
name of trees in these impoverished
times, — but of old solid family trees,
trees of character, and long stand-
ing,—break the prospect grandly and
irregularly, and vary the n ex-
panse of grass and shrubs, with heau-
tiful strewings of light and shade.
The castle stands at no great dist-
ance from the gate, but you are pur-
posely and cunningly perplexed with
a winding path, that have its
own way, and will not let you have
yours ; and, it is therefore a work of
time to reach the foss and solemn
walls of this noble building. To be
candid, I must own that my shrewd-
ness and ingenuity adorted an erring
path, and maintained 1t contrary to
the advice of two young creatures

women-kind, as my friend Jona-

an Oldbuck hath it) who accom-
panied me; and thus we were car-
ried far beyond the castle, and, in-
deed, were brought to the greenery
before its time. Greatly were my
associates disconcerted, and, as my

owers as a gulde were considerably
gisordered, attempted no excuse,
but sought by other topics to divert
the minds of my friends from the re-
collection of my perversity. We
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talked of the besuty of the day, the

charm of fing scenery, the pleasures-
ol-..gz' turesque -olitu:ic—o all those -

in short, which so romantic
a place never fails to suggest, but we
entered the , and my errors
were instantly and utterly forgotten.
The tall and beautiful myt!l.xdc., the
i reading geraniums, the grace-
m dehcfteg roses of every va-
riety, plants of the most rare flow-
er and odour, were disposed around
us in the most cunning order, and
arranged, so as to set each other’s
beaunties off, like ¢ jewels in an
Ethiop’s eer.”" We admired in si-
lence,—save that one of us (I will
not disclose the name of the Extra-
vagent) wished for the possession of
the tallest and handsomest geranium,
and that another hinted at a certain
mother going wad in such a paradise
of plants. In the midst of the most
delicate stems and tender leaves,
which crept and twined around, as
forming a verdant nest, stood the far-
famed vase, présented to the Earl of
Warwick by 8ir William Hamilton.
This noble piece of antiquity, with
its silent Bacchanalian emblems, and
fair shape of white marble, seemed
to us a fit urn to hold the ashes of
Anacreon. Its decorations of the
vine-leaf, and the grape, would fain
ra‘linind us of joy, and life, and love,
’ “

———the wine,
Brought from the gloomy tan with merry

But there is in the gale cold still-
ness of the white marble, a mys:::iy
that touches the imaged joy to sad-
ness. The heart becomes awed un-
der the strange and tomb-like quiet
of the vase, and scarcely dares to ask

What leaf-fringed legend haunts about its
shape.

We gazed upon it in silence, until
we deqnned from its magic presence,
when I could not help uttering those
beautiful lines, which the most ori-
ginal poet of the age hath conse-
crated to an imaginary vase.

——Cold
‘When old age shall this tion waste,
Thou shalt remain in midst of other woe
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thon
say’st,

Beauty is truth, truth beauty.

pastoral !
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A gardener now joined us, and
proceeded forthwith to fasten himself-
upon us as a guide. He led us back
into the green-house, from which we
had slily and quietly oozed at his ap-
proach, and with tedious officious-"
uess went into a prose account of the
vase, hoeing up all our little previous
poetical feelings, and plainly telling
us that the handles were formed of .
interwoven vine-branches, and that
the basin would hold one hundred:
and sixty-three gallons,. wine mea-
sure. He then descanted on the
plants, and on the prospects, and
contrived to take us out of the green-
house, in a far more perplexed and
ignorant state, than that in which we
entered it. In spite, however, of
the cruel learning of our guide, we
forgave him in the open air. He was
an old man, lame, and clothed in a

rey dress, a shade darker than his

ir. His garments and general ap-
pearance were remarkably neat and
placid, and he might have been mis-
taken for a quaker of the forests—a
romantic sectarian. I myself could:
not but conceit him to be a kind of
lay-gardener, let loose by the Earl
to ornament the grounds more by
his presence, than by his labour: to
be sure, he picked a weed from the
walk, as he toiled idly and relaxedly
before us, and rooted up a stray daisy
or 8o, but he did no more; and he
bad no spud, no spade, no hoe, no
hook, no blue apron, no curved clasp
knife, to mark him a man of garden-
9;::11patm' . He n:w:)dﬂl)effre us an
i ener only ! His long Frey
locks g:rrdled loosely and irreguiarly
over his irey shoulders, and around
his dark healthy neck, which, being
slightly ’kerchiefed, was deeply em-
browned by the united efforts of the
air and sun. His step was heavy
and solemn, as though he dragged at
his heels all his past years, the wi~
thered weeds and brambles of exist-
ence. I thought his aged face hand-
some, and my companions detected
in it a kindly and benign expression :
and I have, indeed, remarked or fan-
cied that men who associate with
plants and flowers only become as
simple and as pure as they ; that their
faces ever speak of the gentleness of
pleasant plants. So country school-
masters are touched with the simpli-
city of childhood, and become un-

Ce
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fitted to compete with the difficulties

and crafts of the world: and we all

know and love the artlessness and

kindliness of old master Isaac

Walton, and he had but rivers and

brooks, and silly fish, for his compa-
on

8.
Descending the few steps of the

-house, it was impossible not
to be struck with the surrior odour,
foliage, and shape of the plants a-
round us. The nobility of the fa-

mlldy seemed to have into leaf
and blossom,—and the myrtles and

raniums grew as of stately birth.

hey were luxuriant, without a sign
of decay ; and they sgake to my mind
of the ladies under whose smiles they
might have flourished. I fancied that
I detected the hand of one of the
youthful countesses of the house a-
mong the shining leaves; and I at
once imagined her. bending over a
JSlight of myrtles arran on the
marble steps, in her silken attire,
and with her pearl-bound hair ; while
an Italian greyhound was looking up
at her eyes, and the flowering roses
clustered fondly over her head. 1
bhave seen old pictures after this
fashion,—and all before me seemed
complete, and pausing onli for the
presence of such a lady and her milk-
white hound.

We were now conducted towards
the castle ; and thteh silence d ed
as we approached the grassed a
foss of ol:l) and the iron gate th(at
led into the courtyard. - We trod our

way with timid feet, loth to disturb
the mid-day serenity that held reign
there. The spacious court had a
cold quiet about it (warm though the
day might be), resembling that which
surrounds a forest spring, or a clois-
tered abbey. My usual sagacity in
castle-hunting conducted me to a
wrong gate, which I discovered to be
as utterly a ““no # hfare,” as
locks, bolts, and bars could make it.
- 'This second conviction under the Per~
versity Act, found no mercy in my
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fair judges—and 1 was admonished
and sentenced accordingly. The gar-
dener had deserted us, for his domi-
nion was over leaf, and stem, and
blossom, and twig,—and extended
not to gate, buttress, or window. He
had set us in the right path, previous
to his departure,—mxd had duly
touched his shilling and his hat at
our separation: but this same * right
path” forked in course of time, and
my unfortunate sagacity recommend-
ed the wrong prong. 1 dared not
call aloud, for 1 knew Echo, with
her hundred tongues, would reproach
me from every angle and nook of the
castle; and indeed the locks and
bolts had a resolute rust oiat:ﬂ'e and
disuse about them, which dis-
couraged all hope of their relaxing
for our admission. We retraced our
steps, and ultimately succeeded by
another path.

But as I returned, I should not, I
cannot, omit to mention,— that a
trifling circumstance sent my mind
suddenly back on a boyhood jo .
By what slender threads are the
thoughts bound each to other |—and
how light and strange are the airs
that waft the mind on its varying and
mystic voyages! A cluster of trees,
resembling one that frowned over
my school-playground, carried me
there on the instant,—and all the
idleness, and luxury, and pastime of
boyhood, burst in full cry upon my
heart. 1 used to read old ballads in
my playground, out of a torn and
miserable book, and I have never
read with such delight since. This
clump of trees reminded me at once
of. Gilderoy, and Childe Waters, and
Earl Percy, and a thousand other
names of glory and green song ; and
I love to be go reminded. My reve-
rence for antiquity was, perhaps, born
of these early, ancient, and sweet
histories ; am{ therefore am I pleased
when I am reminded of them, and
of the days when they were first
taken into my heart.

OLD BALLADS.

1.
I loved the ballad of Gilderoy,
Dear, dear was it to me ;
I read it when I was a boy,
Under the t{lay-ground tree :—
08e

I read it in

happy hours

When the setting sun was on our towers.
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Oh, many and many an evening fled
6’er me and my Kallad-book;
And the antique tale I deeply read,
To the voice of the lofty rook :—

I read of Gawaine, that name of pride,
And of famous Yarrow’s bonny bride.

3.
How ‘well do I remember yet,
ing and reading on,—
Or looking up at the sweet sun-set
Asleep on the turret-stone ;—
And wishing the sun should be ever so—
Though why I wish’d it, I could not know.

4.
Then too, in darkness or in moon-light,
‘When others were all at rest,—
I told the tale of gallant or knight,
The tale I loved best :
And my school-fellows—half in joy and fear,
Lay wide awake in their beds to hear.

5.
And they heard how Lord Percy a hunting went
In the noble Douglas’ wood ; :
And how his cloth-yard bow was bent,—
And how arose that feud ‘
‘Which laid the proud Earl Douglas low,
And loosen’d for ever the Percy bow !

6.
I told at night, from my pillow, the tale
Of the young Plantagenet ;
And how he was led by a man in mail,
To where the watch was set
By the loftiest tent, while the moon did reign
In glory pale over Bosworth plain.

7.
And when I came to speak how the Childe—
The unknown Childe— was met
And caress'd with a rapture sad and wild,
By Richard Plantagenet |—
My hearers thrill'd in their beds, and sigh'd
That Richard in Bosworth battle died !

8.
Those nights are over—those nights are gone !
And t.lse towers I ne’er shall sie— gone
While the sun-set filds the old stone,
Nor sit by the play-ground tree
The rooks are dead—long, long ago—
And I have been in the world also.

9.
But I love the old, old ballads yet,
Of Percy and Gilderoy,—
And of inﬁnnt Richard Plantagenet,
The obscure and kingly boy.

And when I read them, {leemtobe
Young, and under the play-ground tree.
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But to leave this idle verse, and to
proceed in that sensible and direct
style of prose, which best becomes
the faithful and unaffected historian—
I turn my Pegasus loose, dismount-
ing at the proper entrance to the
court-yard of Warwick Castle. We
entered at a pannel of the iron gate,
- if I may so express myself, for the
enormous worked leaves of the gate
itself seemed ¢ not easily moved ;”
and, indeed, from the repose of the
bolts and hinges, I should guess that
when moved, they would ¢ be per-

lexed in the extreme.” A sizteenth,

owever, made gate enoush for such
as myself, and I entered with a stoop
of the head, not perhaps from any
great necessity, but from a disincli-
nation to appear so very a dwarf as
this diminished aperture would en-
deavour to make me. - We all ¢rossed
thecourt-yard, with great diffidence—
gingerly, as Steme would more aptly
express it,—as though we were like-
ly to meet a group of the early in-
habitants of the castle, walking forth
in doublet and hose, in ruff and hood :
for my own part, I can safely say,
that I had some such feeling ; I was,
indeed, conscious that my blue coat
had no business to bring its abomi-
nable gilt buttons into so venerable
and ancient a place. My Wellingtons
were on a trespass. Had Guy, ac-
coutred in the armour, or even in
the stately undress of his time, met
me in the court, he might have run
me through with one of his eye-
lashes ; so very a nothing did I scem
to be in that spacious, awful, and
noiseless square. We spake in whis-
pers, or in respectful undertones, lest
some of the dead Earls might over-
hear us, or the Countess of two cen-
turies ago overtake our steps in the
glory of her brocade, and have our
modem bodies unceremoniously put
out. A domestic of the castle, as
we approached the entrance door,
came from a small side portal, and
crossed to some other part of the
building. This was, as heretofore,
an old man. 1 beckoned him to me,
and begged him to procure us ad-
mission to the interior, which he
very readily and respectfully under-
took to do. He had what may be
called “¢ a silver look.” His manners,
however, 1 thought, had much of the
courtesy of the earlier ages, when
servants were indecd scrvants, and
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t',“ly:

kept their stations with a becomin
and worthy humility. He ente
the castle, to procure us the guar-
dianship of the venerable house-
keeper, and we patiently awaited his
return.

Methought the voice of antiquity
was audibfe in the space around me,
—the pavegent had a staiuless and
aged look,—and the trees stood a-
round, beautiful, and full of years ;
seeming to muse over the mystery of
time, or to utter, as they stirred in
the wind, the awful language of the
past. It has been said, and greatly
said, ¢ stones have been known to
move, and trees to speak.” 1 heard
their voices now ! Every thing about
me awed the present into nothing—
and the days of old came trooping
forth in all their pomp, circumstance,
and pride, to take their solemn march
through the mind. While we waited
the return of our ageddmhesscnger,
our imaginations peopled the empty
court, and called If,rom many a n(l:ok
and angle, the figures of Butler, and
Groom, and Squire, in all the antique
costume of the best days of the cas-
tle. “ Who camot behold,” said
one of my companions, ¢ an armed
Earl cross that white and regular
pavement, and even now, methinks I
sce him enter that left wing, and hear
the ring of his iron heel, as he is lost
in the long, dim, and intricate pas-
sages.” ¢ Look,” cried I, ¢ at that
low door, in the corner of the castle
—and you will sce two antique cooks,
with larded beef, and the butler with
his full flagons, staggering along in
stately order, to the servant’s hall.”
1 could have schemed a life away in
these antique speculations, and my
companions were no less inclined to
abandon their thoughts to such aged
whimsies, and delectable illusions;
but the return of our grey-haired
Mercury put a finish to these our
little Essays on Population, and re-
called us to * the business in hand.”
The old man came forth, followed to
the door by a most vencrable lady,
clad as beseemed her office, and
whom he quietly motioned us to a
proach. We advanced accordingly
to the presence of Mrs. Hume Sl
love to speak her name), and beheld
the aged and comely housekeeper of
Warwick Castle. Well worthy was
she to hold the keys—but not at the
fag cnd of a period must she be de-
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scribed. Her merits claim a mended
pen, and a new paragraph.
We saw before us a very aged, but
a very hale and intelligent looking
lady, somewhat a-kin to the healthy
n.m{ comely antiquity of the castle
‘committed to her charge. The keen
sensible expression of her counte-
nance, the easy, yet respectful fa-
miliarity of her address, and the
inted an:‘lldpretty neatness of her
cap silken garments, quite
recommended her to my favour. She
made no formal and marked curtsey ;
her whole manner was subdued,
quiet, and extremely {olite, being
quite of the old school. Her body
seemed to have settled into a per-
petual curtsey; and time
stallized her politeness. I guessed
i?n. Hume to be of Scotch extrac-
tion, if not a native of Scotland, for
several reasons:—her features had
a lined seriousness and acuteness,
which you in vain look for in our
foolish h:&nthernl faceﬁ—then ll:nl'
speech not lost all its origi
music,~and finally, she herselﬂvas
not in Scotland. ese are reasous
¢ plenty as blackberries,” and I give
them without compulsion.—Oh that
the reader could, on the pleasant
June morning in which I am writin
this, (June is my favourite month,
turn from my idle and imperfect de-
scription, and contemplate the plea-
sant and orderly visage of kind Mrs.
Hume, nested in its white laces, and
gleaming placidly a.loug from picture
to picture, as though she herself
were a happy work of the old mas-
ters, and partook of the kindness of
Time! Would that I could cast
aside my pen, and be of her com-
rany! She loves the place—it be-
ongs to the Earl of Warwick; or
rather, ““ to the Earl,” for to her
there is no other Earl ! —She is proud
of the inlaid and ancient cabinets—
things of India—ebon-black, with
brass birds, and leaves, and clasps,
—huge, qmnd, and (thanks to the
inventors!) useless '—She prizes the
lowing canvas, more on account of
2: station in Warwick cal:t.le t.l}an
r its ing the magic hues of a
Bembnndbe.tn:fa Titi:ng.w The lofty
rooms, the cedar-lined walls, the
glossy wainscots, all speak to her
of patient and never-dying grandeur.
WE.( to Mrs. Hume is the meanness,
the modern noise, the foppery of
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this working-day world?—she knows
it not !—She travels from Rubeus to
Titian, from Titian to Guido, from
Guido to Vandyke—and there is no
change. As were the colours when
she was young, such are they still,
if not brighter: and it way be, that
she scarcely finds her own change a
whit different from them. She speaks
of the ¢ late Earl” as of some spirit
that hauuts her,—and of the present
Lord as of some crowning power
with whom she communes, but whom
you cannot look to meet. Observe
that bust, that is ¢ the Earl”—
You ask whether the family is at the
castle, so much is there of the in-
visible in true greatness, and she
answers in a lower tone,—awed, it
may be, by the subject, or feari
lest the nobility of the place sho
over-hear her,—that ¢ Earl was
down last week!” And you seek to
know no more—~But I must not
keep Mrs. Hume at the entrance of
the castle ;—she has lifted the key,
and is pointing it to the armour—so
pray, good reader, let me proceed.
he hall is paved with stones,
white and black. alternately :—it is
a noble place, and hath a baronial
look. The arranged arms, decked
with branching autlers of the deer,
give that mingled tale of war and
chase which at once speaks the lives
of the castle’s early inhabitants.
There was a dreariness about the
ﬁloom and haughty silence of this
uge place, unbroken, save when the
ing of a distant foot disturbed
the spirit of the spot for an instant:

As when, upon a tranced summer night,
Thosegreen-robed senators of mighty woods,
Tall oaks, branch-charmed by the earnest

stars,
Dream, and 30 dream all night without a

stir,
Save from one gradual solitary gust
Which comes upon the silence, and dies off,

As if the ebbing air had but one wave.

After passing an ante-chamber, in
which is a whole-len picture of
my Lady Brooke, with a boy on her
knee,—you come to a room lined with
carved cedar. The floor is of polish-
ed oak, and your image is reflected
at your feet, as though you were
walking upon water. But Mrs. Hume
discourages your stepping off a strip
of carpet, by intimating that it is
sadly rous, though I have some
reason to conclude that she does et
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choose to have the polish molested.
This room is very rich and solemn,
and the furniture is costly and mas-
sive, to suit it. Among the pictures,
the only one I recollect is a Circe,
by Guido ;—but I do recollect this.
‘Other rooms follow, with the same
intensely bright floors,—filled with
curious cabinets and fine pictures,—
and confirming the magnificence and

of the castle. The picture that
made the deepest impression on my
mind, was one of la:ﬁus Loyola, a
whole length, by Rubens ;—but it was
not' the beauty of the colouring, or
the name of the master, that worked
‘this impression—it was the sweet
and sainted expression of the fea-
tures,—the lustrous resignation of
the lifted eyes,—the placid virtue of
the bald and passionless forehead ;
-and, perhaps, 1 should not have felt
all these so deeply, if they had not
been recognized by others with me,
as forming the perfect resemblance
of a lost friend of ours.

From a small room or cabinet at
the end of the building, a window

ves you a most romantic view over

Avon, and the country beyond it.

My recollection of this part of the
castle 'i‘s,gtl:ltl)wever,_ tl:'athe;; 1ireilchert-l
ous. ery, with a whole len,
of Charles l.ry on horseback, at g‘he
one end, leads to the chapel. I was
much struck with the neatness and
quiet of this place of prayer:—and,
indeed, the heart seemed to repose
in such an oratory, as in a place of

ace, for which it had become fitted
E; the previous solemnity and mag-
nitude of the castle. Many a prayer
hath been feit there, though per-
chance notbeuttered, l:iy :_ho'sielwho
might not be suspected of indulgi
in ggvotion at the time.—We p e
with Mrs. Hume at the door with
great reluctance, for her intelligent
conversation, and engaging manners,
had quite delighted us ; but she had
other visitors to gratify,—and it is
not very likely that she shared in all
our feelings at the separation.

Before quitting the park, we as-
cended the mount at the west of the
castle, accompanied by a new old
gardener, and reached the tower,
which is a Gradus ad Parmassum
for the number of its steps. Endless,
indeed, did seem our upward travel:

Warwick Castle.

t-'ﬂ'y,

~it was the journey of life in minia-
ture! In this tower, it is believed,
that the lady Ethelfieda, the daugh-
ter of King Alfred, sojourned,—mak-
ing it a melancholy but secure abode.
ere are, indeed, many interesting
stories and magnificent recollections
attached to Warwick Castle. 1In the
reign of Henry IIl. we are told,
¢ that the extraordinary strength of
this building was alleged as an ex-
cuse for particularly prohibiting the
widowed Countess of p‘Varwick from
re-marrying with any other than a
n attached to the King.”—
rge, Duke of Clarence, was, by
his brother, Edward 1V. created
Earl of Warwick, and lived here in
at splendour. The Dudleys fol-
owed the Plantagenets, and possess-
ed the earldlom. The accomplished
Sir Fulke Greville, at length, suc-
ceeded to the title, and from him the
present Earl descended.

But not the least famous of the
names which Warwick Castle sug-
gilsts, is that of Guy—the great Sir

y—of whom Chaucer speaks,—

Men speken of romancis of price,
Of Horne Childe and Ippous,
Of Bevis and Sir Guy.

The celebrated ballad thus men-
tioned was, as Dr. Percy informs us,
usually sung to the harp at Christmas
dinners and bride-ales : it is, as may
be expected, quaintly written, and
bears marks of great antiquity: in
proof of which, the following de-
scription of the dragon, which Sir
Guy demolished, may suffice.

He is black as any cole,

Rugged as a rough fole;

His bodye, from the navill upward,

No man may it pierce it is so hard ;

His neck is great as any summere; *

He renneth as swift as any distrere ; +
Pawes he hath as a lyon:

Al that he toucheth he sleath dead downe.
Great winges he hath to flight,

That is no man that bare him might,
There may no man fight him agayne,

But that he sleath him certayne:

For a fowler beast than is he,

Ywis of none never heard ye.

Guy, after all this bitter exposition of
the dragon’s character, settles his bu-
siness. He also conquered armd slew
five terrible princes, two giants, ano-
ther dragon, and a lion, and tri-

® A thick beam of timber which formerly tied the upper walls of a house together.

# A war-horse.
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umphed over the magnanimous Dun
Cow. These are facts, or I would
not record them. It should not be

forgotten that Sir Guy was a deter-
mined lover. :

Was ever kmg: t for ladye's sake,
Soe tost in love as I Sir Guy,
For Phillis fair, that ladye bright,

As ever man beheld with eye ?

This ladye, ladye-like, put her
lover to much trouble, and compelled
him to many difficulties before she
would look favourably upon him.
For her, he killed ¢ abore of passing
might and strength,” near Windsor,

his bones are yet somewhere in
Warwick Castle. Sir Guy says, that
he returned from all his dangers, and
died with Phillis at Warwick Castle,
and we must give credence to the
words of a dead man. The porterat
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the gate of the castle, as you go out,
checks you for a few minutes to show
you the cauldron, the flesh-fork, the
spear, &c. of the renowned Sir Guy ;
—and you nfo away convinced that
he was a real hero, and thus give him
an advantage over many other hew
roes.

I have thus ¢ said my say.” I
have conducted the reader safely over
the castle and the park ; and wishing
him goodly rest after his fatigues,
and praying that he will, if I have
proved a tedious guide, forgive me
for the true wish I had to please
him with what has pleased me —1I
take my leave in fair humility.
Should my description fail of interest,
I pray the reader not to be discou-
raged, but to go the first fair sum-
mer, and banquet his imagination in
the baronial halls of Warwick Castle.

ON GRAY’S OPINION OF COLLINS,
WITH A SONNET FROM COSTANZO.

I nave often felt a strong desire
to know what men of genius, who
have lived in the same age and
country, have thought of one ano-
ther. It is a curiosity, that, as ill
fortune will have it, does not stand
much chance of being gratified. For
whatever opinions they have re-
corded on this subject in their pub-
lished writings, we may generally
suspect of having been influenced
either by personal partiality on the
one hand, or a spirit of rivalry on
the other. There remain only their
letters to friends, in which they may
happen to have declared their undis-

sed sentiments, or such casual

ints as have dropped from them in
familiar conversation, and been pre-
served by the zeal of biographers
and writers of memoirs. It is from
the latter source we collect that
Milton thought of Dryden as little
more than a man of rhyme, and that he
highly esteemed the poetical abilities
of Cowley. Posterity has not rati-
fied the award; for it is probable
- that where Cowley has now one
reader, Dryden might reckon not
fewer than ten. It should he added,
however, that the author of Paradise
Lost did not live to witness the last
effort of den, his Fables, in
which, though the produce of his

old age, his imagination is more ex-
uberant than it had before been.

In the letters of Gray, certainly
never intended to see the light, there
are many passages, in which, with-
out the slightest reserve, he passes
sentence on the merits of his con-
temporaries ; and as he was entirely
free from that esprit du co;p», to
which authors are to the full as
liable as any other description of
mortals, and always strictly main-
tained the character of a dif;ttante,
no more concerned in the petty jea-
lousies and factions of his poetical
brethren, than the gods of Epicurus
in the affairs of this lower world ;
there is no reason to suppose that
his mind was under any bias on these
occasions. In the earlier part of his
life he met with Southern, the dra-
matic writer, who was then seventy-
seven years old, and whose memory
had nearly deserted him. With the
enthusiasm, natural to a young mind,
Gray found him ¢ as agreeable as an
old man could be, or at least per-
suaded himself s0, when he looked
at him, and thought of Oroonoko and
Isabella.” Some years afterwards
we find him speaking his mind very

freely on enside’s Pleasures of
Imagination ; then just published
according to its first el. « 1
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will tell you,” says he to Doctor
Wharton, who had the rare felicity
of being a friend to both the bards,
£ tho-:égn I have rather turned it
over than read it, that it seems to
me above the middling; and now
and then, for a little while rises even
to the best, particularly in descrip-
tion. It is often obscure, and even
.unintelligible, and too much infected
with the Hutchinson jargon.” (It
must be recollected that Gray had

early shown his aversion for meta-
bysics.) ¢ In short, its great fault
5, that it was published at least

nine years too early.” What follows,
is in a strain of modesty, that I
would beg leave most earnestly to
recommend to the notice of our
professional critics. “ And so me-
thinks in a few words ¢4 la mode
du Temple,” I have very pertly dis-
patched what perhaps may for seve-
ral years have employed a very in-
genious man worth fifty of mjself."

Of Thomson’s Castle of Indolence,
when that poem, so worthy of the
author of the Seasons, first made its
.appearance,—he contented himself
with saying very coldly, that < it had
some good stanzas in it.” But as he
grew older, his reluctance to be

ased increased. ¢ Dodsley’s two

volumes were worse than his
four first, and icularly Dr. Aken-
side was in a deplorable way.”

To the excellence of Sterne, who,
perhaps on the whole, may be con-
sidered as the most original writer
of his day, he was, however, still
slive ; and even thought his sermons,
¢ in the style most proper for the
pulpit,” as they were marked by
é a strong imagination and a sen-
sible heart ; lé;xt you seefhli:l often
touenng’ on the verge of laughter,
and ready to throw his periwig%ri\lthe
face of his audience.” Cowper has
since put this mode of pulpit ora-
tory,—which indeed was somewhat
too much in Friar Gerund's taste,

entirely out of countenance; and
will allow no preacher to bé merry,

till he can discover a jest in St.
Paul's Epistles for his text. With
/the humour of the Bath Guide, where,

to say the truth, humour was more
in its place, Gray was not less de-
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lighted, and pronounced it to be
‘“of anew and original kind.” Of
Lyttleton,—Matthew Green, the au-
thor of the Spleen,— Shenstone’s
Schoolmistress,— Johnson’s London,
—Dyer,—and several of the «“ Poete
Minimi” in Dodsley’s Miscellany,
he has past a tolerzbly fair judge-
ment, (with the exception perhaps of
Lowth,) in two of the letters to
Walpole.

But what was his opinion, what
his feelilgs with respect to a writer,
who in the eyes of the next genera-
tion, was to be regarded as his rival,
and either to contest or share with
him the supremacy of the lyre?—
Had the name of Collius escaped
him, or did be think it fit to be past
over in silence, when he was thus
pointing out to his friends, so many
writers—good, bad, and indifferent—
among their contemporaries ?—Was
the character of Collins of too high
a species even for Gray himself to
estimate on its first appearance ? or
was he too much disgusted with its
faults to attend to the beauties ?

These were questions, which I
could never satisfactorily solve, till,
bappily for my peace of mind, some
few years back Mr. Mitford gave the
world those parts of Gray’s corres-
Lwndeuee with Dr. Wharton, which

ad been omitted by Mason. Guess,
reader! if thou art not thyself a
perfect non-conductor to this kind
of fluid, guess,—I say, how plea-
singly it glided through me, when
the following paragraph presented it-
self to my view :—¢ Have you seen
the works of two young authors, a
Mr. Warton® and a Mr. Collins,
both weiters of Odes? It is odd
enough that each is the half of a re-
markable man, and one the counter-
Ea.rt of the other. The first has but
ittle invention, very poetical choice
of expression, and a good ear. The
second a fine fancy, modelled u
the antique, a bad ear, great variety
of words and images with no choice
at all. They both deserve to last
some years, but will not.” 8o then
one of the few copies of the odes, de-
scriptive and allegorical, which had

t abroad before their author, in
ﬁ?s indignation at the cold reception

® The Warton here spoken of is J

lished about December 1746, the time when this letter was written.

h, the elder brother, whose Odes were pub-

Of Thomas, the

younger, it is probable Gray thought much mare highly.

7
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given them by the public, committed
the remaindlgto the flames, fell into
the hands of Gray. How much itis to
be regretted that poor Collins did not
know the favourable sentence, but
without the ill-boding and falsified
prediction that was atfached to it,
passed upon them by so competent
e judge. “ A fine fancy modelled
upon the antique ! great variety of
words and images.” Such praise as
this, and from one who was himself
to bear the proud title of Britain’s
Pindar, among the sepulchres of her
poets! It might have heen enough,
if he could have known all, not only
to enco the writer, then in the
¢ morn and liquid dew " of his youth,
to put forth new and yet more beau-
tiful blossoms, but t0 have saved
him from that fatal ¢ blastment,”
which not long afterwards blighted
and withered the whole plant.
Seldom -has there been an instance
of more just and appropriate criti-
cism corveyed ir. so few words. 1t
was indeed * & twme fancy, modelled
upon the antique,” so that an Eng-
lishman, who would form some con-
ception of the lyrical parts of the
Greek tragedians, and particularly
Em:rldes, without going to the ori-
ginal sources, has nothing to do but
to take up the Odes of Collins, and
he will meet with as true a likeness
of them as his own language can
supply. He has not, like Gray or
Chiabrern, taken entire pieces out of
the ancients, and stuck them among
his own workmanship. He does not

—Talk in a high sounding strain of the

stars,
Of the eagle of Jove, and the chariot of
Mars ;

but he fills himself with the divinity,
which breathes from their labours,
and then goes home and works in
the spirit that he has caught. Itis
for this reason, I suppose, that we
have no editions of Collins, favourite
as he is amongst us, stuffed with
parallel passages from the hottom of
the page, that sometimes rise so
high as scarcely to leave room for
the text to float on over their sur-
face. We easily discover to what
land he has traveled, as the pil-
grims in the middle ages showed
they had visited the Holy Sepulchre
by the palm that was wreathed
round - their staff; but he brings

On Gray's-Opinion of Collins.
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home with him no relics to make a
display of, no nails drawn out of
the crosses of martyrs, no dry bones
ilfered from tombs of Apostles and
aints. '
The opening of his «Ode to Li-
berty,” to which we have scarcely
any thing that is equal in its way,
reminds us, it is true, of the bhe-
iuning of a noble chorus in ‘the
phigenia at Aulis of Euripides,
v. 1036 ; but it is merely in the man-
ner, with which the music strikes
up in each.
‘Who shall awake the Spartan fife ?

I could not be quite so sure in
what follows, that Tm had not lately
been reading Statius ; though it is
likely, that if he had, the images
only remained in his mind, unaccom-
panied by any consciousness of the
quarter from whence they came.

A:d e‘nnd:eolann sounds to life

The youths, whose locks diviriel i
Like vernal hyacinths in mllenyh?:.dm‘ ’
At once the breath of fear and virtue shed-

9
Apphumheedmnlovedofoldwviewl
The ¢ hyacinthine locks” were as
old as Homer ; and Milton, we know,
has given them to Adam; but that
with all their beauty they ¢ shed
the breath of fear,” when over-
shadowing the brow of the yougj
Spartans, had been observed by 8t
tius. ’
Simplexque Aorrore decoro
Crinis et obsessee nondum primoque mi-

cantes

Flore gene. Talem Ledeo gurgite puw-
bem

Educat Eurotas. Sylve, L. 2,

In the ¢ Ode to Mercy,” again
we might suspect him of havin
horrowed from the same writer,
the ornament were not carried with
so much freedom by its wearer, as
to take away all doubt of his having
come honestly by it.

‘When he, whom e’en our joys provoke,
The fiend of Nature join'd his yoke,
And rush’d in wrath to make our isle his

prey.
Thy form from out thy sweet abode
O’ertook him on his road,
And stopp’d his wheels, and look’d his rage
away,

1 see recoil his sable steeds, &c.

adhuc temone calenti
Fervidus, in lmvum torquet gradivus ha-
benas.
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Cum Venus ants ipeos nulld formidine
Fixit equos ; cessere retro, jamjamque ri.
tes
Snppﬁasg posuere jugo.—Theb. L iii. 265.
But it is not only on the banks of
the Ilissus, or the Tyber, that Col-
lins has left us tidings of himself;
we may sometimes hear notes from
him that he has caught in other
flelds. Thus, in his Ode on the
Poetical Character, :

1 view that oak the fancy’d glades among,
By which as Milton lay, his evening ear,

Sonnet.

. EJuly,
From x:la:ny a cloud that dropp’d ethereal
Wy
*d in hea its native strains -
Nigh spher' n ! ven, ve

On which that ancient trump he reach’d
was hung.

we are reminded of an Italian wri-
ter, Angiolo Costanzo, in one of
those sonnets which the historian of
their poetry has called the ¢ Ideal of
good sonneting.” It is a little pre-
sumptuous to be sure; but, for the
sake of our subject, 1 will venture on
a translation of the one in question,

Quella cetra gentil, &e.
The har& that whilom on the reedy shore
. Of Mincius, to the listening shepherds sung

Such strains, as never haply, or before

Or sithence, mid the mountain cliffs have rung
Of Menalus, or on Lyceus hoar;

And sounded next, to bolder music strung,
The ﬁs of Pales, and what perils hore,

at toils achiev’d, that Phryfhn goddess-sprung,—

Now on an aged oak, making the

More awful, h
Seems as a pro

lfg oom
a;'xd where, if the wind have stirr’d,

voice were heard :

¢ Let none with unwise hardiment presume
To touch me ;- for, once vocal at command
Of Tityrus, I brook no meaner hand.”

As to what Gray has said of ¢ the
bad ear” of Collins, and ¢ the no
choice at all of his words and
images ;" the latter, as far as the

ry is concerned, is plainly in-
consistent with the praise he has be-
stowed on him. For his want of ear,
the same charge has been brought
him by Johnson, who tells

us that ¢ his lines commonly are of

slow motion, clogged and impeded
with clusters of consonants;” so I
suppose there is an end of the mat-
ter ; though I would fain put in a
word on his behalf even on this point.
Thomas Warton pronounced the
same judgment on Milton, but has
surely merited the punishment of

Midas for his pains.
Noxuxon.

SONNET.
(MILTON VISITS GALILEO IN PRISON.)

Oh ! master, who didst lift th vatching eye
Unto the moon, and through thy magic glass
Beheld’st her and the wheeling planets pass

On their bright ways,—making the midnight sky

A common road thro
Thou must have

h which all stars might fly :
great joy,—great as a lover,

‘Whene'er some lustrous world thou didst discover,
g](:t! known before,—from off thy! mxuntains high.
starry sage, return, return |—Again
Come thou and view the pale moons?rom thy hills;
And say, if when she wanes, or when she

Monthly

Thou ever hadst such
Great MiLToxn clasp’'d thy

11tk May; 1821.

round,—or while the stars are clear,—
larg:ndelight, as when

d in prison drear.
B.
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. The. Herces of Naples.

THE HEROES OF NAPLES.
A NEW BALLAD.

He who In battle runs away,
May live to fight another day.

ATt Naples, the folks
Who are fonder of jokes,
Than of bayonet, musquet, or powder;
Leaving tweedle-dum-twee,
And resolved to be free,
Wax’'d, day by day, fiercer and prouder.

The army first ran

To arms, and each man
Demanded a new constitution ;—

There were none to oppose,

So they conquer’d their foes,
And effected a grand revolution.

In Parliament speeches,
The storming of breaches

Was talk’d of, as e inviting ;
The brave zaroni
Ate no macaroni,—

No stomach had they but for fighting.

They hurl’d hot defiance
Aglgnst the Alliance
Term’d oly—(rehgion to slander) ;
d scorn’d all advances,
To Frederick,—Francis,—
Or even the great Alennder.

Fierce Filangleri
Bade Frimont be wary
Or he soon should have bulleu for grey pills:
Cried bold Carascosa—
« I'll dig for our foes—a
Grave on the frontiers of Naples.”

Pepe, swe: an oath,
Out-Heroded th,—
For he vow’d—when he pull’d on his boots —he
Would spit man and horse,
. Of the Austrian force,
In the passes they call the Abruzzi.

By his lan, and air,
. oﬁce
Was A':;t ofja Crm:w;ll-l’rotzctor,
to 18 SW T,
‘And flourieh of g
Each man was Achilles or Hector.

Those coal-heaving Bruti,

8 g:erpl( ‘mos ft{htndd
wore as most o t e do
oca’ﬂoer the coals )

The r Austrian souls,
And their Teutonic hides carbonado.
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They march’d from the city,
All shouting a ditty,
Comparing themse to our island ;—
¢ The English by sea
Are the bravest, but we
Are the doughtiest heroes on dry land.”

But in marching along,
To this valorous song,
They somehow received an impression,—
That the fat English knight
Said undoubtedly right,
« The best part of valour'’s—discretion.”

80 at war’s first alarms,
They threw down their arms,
And manceuvred their legs with such cunning ;
When th’ invaders drew nigh,
" They fought—but ’twas shy,
And vanquish’d them fairly—in running.

Not a battle was lost
By th’ invincible host,

Which, as nobody fo:g#t, was no wonder ;
Some were knock’d up in flight,
But none knock’d down in fight,

So eager were all to knock-under.

Thus they made pretty dupes
Of the Austrian troops,
By the‘i:uﬁereeth nac ing and banter ;
e glory they hoped
To achieve—had eloped,—
So they march’d into Naples instanter.

Neapolitans spoke
Of these troops (what & joke!)

As doom’d to mince-meat and dissection ;—
Those they threaten’d to kill,
Carbonado and grill,

In the end, they devourd—with affection.

They might take a kick,
But why they should lick
The foot that bestow’d it—I'm puzzled;
And I can’t understand,
Why they fawn'd on the hand
By. which they were chain’d up and muzzled.

Should they think fit to rise
Again—it were wise
To exhibit less talk and more fighting ;
Freedom’s perils to brave,
Or still crouch like the slave,
And not show their teeth without biting.

So God save the King,
(Him of Naples I sing,)
‘Who ran from one oath to another ;
May he long live to reign,—
For the people, ’tis plain,
And the monarch, sre worthy each other.
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THE DEATH OF WALTER SELBY.

I rede ye, my lady—I rede ye, my lord,
To put not your trust in the trumpet and sword ;
Else the proud name of Selby, which gladden’d us long,

Shall pass from the land

Berore dame Eleanor Selby had
concluded her account of the Spectre
Horsemen of Soutra-fell, the sun had
set—and the twilight, warm, silent,
and dewy, had succeeded—that plea-
sant time between light and dark, in
which domestic labour finds a brief
remission. The shepherd, returned
from hill or moor, spread out his
hose—moistened in morass or rivulet
—before the hearth fire, which glim-
mered far and wide, and taking his
accustomed seat, sat mute and mo-
tionless as a figure of stone. The
cows came lowing homewards from
the pasture-hills ; others feeding out
of cribs filled with rich moist clover,
yielded their milk into a score of
peils ; while the ewes, folded on the
sheltered side of the remote glen,
submitted their udders, not without
the frequent butt and bleat, to the
pressure of maidens’ hands. Pastoral
verse has not many finer pictures
than what it borrows from the shep-
herd returning from the hill, and
the shepherdess from the fold—the
former with his gipe and dogs, and
the latter with her pail of reeking
milk, each singing with a hearty
country freedom of voice, and in
their own peculiar way, the loves
and the fiof(iOf a pastoral life. The
home o ndal Rode presented a
scene of rough plenty, and abounded
in pastoral wealth ; the head of the
house associated with his domestics,
and maintained that authority over
their words and conduct which be-

to simpler times ; and some-
thing of the rustic dignity of the
master was observable in his men.
His daughter, Maudeline, busied her-
self among the maidens with a meek-
ness and a diligence which had more
of the matron than is commonly
found in 80 young a dame. All this
escaped not the notice of her old and
capricious kinswoman Eleanor Selby ;
but scenes of homely and domestic
joy seemed alien to her heart. The
intrusion too df the churlish name of

8
like the sough of a song. Old Ballad.

Rode among the martial Selbys, ne-
ver failed to darken the picture
which she would have enjoyed had
this rustic alloy mixed v:xnén the pre-
cious metal of any other house. It
was her chief delight, since all the
males of her name had perished, to
chaunt ballads in their praise, and
relate their deeds from the time of
the Norman invasion down to their
final extinction in the last rebellion.
Many snatches of these chivalrous
balluds are still current on the Bor-
der—the debateable land of song as
well as of the sword—where min-
strels sought their themes, and en-
tered, harp in hand, into rivalry—a
kind of contest which the sword, the’
critic’s weapon of those days, was
often drawn to decide. Much of this
stirring and heroic border-life mingles
with the traditionary tales of Eleanor
Selby. Her narratives contain, occa~
sionally, a vivid presentment of cha-.
racter and action ; and I shall endea~
vour to preserve something of this,
and retain, at the same time, their
dramatic cast, while I prune and
condense the whole, to render them
more acceptable to the impatience of
modern readers. She thus pursued
her story. '

“1 am now to tell a tale I have
related a thousand times to the noble
and the low—it is presented to me in
my dreams, for the memory of spilt
blood clings to a young mind—and
the life’s-blood of <Valter Selby was
no common blood to me. The vision
of the spectre horsemen, in which
human fate was darkly shadowed
forth, passed awai—and departed
too, I am afraid, from the thoughts
of those to whom it came as a
and a waming—as a cloud passes
from the face of the summer-moon.
Seated on horseback, with Walter
Selby at my bridle-rein, and before
and behind me upwards of a score of
armed cavaliers, I had proceeded
along the mountain side about a
mile, when a horn was winded at a

5
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small distance in our front. We
quickened our pace ; but the way was
rough and difficult; and we were
obliged to go a sinuous course, like
the meanderings of a brook, round
rock and cairn and heathy hill, while
the horn, continuing to sound, still
seemed as far a-head as when we
first heard it. It was about twelve
o'clock; and the moon, large and
bright and round, gleamed down
from the summit of a green pasture
mountain, and lightened us on our
way through a narrow wooded valley,
where a small stream glimmered aund
sparkled in the light, and ran so
crooked a course, as compelled us to
cross it every hundred yards. Walter
Selby now addressed me in his own
singular way: ¢ Fair Eleanor, mine
own grave and staid cousin, knowest
thou whither thou goest? Comest
thou to counsel how fifty men may
do the deeds of thousands, and how
the crown of this land may be shifted
like a prentice’s cap?’ ¢ Truly,’
said I, € most and considerate
cousin, I go with thee like an af-
flicted damosdl of yore, in the belief
that thy wisdom and valour may re-
instate me in my ancient domains—
or else win for me some new and
princely inheritance.’” ¢ Thou speak-
est,’ said the youth, ¢like one humble
in hope, and puttest thy trust in
one who would willingly work mi-
racles to oblige thee. But ponder,
fair damsel—my sword, though the
best blade in Cumberland, cannot
cut up into relics five or six regi-
ments of dragoons—nor is this bog;,
though devoted to thee, made of that
knight-errant stuff that can resist
sword and bullet. 8o I counsel thee,
most discreet coz, to content thyself
with hearing the sound of battle afar
off—for we go on a journey of no
small peril.” To these sensible and
considerate words, 1 answered no-
t.h‘ilnﬂg, but rode on, looking, all the
while, Walter Selby in the face, and
to say something witty
e resumed his converse:
¢ N:{, mine own sweet and
gentle cousin—my sweet Eleanor—I
am too proud of that troubled glance
of thine, to say one word more about
separation,’—and our horses’ heads
and onr cheeks came closer as he
spoke. ¢ That ballad of the pedlar,
for pedlar shall the knight be still, to
oblige thee, his hallad told more

endeavouri
or wise.
nay,

E‘!“!Y >

truth than I reckoned a minstrel
might infuse into verse. All the
border cavaliers of England and
Scotland are near us, or with us,—
and now for the game of coronets
and crowns—a coffin, coz, or an
earl’s bauble—for we march upon
Preston.” Prepared as I was for
these tidings, I could not hear them
without emotion, and I looked with
an eye on Walter Selby that was not
calculated to inspire acts of heroism.
I could not help connecting our pre~
sent march on Preston with the
shadowy procession I had so re-
cently witnessed ; and the resem-
blance which one of the phantoms
bore to the youth beside me, pressed
on my heart. ¢Now do not be
afraid of our success, my fair coz,”
said he, ¢ when to all the proud
names of the border—names thou
hast long since learned by heart, and
rendered musical by repeating them—
we add the names of two most wise
and prudent persons, who shall here-
after be called the setters-up and
pluckers-down of kings—even thy
cool and chivalrous cousin, and a
certain staid and sedate errant da-
mosel.” This conversation obtained
for us the attention of several stran-
ger cavaliers who happened to join
us as, emerging from the woody
glen, we entered upon a green and
wide moor or common. One of them,
with a short cloak and slouched hat
and heron’s feather, rode up to my
right hand, and glancing his eye on
our faces, thus addressed himself to
me in a kind-hearted, but antique,
style :—¢ Fair lady, there be sights
less to a warrior’s liking than so
sweet a face beside a wild mountain,
about the full of the moon. The
cause that soils one of these bright
tresses in dew, must be a cause dear
to man’s heart— and, fair one, if thou
wilt permit me to ride by thy bridle-
rein, my presence may restrain sun-
flouts and jests which young ca-
valiers, somewhat scant of grace and
courtesy—and there be such in our
company—may use, on seeing a lady
so fair and so c{oung, bowne on such a
dangerous and unwonted journey.” I
thanked this northern cavalier for his
charitable civility, and observed, with
a smile, €1 had the protection of a
oung person who would feel pleased
in sharing the responsibility of such

a task.” ¢ And, fair lady,” continued
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he, ¢if Walter Selby be thy pro-
tector, my labour will be the less.’
My cousin, who during this conver-
sation had rode silent at my side,
seemed to awaken from a reverie,
and glancing his eye on the cavalier,
and extending his hand, said, ¢ Sir,
in a strange 88, uttering strange
words, and busied in a pursuit sor-
did and vulgar, I knew you not, and
repelled your frank courtesy with
rude wo I hear you now in no
disguised voice, and see you with the
;;n:;d o;e:;mour at your side iltl::wad
e ar’s staff: accept, there-
fore, my hand, and be assured that
a Selby—as hot and as proud as the
lordliest of his ancestors, feels ho-

noured in thus touching in friendshij

the hand of a gallant gentleman.’
felt much pleased with this adven-
ture, and looked on the person of the
stalwart borderer, as he received and
returned the friendly grasp of Walter
Selby ; he had a brow serene and
high, an eye of sedate resolution, and
something of an ironic wit lurki

amid the wrinkles which age an
thought had engraven on his face.
I never saw so complete a transfor-
mation ; and could hardly credit, that
bold, martial-lookinq, and cour-
teous cavalier at my side had but
an hour or two before sung rustic
songs, and chaffered with the pea-
sants of Cumberland, about the price
of ends of ribbon and two-penny
toys and trinkets. He seemed to un-
derstand my thoughts, and thus re-
solved the riddle in a whisper ;—
¢ Fair lady, these be not days when
2 knight of loyal mind may nde with
of horn, and banner displayed,
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summoning soldiers to fight for the
cause ; of a surety, his journey
would be brief. In the disguise of a
calling, low, it is true, but honourable
in its kind, I have obtained more
useful intelligence, and enlisted more
good soldiers, than some who ride
aneath an earl’s pennon.’
¢¢ Our party, during this nocturnal
march, had been insensibly aug-
mented ; and when the gray day
came, I could count about three
hundred horsemen — young, well-
mounted, and well-armed—some giv-
ing vent to their spirit or their feel~
ings in martial songs; others ex-
amining and proving the merits of
their swords and pistols, and many
marching on in grave silence, fore-
casting the hazards of war and the
glory of success. Leaving the brown
pastures of the moorlands, we de-
scended into an open and cultivated
country, and soon found ourselves
upon the aﬁreat military road which
connects the north country with
the :{)it&l. It was still the cold
and misty twilight of the morninf,
when I happened to observe an old
man close beside me, mounted on a
horse seemingly coeval with himself,
—wrapped, or rather shrouded, in a
Fray mantle or plaid, and all the while
ooking stedfastly at me from under
the remains of a broad slouched hat..
I had something like a dreamer’s re=
collection of his looks ; but he soon
added his voice, to assist my recol-’
lection,—and 1 shall never forget the
verses the old man chaunted with a
broken and melancholy, and, I think
1 may add, prophetic voice :

OH! PRESTON, PROUD PRESTON.

1.
Oh! Preston, proud Preston, come hearken the cry
Of spilt blood against thee, it sounds to the sky ;
Thy richness, a prey to the spoiler is doom’d,
Thy homes to the flame, to be smote and consumed ;

Thy

with gray locks, and thy dame with the brown

long tresses, and grass-sweeping gawn,
Shall shriek, when there’s none for to help them: the hour
Of thy fall is not nigh, but it’s certain and sure.
Proux{ Preston, come humble thy haughtiness—weep—

Cry aloud—for the sword it

come in thy sleep.

2.
What deed have I done—that thou lift'st thus thy cry,
Thou bard of ill omen, and doom’st me to die ?
‘What deed have I done, thus to forfeit the trust

Vor. IV,

In high heaven, and go to c};stmcﬁon and dust ?
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My matrons are chaste, and my daughters are fair ;

puly,

ere the battle is hottest my sword’s shini:g there ;

And my sons bow their heads, and are on th

knees kneeling,

When the prayer is pour’d forth and the organ is pealing:
‘What harm have I wrought, and to whom offer’d wrong,
That thou comest against me with shout and with song ¢

8.
What harm hast thou wrought ! list and hearken—the hour

Of revenge may be late—but it’s certain and

sure:

As the flower to the field, and the leaf to the tree,

8o sure is the time of destruction to thee.

What harm bast thou wrought !—haughty Preston, now hear—
Thou hast whetted against us the brand and the spear;

And thy steeds through our ranks rush, all foaming and hot,

And I hear thy horns sound,

and the knell of thy shot :

The seal of stern judgment is fix’d on thy fate,
When the life’s blood of Selby is spilt at thy gate.

4.

Oh! Selby, brave Selby, no more thy sword’s braving
The foes of thy prince, when thy pennon is waving ;

The Gordon sh
The Boyd yet sh

ide avd sl
battle with buckler and brand ;

rule in the land ;

The Maxwells shall live, though diminish’d their shine,—
And the Scotts in bard’s song shall be all but divine ;
Even Forster of Derwent shall breathe for a time,

Ere his name it has sunk to a sound and a rhyme ;

But the horn of the Selbys has blown its last blast,

And the star of their name’s from the firmament cast.

tn:; :ndgpt the bridle fromfm lmnd,d
e green expanse o an
hill grew dim befofgme. The voice
of the old man had for some time
before 1 had courage to look
; and I immediately recognized
rson of the minstrel an old

where the strong, lively imagery, and
familiar diction, of the old ballads,
intai gainst

the classic elegance and melody of
modern verse. I drew back alittle ;
and shaking the old man by the
hand, said, ¢ Many years have pass-
ed, Harpur Harberson, since I list-
ened to thy minstrel skill at Laner-
cost ; and I thought thou hadst gone,
and I should never see thee again.
Thy song has lost some of its an-
cient grace and military Elee since
thou leftest my father’s hall’ ¢ Deed,
my bonnie lady,” said the borderer,
th a voice suppressed and melan-~
choly, while something of his an-
clent smile brightened his face for a
moment, ¢ sangs of sorrow and dule
have been rifer with me than bdllade

of merriment and mirth. It’s long
now since 1 rode, and fought, by my
gallant master’s side, when the battle
waxed fierce and desperate ; and my
foot is not so fixm in the stirrup now,
nor my hand sae steeve at the steel,
as it was in-those blessed and heroic
days. It’s altered days with Harpur
Harberson, since he harped afore the
:l?bleg:.l‘l’in th;e lr{)orth, n:l the h&me of:
e t y8, and won the
of gold. I heard that my bonﬁ
lady and her gallant cousin were on
horseback ; so 1 e’en put my old frail
body on a frail horse, to follow where
1 cannot lead. It’s pleasant to mount
at the sound of the trumpet again ;
and it’s better for an auld man to
fall with the sound of battle in his
ear, and be buried in the trench with
the brave, and the young, and the
noble,—than beg his bread from door
to door, enduring the scoff and scorn
of the vulgar and sordid, and be
found, some winter morning, streeked
stiff and dead, on a hassoc of straw
in some churl’s barn. So I shall e’en
ride on, and see the last of a noble
and a hopeless cause’ He drew his
hat over his brow; while I endea-
voured to cheer him by describing
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the numbers, resources, and strength,
of the party. And I expressed ra-
ther my hope, than firm belief, when
I assured him ¢ there was little doubt
that the house of Selby would lift
its head again and flourish, and that
the grey hairs of its ancient and
faithful minstrel would go down in
ﬁladness and Elory to the grave.’
e shook his head, yet seemed al-
most willing to believe, for a mo-
ment, against his own presentiment,
in the picture of future glory I had
drawn—it was but for a moment.
¢ 'Deed no —’deed no, my bonnie,
bonnie lady, it canna—canna be;
glad would I be could I credit the
tale, that our house would hold up its
head again, high and lordly. But 1
have too strong faith in minstrel pre-
diction, and in the dreams an c&
slons of the night, to give creden

such a pleasant thought. It was not
for nought that horsemen rode in
ranks on Soutra side last night, where
living horseman could never urge a
steed,—and that the forms and sem-
blances of living men were visible to
me in this fearful procession. Nor
was it for nought that my grand-
father, old minstrel Harberson, caused
himself to be carried in his last hour
to the summit of Lanercost-hill, that
he might die looking on the broad do-
mains of his master. His harp—for
his harp and he were never parted—
his ,harp yielded involuntary sounds,
and his tongue uttered unwillfi:]g
words—words of sad import, the ful-
filment of which is at hand. 1 shall
repeat you the words; they are
known {mt to few, and have been
scorned too much by the noble race
of Selby.

I rede ye, my lady—I rede ye, my lord,

To Fut not your trust in
To

the trumpet and sword ;
olow no banner that comes from the flood,

To march no more southward to battle and blood.

League not with Dalzell—no, nor seek to be fording

The clear stream of Derwent with Maxwell and Gordon,—
To a Forester’s word draw nor bridle nor glaive,—

Shun the gates of proud Preston, like death and the grave—
And the Selbys shall flourish in life and in story, .
Wihile eagles love Skiddaw—and soldiers love glory.

¢¢ ¢ These are the words of my an-
cestor—what must be must—I shall
meet thee again at the gates of Pres-
ton.” As he uttered these words he
mingled with the ranks of horsemen
under the banner of a border knight,
and I rode up to the side of my cousin
and his companion.

¢ It is not my wish to relate all I
heard, and describe all I saw on our
way southward ; but our array was a
sig‘t worth seeing, and a sight we
shall never see again—for war is
now become a trade, and men are
trained to battle like hounds to the
hunting. In those days the noble
and the gentle, each with his own
banner,—with kinsmen and retainers,
came forth to battle ; and war seem-
ed more a chivalrous effort than it
seems now—when the land commits

its fame and its existence to men hired.

:g sound of trumpet and by touch
drum. It was soon broad day-
t; all the adherents of the house
Stuart had moved towards Lan-
cashire, frotrt the south of Scotland

and the north of England; and
forming a junction where the Cum-~
berland mountains slope down to the
vales, now covered the road as far
as my eye could reach—not in regus<
lar companies, but in clusters and
crowds, with colours displayed.—
There might be, in all, one thousand
horsemen and fifteen hundred foot,
the former arined with sword and
pistol and carabine—the latter with
gun and spear. It was a fair sight
to see 80 many gentlemen dressed in
the cavalier garb of other days—
some with head and bosom pieces of
burnished mail; others with slouched
hats and feathers, and scarlet vests—
and all with short cloaks or mantles,
of velvet or woollen, clasped at the
bosom with gold, and embroidered
each according to their own or their
mistress’s fancy. A body of three
hundred chosen horsemen, pertaining
to my Lord Kenmure, marched 'in
front,—singing, according to the fa-
shion of the Scotch, rude and homely
balladsD in honour of their leader.
9 ~



2

Traditional Literatuve.

[July,

Kenmure’s on and awa, Willie,
Kenmure’s on and awa,
And Kenmure’s lord is the gallantest lord

That ever Galloway

saw.

Success to Kenmure’s band, Willie,
Success to Kenmure’s band ;

There was never a heart that fear'd a Whig,
E’er rode by Kenmure’s hand.

There’s a rose in Kenmure’s cap, Willie,
There’s a rose in Kenmure’s cap,—

He'll stee
Afore

¢ Such were some of the verses by
which the rustic minstrels of those
" days sought to stimulate the valour
of their countrymen.
horse, conducted by Lord Nithsdale,
succeeded ; thase of Lord Derwent-
water followed—a band numerous,
but divided in opinion—unsteady in
resolution, and timid in the time of
need and peril—like their unfortunate
lord. The foot followed: a band of
warriors—strange, and even savage
in their appearance—brave and skil-
ful, and unblenching in battle—with
laid and bounet and broadsword—
e kneed, and marching to a kind
of wild music, which, by recalling
the airs of their ancestors, and the
battles in which they faught and bled,
kindles a military fury and resolution
which destroys all against which it is
directed. Tgeee were men from the
mountains of Scotland, and they
were led by chieftain Mackintosh,
who was to them as a divinity — com-
pared to whom, the prince, in whose
cause they fought, was a common
being—a mere mortal. I admired
the rude, natural courtesy of these
people, and lamented the coward
counsels which delivered them up to
the axe and the cord, without strikin,
a single blow. The rear, accounted,
in this march, with an enemy be-
hind as well as before, a post of
some peril, was brought up by about
two hundred border cavaliers  and
their adherents; and with them rode
Walter Selby and his' new com-
jon. The command seemed di-
¥jded among many; and without
obeying any one chief in particular,
all s:hen:ied zeal&us in tl:lg cause, aneg
marched on with a rapidity regulat
by the motious of the foot. No se-
r{ms attempt was made to impede
us: some random shots were fired
from the hedge rows and groves ; till

it red in ruddie life’s
e battle drap.

One hundred in lar

lood

at length, after a fatiguing journey,
we came within sight of Prgston 3 a:d
there the enemy made his appearance
ge masses of cavalry and foot,
occupying the distant rising grounds,
leaving our entry into the town free
and uninterrupted. Something in my
face showed the alarm I felt on see-
isg the numbers and array of our
enemies : this passed not unobserved
of the cavalier at my side, who said,
with a smile, ¢ Fair lady, you are
looking on the mercenary bands which
sordid wealth has marched against
us ; these are men bought and sold,
and who hire their best blood for a
scarlet garb and a groat. I wish
1 had wealth enough to ten;ft the
avarice of men who measure all that
is good on earth by the money it
brings. And yet, fair one, I must
n own, that our own little band
of warriors is brouibt strangely to-
gether, and bound ties of a sin-
gular kind. It would make a cudi-
ous little book, were I to write down
all the motives and feelings which
have put our feet. in the stirrup.
There’s my Lord Kenmure—a hot, a
brave, and a self-willed, and the
Scotch maidens say a bonnie Gordon;
his sword had stuck half-drawn from
the scabbard, but for the white hand of
his wife: but he that lives under the
influence of bright eyes,LadyEleanor,
lives under a spell as powerful as
loyalty. And what would the little
book say ef my Lord Nithsdale,
with whom ride so many of the noble
name of Maxwell? Can scorn for
the continual cant and sordid hearts
of some acres of psalm-singing cove-
nanters, who haunt the hill-tops of
Terreagles and Dalswinton, cause
the good lord to put the fairest do-
mains on the border in jeopardy ? or
does he hope to regain dr:lrie sway
held by his aucestors of yore over
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the beautiful vale of Nith—humblin
into dust, as he arises, the gi
weaver who preaches, the inspired
cordwainer who expounds, and the
upstart grocer who holds rule—the
two former over men’s minds, and
the latter over men’s bodies? There’s
my Lord Camwath——' At this
moment I heard the sounding of
trumpets, and the rushing of horses
behind us; and ere I could tum
round, my cavalier said, in the same
equal and pleasant tone in which
he was making his curious com-
munication of human character,—
¢ Fair lady, here be strange auditors,
some of my friend Gent%ral Willis’s
troopers come to try the edges of
their new swords. Halbert, lead this
fair lady to a place where she may
see what passes—and now for the
onset, Walterhsl:lby.‘ ’{l:xe latter, e:&
changing a glance with me, turn
his horse’s head ; swords were bared
in a moment ; and I heard the dash of
their horses, as they spurred them to
the contest, while a Scottish soldier
hurried me towards the town. 1 had
not the courage to look back—the
clashing of swords, the knelling of
carabines, the groans of the wound-
ed, and the battle shout of the living,
came all blended in one terrible
sound—my heart died within me. 1
soon came up to the Scottish moun-
taineers, who, with their swords
drawn, and their targets shouldered,
stood looking back on the contest,
uttering shouts of gladness, or shrieks
of sorrow, as their friends fell or pre-
vailed. I looked about, and saw the
skirmish, which at first had only ex-
tended to a few blows and shots, be-
coming bloody and dubious ; for the
enemy, reinforced with fresh men,
now fairly charged down the open
road, the ;faee where they: con-
tended was soon covered with dead
and dying. I shrieked aloud at this
sight ; and quitting my horse’s
bridle, held up my hands, and cried
out to the mountaineers, ¢ O haste
and rescue, else they’ll slay him —
they’ll slay him !’ An old highlander,
at almost the same instant, exclaim-
ed, in very corrupt English, ¢ God!
she’ll no stand and see the border
lads a’ cut in pieces!’ and uttering a
kind of military yell, flew off with
about two hundred men to the as-
sistance of bis friends. 1 was not
allowed to remain and witness the
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charge of these morthern warrlors,
but was led into Preston, and carried
into a house half dead, where several
of the ladies, who followed the for-
tune of their lords in this unhapp
expedition, endeavoured to soothe an
comfort me. But I soon was the
%yest of them all; for in came

alter Selby, and his companion,
the former sprinkled with blood, but
the latter soiled with blood and dust,
from helmet to spur. I leaped into
my cousin’s bosom, and sobbed with
Joy; he kissed my forehead, and
said, ¢ Thank him, m{ Eleanor—
the gallant knight, Sir Thomas Scott,
but for him, I should have been
where many brave fellows are.” I
recovered presence of mind in a mo-
ment, and turning to him, said,
¢ Accept, Sir, a poor maiden’s thanks
for the safety of her kinsman, and
allow her to kiss the right hand that
wrought this deliverance.” ¢ Bless
thee, fair lady, said the knight, 1.
would fight a dozen such fields for
the honour thou profferest; but my
hand is not in trim for such lady
courtesy ; so let me kiss thine as a
warrior ought.” I held out my hand,
which he pressed to his lips; and
washing the blood from his hands,
removing the soils of battle from his
dress, and resuming his mantle, he
became the gayest and most chearful
of the compang.

¢« It was evident, from the frequent
and earnest consultations of the lead-
ers of this rash enterprize, that ine
formation had reached them of no
pleasing kind. Couriers continually
came and went, and some of the
chiefs began to resume their weapons.
As the sanger pressed, advice and
contradiction, which at first were
given and urged with courtesy and
respect, now hecame warm and loud ;
and the Earl of Derwentwater, a
virtuous and amiable man, but nei-
ther warrior nor leader, instead of
overawing and ruling the tumultuary
elements of his army, strode to and
fro, a perfect picture of indecision
and dismay, and uttered not a word.
All this wzile, Sir Thomas Scott sat
beside Walter Selby and me, calm
and unconcerned ; conversing about
the ancient house of the Selbys; re-
lating anecdotes of the lords of Sel-
hy in the court, and in the camp ;
quoting, and, in his own impressive

way of reciting verse, Yending 2\ \the



melody of music to the old minstrel
ballads which recorded our name and
. In a moment of less alarm,

I could have worshipped him for
is; and my poor W?a]ter seemed
the child of his companion’s will, and
forgot all but me in the admiration
with which he contemplated him.
The conference of the chiefs had
waxed warm and tumultuous ; when
Lord Nithsdale, alittle, high spirited,
and intrepid man, shook Sir Thomas
by the shoulder, and said, ¢ This is
no time, Sir Knight, for minstrel
lore, and lady’s love ; betake thee to
thy weapon, and bring all thy wis-
dom with thee, for truly we are
about to need both.’ S8ir Thomas
rose, and having consulted a moment
with Lord Kenmure, returned to us,
and said, ¢ Come, my young friend,
we have 'El‘ayed the warrior, now let
us play scout, and go forth and
examine the numbers and array of
our enemies ;. such a list of their ge-
nerals and major-generals has been
laid before our leaders as turns them
pale; a mere muster roll of a re-
iment would make some of them
ay down their arms, and stretch out
their necks to the axe. Lord Ken-
mure, fair Eleanor, who takes a
lady’s counsel now and then, will
have the honour of sittingoby your
side till our return.’ saying,
Walter Selby and Sir Thomas left
us ; and I listened to every step in the
porch, till their return, which hap-
pened within an hour. They came
splashed with soil, their dress rent
with hedge and brake; and they
seemed to have owed their safety to
their swords, which were hacked
and dyed to the hilts. The leaders
questioned them: ¢ Have you mark-
ed the enemy’s array, and learned
ought of their numbers.” ¢We have
done more,” said Sir Thomas; ¢ we
bhave learned, ;nd that i&omwt:lle
tongues of two dying men, that Wil-
lis, with nine reg'lyt:lenu of horse, and
QGolonel Preston, with a battalion of
foot, will scarcely await for dawn to
attack you.’ his announcement
seemed to strike a damp to the hearts
of several of the chiefs ; and, instead
of giving that consistency to their
. councils which mutual fear often in-
spires, it only served to bewilder and
perplex them. ¢ I would counsel
ou,” said Sir Thomas, ¢ to make an
me attack upon their position,
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before their cannon arrive y*we are
inferior in number, but superior in
courage ; Jet some of our border
troopers dismount, and, with the
clansmen, open a passage through
Colonel Preston’s troops which line
the hedge rows and enclosures ; the
horse will follow, and there can be
no doubt of a complete victory.’
Some opposed this advice, others ap-
plauded it ; and the precious hours of
ight were consumed in unavailing
debate, and passionate contradiction.
This was only interrupted by the
sound of the trumpet, and the rush-
ing of horse ; for Willis, forcing the
barriers at two places, at once made
good his entry into the principal
street of Preston. I had the courage
to go into the street; and had not
roceeded far, till I saw the enemy’s
agoons charging at the galiop;
but their saddles were emptied fast,
with shot, and with sword ; and the
clansmen, bearing their bucklers over
their heads, made great havoc among
the horsemen with their claymores,
and at length succeeded in repulsing
them to t.ge fields. As soon as the
enemy’s trumpets sounded a retreat,
our leaders again assembled ; assem-
bled not to conquer or fall like cava-
liers, with their swords in their
hands, but to yield themselves up, to
beg the grace of a few days, till
prepared their necks for the rope
the axe. The highland soldiers wept
with r and shame, and offered
to cut their way, or perish; but the
leaders of the army, unfit to follow
or fight, resolved on nothing but
submission, and sent Colonel Ox-
bu:'Hh with a message to General
Willis, to propose & capitulation.
¢ Sir Thomas Scott came to Wal=
ter Selhy and me, and said, with a
smile of bitter scorn, ¢ Let these va-
liant persons deliver themselves up
to strain the cord, and prove the axe ;
we will seek, Lady Eleanor, a gen-
tler dispensation ; retreat now is not
without peril ; yet let us what
the good green wood will do for poor
outlaws ; I have seen ladies and men
too escape from greater peril than
this.” We were in the saddle in a
moment; and, accompanied by about
twenty of the border cavaliers, made
our way through several orchard en-
closures, and finally entered upon an
extensive common or chace, abound-
ing in clumps of dwarf holly and
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bitrch, and presenting green add
winding avenues, into one of which
we gladly entered, leaving Preston
balf a mile behind. That pale and
trembling light which precedes day
hann to &hmmer; it felt intensely
cold ; for the air was filled with dew,
and the baughs and bushes sprinkled
us with moisture. We hastened on
at a sharp trot; and the soft sward
returning no sound, allowed us to
hear the trumpet summons, and mi-
litary din, which extended far and
wide around Preston. As we rode
along, I observed Sir Thomas mo-
tion with his head to his companions,
feel his sword and his pistols, glance
to the of his horse, and,
finally, his mantle from his
right arm, apparently baring it for
a contest. In all these g:eparations,
he was followed by his friends, who,
at the same time, closed their ranks,
and proceeded with caution and si-
lence. We had reached a kind of road,
half the work of nature and half of
man’s hand, which divided tbe chace
or waste in two ; it was bordered by
a natural hedge of holly and thorn.
All at once, from a thicket of bushes,
a captain, with about twenty of Co-
Preston’s dragoons, made a

rush upon us, calling out, ¢ Yield!
down with the traitors!’ Swords
were bare in & moment, pistols and
carabines were flashing, and both
&rﬁ” spurred, alike en%er for blood.
this unexpected and fatal contest,

1 have but an iIndistinct remem-
brance ; ittering of the hel-
mets, the shi wn swords,
the ‘uhing of pistols and carabines,
the knell of shot, the rushing of
horses, and the outery of wounded
men, come all in confusion before me;
but I cannot give a regular account
of this scene of terror and blood.
It was of brief duration. I laid my
on my horee’s neck, and wnng
my hands, and followed with my
Jooks every motion of Walter Selby.
He was in the pride of strength and
youth, and spurred against the bold-
est; and putting and might into
every blow, made several saddles
empty; I held up my hands, and
prayed audibly for success. A dra-
goon, who that moment killed a
cavalier, rode to my side, and ex-
<lsimed, ¢ Down with thy hands,
cursed mun, down with thy
; Wdot préy yet, woot thou;

:

I
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curse tha then;’ and he made a stroke
at me with his sword. The eyes of
Walter Selby seemed to lighten as a
cloud does on a day of thunder, and
at one blow he severed the dragoon’s
head, bone and helmet, down to his
steel collar. As the trooper fell, a
pistol and carabine flashed together,
aud Walter Selby reeled in the sad-
dle, dropt his head, and his sword ;
and saying, faintly, ¢ Oh, Eleanor !’
fell to the ground, stretching both
hands tow me. I sprung to the
ground, clasped him to my bosom,
which he covered with his blood, and
entreated Heaven to save him ; and
oh, I doubt I upbraided the Eternal
with his death ; but Heaven will pity
the ravings of despair. He pressed
my hand faintly, and lay looking on
my face alone, though swords were
clashing, and pistols were discharged,
over us. Ere the contest had ceased,
Sir Thomas sprang from his horse,
took Walter Selby in his arms, and
tears sparkled in his eyes, as he saw
the blood flowing from his bosom.
¢ Alas! alas!’ said he, ¢ that such a
spirit, so lofty and heroic, should be
quenched so soon, and in a skirmish
such as this. Haste, Frank Elliot,
haste. and frame us a litter of green
boughs, cover it thick with our man-
tles, place this noble youth upon it,
and we will bear him northward on
our horses’ necks; ere I leave his
body here, I will leave mine own
aside it; and you, minstrel Harber--
son, bring some water from the brook
for this fair and fainting lady.’ All:
these orders, so promptly given, weré¢
as quickly executed; and we re#
commenced our journey to the northj:
with sorrowful hearts, and diminish~
ed numbers. I rode by the side of
the litter; which, alas, became &
bier, ere we reached the green hills
of Cumberland. We halted in &
Ionely glen; a grave was prepared 3
and there, without priest, frayer, or
requiems, was all that I loved of
man consigned to a sylvan grawe.
¢ The dust of our young hero,” suid
Sir Thomas, ¢ must lie here till the
sun shines again on our cause, and
it shall be placed in consecrated
earth.” The minstrel of the ancient
name of Selby stood gazing on the
grave, and burst out into the follow=
mg wail or burial song, which is
still to be heard from the lips of the
maids and matrons of Cumberandz
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LAMERT FOR WALTER SELBY.

1.
Mourn, all ye noble warriors—lo ! here is lying low
As brave a youth as ever spurr'd a courser on the foe:
Hope is a sweet thing to the heart, and light unto the ee,
But no sweeter and no dearer than my warrior was to me:
He rode a good steed gallantly, and on his foes came down
With a war-cry like the eagle’s, from Helvellyn’s haughty crown;
His hand was wight, and his dark eye seem’d born for wide command ;
Young Selby has nae left his like in all the northern land.

2
Weep for him, all ye maidens—and weep for him, all ye dames ;

He was the sweetest gentleman from silver Tweed to

hames.

Wail all for Walter Selby, let your tears come dropping down ;
Wail all for my young warrior, in cottage, tower, and town.

Cursed be the

d that fired the shot ; and may it never know

What beauty it has blighted, and what glory it laid low ;

Shall some mde“?easant sit and
alter Selby, an

Thy pride, my

sintg, how his right hand could tame
d the last of all thy name ?

. 3.
And mourn too, all ye minstrels good, and make your harpstrings wail,

And

pour his worth through every song, his deeds through every tale.

His life was brief, but wond'rous bright: awake your minstrel story!
Lo! there the noble warrior lies, 8o give him all his glory.

When Skiddaw lays its head as low, as now ’tis green and high—
And the Solway sea grows to a brook, now sweeping proudly by—
When the soldier scorns the trumpet-sound, nor loves the temper'd

brand—

Then thy name, my Walter Selby, shall be mute in Cumberland.”

Lammerlea, Cumberland.

MACKERY END, IN HERTFORDSHIRE.

Brirext EL1A has been my house-
keeper for mangra loug year. I have
obligations t» Bridget, extending be-

ond the period of memory. We
ouse together, old bachelor and
maid, in a sort of double singleness ;
with such tolerable comfort, upon the
whole, tl;agl I, for oune, find in myself
no sort of disposition to go out upon
the mountains, with the rash kiv{gs
offspring, to bewail my celibacy. We
agree pretty well in our tastes and
babits—yet so, as ‘¢ with a differ-
ence.” We are generally in harmony,
with occasional bickerings —as ¢
should be among near relations. Our
pathies are rather understood,
expressed ; and once, upon my
dissembling a tone in my voice more
kind than ordinary, my cousin burst
into tears, and complained that I
was altered. We are both great
readers in different directions. While
1 am hanging over (for the thousandth
time) some passage in old Burton,
or one of his strange conteinporaries,
she is abstracted in some modern
tale, or adventure, whereof our com-
mon ing-table is daily fed with

assiduously fresh supplies. Narra-
tive teazes me. I have little concern
in the progress of events. She must
have a story—well, ill, or indiffer-
ently told—so there be life stirring
in it, and 'lPlenty of good or evil ac-
cidents. The fluctuations of fortune
in fiction—and almost in real life—
have ceased to interest, or operate
but dully upon me. Out-of-the-wa
humours and opinions—heads wit
some diverting twist in them— the
oddities of authorship please me most.
My cousin has a native disrelish of
any thing that sounds odd or bizarre.
Nothing goes down with her, that is
quaint, irregular, or out of the road
of common sympathy. 8he ¢ holds
Nature more clever.” I can pardon
her blindness to the beautiful obli-
uities of the Religio Medici; but
Ebe must apologize to me for certain
disrespectful insinuations, which she
has been pleased to throw out lat-
terly, touching the intellectuals of a
dear favourite of mine, of the last
century but one—the thrice noble,
chaste, and virtuous,—but again
somewhat fantastical, and original-
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brain’d, _ generous Margaret New-
castl s

e.

It has been the lot of my cousin,
oftener perhaps than I could have
wished, to have had for her associ-
ates and mine, free-thinkers—Ilead-
ers, and disciples, of novel philoso-
phies and systems; but she neither
wrangles with, nor accepts, their
opinions. That which was good and
venerable to her, when she was a
child, retains its authority over her
mind still. 8he never juggles or
plays tricks with her understanding.

. We are both of us inclined to

a little too positive ; and I have ob-
served the result of our disputes to
be almost uniformly this — that in
matters of fact, dates, and circum-
stances, it turns out, that I was in
the right, and my cousin in the
wrong. But where we have differed
upon moral gints; upon something
proper to done, or let alone;
whatever heat of opposition, or stea-
diness of conviction, I set out with,
I am sure always, in the long run, to
be brought over to her way of think-

“'Gi must touch upon the foibles of
my kinswoman with a gentle hand,
for Bridget does not like to be told
of her faults. She hath an aukward
trick (to say no worse of it) of read-
in company : at which times she
answer yes or no to & question,
without fully understanding its pur-
port—which is provoking, and dero-
tory in the highest degree to the
S;gnity of the putter of the said
question. Her presence of mind is
ﬁu&l to the most pre trials of
ife, but will sometimes desert her
upon trifling occasions. When the
purpose requires it, and is a thmg of
moment, she can speak to it greatly ;
but in matters, which are not stuff of
the conscienee, she hath been known
sometimes to let slip a word less
seasonably.

Her education in youth was not
much attended to; and she happily
missed all that train of female gar-
niture, which passeth by the name of
accomplishments. She was tumbled
early, by accident or design, into a
spacious closet of good old English
rending, without much selection or
prohibition, and browsed at will upon
that fair and wholesome pasturnﬁ
Hed I twenty girls, they should
brought up exactly in this fashion. I
know not whether their chance in

Mackery Exd, in Hertfordshire.

wedlock might not be diminished by
it; but 1 can answer for it, that it
makes (if the worst come to the
worst) most incomparable old maids.

In a season of distress, she is the
truest comforter ; but in’ the teazing
accidents, and minor perplexities,
which do not call out the will to
meet them, she sometimes Maketh
matters worse by an excess of parti-
cipation. If she does not always
divide your trouble, upon the plea~
santer occasions of life she is sure
always to treble your satisfaction.
She is excellent to be at a play with,
or upon a visit ; but best, when she
goes a journey with you.

We made an excursion
few summers since, into Hertford-
shire, to beat up the' quarters of
some of our less-known relations in
that fine com country.

The oldest thing I remember is
Mackery End ;h:r ackarel Enld, as
itis t, perhaps more properly, in
somespoeld g:pa l())f Hert{ordshire ; a
farm-house, — delightfully situated
within a gentle walk from Wheat-
hampstead. I can just remember
having been there, on a visit to a
great-aunt, when I was a child,
under the care of Bridget; who, as
1 have said, is older than myself by
some ten years. I wish that I could
throw into a heap the remainder of our
Joint existences, that we might share
them in equal division. But that is
impossible. The house was at that
time in the occupation of a substan-
tial yeoman, who had married my

ndmother’s sister. His name was

ladman. My grandmother was a
Bruton, married to a Field. The
Gladmans and the Brutons are still
flourishing in that part of the county,
but the Fields are almost extinct.
More than forty years had elapsed
since the visit I speak of; and, for
the greater portion of that period,
we Erad lost sight of the other two
branches also. Who, or what sort
of persons, inherited Mackery End—
kindred or strange folk—we were
afraid almost to conjecture, but de-
termined some day to explore.

By somewhat & circuitous route,
taking the noble park at Luton in
our way from Saint Alban’s, we ar-
rived at the spot of our anxious cu-
riosity about noon. The sight of the
old farm-house, though every trace
of it was effaced from my recollec-
tion, affected me with a pleasuxe

ther a



which 1 had not rienced for
many a year. For though I had
forgotten it, we had never forgotten
being there together, and we had
been “‘"‘i,,"ﬁ about Mackery End all
our lives, till memory on my part be-
ul}le mocked wi‘ih akphanttg:: of it-
oelf, and I thought I knew the aspect
of a place, which, when present, O
how unlike it was to thaf, which I
bad conjured up so many times in-
stead of it!

Still the air breathed balmilg about
it ; the season was in the ¢ heart of
June,” and I could say with the

t,
But thou, that did’st appear so fair
To fond imagination,
Dost rival in the light of day
Her delicate creation ! ¢

Bridget's was more a waking bliss
than mine, for she easily remembered
ber old acquaintance again—some
altered features, of course, a little

at. At first, indeed, she
was ready to disbelieve for joy; but
the scene soon re-confirmed itself in
ber affections—and she traversed
every out-post of the old mansion,
to the wood-house, the orchard, the
place where the pigeon-house had
stood (house and birds were alike
flown)—with a breathless impatience
of recognition, which was more par-
donable ¥erhapa than decorous, at
the age o
some things is behind her years.

The only thing left was to get into
the house—and that was a difficulty,
which to me singly would have been
insurmountable ; for I am terribly
shy in making myself known to stran-
gers, and out-of-date kinsfolk. Love,
stronger than scruple, win my
cousin in without me; but she soon
returned with a creature, that might
have sat to a sculptor for the image
of Welcome. It was the youngest of
the Gladmans; who, by marriage
with a Bruton, had become mistress
of the old mansion. A comely brood
are the Brutons. Six of them, fe~
males, were noted as the handsomest
young women in the county. But
this adopted Bruton, in my mind, was
better than they all—more comely.
She was born too late to have re-
membered me. . She just recollected
in early life to have had her cousin
Bridget once pointed out to her,

climbing a style. But the name of
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fifty odd. But Bridget in_
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kindted, and of cousinship, was
enough. Those slender ties, that
ove slight as gossamer in the rend-
ing atmosphere of a metropolis, bind
fuster, as we found it, in hearty,
homely, loving Hertfordshire. In five
minutes we were as thoroughly ac-
quainted, as if we had been born and
bred up together; were familiar,
even to the calling each other by our
Christian names. So Christians should
call one another. To have seen Brid-
get, and her—it was like the meeting
of the two Scriptural cousins ! There
was a grace and dignity, an ampli-
tude of form and stature, answe
to her mind, in this farmer’s wife,
which would have shined in a palace
—or bo we thought it. We were
made welcome by husband and wife
equally—we, and our friend that was
with us.—I had almost forgotten
him — but B. F. will not so soon fors
get that meeting, if peradventure he
shall read this on the far distant
shores where the Kangaroo haunts.
The fatted calf was made ready, or
rather was already so, as if in antici-
pation of our coming ; and, after an
appropriate glass of native wine, ne-
ver let me forget, with what honest
pride this hospitable cousin made us
proceed to Wheathampstead, to in-
troduce us (as some new-found ra-
rity) to her mother and sister Glad<
mans, who did indeed know some-
thing more of us, at a time ‘when she
almost knew nothing.— With what
corresponding kindness we were re-
ceived by them also—how Bridget's
memory, exalted by the occasion,
warmed into a thousand half obli-
terated recollections of thi and
persons, to my utter astonishment,
and her own—and to the astound-
ment of B. F. who sat by, almost the
only thing that was not a cousin there,
—old effaced images of more than
half-forgotten names and circum-
stances still crowding back upen her,
as words written in monleome m;t
upon exposure to a friendly warmth,
—when I forget this, then may

"my country cousins forget me ; and

Bridget no more remember, that in
the days of weakling infancy I was
her tender charge—as 1 have been
ber care in foolish manhood since—
in those pretty pastoral walks, long
ago, about Mackery End, in Hert-
fordshire. Eria.

'W-m;n Yarrow Visited.
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Rzruanine from a convivial party ther, and another.” Tired of this

the other evening, about ten o’clock,
by 8anta Lucia, we were struck by
the brilliant appearance of Vesuvius:
we had for some days past been in-
terested by a singular change that
had taken place in the source and
direction of its lava, and had indeed
resolved on an excursion to the
smoky, sulphureous summit of our
old friend. The night, though cold
and windy, was rather fine; there
was moonlight enough to light us up
the rugged ascent, without torches—
the virtuous bottles of Capri rosso
we had drunk, had kindled a light
sod warmth in our spirits that ren-
dered us quite en etat to‘dare ha-
sardous, and investigate curious,
things ; therefore, we determined at
once togo up ; and, calling & hack, in
about an hour were rolled to Resina,
the little town which joins Portici, at
the foot of the mountain, and in
which is the entrance to the too con-
fined excavations of Herculaneum.
At Resina, according to custom, of
« time immemorial,” we hired asses
and guides: this operation, which
ove would think easy enough, was
in this instance (as it has been in se-
veral others) to me attended with
mpch difficulty ; a crowd of fellows,
at the sound of our approaching car-
iage, rushed out with their asses
mules, and surrounded us in a
most clamorous manner. Scarcely
had we set foot to ground, when
about half a dozen of these half
naked rough rogues seized upon me
as an ohject of contest ; first, I was
pulled by one, who declared by his
tron saint that his ass never stum-
Ed; then, by another, who with
great warmth of asseveration, gave
me to understand that all the Milordi
Inglesi took his mule, which was the
best mule ever created ; then, ano-
ther, who protested that if his ass
made one false step with me, he
would suffer me to throw him gd
est, the master, not the ass) into the
mouth of the volcano; then came
Hare.~—ihat his was the oty good
was on,
snimal-—then ¢ another, and ano-

squabble, and seeing that my com-
sgions were already mounted, I
ve two or three of these bellow-
ing rascals off my arm, and choosing
an ass of a “ comely appearance,
and stout withal,” caught hold of
the rope, and put my foot in the
stirup. My tormentors, however,
were too tenacious to resign me so
quietly ; one of the most forward
again caught hold of me, and pulled
me in his arms to his own chucha :
the master of the ass I had mounted
was no chicken ; he followed up the
enemy, retiring with the prey, and
began to pull me back again.” This
game of ¢ pull devil, pull bhaker”
continued, no way to my satisfac-
tion, until I contrived to get one of
my arms free, and bestow on the in-
truder an Englishman’s fist on * that
feature whicE the human face em-
bosses.” This testimonial of wrath,
arrested his bold perseverance, and
at last I found myself in saddle, and
trotted after my friends, to the no
small triumph and heart’s content of
the owner of the ass, which so nobl
bore me. You remember how rou
and laborious the ascent of the moun-
tain is, being nearly all steep, and
ovér rough old lava; we arrived,
however, safe at San Salvatore, so
very improperly called a hermitage,
as it is, in fact, nothing but a taverna
(low inn) and the old fellow who
wears the hermit’s garb, nothing
more than a tavernaro ; and a fleecing
and insolent one too, he is, as I have
several times experienced to my cost.
Here we found a company of
Englishmen (composed chiefly of of-
ficers from the fleet now lying in
the Bay of Nagles) who had just re-
turned from the crater: while we
were discussing some boiled eg;
and Lacryma Christi gfor so the old
rogue persists in calling his had
wine) another company arrived, con-
sisting of three English gentlemen,
and two ladies ; the dear eyes of the
latter had been reddened by the heat
of the lava, and the violence of the
wind ; their white faces and hands,
and “ snaw white” drapery hed been
5
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sadly smoked and blackened in the
regions of sulphur they had just
quitted ; and 1 was particularly touch-
ed, by observing the sad derange-
ment of S anisll: ;eathe:h boots; ‘l‘ for
surely,” thought I, ¢ the sharp lava
that has treufted them so roughly,
can hardly have respected the tender
feet they inclose.”

Well! let our enemies say what
they will of us, they never can deny
that we are a curious enthusiastic
people—always the first to run in
crowds where information is to be
had, or curiosity to be satisfied, what-
ever be the sacrifices required, or the

ice to be paid. What feats have
geen done, even by our ladies!-—
Within these few years, how many a
white gown and straw hat, made in
Bond-street, the Arcade, or some
other of the purlieus of fashion, has
floated on the summit of this flaming
mountain, glanced among the pillars
of Grecian ruins, or glided along the
bases of the tremendous pyramids !
For one of any other nation that
comes to this mountain, 1 suppose
there are at least three Englishmen ;
and perhaps only the Germans and
Russians come so near as one to
three. I never ascended the moun-
tain but twice, without meeting some
of my countrymen. Two years ago,
on the first of January, 1 p a
cheerful night on the mountain, with
twenty Englishmen, and four ladies ;
we cooked some tolerable good beef
steaks and pork chops over the lava,
whose heat and light sufficed us:
whilst seated in groups, we to
the success of our distant country,
and distant friends. But let me re-
turn to the subject.

We left the hermitage about one
o'clock—the wind, which had tor-
mented us considerably during the
ascent, now blew so violent and so
cold as to be almost irresistible. You
remember when you ascended the
volcano, there was a path by which
you could approach within a few
paces of the cone within which, for
some centuries, has been the grand
crater—this path continued practica-
ble until lately, but we now found it
destroyed, and covered with rough
masses of hardened lava, at a short
distance from the hermi ; here,
therefore, we were obli to dis-
mount. We began immediately to
cross the lava, accompanied by one
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old Cicerone. This was an enterprize
of considerable difficulty: the lava
had cooled in very rough, irregular
masses, and many loose knobs, rd-
ing an insecure footing, rolled from
under our feet, as we bounded from
one to the other; each of us sus-
tained several falls, and even the
long pole and longer practice of our
guide, could not at times k him
on his feet. After walking in this
fatiguing way for a little while, we
turned off to the left, and continued

along a sort of valley or ravine,
which separates the cone of Vesu-
vius from the Monte di Som~

ma. This direction soon brought us
to the present mouth, which opened
about six weeks ago. As we a|
proached, we were struck with its
tremendous and horrid grandeur—we
could wish for a pencil all genius,
and fire, to delineate it, for we feel
with particular force, just at the mo-
ment, the difficulty of describing
with words grotesque shapes, tre-
mendous figures, aw}ul glaring lights,
murky and blue sulphureous shades
—the intricacies of form, and the
nuances of chiaro oscuro.

A cone about twenty feet high
rose up in the ravine ; it was flatten-
ed in part, on the side towards the
sea, and on this side opened a chasm
in the form of a parallelogram, round-
ed at the top ; this mouth has never
thrown out lava, stones, or ashes, so
that we had no hesitation in a
proaching to its very sides. In loot:
g inw we saw at about twelve
or fifteen feet below us, a broad d
stream of lava, in its most liqui
state, rolling on slow and silently,
emittinia heat and brilliancy which
almost blinded us as we gazedr We
saw—

A dungeon horrible on all sides round,
As one great furnace flamed.

I know nothing to which the lava
might be compared, excepting, per-
haps, a large stream of molten gold.
It 18 common to compare the flowing
lava to founded iron, butin this early
part of its course (no doubt near to
the primary source) it is too glitter-
ing, and has too much of a yellow
hue to resemble that metal. The .
cone (on which we now stood) was
hollow, indeed the incrustation which
held us from fire and destruction,
was very thin: from the top of the
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interior of the cone hung .mﬁ
figures, all red-hot, resembling
¢/
the incrustations of a cave, or
the forms of large icicles; laterally
were other figures equally glowing
and capricious, which a heated ima-
mht easily have converted
to inf fiends, and damned suf-
ferers. While we stood, the wind as
it passed the dreadful orifice, roared
deep and awfully, a few sparks and
small particles of fiery matter issued
forth; now and then a piece of mat-
ter breaking away from the sides of
the hollow, fell upon the flowing lava
with a strange tinkling noise, that
chilled one’s blood, and at times a
low murmuring was heard, as if pro-
ceeding from far within the moun-
tain. e had stood in this critical
situation some time, holding by the
side of the mouth, and hanging over
the dudly stream, when a sudden
gust of wind, which caught my plaid
cloak, and almost hurled me in,warned
us to depart.

How dreadful would be such a
déath ! or rather, how horrible is its
aspect—for such a fire, and the sul-
phur, and the smoke, no doubt would
stupify and destroy one in a few se-
conds ; but, perhaps, death itself is
nearly, in every case, ec‘:ally mild ;
it is the preparation which is tre-
mendous,—it is the path which leads
to the bourne, and not the bourne it-
self, t‘hat is occupied by anguish and

r.

this, however, as it may, but
two nights before our excursion, an
unfortunate Frenchman threw him-
self into this mouth. He ascended
with only one guide, a lad ; when at
the terrific spot which he had chosen
for his destruction, under some pre-
text he sent the youth away to some
little distance ; after a few minutes
tlu:l :Iad lﬁturned;(he found a coat
and hat—he gazed (we may suppose,
stupified with horror) into the mouth,
but of the resolute victim, not an
atom was to be seen. It appears he
had arranged all his affairs, and
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written several one of which,

to the police at Naples, to prevent
suspicions, unpa.rte3p that he Sied by
his own deed —another was to his
mother—unhappy woman !

It is said in Naples, that a hope-
less, cureless disease urged him to
the commission of the dreadful act.

On descending from the perilous
eminence, we proceeded to examine
the course of the lava. It.continued
to flow for about twenty yards from
the mouth, under an incrustation in
which several apertures allowed us
to see the fiery beneath : from
this covered passage it emerged in a
bold wide torrent, which, running for
some time along an inclined plane,
came to a steep descent, down which
it precipitated itself with headlong
fury. The effects of this tremendous
cataract, were seen for some distance
in the hurried pace of the lava—
¢« the waves of torrent fire inflame
with rage,” the stream widens, and
rushes rapidly on.

Qual torrente allor, che ¢ altero
D’ acque non sue, fuor dell’ antica sponda
Tor uscendo im ¢ fiero

Le cittadi minaccia ¢ i campi innonda.
We continued to cofoyer the flood,

until we came just below the ele~
vated ridge, on one point of which
stands San Salvatore; here the stream

had divided itself into another branch,
and from a hillock of lava, we saw it
continue its course in two large cur-
rents, until it was lost in some of
those deep hollows which fortunatel,
former eruptions have made, ani
left between the often ~destroyed
town of the Torre del Greco, and the
sides of the mountain.

But should the present eruption
continue ‘with vigour for two or three
weeks, or should another considera-
ble one in the same direction succeed
it, these hollows will be filled up,
the stream will roll onward to
sea, and some of the inhabitants of
the lava-built®* Torre del Greco, will
once more be abliged to abandon

® Nearly all the materials of the buildings of the Torre del Greco are lava. This

town has been
bad destroyed it.

ed several times, and built up as often with the very lava that
e grand road that traverses the town, is in one

sunk twenty

feet in the lava, whose dark rough sides close the passenger in on cither hand. Every

thing in this

neighbourhood is of lava—Vesuvius is an inexhsustible mine—** cut and
come again,” is the word. The streets of N

are paved with lava: the fine road

that leads from Naples, as far as the Torse del Greco, is flagged with lava. All the
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their homes, and seé their houses
and streets buried beneath their old
enemy.

We stood awhile, on the before-
mentioned hillock—the scene was too
novel t:“ some 1‘:: n';,e:;:ll tog interest-

to all, to ily abandoned.
I have seen the volcano under many
and various aspects, for we are old
friends; and on this night, 1 wrote
my vpame. in the book at the hermi-
tage for the thirteenth time: I have
seen it belching out flames to the
clouds, and wing out red-hot
stones to overtop the flames ; 1 have
watched those innumerable stones as
they fell, and observed immense fiery
masses chase each other down the
declivities: 1 have stood by the brink
of the lava, which poured rapid}
down the steep sides of the cone—
have seen the mountain nearly in all
its hnmwnt,h:::t 1 n&ver nv; it l'l'l]?Il!'C
impressive on this night. e
broad burning streams came down,
slow, silent, and majestic—at times,
ieces of lava were broken away
om the banks, and slid into the cur-
rent with a slight tinkling sound;
not unfrequently large pieces of lava
(carried away in a similar manner)
came floating, like horrid black is-
l:lllds,hdoxn the stream, and at li,ntJell;-
vals ghastly vapours, some of a bright
blucgeoloub—-ome ellow—ooml:gof
an angry red, played over the scorch-
ing waves. There is a tall hardy
sort of weed grows in the crevices of
the lava; at the foot of the hillock on
which we were, there was a large
clump, on a sudden the winding
stream am:roached it, and it was
soon in a blaze. We observed many
of these conflagrations while watch-
the course of the lava.

e at len?.h left the little height,
but before I leave it, 1 must attempt
a description of the scenes that spot
commanded. The moon was shiniug

retty clearly—just above us, in
nt, was a bold precipice, on whose
gl;fv lay the white buildings of San
vatore, its chapel and its large
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bell, the fine trees before it, the
little avenue of white pillars, termi-

nating on the brow of the steep with
a large wooden cross; on our right
hand, at some distance up an ascent,
we saw the fiercely burning mouth
already described, and the streams of
fiery matter rollmg down—further
on, the rugged 8 of the Monte
di Somma, mournful and som=
bre: on our other hand, we saw
the lava continuing its course, and
getting paler and paler, and slower
and slower, until it reached the hol-
lows—still farther down was the Bay
of Naples, darkened at intervals by
dense clouds, which were scudding
across the sky, and roughened by the
strong night wind: behind us,—

There stood a hill not far, whose grisly
Belch'd fire and rolling smoke— P

the lower part of the cone lay in &
thick shade; for the small flames
which were playing above, only illu-
minated the of the mountain.

As we were already sufficiently
fatigued, and there was nothing of
much interest to invite us to un-
dertake the difficult climb up the
cone, we determined, when we left
our hillock, to make the best of our
way to the hermitage. To shorten
our way, we descended a little to
where the stream was less wide and
rapid, and with hasty steps crossed
over the burning lava; the other
stream which lay in our way, we
crossed in the same manner, and
after a most laborious walk of about
half an hour we reached the hermi-
tage. Here we got on our asses and
began to descend, * highly gratified”
of course, but somewhat less: gay
than when we mounted; for the
spirit of the good wine was evapo-
rated ; we felt fatigue, and that lassi-
tude which always follows exhilara-
tion, and exertion. Each of us was
very glad, when, a little after sun-
rise, he found himself in Naples at
the door of his own lodgings.

walls which close in the road and separate the gardens, ave of lava—the rocks on the
sea shore are lava—there is more lava than. any thing else in the houses of Portici and
Besina, under which, ¢ full fathom five,” lies Herculanenm buried in lava.
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Rodomaontades Espaguoles.

RODOMONTADES ESPAGNOLES.

IN the novel of * The Abbot,”
where Queen Mary is offended by
the taunts of one of the rebel lords,
she asks her attendant for the ¢ Ro-

domontades Espaguoles.” A rebuke
which the peer sufficiently for
her The passage reminded

me of a little adventure.

It may be now six years since I
found myself one evening in the
heart of a forest in Lorraine. My
‘business was not with the world, or
the men of the world,—so I avoided
the high road, where I should have
found nothing else, and generally
took up my rest fortbenigtinthe
houses of the farmers. ature is
the same every where, but in Paris ;
and I found decent hospitality for my
civility, and for the t.n&.n contribu«
tions which I could Ereuil on pride
to accept,—and which it seldom ac-
cepted without a look of half-courte-

a painter, or even to & mere wander-
ing collector of the curious shades
and shapes of the human heart, was
worth twice the money.

It was a delicious evening, one of
those in which Autumn puts on all
its beauty, as if tg make us grieve
for its departure. But L leave the
setting sun, and its radiance upon
those” whose' pans e dipped. in

w| pens are dipj in
poetry. My business is to talk of
other things. The path which had
been pointed out to me by a red
cheeked gurcon, with hair as brown
as the chesnuts that he was gather-
ing, seemed leading deeper into
the forest. I was rapidl lon:g sight
of the sun, among oaks a ms
that might hgve made the ‘ mast of
m«t Ammiral.”  Stories of
banditti came lucklessly over my re-
collection. I listened for the baying
of a dog,—the whole canine race
ssemed to have been struck with
sudden dumbness. I plunged on,
but what had been a path was now
a thicket. A glimpse of the sky
ﬂn'ouil‘l) the vault of branch and
leaf above showed me that the sun
was down; it was twilight without
the wood, and night, within. I sud-
denly remembered what I had heard

from wmy last host, that I was in a and

rayal forest. My next step might

then be on the lair of a wild boar,
and I might be, like Polonius, at
supper, not where I ate, but where
1 was eaten. My powers were now
fairly tasked, and after a consultation
with the two most perplexing advi-
sers in the world—anxiety and igno<
rance, I fired my only pistol, withe
out knowing whether my signal
might not invite a banditti. u?he
report of the pistol was answered by
ooings and the sound of horns
on every side, and in a few minutes
I was swrrounded by half a dozen
robust, dark-featured men with cou~
teaux de chasse, and rifles in their
bands. They were the gamekeepers,
who were on the look-out for intru-
ders on the king’s venison,—and my
istol had put the forest on the alert.
soon proved myself guiltless of
poaching, and after a good deal of
coarse humour on all sides, was led
to the house of the chief farmer of
the district, the Siexr Bourdeille,
who received me at his door, and,
with the profusion of bows and come
glimema, which a Frenchman in his
our of civility lavishes on every
ing human from his mistress down-
wards, introduced me to his mane
sion. He was a venerable and
handsome old man, with long white
locks. Yet age had come gently
upon him, and ¢ his eye was not
dim, neither was his natural force
abated.” He had served,—and when
we fell into conversation, our talk
was of ¢ hair-breadth scapes i’ the
imminent, deadly breach.” Above
the fire-place,— a huge hearth piled
with wood, that lighted up a circle
of bright faces of sons and daugh-
ters,—hung an old picture of a ca-
valier, somewhat obscured by the
hospitable smokes- of this hall of
breakfast, dinner, supper; but evie
dently painted by a superior hand.
The figure was in the costume of the
age of Henri Quatre. He was lying
on a sofa, with a little table beside
him ; a manuscript was on the table,
—and from- the pen still hoveri
over it in his hand, and his m
down the leaf,—that certain, indes-
cribable look of authorship, the grave
complacency—compounded of
delight—he was obviously its
author ¢ yet the smile was on a pale



countenance, and the handsome and
manly features were worn thin by
pain and confinement. . A few pieces
of armour were laid against the
walls,—and a sword, with a handle
in the shape of a cross, hung beside
his pillow. . The sun was sinking,
“and a long, rich ray fell upon the
yellow hair of a page sleeping beside
the couch, with his head on his
knees. Like Brutus’s page, he had
fallen asleep to his own minstrelsy,—
for a guitar was sliding from his
hand to the floor. The room was
filled with that sweet and tempered
golden light, which comes from the
sky of a continental sun-set, dyed
and softened through casements thick
with vines and roses. As I expressed
my admiration of the picture— You
are looking,” said the old man, ¢ at
my ancestor, a man of famous name
in his day, and as gallant in the field
as he was gay in the bower. That pic-
ture was painted by an Italian artist
in the suite of our good Henry; and
has been handed down as a treasure
from father to son ever since. - You
see Bourdeille, .the famous Lord of
Brantome ; he is in his sick chamber,
writing the Rodomontades Espag-
noles.”
- I remained under this hospitable
roof for some days, and might have
remained there during pleasure on
condition of talking of the accomp-
lished forefather of this fine old man.
My extracts from his work are
ugen at random. The Spaniards of
the sixteenth century were the fore-
most troops of Europe, they had
been formed by a succession of dis-
tinguished generals,—and Charles the
Fif{I‘:, by his stern regularity, had
fiven discipline to their native va-
our. The possession of the new
world had inflamed the national
:girit to its bifbest exaltation,—and
e § soldier had no equal for
boasting and bravery.
¢ When I was with the French
troo‘{m at Malta, about twelve thou-
sand men were sent by the king of
8 under Pescara to the Grand
aster’s assistance. I asked one of
the Spaniards how many troops had
arrived, ¢ Why, sir,” said he, ¢ we
have three thousand Italians and
three thousand Germans, but we
have only six thousand soldiers.” He
reckoned the Italians and Germans
for nothing.”

Rodomontades Espagwoles.
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¢« When Antonio di Leyva was
made governor of Pavia, in
tation of its siege by Francis I. four
hundred Spaniards were appointed
to compose a part of the garrison.
The oﬂ?cers and men flatly refused.
¢ The Spanish comJ)anies (said they)
have nothing to do with watching
walls. Their business is to be in-
vincible in the field. They must be
reserved for emergencies; for the
strokes that turn the fate of war.’
A fine rodomontade, and yet they
made it good at the battle of Pavia,
where they entered the field shout-
ing, ¢ Here comes the Marquis (Pes-
cara) and his Spaniards.”

¢ Another fine rodomontade.—I
met in Madrid a soldier walking a-
bout without his sword; he was a
Frenchman, but had served a long
time in the Spanish companies, and
was now completely Spanish. I
asked him why he walked without
arms. His answer was, ¢ I wish to
keep on good terms with the law,
for my sword is so fond of fighting,
that I should have the trouble of
drawing it at every step, and when
once it was drawn there would be no
stop to its slaughter.” ”

¢« One soldier said to another, ¢ If I
lay hold of you, I will fling you up
so high, that you will be dead be-
fore you come to the ground.” ¥ -

These lo? projections seem to
have been a favourite

¢ ¢ I cut off,’ said a Spanish soldier,
¢ the head of every Moor that I kill,
and toss them so high, that before
they come down again, they are half
eaten by the flies.””

¢« At the revolt of Sienna, which
was taken by Henry the Second of
France, three Spanish soldiers posted
themselves in a turret, from which
nothing could dislodge them. They
defended. themselves- desgle‘rately.
The French seneral, M. de Termes,
moved by their bravery, offered them
a capitulation, and told them, that
as they had been four or five days
without food, they had only to come
down to be fed and set at liberty.
One of them answered from a loop-
hole. ¢ We are afraid neither of fire
nor sword, and as for hunger, when
our provisions are gone, we have
plenty of tiles, and we will grind and
eat them.””

¢ At the battle of Sienna, between
D’Estrosse and Marignan, the Spa-
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niards gave great credit to Astolphe
Balion. ¢ ngr made,’ said they ¢ such

slaughter, that it was enough for
him but to touch & man with his
aword, and the fellow tumbled down
. c o .D ”

¢« They boasted of two of their
captains, Leon and Espinasa, that,
during the battle, they never touched
the ground, but continually walked
on the bodies that they bad killed.”

“A ish prisoner, brought be-
fore the king, after the loss of Cam-
bray, was asked, what did the Spa-
nish army say of him. ¢ Nothing,'
was the bold answer, ¢ but that by
Jooking for thirty thousand ducats in
anl:ge Comté, you have lost Cam-
bray.” And the answer was true,
for the king had wasted his time in
Franche Comté.”

¢ When the Prince of Parma was
;a.r&hsing to the succogr of lﬁ)‘utf’

ieged Lagny, to draw o e

k%from the siege of the capital.
¢ at,” said the king, ¢ will he at-
tack a town at my very beard.” ¢ Go
tell him,” said the duke to a French
prisoner, ¢that I will take it, if it
were on the point of his moustache.’
The king sent to let him know that
he would throw mountains of steel
in his way. ‘1 wish to Heaven,’
was the prince’s retort, ¢ that they
were mountains of gold, we should
be only the richer.” The prince took
the town and relieved the capital.”

This man of observation attributes
the superior bravery of the Spanish
troops to their high rate of pay, and
to its certainty, though it might be
occasionally delayed. It was the opi-
nion of the ancient military men of
the day, that no king, but the king
of ﬂpgt, could keep an army long
in a state of line, and that his
secret was in ealth arising from
his vast territory. The extent of his
dominion was prodigious, and un-
rivalled in Europe since the Roman
empire. Philip the Second was at
the same time sovereign of Spain,
the Two Sicilies, Portuxa.l, Sardinia,
Corsica, the Canaries, Austria, Bur-
gynd , the Milanese, Flanders, the

yrol, and the New World: —an
overgrown dominion, to which no
buman wisdom was equal, and yet,
which was shaken, not by the ten-
dency of unwieldy au:)hority tobbregk
into frxqments, nor by war, but
Voi. IV. d y
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pastors and preachers, and the. art
of printing ; Luther and Calvin were
the true conquerors of the Spanish
empire. The Spanish army was a
model of internal regulation. But
no troops were more apt to burst
out into sudden mutiny. Yet in this
they proceeded by system. They
usually began with a cry to their
officers. ¢ Off, off with the gentle-
men! Let them retire, because we
intend to revolt.” They then pro-
ceeded to fix on a commander, whom
they called “ the chosen,” and who
must not refuse the appointment oni
pain of death. They paid him re-
gular obedience, and marched to
take some town, which they pil-
laged. But those mutinies were, in
general, rapidly brought to order.

One of the extravagancies of na-
tional prejudice is the mutual con-
tempt of the Spaniards and Portu-
guese. The Spaniard’s character of
a nation, separated from his own ap-
plauded country only by a rivulet,
with the same common ancestrf,
religion, habits of life, and nearly
the same language, is  pocos y
locos ;” ¢ few, and the few are out
of their reason.”

Some of these anecdotes are plea-
sautly illustrative of the prejudice
and boasting on both sides.

. The Portuguese observe the an<
niversary of the battle of Aliuvarata
with great rejoicings. - The king said
to a Spanish monk, who happened
to have arrived at court during the
ceremony, ¢ What do you think of
our féte? Have they such in Spain
for their victories?’ ¢ By no meaus,”’
was the answer, ¢ for if we were to
celebrate every victory of ours, every
day would be a holy-day, and the
wor’kf’ng people would die of hun-

er,

The Portuguese were not inferior
to this pleasant rodomontade, and
sometimes the blow was directed to
even a more tender part than military
vanity.

« 6n another anniversary of this
battle, a Portuguese cordelier preach~
ing on the event, thus described the
osition of the parties: ¢ we, the
hristians, were on this side the river,
and the Castilians on the other.””

¢ One day in Lisbon I went into
a silk-mercer’s shop ; there was onl
a yolléng girl in the shop, and as
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ke good Spanish, I asked ¢ where
?:s the masl:er?’ The girl on this
called out, < Here is a Spaniard who
wants you.” He came, and perceiv-
ing that I was French, turned his
rhetoric upon the girl. ¢ Ignorant
fool, are you not ashamed to call'a
gentleman like this a Spaniard ?*”

¢ But the Spanish boasting was
sometimes elegant and satirical.
When the French lost Naples, and
D’Aubigny their general was taken
prisoner, the Frenchman, to show
that he did not feel his defeat, ap-
plied to the Spanish general for a set
of stout and good horses, ¢ that he
might return.” The equivocal phrase
struck the -Spaniard, who replied,
¢ That he might return as soon as
he pleased, and that he should be
':lal';aygntreated with the same libe-

S?me of these rodomontades are
pleasant from their boundless extra-
vagance. They are chefs d'euvre of
boasting, fine displays of the genius
of bombast. .

] was,” said a Spanish captain,
“in the battle of Lepanto, in Don
John's galley. We attacked the
Turkish admiral’s galley. 1 gave a
thrust with my sword, it went into
the water. 1 did not give it with
my whole force, but down it went,
deep as hell, and split Pluto’s nos-
trils.”

« Go,” said a soldier, “ if you
know that fellow just past, or if
you have anly;“regard for him, say
prayers for his Iife. He has dis-
pleased me.”

¢« D’Estrosse and I once asked a
Spanish soldier in Italy, whose name
was Don Diego Leonis, what was
the reason of etiis grand appellation.
¢ It was given,” said he, ¢ because I
killed three lions in Barbary.””

¢ A young Spanish soldier was
asked, how he had contrived to have
his moustaches so large. ¢ These
moustaches,’ said he, ¢ were made of
cannon smoke, and it is that which
has fed and cherished them so fast
and so long.””

That brief and famous speech of
Pescara, the favourite officer of the
8panish companies, is more than a
boast, it was the noble speech of a
gallant warrior.

¢ The army was drawn up to at-
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tack Alviano the celebrated Vene:
tian. Pescara dismounted, and ad-
vancing to the front with his pike in
his hand, turned to his troops with
these words: ¢ Gentlemen, iIf it is
my.chance to fall in this battle, let
me not be trampled on by any feet
but your ouma'l ;l‘he socll(gin on this
ve a general shout, d, and
Sron the feld.” goe
The last anecdote I shall give is
one intereatiniﬁ'o our English pride.
“ When Philip II. equipped his
grand fleet against England, I fre-
quently met Spanish soldiers and
officers, who, after their shipwreck,
‘were making their way homewards.
They were full of lofty stories.
Among the rest they told me that
there were in the fleet 120 ships, the
least of 300 tons. That they had
forty or fifty of 7 or 800 tous, and
twenty of from 1000 to 1200, and of
those four or five of the most incom-
parable kind. Then came on the
rodomontade. ¢ The king had or-
dered the ocean to be ready to re-
ceive throughout his realm, his ships,
or rather not ships, but mountains of
timber. He had, in the same way,
ordered the winds to be quiet, of to
blow fair, without any storms, for
his fleet ; whose shade, he declared,
would darken and overtop, not mere-
ly the trees and masts, but the wea-
er-cocks on the steeples in Eng-
land.” This was certainly a grand
rodomontade. But the Armada came
to nothing at all; partly by the vi-
gilance and courage of that famous
commander Drap, (for thus the
Frenchman mutifates Drake) one of
the greatest officers that ever fought
on the seas, or, perhaps, ever will ;
‘and partly by the storms and waves,
probably too much offended by all
this threatening, as, we well know,
they are extremely proud, and by no
means pleased at Eeing insulted in

any way.”

{'hus simply and plainly does the
old Cavalier give the recollections of
his brilliant period, with the vivacity
of a Frenchman, the poignancy of a
court wit, and that mixture of plea-
sant garrulity and diligent minute-
ness, that makes the chronicles of
his age the most delightful of all
reading for the idle of the earth.
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THOUGHTS AND IMAGES.
¢ Come like shadows, 80 depart.”— Macbeth.

Trx Diamond, in its native bed,
Hid like a buried star may lie
‘Where foot of man must never tread,
Seen only by its Maker’s eye ;
And though imbued with beams to grace
His fairest work in woman'’s face,
Darkling, its fire may fill the void,
Where fix'd at first in solid night,—
Nor, till the world shall be destroy’d,
Sparkle one moment into light.

The .Plant, up springing from the seed,
Expands ir?to a perfect flower ;

The virﬁ'm-daughtet of the mead,
Woo'd by the sun, the wind, the shower;

In loveliness beyond compare,

It toils not, spins not, knows no care ;
Train’d by the secret hand that brings

All beauty out of waste and rude,
It blooms a season,— dies,—and flings

Its germs abroad in solitude. :

Almighty skill, in ocean’s caves,
Lends the light Nautilus a form
To tilt along the’ Atlantic waves,
Careless ind fearless of the storm ;
But should a breath of danger sound,
With sails quick-furl'd it dives profound,
And far beneath the tempest’s path,

In coral grots, defies the foe,
That never brake, in all his wrath,
The sabbath of the deep below.

Up from his dream, on ing wings,
The Sky-lark soars amid the dawn,
Yet, while in Paradise he sings, .

Looks down upon the quiet lawn,
Where flutters in his little nest

More love than music e’er express'd :
Then, though the nightingale may thrill
The soul with keener A8y,
The merry bird of momn can fill
All Nature’s bosom with his glee.

The Ele.rhant, embower’'d in woods,

Coeval with their trees might seem,
As if he drank, from Indian floods,

Life in a renovating stream ;
%es o’er him have come and fled,

dgt generations born and dead,
His gulk survives,—to feed and range,
Where ranged and fed of old his sires,

Nor knows advancement, lngne, or change,
Beyond their walks, till he expires.

Gem, flower, and fish, ‘the bird, the brute,
Of every kind; oceult or kmown, ..
(Each exquisitely form’d to suit
Its humble lot, aEpd that alone,)
2

[}
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Through ocean, earth, and air, fulfil,
Unconsciouely, their Author’s will, -
Who gave, without their toil or thought,
Strength, beauty, instinct, courage, speed ;
While through the whele his pleasure wrought
Whate’er his wisdom had decreed.

But Man, the master-giece of God,
Man in his Maker’s image framed,—
Though kindred to the valley’s clod,
Lord of this low creation named,—
In naked helplessness appears,
Child of a thousand griefs and fears:
To labour, pain, and trouble, born,
Weapon, nor wing, nor sleight, hath he ;—
Yet, like the sun, he brings his morn,
And is a king from infancy.
For—him no destiny hath bound
To do what others did before,
Pace the same dull perennial round,
And be a man, and be no more!
A man ?—a self-will'd piece of earth,
Just as the lion is, by birth ;
To hunt his prey, to wake, to sleep,
His father’s joys and sorrows share,
His niche in nature’s temple keep,
And leave his likeness in his heir.
No,—infinite the shades between
The motley millions of our race ;
No two the changing moon hath seen
Alike in se, or in face ;
Yet all aspire beyond their fate ;
The least, the meanest would be great ;
The mighty future fills the mind,
That pants for more than earth can give ;
Man, in this narrow sphere confin'd,
Dies when he but begins to live.

Oh! if there be no world on high

To yield his powers unfetter’d scope ;
If man be only born to die,

Whence this inheritance of hope ?
Wherefore to him alone were lent
Riches that never can be spent ?

Enough—not more—to all the rest,
For life and happiness, was given ;

To man, mysteriously unblest,

Too much for any state but Heaven.

It is not thus ;—it cannot be,
That one so gloriously endow’d
With views that reach eternity,
Should shine and vanish like a cloud:
Is there a God P—All nature shows
There is,—and yet no mortal knows :
The mind that could this truth conceive,
‘Which brute sensation never taught,
No longer to the dust would cleave,
But grow immortal at the thought.
Sheffield, 1820, J. MoxTGOMERY.
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bN THE S8ONGS OF THE PEOPLE OF GOTHIC OR TEUTONIC RACE.

In the former essay on this sub-
Ject,*® after some general observations
on the intimate relation which always
-ubsilsts l:ietzeenbthe chara:i:ter of a

e and their ballads and songs;
mpon the resemblance in character
of nations of the same race to each
other,—we proceeded to illustrate
those observations, by an examina-
tion of the ballads and popular songs
.of the people of Gothic or Germanic
_origin. e briefly noticed the early
balfads of this country, gave a few
specimens from those of Germany,
and broke off, rather abruptly, in the
account, on which we had entered, of
the ballads of Denmark.

Writers of considerable acuteness
in other respects, conceiving that in
poetry the effect produced should
correspond with the degree of effort
displayed, have often been at a loss
to account for the powerful manner
in which men are generally affected
by the rude and artless strains of
ancient ballads. Thus the Abbé
Forti, an intelligent mineralogical
traveller, who, among other speci-
mens of Morlackian poetry, commu-
nicated the affecting ditty of ‘“ Asan
Aga’s Bride,” the subject of which
is the divorce of an affectionate wife,
from some imaginary neglect; her
marriage to a second hushand; and
journey past the house of the first hus-

d, on her way to that of the other,
~—wonders at the impression which it
and similar ballads produced on the
hearers. ¢ 1 have often,” says the
Abbé, ““seen the hearers burst into
tears at es which produced not
the smallest effect on me.” It ends
with the following passage.

But when they near to Asan’s dwelling

came,
The tender daughters and the little boys
8aw their fond mother from the battle-

ments,

And hurried down: ¢ O dear, dear mo-
ther, come—

O come again to us, come to thy hall

And eat with us thy evening meal ! —O
come!

With sighs, the sorrowing spouse of Asan

On hexring once again her children's voice,
Tum’d to the first of the Swati: “ O my
old,

My fondest brother, let the horses stop
Before this house, that I may to these or-

N
The ren of my bosom, give some si
Of love.” The horses stopt befm‘:g:

house,
The mournful house of Asa, and alighting

Half boots, embroider’d round with
she gave

_To her two boys, and to her daughters dear

Two dresses which from head to foot did
clothe them ;

But to the suckling who still helpless lay

‘Within the cradle, she sent a little coat.

The father at a distance seeing this,
Call'd to his children : ¢ Turn, dear little

ones,
Tumn back again to me; your mother’s
breast
Is hard as iron, and she knoweth not
What pity is.” The sorrow-stricken wife
Hears ;ha'u words, and falls with pallid
ace
Convulsive on the earth, and her afflicted
Soul from her distressed bosom flew,
Seeing her children turn and flee from her.
Shakspeare, however, who, though
he knew less of shells and rocks than
the Abbé, knew more of the secrets
of the human heart, would have ac-
counted to him why ¢ old and plain
songs,” which
The spinners and the knitters in the sun,
And the free maids that weave their thread
with bones,
Do use to chaunt,
and which,
————dally with the innocence of love,
Like the old age,
will always, so long as human nature
is human nature, continue to agitate
men more powerfully than more la-
boured and ingenious compositions.—-
Their effect Sepends on their very
artlessness, and the absence of every
thing like pretension ; and one might
as reasonably wonder why the inno-
cent smile of childhood gains more
on us than the studied airs of an old
dandy, as wonder at this phenomenon.
We have already observed that
the ballads of the Teutonic nations
are like the people themselves, more
cordial and homely, than fervid,
graceful, or animated.
We have nothing which in wild

* London Magazine, February, 1821.
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sublimity will com with the Cel-
tic remains, which in insis

nuating sweetness will compare with

the .

Chi bussa alla mia porta ? chi busea al mio
" pertod,

or the
C’erano tre zitelle, e tutte tre di amor

of the Italians.—Our ballads present
themselves under a less imposing and
less alluring : but whatever
their merit or demerit, they are our
own ; and as parents, however pldin-
looking themselves, are always well
leased - te see their features refleeted
gm those of, their offspring ; children
carrying with them such strong
rroofs of their filiation as our old bal-
ads possess, will never address them-
selves in vain to us. Besides, inde-
ndently of all considerations of mere
iterary merit, the ballads of the Teu-~
tonic nations, connected as they are
withl thim essential charafter the
ople, have a separate claim on ge-
mn&d attention, derived from the g-
portance of these nations. The Teu-
tonic, Germanic, or Gothic nations,
have " been the leading people of
the world. Distinguished above every
other European race by their size and
Jbodily strength, by their cool intrepi-
dihtly, their steady perseverance, and the
phlegm and moderation of their che-
racter, they sueceeded in conquering
-and suhjugating all their neighbours,
and they are now masters of the best
part of Europe and America, and of
some of the finest regions of Asia.—
Soon after their first-appearance in
history, we find their arms spread
terror throughout the whole of the
west.—A Gothic empire formerly ex-
tended from the Wol ‘ga to the Baltic.
‘In Thrace, Mesia, Pannonia, Italy,
Gaul, Spain, and even in Africa, va-
rious Gothic, or Germanic tribes, at
different times, formed ‘settlements
and founded kihgdoms.—It was they
‘who mastered the Romans, Saracens,
Gaels, Cimbri, Lapps, Firns, Estho-
nians, Sclaves, Kures, and Prussians,
‘—who founded, and who continue to
rule in, all the existing kingdoms of
Europe, and who everywhere intro-
du their government by estates,
and their own laws.
The whole of the people in whom
‘Germanic blood preponderates (ex-
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cluding the French, and other na-
tions who were only con by
Germans) may be divided into two
eat classes, which though they
th have many common points of
resemblance, yet, from the earliest
times of which we have any record,
seem to have differed considerably
from each other in habits, customs,
and in dialect; namely, the upper,
or inland Getmans, and the mari-
time, or low Germans. The chief of
the former are the Swiss, Austrians;
Swabians, Bavarians, and Alsati-
ans; and of the latter, the Nether-
landers, Fristans, and lower S8axons,
'the Danes, Swedes, and No"egcbh’:.,
and the English and lowland
It may be remarked, as a peculiarity
of the latter, that they can all pro-
nounce the consonants 5 and d, whi
the former uniformly pronounce p
and ¢.

If we did not, historically, know
that England was settled hy emigra-
tions from Holland, Frieseland,
Lower Saxony, and Denmark, the
similarity of language, popular su-
perstitions, manners, and customs,
and other unequivocal tests, would

lace the matter beyond all doubt.—
‘But in 1o circumstance is the rela-
tionship more strontgly marked than
in the similarity of the old ballads
and old music of these countries.

We have already noticed the ve
great resemblance of the old Danis
‘to the old English ballads, not mere~
ly in tone and cast of sentiment,
but even in subject and mechanical
structure.—This at resemblance
is not confined to the Danish ballads,
but extends to those of Sweden,
Norway, and the Scandinavian
islands, for in all these countries the
same ballads and songs are current

.among the people.—Nothing, indeed,

is more curious, than the wonderful
coincidence between the Danish bal-
lads, published nearly two centuries
and a half ago, and the ballads in a
recent collection in three volumes,
derived, with few exceptions, from
the recitations of the peasantry of
the different provinces of Sweden.—
This collection from tradition, ex-
hibiting the variations of the differ-
ent provinces, with an accompany-
ing volume of tunes,* was finished
In 1817, and forms a very valuable

® To be had of Bohte, York-street, Coveat-Garden.
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addition to the stores of our ballad
literature.

There is one peculiarity in almost
all the Danish and Swedish ballads,
the real import of which has lately
been the subject of a good deal of
discussion, both in Denmark and

i
but often it does not seem to have,
g particular connection with the sub-
Jects. The following instances, among
others, will explain what we mean :

Thus in the following lines from a
Danish ballad :
in the morning the lark she sung,
under the hill side so green,
SitChslafmmhisb«lhequic‘kvllﬁnpmng,
E‘u;ll:lLkingofDenmuk ill revenge
t

He first put on his sbirt so sheen,

Then his jacket braidered with ailk so green,
Fottﬁking of Denmark will revenge it

or in the following, from 8 Swedish
ballad :

To the lake.wake must go the maiden y
The Linden tree es in the wi

8o she took the way to the darksome wood,
For in wild wood she was to die.

Thugcnlun ity only appears in our
oldest English and Scotch, and the
oldest Dutch ballads: there is no
trace of it in the German ballads,
mly s0 called.—Few of our col-

have considered the subject
worth much of their attention.—Mr.
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Jamieson, however, has some ob-
servations on the apparent want of
connection between the burden of
several of the ballads and the story,
and concludes this has arisen from
the transference of the burden of one
song to another on a different sub-

Ject.
The following elaborate observa-

tions by Gustavus Ge(iljer, one of the
editors of the Swedish collection,

though, perhaps, too systematic, and
in some of the ieneral positions not
strictly borne out by facts, appear to us
to give, upon the whole, a very inge«
nious account of the origin and nature

of the ﬁecu.lun ity to which we have
been alluding.—¢ Narrative poetry,”
he remarks, ¢ is the first poetry of
every people, the first preserver of
their ections.—Its subject is
deeds, not feelings—But as there
can be no poetry without a lyrical
element, for it belongs to its essence,,
this is found in music, which is ine
separable from the infancy of o
—Song is the expression of feeling,
the lyrical element in the narrative.—
This is the epic age of poctry, and
the first in its history.—In the nesty .
feeling has found its own expression
independent of the narrative.—Poetry
has itself taken possession of the
lyre, which hitherto merely accom=
jed it—The soul of song has
roken its prison, and, for the first
time, understands how to express it<
self, and the lyrical beauty bursts on
us like odour from the opening rose,
~—In the same manner as poetry it=
self becomes musical, a distinction
first takes place between it and mu-
sic in the proper sense, and the pos~
sibility otP the development of the
latter as a separate art, is now seen.
—Fancy also, which before was
merely the handmaid of memory,
now obtains her freedom ; and poetry,
in the proper semse of the word,
comes into life—Instead of an ex«
ternal truth, or a poem, in which
nothing farther is attempted than the
relation of what is true, an internal
truth is sought after, that is, the
truth of the expression of feeling.—
The human mind has begun to look
back on itself.—An inward world
has arisen, for which the whole ex-
ternal world is merely a symbol ; and
in this treatmeunt of every thing ex-
ternal merely as an image for what
is internal, fancy first knows herwel{,
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and becomes conscious of her crea-
tive powers.—Then comes dramatic
poetry, which may he considered as
connecting the two former, by repre-
senting the transition from the one
to the other.
- ¢« If we consider these three pe-
riods of the natural development of
poetry, it is obvious, that it is in
the second or lyrical period that art,
properly speaking, first begins to ap-
pear ; for fancy now first becomes
acquainted with her own powers.—
The internal feelings, which form the
nutriment and the subject of lyrical
poetry, are in their nature common
to all. —How else could this poe
be an enjoyment accessible to all,
and the true enjoyment of a lyrical
piece be, properly speaking, a re-
composing of it in our own soul?
But these feelings have, at the same
time, in each person, their individual
expression.--The great national forms
for poetry, in the epic period, fall
asunder, therefore, as the lyrical in-
edient obtains a preponderancy.—
When every poet follows his own
impulse, he takes or creates for him-
self the form which best coincides
with his own peculiarity ; and now
we have authorship, properly so
called.—We do not mean by this to
say, that in the epic period, nothing
like this,—no art exists ; but merely,
that it has still no individual cha-
racter.—As poetry itself, in this pe-
riod, is merely the expression of the
living national recollections, there is,
in like manner, for this common sub-
Jject, only a common and national
form.—Thus we have authors, but
no separate authorship,—an art with-
out artists; because this art is al-
ways identical. — Hence, from ' the
epic age of a people, we have ac-
counts of many singers and sayers,
but either of no authors, or of one
who passes for many, or if several,
each 8o like one another, that the
might almost pass for one.—Wi
the dwelling on the internal of lyric
poetry first arises the possibility of
a true organic diversity and dissi-
milarity, which are afterwards fully
developed through dramatic poetry.
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 Let us now apgly thesé consi«
derations to our subject.—We
then, that the old Scandinav‘la’n'l::l!
lads stand precisely on the transition
between the epic and lyric periods.
—To the former they still bel
from their narrative nature,® -
from the circumstance, that a com-
mon national form still passes for all.
—But on the other hand, they al-
ready begin to separate themselves
through their subjects.—The epie
age knows only two subjects for
poetry : sagas (says) or narratives of
gods, and narratives of heroes ; which
again are both connected by rela-
tionship, for the heroes descend from
gods.—But the poets of this age,
present themselves to the eyes of
posterity in the same relation to each
other as their subjects.—They are
not independent, but united together
like a fla)renily; the union is not am
agreement, but a natural tie.—One
works into the hands of another,
each relating what is newest and
most wonderful ; and thus have ori-
ginated, as it were, of themselves,
those great circles of sugas,t which
comprehend the destiny, the conflict,
and the final destruction of 2 whole
heroic world.—But in the old bal-
lads the epical connection is already
dissolved.—They do not connect
themselves in larger cycles (smaller
cycles sometimes occur), and with
their subjects they have a lower
and more common range.—This
range is not the heroic life, ele-
vated beyond measure above com-
mon life; but human life in ge-
neral, with its destinies, sufferings,
and enjoymeuts. The wonderful,
which in the remains of the epic age
displays itself boldly, and, as it
were, bodily, withdraws itself now
more into a deep back-ground.—But
still, however, the whole of this
world of song in like manner rests,—
as does real life, in 80 many respects,
—on a dark and wonderful ground.
—The nature on which the northern
ballad dwells, is still peopled with
its peculiar wonderful beings ; powers
of nature, driven, indeed, from their
former throne of majesty, but still

® That the narrative in the ballads is at the same time 80 often in presenti, is a re-

markable

iarity, which shows that in connection with the lyrical element, the nar-

ration begins to assume a more dramatic character.
+ Originally poetical, not m.erel{‘in their subject, but even in their form. The pro-

saic saga is , OF 8

the older poetical sagas.
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interfering by steelth, as it were, in

warious ways, with the concerns of
men—Through all this, the poetry
in 'ols has a general connection
with an older poetry, separate parts
of which It even preserlljts to \l:a—
For single forms from the gigantic
world of the old sagus still cast their
shadows into this new and more
cheerful circle ; separate recollections
have found their way over—recollec-
tions of former hercic races, and of
the mythology of the Edda.—All this,
however, appears in a new dress ; it
has lost much of its original meaning,
and moves, as it were, in a new and
foreign element.—What is then this
new element which it has entered ?—
It is the lyrical element, which has
now begun to display itself in poetry;
for all these ballads rest on a ly-
rical ground.—They almost all be-
tray a separate poetical intention,
which we in vain look for in the epic
age.—They display, each separatel

for itself, a peculiar vein of mind,
for which the narrative merely serves
as a clothing or expression—It is
feeling, which has not yet found
its own language, which has not yet
learned the lyrical flight, but which
amid all the recollections selects
those which most coincide with it-
self, gives life to them, and expresses
ftself in the separate narrative, satis-
fied therewith, without art, without
pretension, and without name, and
80 allows its story to wander on, till,
seized on by new lips, it is made by
them an interpreter for the same
purpose.—Thus the sedpamte songs,
no one’s property, and every one’s
property, float about from wmouth
to mouth, from heart to heart, the
expression of the hopes, sorrows, and
recollections of the people, foreign
and yet near to every man, centuries
old, but still never obsolete ; for the
human heart, whose history they
represent in such various shiftin

images, remains like to itself in aﬁ
ages.—Many are merely a sigh, a
single wailing,—an infinitely-moving
sound, but still they never quit the
narrative form, and seem to lay
claim alone to be simply related.—
Among many of this character, I
need only refer to No. 71’ (Little
Kerstin’s wedding and burial). It
does not show the lyrical nature of
the narrative ballad, merely in this,
that it has the fone,—I mean not
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only the melody or musical tome,
—which was originally inseparable
from all poetry,—but also the-lyrical
tone, a tone of feeling which runs
through the whole (whence in ano-
ther place I observed, that the music
of these ballads merely unfolds the
song, which is in-born in them):—
beyond this, I say, its lyrical nature
displays itself expressly in a distinct
uliarity of most of the older Scan-
inavian ballads ; and this peculiarity
is the burden.
¢ From its contents it may be divid-
ed into three kinds.—It recalls, first,
either the principal person, the prin-
cipal action, or some principal cir-
cumstance in the relation.—This
kind of burden occurs too often to
render it necessary to adduce an
examples of it.—Or, secondly, it
merely expresses, in general, a poeti-
cal disposition of mind, either by an
excitement to song and poetry, or
still more often in a significant man-
ner by images.—The flowering sum-
mer has here in particular been an

image for the inward summer, which

arises in the soul and puts the fancy
in flower.—It is named either ex-
pressly, as in the following burdens :
In summer,— At mid-summer tide,
—1In summer, when the small birds
sing so well,—and the like ;—or by
some of its attributes, as, For now
the wood it stands in flower,— While
the wood comes into leaf,—In the rose-
wood,—In the grove ; and a thousand
others of the same nature.—We must
not wonder that these short, con-
stantly recurring propositions, do not
appear to have any visible connec-
tion with the subject of the ballads:
—they are, as has been said, merely
the expression of a poetical disposi-
tion of mind in general, as I also
was in Arcadia, simply (and we ma

almost say, with a striking unskilful{
ness) indicated in a constant recita-
tion of the most eral and most
obvious images.—But these indica-
tions are not limited to images of
spring and summer, lilies and roses.
—We find also single objects, which
in the fancy of the people had once
a poetical signification, and are,
therefore, applied in the same sense.
—The Linden, or lime-tree, has in
particular such a poetical significa-
tion.—It occurs in the burden of
many ballads, without our being able
to assign any other cause for the
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circumstance—For ‘example, Under
the Linden,—But the Lindon grows
well,—The Linden tree shakes in the
wind,—The Linden grows in the island
far, &c. Mr. Afzelius has remarked,
that the Linden, which occurs so
often, not merely in the burdens, but
also in the subjects of the ballads re-
lating to witchcraft, is still invested
by the people with a sort of. sancfity,
and is considered a tree of particular
signification, under which elves, hob-
goblins, and lind-worms (annulated
snakes) are not fond of being seen.
—Thirdly, and lastly, the burden
expresees, not only that the singer is
in a poetical mood, in general, but
more definitely the &aerﬁculnr feeling
which prevails in ballad.—Ex-
amples of this are too general to re~
quire to be cited.—I will only ob-
serve, that the burden is in this
respect occasionally ironical.—This
ireny is sometimes of the nature of
- banter or raillery, but more often
it is serious.—There is frequently an
aim at something deep in it, as, for
example, in the burden: Ye rejoice
yourselves every day, in the melan-
choly and truly admirable ballad
(No. 6.), where the earth’s joys and
sorrows are represented in 8o moving
a manner as penetrating into the
dwellings of the beloved dead.—This
same ballad has also a burden: Who
breaks the leaf from the lily stalk 8—
which by a pleasant and sgingular
image seems to indicate the power of
sorrow over all that in innocence and
beauty is the most prepossessing, in
the same manner as the former trans-
rts us in idea amidst the joys and
K:lighto of the mere moment.—And
this leads us to say a few words re-
specting the double burden in general.
¢ In a number of ballads there oc-~
curs, not only a burden towards its
end, but also another in the middle
of each strophe.—We will call the
latter the middle burden, to distin~
guiah It from the concluding one.—
'or the most part they have both a
reference to each other.—This is
either so that the one strengthens
the other, ot that it contains some-
thing in the same sense.—Occasion-
ally the concluding burden merely
concludes a sense which was begun
in the middle one: for example, in
the ballad (No. 17), where the com-
lete burden, Young is my lif~—and
Luce is all my gricf, is distribut-
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ed, so that the first half of the pro-
[:)sition comes in the middle, the
tter in the end of each strophe~~
Sometimes the two burdens are in
opposition to each other; and this
opposition is never without significa~
tion in respect to the contents of the
ballad.—Thus, to take the first exe
ample, which now occurs to me, the
two burdens in No. 16, O could we
zeollld 2ell::nalc ourtelulawl-—and, Siy
e wi over 1, , oppose
thoughtful res;;ction, mﬂhbe orll)mg
of passion, wll::ch is th;c:::re of the
catastrophe, to each o .—Op-
positions olP this nature between
the two burdens often occur; some~
times they are merely symbolically
indicated ; and sometimes such am
opposition is expressed throu,
e change in the burden i
mﬂly when the subject of the
from being cheerful be-
comes melancholy, or the reverse.—
However, the two burdens are not
always exactly- in the relations of
connection or opposition to each
other here specified. They may even
be each separately of a dissimilar
kind, according to the arram,
we have laid down. In this manner
the connection of most of the burdens
with ballads is intelligible.—When
we cannot discern it, on the princi-
Eles ‘here stated, we may, without
esitation, lay the blame on the un~
certainty and confusion of tradition,
whence a number of burdens have
been assigned to ballads to which
they originally never belonged. .
‘ We say now, not merely that
the burden is & lyrical J:eculiarity
Erominently displayed in the ballads,
ut that in the three kinds of bur-
dens which we have described, this
lyrical t:;;ture alwa(yls_exprmel itself
more and more, and in re
gression.—It is, in mfu:.iryg:c:l-
iarity ; for in the first place, it
not belong to the narrative, to the
epic element in the ballads, but con-
tains, on the contrary, a reflection
on it; and this constant returning,
this repetition in the form and con-
tents of the burden, can only have a
lyrical object ; namely, the retention
of a certain impression.—But this re-
tention, this fixiug of a given im-
pression, or feeling, is at once both
the condition and the object of all
lyric .—Further, this burden’s
lyrical nature always discloses itself
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more and move in the three kinds
ofbm’dencrciﬁedbyus, and in the
order in which we specified them.—
A 's reflection on himself lies at
the bottom of all lyric poetry.—This
hetrays itself already in the first kind
of burden named by us, but its
unity seems to be more ex than
internal, and shows itself merely in
the comprising of the subject of the
narrative in a few counstantly return-
ing traits: the burden is still epic
in its contents, though lyrical in its
object.—In the second kind of bur-
den there is already expressed in this
reflection something internal, a dis-
position of mind, but with a univer-
sality and indefiniteness. In the third
kind, this disposition assumes a de-
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finite e ; and appears in a
sort of individual connection with
the subject of the narrative itself,

‘¢ The burden of the popular bal-
lad seems to be peculiar to our north
(if we include 8cotland) ; but in the
north, so far as I know, the burden is
never sung in chorus. Neither I,
nor any of my friends have ever
heard any thing of the kind. Ine
deed, if it were to be sung in chorus,
it would, in most cases, produce an
injurious and di ble effect, for
it often consists of short symbolical
indications, which are only intellis
gible in the most intimate connexion
with the ballad and the singer.”

Thus far Mr. Geijer. We shall re-
sume the subject in a future number.

ALPHABET STUDIES, AND -CHINESE IMITATIONS.

Wuo has not made himself me
at the expense of the poor Chinese
‘Their ll”byj::m arrogante:, —_ tl::]ir
laughable solemuity, — their stately
submisgion to be pummelled and bas-
tinadoed, — and their never-ending
manceuvres of ahsurd and ludicrous
ceremony ; but, above all, their grave-
ly employing their whole lives in the
study of their alphabet,—have stamp-
ed upou the nation the same cha-
racter of frivolity and presumption,
which leﬁe:z to l;dnaﬁ:lral tﬁl our.
dancing, fighting, ilosophising
neighbours —the Frencg.

Was it this similarity of character,
that drew from Voltaire such high
culogiums on Chinese civilization,
and Chinese philosophy, by which,
in spite of Mr. Barrow and his facts,
European opinion is still deeply in-
fluenced? Barrow is but a traveller,
and the memory of Sir.John Mande-
ville is not yet forgotten ; but there
is no end to the nmiﬂﬁgnﬂle of ha:
philosopher’s sway :
now held the scholastic throne for
more than two thousand years. Val-
taire, then, we think, it must have
been, who, by ignorantly praising the
Chinese, and leading some to admire
them, paved the way for the nume-
rous imitations of their alphabet stu-
dies, which have since prevailed, and
arenow rapidly increasing, among our

y —

1 rs.
phi °‘°th can be more evident, than
that in all science, and in all acquire-

ments, there is an alphabet to be

learned,~—rudiments to be mastered,
which rationally ought to be held
subservient to higher advances in
study. In China, however, it would
be quite heretical and unlawful to
advance a step beyond the A, B, C;
and in this it is that our philoso-

hers are their humble imitators ; for
it is now become fashionable, in al-
most every branch of learning and of
philosophy, to esteem the acquisition
of the mere rudiments, or horn-hook
alphabet, as the consummation of
perfection.

Are proofs demanded? — They
crowd upon us. The republic of let=
ters is peopled to an overflow with
alphabet-mongers, who have inge-
quity enough to persuade the world
of the profundity of their scholar-
ship. For example: a man is ac-
counted a profound Greek scholar,
not because he possesses skill in the
usage and force of words, and in the
idioms and anomalies of the lan-
suge; nor because he can enter

eeply into the spirit and character
of the Grecian classics; nor by hav-
ing an intimate and extensive know-
ledge of the manners and political
comtitlz‘titﬁ:, re.l:'d of th: :\hature and
spirit o igion and the A
of Greece:—not by any, orp:lelter
these ; but by being able to measure
the long lm{ short syllables of the
language, and to assign long, hard
names to their arrangement in verse.
But though this is certainly mere al-

phabet learning, yet it is now, by
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almost universal consent, made the
summit of perfection.

Would it not be equally wise—and
equally Chinese—to denominate a
man a consummate musician, who
was not an adept in either comﬂgosi-
tion, or the art ot;‘rroducing effect ;
but who had a ready knack at nam-
ing the notes, whether long or shart,
and of bestowing learned terms
and phrases on the various arrange-
ments of them in bars? To this pitch
of alphabet-learning musicians have
pot yet arrived ; but the rising credit
of t.{e alphabet or gamut exercise cf
difficult execution, and, above all,
that of the chiroplast and mecha-
pical drilling of Logier, show a ra-
pid advancement towards les modes
Chinoises.

These, however, are not the most
flagrant examples. The contagion
rages with the most marked symp-
toms in Natural History, in which we
have manifestly improved on our
masters, the Chinese ; as they have
scarcely yet begun the study. Itis
among our soi-disant naturalists, in-
deed, that abecedarian kmowledge
flourishes in all its glory and magni-
ficence. For he is now esteemed the
most profound and celebrated natu-
list, who is master of his alphabet of
names with which he loads his re-
membrance ; and there he stops,
and would look upon one who would
go farther,—who would study facts
and utility,—as vulgarizing his sub-
lime science of names, by descending
to matters, of importance only to the
ignorant mob of mankind. !

That such is the case in Botany,
and, in a great measure, in Zoology,
any person may satisfy himself, by
looking into any of the works lately
published, such as Sinith’s Grammar
of Botany, Hooker’s Flora Scotica,
Lamark’s Animaux sans Vertebres,
or the long articles, Botany, Ento-
mology, and Mazology, in Brew-
ster’s Encycloprdia. oiyl all of these
there is absolutely nothing but names,
—far the greater part, too, of recent
manufacture. This also is Chinese ;
for as the studies of that nation
are confined to the alphabet, it is
one of the highest aims of Chinese
literary ambition to add new letters
to the former catalogue. In this,
however, our naturalists have far
outdone them. Dr. Leach,—if we
mistake not,—bhas coined morc names
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than would fill a dictionary by them~
selves.

In justice, however, to both the
Eastern and Western Chinese, it
should be stated, that their alphabet
has a meaning, and indicates facts.
The letters of the one, and the horn-
book names of the other,always stand
for something; but it is always
something of little importance, or
small value, which nobody besides
the alphabet-monger cares to know 3
similar to the antique lore of old
Hearne,

Who leved to teach what no man loved to
leam.

Mineralogists were long uninfected
with this Chinese mania; but now
we think they bid fair to follow in the
train of our Botanists and Entomolo-
gists, notwithstanding the efforts of
some, who wish to get out of this
nursery alphabet of names, and to
rise to something of important de-
duction and useful inquiry. Profes-
sor Jameson, and 1\[. Mohs, of
Freyberg, — are the chief of the
Chinese mineralogists. Dr. Maccul
loch, and Mr. Greenough, are the
most distinguished opponents of the
innovation.

Chemistry also, which a few years
ago was, though an imperfect,
still a wonderful science, and full of
interesting information, is now be-
coming every day more lifeless and
uniutelligible, by the multiplication
of names and petty discoveries, which
seem to have nothing but their name
and their insignificance to recome-
mend them.

These are only a few imens of
our progress in imitating the Chinese;
a few examples from many in w!
the alphabet and the names are all
and every thing ; and the useful facts
—the sublime speculations, which
raise the thoughts to God, and cast
down the pride of human aspirings—
all these are vulgar ;—and those who

ursue utility in their researches are
rooked upon by your man of names,
your profound alphabet scholar, as
vulgar and low. In a word, every
science appears to a thorough-bred
Chinese to be quite contemptible,
which is not tricked up with a fri
pery of uncouth and unpronounce:
names. We have by us a list of our
Chinese philosophers and artists, of
which our readers shall by and by
have the perusal.
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Tae pursuit of pleasure and hap-
piness, like that of moor game, is
often replete with livelier delights,
than blgmg of the prey can afford
us. What with shy birds, and luck-
less shots, the cost of labour and
ammunition is very seldom defrayed
by flesh and feathers: and, even in
the common pursuits of life, at the
close of & long and arduous chace,
when sipping the sweet, and eating
the fat of a favourite ohject ; on ba-
lancing accounts, we usually find
that the fair fruit of our toil, the ban-
quet of our hopes, has already been
enjoyed by anticipation. But when
chance administers to our necessities
—when a windfall of goodly tidings,
or a seasonable supply of what
soul loveth, comes upon us like man-
na in the wilderness, then it is that
we enjoy indeed and indeed.

It was my good fortune, the other
day, to be overtaken by a smart
shower, the very instant an elderly

crossed the street. Om
mending his pace, to seek shelter
from the pattering rain that descend-
ed rather more copiously than the
man could wish who leaves his um-
brella at home, his foot slipt, and
down he went, full length. Up came
a modern Blood, on his gallant grey,
at a furious rate, ‘and cer-
tainly would have trampled the fallen
pedestrian under foot, had I mnot
m forward with a kind of in-
e alacrity, and laid hold of
his bridle with both hands. ¢ Prance
at leisure, my good lad,” quoth I,
< and don’t ride down your betters.”
The whisker'd dandy looked exceed-
ingly fierce, saluted me with a volley
of fashionable imprecations, and
twirled his whip into & position that
betokened no good to my shoulders ;
but on perceiving the decisive mea-
sures I was about to adopt, and feel-
ing his collar in a firmer grasp than
personal safety was accustomed to,
the caloric of his eye b:fm to glim-
mer, the whip descended in peace to
the pummel of his saddle, and he
lowered his pennon with becomin
resignation, turned him aside, an
y cantered away. The truth
, I had hastily put on my best mi-
face, and was proceeding to
unhorse him sans ceremonie, when his

dandyship so very prudently de-
clined hostilities. On wheeling about
to befriend the old man, whose safety
I had much at heart, I found him
on his legs, bemired and agitated ex-
ceedingly. I laid hold of his arm,
without hesitation, and hurried him
out of harm’s way, with a prompti-
tude and celerity that excited the
admiration of a gentleman haber-
dasher, who beheld the whole affair
from first to last. This prudent man
stood in his own shop door, calmly
balancing the profit and loss of a
speculation that just then flashed on
his mind ; %o wit, whether the satis-
faction administered to his feelings,
in delivering a fellow creature from
peril, would, or would not, remune-
rate him for the defilement of his silk
stockings, and the spoliation of his
glossy shoes ; but the affair was set-
tled before he had time to sum up.
We approached his house, and

welcomed us in. Soap, towels, and
water in abundance, were readily
supplied by this good Samaritan; and
in a trice our patient might have
made his appearance at either churcl'i_
or market. During the process o
cleansing his garments, and bringing
the old gentleman to himself, I fully
recognized a face that had been fami-
liar to me, when a glimpse of Blucher,
and a nod from Platoff, fully recom-
pensed the virtuoso for his afternoon’s
excursion ; and I also remembered
the anxiety he manifested for pedes-
trian safety, when his coachman was
ahout to push through the motley
multitude that encompassed him on
every side. “ Now, my good rpeo-
ple, have a care—keep clear of the
wheels, I besecch you—move on,
Joe, and look well to the horse’s feet,
lest a stray child should happen to
pop in the way,” was the warning
usually given by this good old man—
a warning that new-dubbed knights
would never have troubled their heads
to publish—but our philanthropist
was a knight of the old school—
“ What a congregation of fools!” ex-
claimed a bystander; 1 really had
no idea that London could furnish
such a squad ; and here comes old Sir
Gideon Moubruay ; who wouldeverhave
dreamt of seeing him in the park?”"—
But to return to our narrative. The

6



baronet assured us both, with great
good humour, that he had sustained
no personal injury whatever— a de-
claration that afforded much satis-
faction to me; and then proceeded
to acknowledge the Samaritan’s ci-
vility, in a strain of native polite-
Tess, that never emanated from any
other than a gentle ‘heart. ¢ As for
u, my brave fellow,” continued the
ight, ¢ one good deed will cer-
tainly be noted down this day to the
credit of your moral account ; name-
ly, the saving of a fellow creature’s
ribs from being crush’d ;” ¢ and the
shins of another from pollution,” added
L, in an under tone: ¢ but there are
duties, my good 8ir, alike incumbent
‘on you and on me ; and miserable in-
deed must be the state of that man’s
feeling, who could deny himself the
gratificationof fulfilling them. < These
topics,” replied the baronet, < we
can discuss more at our leisure, if
you will have the goodness to ac-
company me home, and accept of
pot-luck.” The invitation was, in-
deed, welcome to me; and I freely
confess that my whole catalogue of
excuses could not even furnish the
semblance of a modest denial ; so I
qualified my compliance, as well as I
could, by observing, that though I
had intended to visit the British
Museum that very afternoon, yet
would I not lose the opportunmity of
enlarging the stock of my acquaint-
ance ; and added, by way of rider,
that pot-luck, and homely welcome,
urements too fascinating to be
withstood. ¢ The British Museum,”
observed 8ir Gideon, “ certainly pos-
sesses many valuable curiosities ; but
still we meet with rarities, here and
there, whose merits have evidently
been overlooked by the foraging par-
ties of that celebrated institution.
In my collection, for example, there
are many curious specimens of Bri-
tish craft, not to be found in the na-
tional store; consisting of literary
ents gathered in certain dis-
tricts, hitherto deemed barren of in-
struction and amusement. Their in-
‘trinsic value has, indeed, been dis-
puted by the over fastidious; but
still the portion of originality they
possess, induces a stray connoisseur,
now and then, to put on his s -
cles; and you, my good Sir,” con-
cluded the baronet, ‘“being afrequent-
er of museums, will have no objection,

Fugitive Literature.

[July,

I should think, to put on yours.” My
ly was neither brief nor other-
wise. I politely thanked him for the
great kindness he had manifested ;
and jocosely declared that his soul
might safely rest in peace, for I cer-
tainly would not fail of rumm
‘bis literary pantry. So we took leave
of otexr'gende haberdasher, with mrany
professions of respect; and he, in
return, complimented each of us with
his card ; obligingly observing, that
should any little matter be wanted in
hisdway, he would most cheerfully
send it to our respective mansious,
on better terms than any other house
in town.

I had once some thoughts of can-
tering over a whole sheet of foolscap,
in sketching the many jostlings, and
by your leaves, and how d’ye dos, that
‘we rienced on our way to the
baronet’s residence ; as also the a-

able politeness of his lady, and

er amiable grand-daughter, Mrs.
Halliburton ; together with a full and
faithful memoir of their worthy but~
ler, Mr. Dennis O’Shaughnessy, a
y-haired domestic, who fully veri-
the old adage, ¢ like master,

like man;” but on examining the
complexion of the matter more grave-

ly, and well weighxnf every item
, pro and cos,

thereof in my own mi

I very prudently abandoned the idea
altogether; and left the vacuum to be
furnished in such manner, and with
such materials, as the reader’s own
creative fancy might deem meet.
‘He will, therefore, have the goodness
to fill up the blank at his leisure, and
attend to the sequel of my narration.
On discharging our galauu to the
memory of ¢ Auld syme,” 1
arose from the old el chair,
wherein I had so plentifully E;na.ken
of the things of this life, and
followed the barouet into his

LITERARY MUBEUM ;

An apartment of very goodly dimen-
sions, elegantly hed with car-
peting the first manufacture ;
chairs, tables, sofas, &ec.; and the
walls thereof hung round with hand-
some wooden frames, partially gilt;
and all of them accommodated with
rolls of brown Holland, tightening
pulleys, cords, and tassels, complete.
¢ Now, my good friend,” quoth the
knight, as he rolled up one of the
screens, “ this piece of literary patch-
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work will abide ; better tham those of his brother tradesmen
never the and chat- —jyou shall see a specimen present~
tels of a confectioner.” On exa- ly.” So saying, he opened a large

mining the frameful of rarities, I
certainly did pronounce it one of the

curiosities I had ever beheld.

ts of letters in various hands,
and on various subjects, remnants of
marriage settlements, wills, memo-
rials, verse, and blank verse, all ar-
ranged in admirable order, and care-
fully pasted on canvas, formed at
once the strangest medley of style and
subject that ever excited the smile,
or summoned the gravity, of a be-
holder, either ancient or modern. In-
deed, whatever tended to awaken
merriment, sympathy, amazement—
in fine, every native emotion slum-
bering in the breast, was to be met
with amongst this wonderful assem-
blage of originals. ¢ In the name of
wonder,” quoth I, *“ how came you
by all this ¢”” ¢« Why, truly, niy dear

fellow,” ied the collector, with a
smile, * that question has heen so

v uently pro ed for these
l::ty ﬁff't"; years, thn!t)oruelﬁly 1 felt the
necessity of composing a kind of set
for the occasion, and you

will therefore have the goodness to
refrain from smiling at the formality
of a studied reply. Know, then,
that all my frames on the left were
furnished by a neighbouring confec~
tioner, through the medium of my
children, grand-children, and great-
grand-children. Every cake brought
me a morsel of wisdom or folly ; and
every ounce of candy' a crumb of
sense, or a scrap of nonsense. To
the poulterer and cheesemonger, I
indebted for my literary trea~

sures on the right; and the barber
and tobacconist claim my grateful ac-
knowledgments for those in the front
and rear ; but you will please to ob-
serve, that from the crude materials
supplied by these gentlemen, I win-
nowed somewhere about ni and
nine of chaff, a task that little

minds would boggle at ; but patience
and perseverance is my motto. The
residue 1 carefully examined, re-exa-

mined, and classified in the manner
m see for the inspection of my

i But,” continued the baro-
net, I have lately fallen in with a
real leather trunk maker, whose con-
tributions a| to be’ of a superior
quality, and much less mutilated

drawer, wherein was deposited an
immense number of manuscript writ-
ings, and invited me, in his own free
and easy way, to partake of the in-
tellectual treat. 1 complied, without
hesitation ; but O, reader ! what were
my emotions when 1 descried the
first-born of my youthful muse, look-
ing me wistfully in the face—the
dear little song that she brought forth
to commemorate the first of my
loves. Martha Croshy, the sweetest
of all our Nithsdale songsters, took
the smiling innocent to Dumfries ;
and so delighted were the bards of
that good town, with the comeliness
of its complexion, and the simplicity
of its dress, that all of them fell in
love with my little Artless, curled
its hair, flounced its frock, and Lon-
donized the fashion of its pinafore.
In like manner, the pastoral poets of
“‘Irongray, Glencairn, and Penpont,
sot a glimpse of its loveliness, and

eclared individually that my sweet
little firstling was their own only be-
gotten. In short, the modest fame
of my lisping wanderer spread far
and wide. Seven parishes contended
for the honour of its birth ; and seven
pitched battles were fought, to sup-

ort the claims of their respective

ards: the clanking of their oak
sticks will never depart from my me-
mory. I lifted up my voice, and
calmly expostulated with the young
men on the vanity of their preten-
sions ; but no one amongst the peo-
ple arose, and bore testimony to the
Justness of my remarks; so they
wagged their heads, and laughed me
to scom. This ungentle treatment
stung me to the soul: I put a shirt
in one pocket, a pair of grey worsted
stockings in the other, and, with staff
in hand, forsook my native glen, to
spjourn amongst strangers, where I
have long followed my favourite call-
ing, but with a success that makes me

e curse the l'g:t I first survey’d,
And doubly curse luckless rhyming

I am perfectly satisfied as to the
identity of my dear song. The fa-
mily features are very distinguish-
able, and much of the dress retains
its primitive simplicity-—besides;

5
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Martha's thumb marks are still vi- of that wonderful drawer; giving:
sible on the margins; so, without precedence, as a matter of course, to
farther ceremony, I'll fall-to [in good mine own offapring.

earnest, and transcribe the contents

THE HILLS O' GALLOWA.

Yestreen, among the new mawn hay,
I met my Julia hameward gaun ;
The linnets lilted on the spray,
The lambs were lowping o'er the lawn ;
On every howm the sward was mawn,
The braes wi’ gowans busked braw,
And gloamin’s Eaid o’ grey was thrawn
Out o’er the Hills o’ Gallowa.
With music wild the woodlands rang,
And fragrance wing’d alang the lea,
As down we sat the flowers amang,
Upon the banks o’ stately Dee.
My Julia’s arms encircled me,
saftly slade the hours awa,
Till dawin coost a glimmering ee’
Upon the Hills o’ Gallowa.
It isna owsen, sheep and kye,
It isna gould, it isna gear,
This liﬁe(fee’ wad hae, quoth 1,
The world’s drumlie gloom to cheer ;
But give to me my Julia dear,
Ye Powers, wha row this earthen ba’,
And O sae blithe through life I'll steer
Amang the Hills o’ Gallowa.

‘When gloamin danners up the hill,
Wi’ our gudeman, to bught the yowes,
Wi’ her I'll trace the mossy rill,
That o’er the moorland murmuring rowes ;
Or tint amang the scroggie knowes
My birken pipe I'll sweetly blaw,
And sing the streams, the heights, and howes,
The hills, and dales, o’ Gaiﬁ)wa.

And when auld Scotland’s heathy hills,
Her rural nymphs, and jovial swains,
Her brawling burns, and wimpling rills,
Awake nae mair my canty strains ;
‘Where friendship dwells, and freedom reigns,
‘Where heather blooms, and moorcocks craw,
O howk my grave, and hide my banes
Among the Hills o’ Gallowa.

The next in succession is an epis-
tle from a fellow travelling the coun-
try with a dancing bear, to his agent
in London. It appears to have been
written from Norfolk, somewhere a-
bout the year 1800; a season when
agricultural hilarity was much live-
lier than now-a-days. The manu-
script is perfectly legible throughout,
witﬁ the exception of a few lines at
the beginning ; and, when considered
as a private wicket in real life, it

certainly affords a very curious
glimpse of the back ground, ;as the
ollowing verbatim transcript will

o te't:fL . . . .

and tell Tim that I say so. The
Whitechapel Barber must exercise
his patience a little longer. I have
shaven the bear, and he is now, thank
God, a sea lion. The fellow offers
five-and-thirty shillings for him—IJi-
beral, indeed !—Why, Sam, it would
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not defray his travelling cha to
London. Besides, I bear thirsga:ery
barber an old gru on the
score—he may go to the devil for me,
and seek atué there to promote the
growth of hair and whiskers. The
truth is this. My poor old bear has
been many years in the family. We
had him as a legacy from Jem
Woodieson, when betrayed by the un-
natural appearance of his disguise
wig, and exalted at Maidstone—
curse the fingers that made it. Jem
was a lad, whose skilful address in
the withdrawing of pigs and poultry
will be long remembered, and re-
quires no eulogy of mine. In grati-
tude to our benefactor, we treated
his favourite with much kindness and
respect, both on Jem’s account, and
his own ; for, truly, he was a noble
animal.  But trudging about from
fair to fair, with the two monkeys,
and dancing to every group of Johnny
Raws that came in his way, gradually
mci.red a constitution, naturally
n‘;'cate, ;iﬁl helbeca;ne a down-
ight cripple; so 1 took compassion
on the poor soul, and, with ?he as-
sistance of my nephew, Bill Felcher,
hadhim clean and comfortably shaven.
‘We now exhibit him in a large water
tub at one end of the caravan; and
really the grateful brute looks un-
commonly fierce, and roars well—I
freely use the expression, as nine-
tenths of our visitants know not the
diﬂ'erlenc% b&tl:een :l roar and a
growl. By thi ation, we net-
ted 470 5s. cd.'lgsetc week at Lynn
mart—all clear clink.
I know not what to think of this
Holborn affair. Property of that
iption is becoming every day
more and more precarious. What
with vagrant acts, and societies for
the suppression of mendicity, and
lions in the path of every denomina-
tion, both civil and religious, I ve-
rily do believe that the whole breed
of street solicitors will, sooner or
later, become extinct. No calling,
within the range of my knowledge,
is 80 very liable to be overhauled, as
that of the cross-sweeper. He be-
comes a local character in a few days
—the very nature of his profession
uires him to vibrate from side to
side, like a pendulum, and then comes
Duncan Campbell, in all his terrors,

demandingl a scrutiny. No move-
me{tt tlut‘ know of is more likely to
Yor. IV. -
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tempt ‘the curiosity of that mighty
utor. Moreover, it is gene-
rally believed that charity, and lov-
ing kindness, and compassion, are on
the decline ; and, that a new-fangled
system of education will very soon
render mankind too sagacious and
circumspect for the best of us—but
what the deuce do I b:sgle at? His-
tory assures us, and daily experience
corroborates the fact, that the same
portions of sapience and stupidity,
dulness and discernment, have been
annually meted out to human na-
ture, from the creation, down to the
date hereof ; and that mankind will
continue to breed in the usual way—
nine tenths geese, and the rest poul-
terers, in spite of Joseph Lancaster’s
teeth ; so we'll dismiss all apprehen-
sion of the evil day, for the present,
and proceed to business.
¢ A recollection is just now flick-
ering in my mind, like the lights and
shages of a three-year-old dream.
One evening, somewhere about four
or five years ago, when chatteri
over a couple of rummers, with ol
Ben, at the Bear and Fiddle, he be-
came, all of a sudden, exceedingly
communicative ; and as there could
be little harm in asking a civil ques-
tion or two, ¢ Now, Benjamin Skip-
stocks,’ quoth I, very gravely, ¢ solve
me a problem. How comes it to pass
that the parish beadle J;ursues the te-
e street-keeper
passeth by, without reconnoitring thy
sition, or even saying—evil thou
t?’ ¢ Aye, that 1 will, my hoy,
and frankly too;’ replied the face-
tious old buffer, €so lend an ear,
and listen unto me—at the com-
mencement of the season, a crown
wet and a crown dry cures their bark ;
but O, Ned, Ned, that Suppression
Secretary is a sad dog.” Now, Sam,
before you broach the subject, sound
this secretary, and if his per cenmq‘tl
is any way moderate, offer the ol
fellow, in my name, to the tune of
75l., say guineas, as an equivalent
for his right of sweeperage. The
truth is, 1 have it in contemplation
to do something for my uncle Robin.
Poor man, he has been in an ailing
way ever since his neck had that
confounded twist in Lincoln pillory ;
and the sweeperage of Holborm
Bridge wouwld just suit him to the
nines. Should you close with the

old man, and 1 really think theve
r
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little doubt of it, a8 I believe the in-
cumbent is seriously disposed to sell
off and retire to Cheltenham ; get
the deeds of conveyance drawn up
by Thursday week ; and I can safely
make a bolt for a few days, to do the
peedful.

““ Your son Bob has eommenced
operations against the enemy. By
the coach, you will receive
prime Ringstead turkeys, all with-
drawn in one night, by his own
hands—what a haul for such a gos-
ling! Truly, Sam, he is a sweet little
fellow, and promises fair to shine a-
mongst us, a star of the first magni-
tude. You exercised a sound discre-
tion in taking him away from school.
Another year, in all probability,
would have ruined the lad. Educa-~
tion, my dear Sir, notwithstanding
all the assertions of old prejudice
to the contrary, is absolutely neces-
sary in our profession; only care
must be taken to remove the student
-before his ideas of what the enemy
-ealls morality, begin to consolidate.
This was a favourite maxim of my
worthy father’s—all his children were
removed from boarding school, before
they had completed their fourteénth
year. He then fell to work, mo-
delled their minds to his liking, and
carefully turned the portion of learn-
ing they had acquired into the pro-

r channels. Hence arises the wide

ifference, in point of adroitness, be-
tween our family, and many others
I could name, whose children’s edu-
cation was stinted to the rude con-
struction of a St. Andrew’s cross.

¢ A fresh supply of tambourines is
absolutely necessary, our drunken
farmers having demolished my whole
stock. One guinea a kick, hit or
miss, is quite the go ; all yellow lads
down on the nail. They certainly
are prime fellows. What can be
more delightful than walking on the
dilapidated ramparts, of an evening,
or sitting on the old Watch Tower,
and listening to the overflowings of
their joy as they gallop home from a
rising market; hallooing with all
their might, and lashing the Johnny
Raws who presume to dispute their
vight of cantering on the highway
foot-paths. 1 humbly hope that the
day is far distant, indeed, when ne-
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ocessity will compel them to ride at
leisure.
¢ The result of your inquirics, and
all other iculars, relative to the
Holborn business, I shall look for
every post. Dear Sam, I have much
to say,—but a pressure of business
re?:xiring immediate attention, com-
pels me to haul my wind, and sub-
scribe myself,
¢ Thine truly and faithfully,
¢ EpwARD GALLOWGATE.

¢ To Mr. Saml. Cuddiecowper,
Kent-street, Boro’, London.

¢« P.S.—All our endeavours to save
8cotch Andrew were unavailing.—
Thirteen indictments preferred a-
gainst him ;—nine substantiated by
point blank evidence ; and his clergy
allowed at the last Derby Assizes,
were a phalanx too firm to be shaken.
What, in the name of Folly, could
have tempted the man to commence

ick-pocket ; a profession so very far

yond the range of his abilities.—
The bag-pipe was Andrew’s forte,
and tune-making his delight. 1 ne-
ver knew a young bear refuse to
obey the voice of his chaunter. Poor
Andrew !=—Five of us visited him
the night before his exaltation ; and
such a five never before acknow-
led the mastery of bolt and lock.
Old adventures, nmew schemes of
ways and means, and ludicrous anec-
dotes,—soon screwed our conviviality
to the highest pitch. Andrew was
‘the first to recollect himself. All of
a'sudden, and in the very midst of
our hilarity, he wrung his hands,
and exclaimed, in a tone of sorrow
that will ever haunt my remembrance,
€ O sirs, this wearifu’ hanging rings
in my head like a new tune!” TIoor
man, he fell a martyr to his own in-
discretion. Adieu. E.G”

Then follows an entire letter from
a young man on the eve of burying
his {irxt wife.* This epistle abounds
with much original information ; in-
asmuch as it proves, beyond the pos-
sibility of doubt, that a certain class
of men, hitherto deemed untameable
as the wild ass’s colt, have at length
been reduced by the manufacturing
system, and fairly brought under the
yoke.

® A cant phrase used by apprentices when about to be relcased from their indentures.

-
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¢ Garland Crescent, 23d Dec.
1820.

¢ Dear and honoured Father,~—As
my apprenticeship is now drawing to
a close, I be: you to jog Uncle
Barnaby’s memory, and remind him
of his promise. Something must be
done to put me in business ; for I do
declare that the thoughts of journcy-
work freeze my very blood. Master
employs no less than fifteen hands,—
nine of them ballad-makers—the rest
attached to the dying-speech and
elegy departments. Poor fellows, it
grieves me to see them. Figure to
yourself fifteen men of sublime ge-
nius, ing to and fro on the factory
floor ; holding up the semblance of
nether ents with one hand, a
sketch-book in the other,—and all of
them ¢ rapt in meditation high,” or
haply standing by the inspiration
tub, partaking of whiskey toddy, brew-
ed by our indulgent foreman. But
their best endeavours, owing to the
badness of the times, are insufficient

Fugitive Literatuse. .
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to fill their skins,-and clothe their
emaciated bodies. Were it not for
the exhilarating beverage liberally
supplied by our benevolent manager,
I verily do believe, that all their
fancies would have perished long
ago. Since I last wrote you, master
has taken on another journeyman,
through sheer compassion,—a fine
oung lad of promising talent. He
as the heels of all his shopmates,
in sentimental tenderness; and the
athos of his elegy is much admired—
ut he positively refuses to taste the
toddy,—and dissuades me from put-
ting my lips to the ladle with which
it is distributed. To him I stand in-
debted for much valuable informa-
tion. The following ballad, founded
on the story of poor Helen Greme,
that grandmother used to tell with
so much feeling, was sketched by’
him. He gave me the skeleton, and
I clothed it with flesh and skin.—
Master says it’s poor stuff,—but I
think otherwise: judge for yourself.

HELEN GBRAEME.

A sgirit glides to my bed-side,
ringing it's hands of virgin snow ;
Loosely it’s robes of floating light,
Loosely it’s golden ringlets flow ;
All in a shadowy mantle clad,

It climbs my b

sless bridal bed.

¢ Thou airy phantom of the night,
Unveil thy face, and gaze on me,
Until my shivering heart is cold,—
And I'll arise, and follow thee.
Oh! Helen Greeme, celestial maid,
I commune with thine angel shade.

¢ Ill omen’d was this morn to me,

The woeful morn of my w.

edding ;

" Matilda heard a death-bell toll—
‘When on her finger glow’d the ring.

My cold hand clasp’d

blushing dame’s,—

But O! my heart was Helen Greme’s.”

¢ Arise, Lord Auchinlea, arise,
And wrap thee in this shroud of mine ;
Turn from thy softly slumbering bride,
And press my shivering cheek to thine.
On forest qlade, and naked wold,
The wind is keen—the dew is cold.

¢ I know thee well, deserving youth ;

The

Fair honour clothes thY gentle brow;
of feud withhe

d thy hand,—

But hand and heart are Helen’s now.
Another lock’d embrace, and we
Will hie us to eter;ity.
2



¢« An angry father’s scowling brow,
A lady mother’s wrathful eye,
Will never more our loves divide—
Will never more our peace annoy.
In one wide bed, beneath the yew,
There will we sleep—and sweetly too.”

His young bride woke in sore affright—
Pale as the cold, the lifeless clay ;
She saw her lord in Helen’s arms,—
His quivering corse beside her lay.
‘Wirapt in a mantling blaze of light,
They vanish’d from that lady’s sight.

Green grows the birk on an burn,
Andgi";gr the opening hllc;ggm blows ;
But greener is the sacred 5
And ruddier too, the wild-briar rose,
Where dew-bath’d flowrets gently rest
Their bloomy heads on Helen’s breast.

[July,

¢ On comparing this sample with
the piece I sent home last Christmas,
I hope my dear father will find an
alteration in my versification for the
better. My application to study has
indeed been most arduous; and, hap-
py am I to say, attended with a suc-
cess seldom experienced by lads of
my years—at least I think so. Many
thanks to aunt for the fine collection
of old psalm tunes she sent me. They
suit my style of composition admi-
rably well,—and in due time will
make their appearance, accompanied
with the very best lyrics that I can
produce. y dear father, let me a-
gain entreat you to keep uncle in your
eye. I well know that he has bowels,
though somewhat difficult of access ;
and a kind warm heart,—though, like
the best of coal fires, it r:aulres po-
kering now and then. ith kind
love to all my kindred, acquaintance,
and inquiring friends, ever re-
main, my dear and honoured father,
¢ Your dutiful and affectionate son,
“ BarRNABY DaNDELION.”
Th leanings of Fugitive Lite-
rature fulfy justify an opinion I have
long entertained ; viz. that much cu-
rious information, amusement, and
even knowledge, is annually con-
sumed by cheesemongers, barbers,
tobacconists, &c.—and strange as it
may seem, neither literary philan-
thropists, nor book-making publish-
ers, so far as I know, with the ex-
ception of Sir Gideon Moubray, have
hitherto taken compassion on the for-
lorn fugitives,—or even availed them-
selves of a fund, untouched by spe-
culative fingers. Being a little man,

and slow of speech, perhaps it would
be deemed presumptuous, were 1
even to dream of a Society for the
Preservation of Literary Scraps; but
a word to the wise is sufficient. The
hint may possibly fall into abler
hands,—and though 1 should neither
enjoy the honourable and lucrative
situation of Secretary to the Associ-
ation, nor even be deemed eligible to
fill the no less useful one of Beadle,
yet will I not complain. The internal
satisfaction of having been the humble
means of providing a Refuge for the
Destitute, will amply recompense my
loving kindness.

Many and various are the sources
whence the dealer and chapman
draws a su&ply of waste paper, at

per Ib. The early and una-
vailing struggles of indigent genius
to behold theﬁigbt, baffled, and trod-
den under foot, perhaps, by the un-
derling Mentor of some fat publisher,
whom success in business has ren-
dered too indolent, or nature too
stupid, to judge for himself—The

.wailinﬁs and gratulation of despond-

ing and successful love, in prose and
verse — The high-seasoned resolves
of public meetings, Catholic, and
anti-Catholic, rmﬁ:al, and anti-ra-
dical, together with all, and sundry
the miscellaneous offspring of the
mind — But where am I wandering ?
To the formation of an establishment,
whose component parts I have nei-
ther sagacity to select, nor influence
to consolidate. 1 shall, therefore,
close the subject, and leave my ob-
servations to shift for themselves.

Lavciiiy Garroway.
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THE GARDEN OF FLORENCE, AND OTHER POEMS;
BY JOHN HAMILTON.®

Taere are two sorts of poetry
which have grown up and flourished
in this our excellent age. The one
is good, solid (even when airy), un-
assuming,—wholesome diet for the
mind. The other is frothy, noisy,
and vain-glorious, dealing in big
words and puffed phrases, in fustian
and folly ; and of this let every man
take heed; for though it maketh
somewhat of a show, and allureth
the eye like an omelet souffiée, yet
is it indigestible, unsubstantial, and
unwholesome.

It has been thus with every age.
The spirit of poetry has always had
its attendant shadow, larger than it-
self, but empty, monstrous, mis-
shapen—

Monstr’ horrend® inform’ ingens cui lumen
ademptum.

Lear was preceded by Tambur-
laine (the shade is thrown forward
when the sun is behind) ;—Pope had
his imitators and enemies; and Lord
Byron is not without his satellites,
who catch a transient notoriety from
his bri%htneu, thouglb they reflect
neither lustre nor credit upon him.—
Wordsworth has but few followers ;
although he has contributed more
than any man of his time to free
poenz its shackles, and has
mixed an unpretending beauty of
diction with a more profound insight
into the philosophy of nature than
any other cotemporary poet. Mr.
Shelley has excluded himself from
imitators, by his exposition of a very
g.buestionable system of morals (pro-

ly ¢ unquestionable” were bet-
ter), but his ear is, perhaps, finer
than that of any poet since the time
of Milton, and his command of lan-
guage is unrivalled. In Wordsworth
there is a studied avoidance of sound-
ing phraseology ; 8o much so, in fact,
that he at times betrays an absolute
baldness of diction ; yet he too can
rise, when occasion suits, and clothe
the neck of his Pegasus with thun-
der. Mr. Shelley’s elevation of style
is more sustained ; but his mastery of
words is 80 complete, and his magni-
ficent and happy combinations so

frequent, that the richness is ohscured
by the profusion.

With such men as these (Byron,
Wordsworth, Shelley—we say no-
thing of the subjects on whicg they
write) high phrase is well; but we
hate to hear a Pistol of a man let off
his matchlock close to our ear with
nothing but blank cartridge in it,—
like an empty barrel, the more noisy
from its very vacancy: this is vile,
and not to be endured : it affronts us
while it perplexes our taste.—It was
well sais by a friend of ours (an
eminent critic) that Mr. had no-
thing but a ¢ verbal imagination,’'—
that all his feats were in words;
though this might have been well
enough, but unluckily there were no
ideas amongst them. Words were
not the mere drapery of this person’s
imagination (if he had any), but they
were the substance, the body and
soul, of his works: if they had not
words, they had nothing ;—they
were the chaff and husks of litera-
ture, in short, to be blown away by
a breath of criticism,—a mere dic-
tionary matter, and no more. Now
such a man as this would have
done well to let the muses alone:
they never could have returned his
affection ; nor would they, indeed,
have understood him, for the lan-
guage of Cambyses is not spoken on
the slopes of Parnassus :—but the au-
thor before us is entirely of a different
stamp. He is as free from bombast
and pretension as the infirm nature
of poets will allow. There is, be-
sides, a great deal of fancy and deep
pathos in his volume,—a good deal
of original (verging occasionally on
fantastic) expression; and much of
that old fashioned love of what is
good and beautiful in nature, with
all that is gentle in expression, and
correct in thought,—too seldom to
be met with in the poetry of the J)re-
sent period. Let not our readers,
young or fair, be alarmed: there is
nothing didactic or repulsive in the
book : it is simply a collection of
tales, lyrical poems, and songs, plea-
santly varied, and delicately touched ;
among which are many passages of

® Warren, London, 1821.



58

great beauty (some we shall have
occasion to extract) ; and to these
may be added three or four sonnets of
undoubtedly first-rate merit.

Were we inclined to quarrel with
any thing in this pleasant book, it
would be an expression in the dedi-
cation. The author says, in reference
to his writing verse,

Think not with this I now abuse my
powers.
Now it is mot an abuse of any
man’s powers toT empiloyﬁ them in
writing poetry. To write fine poe
18 tﬁonﬁo something better tl;:antg
write (or sge:ﬁ fine prose. It is
doubtless abs enough, when a
man continues to scribble bad rhyme,
long after he (or the world) has dis-
covered that he has no talent for it,
—when he himself is essentially a
piece of prose, without fancy, or
mind, or music, or spirit: but our
author has none of these disquali-
fications to plead in excuse for
his under-rating the “ peerless ” art.
It is a common error with per-
sons who (unlike Mr. Hamilton)
know nothing of poetry, save that
it generally ends in rhyme, to
think slightly uf it, and to place all
reputed poets on a level. The fa-
cility with which indifferent verse is
manufactured naturally generates
such a mistake. Hence it is, that
try is called < light reading,” and
s spoken of as ‘“ only verses,” and
so forth, in terms ol‘y ignorant and
undue disparagement. An instance
is within our own personal knowledge
of a merchant who requested a friend
to select some books for his library :
among others, he purchased SI:{-
speare ; but the honest trader was
dissatisfied with the bargain: he
said, turning over the volumes, that
they were “only plays,” and de-
sired that they might l{e exchanged,
choosing, in their stead, Hervey’s
Meditations, and a few other mat-
ters of print and paper resembling
that serious performance !

But poetry has been the employ-
ment (and the delight) of the first in-
tellects of the world. It contains
the germ of all that is good, and
great, and wise. “ Light reading,”
as it is called, inculcates more ori-
ginal and profound truths than were
ever found in the whole region of
prose;—not lahoured and wrought
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to tediousness, indeed, but struck out
in the heat of genius, bright, and
self-evident, and ast.ini. It teaches
sometimes by precept, but chiefly by
example. From it the king may see
how to govern, and the suhject to
obey. e soldier may learn tem-
perance, the pedant modesty, and
the conqueror moderation.—Foll
may be advised, and vanity reprove({
—Besuty may see her likeness, and
her defects.—It is the glass wherein
all fashions, all forms, may be seen;
all manners, all moods of the mind:
—the birth, the progress, and the last
consequence of things, both and
evil, are there, fine practical lessons
of wisdom and pure morality. There
is often more meaning (and there has
often been more thought exhausted)
in one single cpithet of poetry than
in a whole page of dissertation.
Shakspeare alone is more than suffi-
cient to prove all that we have said.
Be it remembered, however, that
these obsecrvations apply to writers
, and not to writers of rhyme

y. There is as much difference
among the people so called (yet this
is by no means generally supposed)
a8 between the house-painter who
scrawls a thing like a wreath on your
ceiling, and Titian who crowned the
twelve Cesars with laurel,—or as
between the daub of a red lion at
a country public-house, and the
¢¢ Transfiguration ” of Raffaelle, or
the ¢ First Created Man " of Michael
Angelo.

Having said thus much, we do
not know why we should detain our
readers longer from Mr. Hamilton’s
poems. They are much better than
any thing which we could hope to
entertain them with in prose; and
accordingly we shall, without more
ado, enter on our consideration of
the book. There is a short preface
to the volume from which the follow-
ing is an extract :—

The stories from Boccaccio (The Garden
of Florence, and the Ladye of Provence)
were to have been associated with tales
from the same source, intended to have
been written by a friend ;—but illness on
his part, and distracting engagements on
mine, prevented us from accomplishing
our plan at'the time; and death now, to
my deep sorrow, has frustrated it for
ever.

He, who is gone, was onec of the very
Kindest friends I possesscd, and yet he was
not kinder perhaps to me, than to others.
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would, I truly believe, have done the
spared—but he was of too sensitive a na-
ture—and thus he was destroyed! One
story he completed, and that is to me now
the most pathetic story in existence !
~ The poet here alluded to is, we
conjecture, the late Mr. John Keats.
We feel tempted to say something
on that point; but it will, perhaps,
afford us matter for a future p:l?er;
and it is altogether of too melancholy
a nature to be mixed up with the
consideration of any living writer.
We pass, therefore, without fur-
ther comment, to * The Garden of
Florence.”—This poem is founded on
one of the tales of Boccaccio, and is
simply the story of two young lovers,
¢« Pasquino and Simonida,” who are
foisoned successively by tasting some
eaves plucked from a bed of sage,
at the root of which lay an enormous
toad that infected the whole. The
lovers are sporting, on a summer
morning, in a garden near Florence ;
and Pasquino chews a leaf which
causes his instant death: Simonida
is overwhelmed with grief, and in
this state is carried before a magi
trate, by some persons who saw her
Jover fall. Being accused, she de-
_ nies the guilt of murdering Pasquino,
but is disbelieved by the populace,
who are anxious (as usual) for sum-
inary justice. The magistrate, how-
ever, has some pity for her, and
some faith in her distress; and the
inquisitien is adjourned to the place
aebere Pas uinlcl» shbodayl lies. Here
r girl tells her tale again ; and
in sK:owing the manner of her lover’s
death, she casually chews another
leaf of the sage. The people send
up “ their most sweet voices” in
derision, and while they are shouting
she drops down dead before them.
The lovers are buried, and the poem
ends.—There i8 not much incident
here, asthe reader will see ; but the
tale is told gently and sorrowfully,
and is not decked out with too much
ambition. Mr. Hamilton has wisely
left Boccaccio’s simslicity to work its
effect on his reader's heart.—We
will quote one passage from this

, to show the very pleasant and -

delightful style in which it rums.
The extract refers to the period of
the first meeting of the lovers, (in
the ¢ Garden of Florence,”) after
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they are acquainted with each other’s

affection.

They met—and kiss'd a welcome.—The

) first morn

On which their lips seem’d for each other
born!

She lean’d withiri his arm, on that new day,
And look'd content to lean her life away !
Their eyes in warried lustre could not part,
But, lighted by the radiance of the heart,
Shone on other :—thus, — they idly

east
Their shadows on the laurels as they pass'd !
And sweet the laurel grew—that hallow’d

tree
With leaves that seem the leaves of song
to be,—
‘Which never loseth its 'y .
But looketh constant o the undaunted

And flowers were in that llent garden
gro
of plea'ummuﬂan and lustrous blow-

That did sarich the air on which they fod,
And far around a light and fragrance

spread.
The lofty foliage lent a tender gloom, .
Like that which doth through holy build-
ings come,—
‘Where, as adown the shafted xisles you
‘m{’ .
The very si seems to feel and pray 3—
Such—and so beautiful was that high
shade ! —
The stretching roses o’er the pathway

ylaz’d,
And shf(::" their