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most en.platically to our particular case. Over no nation does
the press hold a more absolute control than over the people of
Anmerica ; for the universal education of the poorest classes makes
every individual a reader. There is nothing published in England
on the subject of our country that does mot circulate through
every part of it. There is not a calumny dropped from English
pen, nor an unworthy sarcasm uttered by an English statesman,
that does pot go to blight good-will, and add to the mass of
latent resentment. Possessing, then, as Ingland does, the
fountain-head whence the literature of the language flows, how
completely is it in her power, and how truly is it Ler duty, to
make it -the medium of amiable and magnanimous fecling—a
stream where the two nations might meet together and drink in
peace and kindness. Should she, however, persist in turning it
to waters of bitterness, the time may come when she may repent
her folly. The present friendship of America may be of but little
moment to her, but the future destinies of that country do not
admit of a doubt; over those of England there lower some
shadows of uncertainty. Should, then, a day of gloom arrive;
should those reverses overtake her from which the proudest em-
pires have not been exempt, she may look back with regret at
her infatuation, in repulsing' from her-side a‘nation' 'she might
have grappled to her bosom, and thus destroying her only chance
for real friendship beyond the boundaries of her own dominions.
There is'a gencral impression in England, that the people of
the United States are inimical to the parent country. It is one
of the errors which have been diligently propagated by designing
writers. There is, doubtless, considerable political hostility, and
a general sorencss at the illiberality of the English press; but,
generally speaking, the prepossessions of the people are strongly
in favour of England. Indeed, at one time, they amounted, in
many parts of the Union, to an absurd degree of bigotry. The
bare name of Englishman was a passport to the confidence and
hospitality of every family, and too often gave a transient cur-
rency to the worthless and the ungrateful.  Throughout the
country there was something of enthusiasm connected with the
idea of England. We looked to it with a hallowed feeling of
tenderness and veneration, as the land of our forefathers—the
august repository of the monuments and antiquities of our race—
the birthplace and mausoleum of the sages and heroes of our
paternal history. After our own country, there was none ic
whose glory we more delighted—none whose good opinion we
were more anxious to possess—none towards which our hearts
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yearned with such throbbings of warm consanguinity. Even
during the late war, whenever there was the least opportunity
for kind feelings to spring forth, it was the delight of the gene-
rous spirits of our country to show that, in the midst of hostilities,
they still kept alive the sparks of future friendship.

Is all this to be at an end 2 Ts this golden band of kindred
sympathies, so rare between nations, to be broken for ever?
Perhaps it is for the best—it may dispel an illusion which might
bave kept us in mental vassalage ; which might have interfered
occasionally with our true interests, and prevented the growth of
proper national pride. Dut it is hard to give up the kindred
tie ! and there are feelings dearer than interest—closer to the
heart than pride—that will still make us cast back a look of
regret, as we wander farther and farther from the paternal roof,
and lament the waywardness of the parent that would repel the
affections of the child.

Short-sighted and injudicious, however, as the conduct of Ing-
land_may be in this system of aspersion, recrimination on our
part would be equally ill-judged. I speak not of a prompt and
spirited vindication of our country, nor the keenest castigation of
her slanderers—but I'allude to a disposition to retaliate in kind ;
to rotort sarcasm, and inspire prejudice; which scems to be
spreading widely among our writers. ~Let us guard particularly
against isuch a temper, for it would double the cvil instead of
redressing the wrong. Nothing is so easy and inviting as the
retort of abuse and sarcasm ; but it is a paltry and an unpro-
fitable contest. It is the alternative of a morbid mind, fretted
into petulance, rather than warmed into indignation. If England
is willing to permit the mean jealousies of trade, or the ran~
corous auimosities of politics, to deprave the integrity of her
press, and poison the fountain of public opinion, let us beware of
her example. She may deem it lier interest to diffuse error, and
engender antipathy, for the purpose of checking cmigration ; we
have no purpose of the kind to serve. Neither have we any
spirit of national jealousy to gratify—for as yet, in all our rival-
ships with England, we are the rising and the gaining party.
There can be no end to answer, thercfore, but the gratification of
resentment—a mere spirit of retaliation; and even that is impo-
tent. Our retorts are never republished in England ; they fall
ghort, therefore, of their aim; but they foster a querulous and
peevish temper among our writers; they sour the sweet flow of
our early literature, and sow thorns and brambles among its
blossoms. What is still worse, they circulate through ouz own
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country, and, as fur as they have effect, excite virulent national
prejudices.  This last is the evil most especially to be deprecated.
Governed, as we are, entirely by public opinion, the utmost care
should be taken to preserve the purity of the public mind.
Knowledge is power, and truth is knowledge ; whoever, therc-
fore, knowingly propagates a prejudice, wilfully saps the founda
tion of his country’s strength.

The members of a rcpublic, above all other men, should be
candid and dispassionate. They are, individually, portions of
the sovereign mind and sovereign will, and should be enabled te
come to all questions of national concern with calm and unbiassed
judgments. From the peculiar nature of our relations with Eng-
land, we must have more frequent questions of a difficult and
delicate character with her than with any other nation ; questions
that affect the most acute and excitable feelings; and as, in the
adjusting of these, our national measures must ultimately be
determined by popular sentiment, we cannot be too anxiously
attentive to purify it from all latent passion or prepossession.

Opening, too, as we do, an asylum for strangers from every
portion of the.earth, we should receive all with impartiality. It
should be our pride to exhibit an example of one nation, at least,
destitute of national antipathies, and'exercising mot merely the
overt acts of hospitality, but'those more rire and noble courtesies
which spring from liberality of opinion.

What have|we to do with national prejudices? They are the
inveterate diseases of old countries, contracted in rude and igno-
rant ages, when nations knew but little of each other, and looked
beyond their own boundaries with distrust and hostility. We,
on the contrary, have sprung into national existence in ar
enlightened and philosophic age, when the different parts of the
habitable world, and the various branches of the human family,
have been indefatigably studied and made known to each other;
and we forego the advantages of our birth, if we do not shake
ofl' the national prejudices, as we would the local superstitions of
the old world.

But, above all, let us not be influenced by any angry feelings,
g0 far as to shut our eyes to the perception of what is really
- excellent and amiable in the English character. Wearea young
¢ people, necessarily an imitative one, and must take our examples
i and models, In a great degree, from the existing nations of
Europe. There is no country more worthy of our study than
England. The spirit of her constitution is most analogous to
ours. The manners of her people—their intellectual activity—
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their freedom of opinion—their habits of thinking on those sub-
jects which concern the dearest interests and most sacred charities
of private life, are all congenial to the American character ; and,
in fact, are all intrinsically excellent; for it is in the moral
feeling of the people that the deep foundations of British pros-
perity are laid; and however the superstructure may be time-
worn, or overrun by abuses, there must be something solid in the
basis, admirable in the materials, and stable in the structure of
an edifice, that so long has towered unshaken amidst the tempests
of the world.

Let it be the pride of our writers, therefore, discarding all
feelings of irritation, and disdaining to retaliate the illiberality of
British authors, to speak of the English nation without prejudice,
and with determined candour. While they rebuke the indis-
criminating bigotry with which some of our countrymen admire
and imitate everything English, merely because it is Lnglish, let
them frankly point out what is really worthy of approbation.
We may thus place England before us as a perpetual volume of
reference, wherein are rceorded sound deductions from ages of
experience; and while we avoid the errors and absurdities which
may have crept into the page, we may draw thenee  golden
maxims of practical; wisdom, wherewith to strengthen and to
embellish our national character.

RURAL LIFE IN ENGLAND

Oh ! friendly to the best pursuits of man,
Friendly to thought, to virtue, and to peace,
Domestic life in rural pleasures past!—CoWPER.

TaE stranger who would form a correct opinion of the English
character, must not confine his observations to the metropolis.
He must go forth into the country ; he must sojourn in villages
and hamlets ; he must visit castles, villas, farm-houscs, cottages;
he must wander through parks and gardens ; along hedges and
green lanes; he must loiter about country churches ; attend
wakes and fairs, and other rural festivals; and cope with the
people in all their conditions, and all their habits and humours.

In some countries the large cities absorb the wealth and
fashion of the nation ; they are the only fixed abodes of elegant
and intelligent sosiety, and the country is inhabited almost en-
tirely by boorish peasantry. In England, on the contrary, the
metropolis is a mere gathering-place, or general rendezvous of the
polite classes, where they devote a small portion of the year to 8
hurry of gaicty and dissipation, and having indulged this kind of




RURAL LIFE IN ENGLAND. 43

zarnival, return again to the apparently more congenial habits of

rural life. The various orders of society are therefore diffused

over the whole surface of the kingdom, and the most retired

neighbourhoods afford specimens of the different ranks.

The English, in fact, are strongly gifted with the rural feeling.

They possess a quick sensibility to the beauties of nature, and 2

keen relish for the pleasures and employments of the country.

This passion seems inherent in them. Iiven the inhabitants of

cities, born and brought up among brick walls and bustling

streets, enter with facility into rural habits, and evinee a tact for

rural oceupation. The merchant has his snug retreat in the

vicinity of the metropolis, where he often displays as much pride

and zeal in the cultivation of his flower-garden, and the maturing

of his fruits, as he does in the conduet of his business and the

suceess of a commercial enterprise.  Even those less fortunate

individuals, who are doomed to pass their lives in the midst of

din and traffic, contrive to have something that shall remind them
of the green aspect of nature. In the most dark and dingy
quarters of the city, the drawing-room window resembles fre-
quently-a bank of flowers; every spot capable of vegetation has
its grass-plot.and flower-bed ;. and every square its mimic park,
laid out with picturesque taste, and gleaming “with “refreshing
verdure.

Those who see the Englishman only in town are apt to form
an unfavourable opinion of his social character. He is either
absorbed in business, or distracted by the thousand engagements
that dissipate time, thought, and feeling, in this huge metropolis.
He has, therefore, tco commonly a look of hurry and abstraction.
Wherever he happens to be, he is on the point of going some-
where else ; at the moment he is talking on one subject, his mind
is wandering to another ; and while paying a friendly visit, he is
calenlating how Le shall economize time so as to pay the other
% visits allotted in the morning. An immense metropolis, like
" London, is calculated to make men sclfish and uninteresting.  In
. . their casual and transient meetings they can but deal briefly in
© commonplaces. They present but the cold superficies of cha-
. racter—its rich and genial qualities have no time to be warmed
E- into a flow.

). It is in the country that the Englishman gives scope to his
il natural feelings. He breaks loose gladly from the cold formali-
fl tics and negative civilities of town ; throws off his habits of shy
reserve, and becomes joyous and free-hearted. Ile manages to
collect round him all the conveniences and elegancics of polite
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life, ard to banish its restraints. 11is country-seat abounds with
every requisite, either for studious retirement, tasteful gratifico-
tion, or rural exercise. Books, paintings, music, horses, dogs,
and sporting implements of all kinds, are at hand. e puts no
constraint either upon his guests or himself, but in the true spirit
of hospitality provides the means of enjoyment, and leaves every
one to partake according to his inclination.

The taste of the English in the cultivation of land, and in what
is called landscape gardening, is unrivalled. They have studied
nature intently, and discover an exquisite sense of ler beautiful
forms and harmonious combinations. Those charms, which in
other countrics she lavishes in wild solitudes, are here assembled
round the haunts of domestic life. They scem to lave caught
her coy and furtive graces, and spread them, like witchery, about
their rural abodes.

Nothing can be more imposing than the magnificence of English
park scenery. Vast lawns that extend like shects of vivid green,
with here and there clumps of gigantic trces, heaping up rich
piles of foliage : the solemn pomp of groves and woodland glades,
with the 'deer trooping in silent herds across them; the bare,
bounding away to the covert ; ‘or the pheasant, suddenly bursting
upon the wing : thie brook, taught to wind, in natural meander-
ings, or expand into a glassy lake : the sequestered pool, reflecting
the quivering trees, with the yellow leaf slecping on its bosom,
and the trout roaming fearlessly about its limpid waters, while
some rustic temple or sylvan statue, grown green and dank with
age, gives an air of classic sanctity to the seclusion.

These are but a few of the features of park scenery ; but what
most delights me, is the creative talent with which the English
decorate the unostentatious abodes of middle life. Tho rudest
habitation, the most unpromising and scanty portion of land, in
the hands of an Englishman of taste, becomes a little paradise
With a nicely discriminating eye, he seizes at once upon ils
capabilities, and pictures in his mind the future landscape. The
sterile spot grows into loveliness under hLis hand; and yet the
operations of art which produce the effect are scarcely to be per-
ceived. The cherishing and training of some trees; the cauntious
pruning of others ; the nice distribution of flowers and plants of
tender and graceful foliage ; the introduction of a green slope of
velvet turf ; the partial opening to a peep of blue distance. or
silver gleam f water: all these are managed with a delicate
tact, a pervading yet quiet assiduity, like the magic touchings
with whick a painter finishes up a favourite picture.
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The residence of people of fortune and refinement in the
country has diffused a degree of taste and clegance in rural
economy, that descends to the lowest class.  The very labourer,
with his thatched cottage and narrow slip of ground, attends to
their embellishment. The trim hedge, the grass-plot before the
door, the little flower-bed bordered with snug box, the woodbine
trained up against the wall, and hanging its blossoms about the
lattice, the pot of flowers in the window, the holly, providentially
planted about the house, to cheat winter of its dreariness, and to
throw in a semblance of green summer to cheer the fireside: all
these bespeak the influence of taste, flowing down from high
sources, and pervading the lowest levels of the public mind. If
ever Love, as poets sing, delights to visit a cottage, it must be
the cottage of an English peasant.

The fondness for rural life among the higher classes of the
English has had 2 great and salutary eflect upon the national
character. I do not know a finer race of men than the English
gentlemen.  Instead of the softness and effeminacy which cha-
racterize the men of rank in most countries, they exhibit a union
of elegance and strength, a robustness of frame and freshness of
complexion, whiclt I aminclined to_attribute to their living so
much in the open air, and pursuing so eagerly the invigorating
recreations of the country.’ ‘These hardy exercises' produce also
a_healthful tone of mind and spirits, and a manliness and sim-
plicity of ‘'manners, which even the follies and dissipations of the
town cannot casily pervert, and can never eutirely destroy. In the
country, too, the different orders of society seem to approach more
freely, to be more disposed to blend and operate favourably upon
cach other. The distinctions between them do not appear to be
50 marked and impassable as in the cities. The manner in
which property has been distributed into small estates and farms
B Las established a regular gradation from the nobleman, through
% the classes of gentry, small landed proprictors, and substantial
farmers, down to the labouring peasantry ; and while it has thus
banded the extremcs of society together, has infused into cach
intermediate rank a spirit of independence. This, it must be
. confessed, is not so universally the casc at present as it was
. formerly ; the larger estates having, in late years of distress,
g absorbed the smaller ; and, in some parts of the country, alimost
E annihilated the sturdy race of small farmers. These, however,
f 1 believe, are but casual breaks in the general system I have
mentioned.

In rural occupation there is nothing mean and debasing. It
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leads a man forth among scenes of natural grandeur and beauty ;
it leaves him to the workings of his own mind, operated upon by
the purest and most elevating of external influences. Such a
man may be simple and rough, but he cannot be vulgar. The
man of refinement, therefore, finds nothing revolting in an inter-
course with the lower orders in rural life, as Le does when he
casually mingles with the lower orders of cities. He lays aside
his distance and reserve, and is glad to waive the distinctions of
rank, and to enter into the honest, hLeartfelt enjoyments of com-
mon life. Indeed, the very amusements of the country bring
men more and more together ; and the sound of hound and horn
blend all feelings iuto harmony. I believe this is one great
reason why the nobility and gentry are more popular among the
inferior orders in England than they are in any other country ;
and why the latter have endured so many excessive pressures
and extremities, without repining more generally at the unequal
distribution of fortune and privilege.

To this mingling of cultivated and rustie society may also be
attributed the rural feeling that runs through British literature;
the frequent use of illustrations from rural life; those incom-
parable descriptions of nature that abound in the British poets,
that have coutinued;down from r“the Flower and the Leaf” of
Chaucer, and have brought into our closets all the freshness and
fragrance of the dewy landscape. The pastoral writers of other
countries appear as if they had paid nature an occasional visit,
and become acquainted with her general charms; but the
Dritish poets have lived and revelled with her—they have
wooed her in her most secret haunts—they have watched her
minutest caprices. A spray could not tremble in the bLreeze—
a leaf could not rustle to the ground—a diamond drop could not
patter in the stream—a fragrance could not exhale from the
humble violet, nor a daisy unfold its crimson tints to the morn-
ing, but it has been noticed by these impassioned and delicate
observers, and wrought up into some beautiful morality.

The effect of this devotion of elegant minds to rural occu-
pations has been wonderful on the face of the country. A great
part of the island is rather level, and would be monotonous, were
1t not for the charms of culture: but it is studded and gewmed,
as it were, with castles and palaces, and embroidered with parks
and gardens. It does not abound in grand and sublime pro-
spects, but rather in little home scenes of rural repose and
sheltered quict. Every antique farm-house and moss-grown
cottage is a picture; and as the roads are continually winding.
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and the view is shut in by groves and ledges, the eye is
delighted by a continual succession of small landscapes of cap-
tivating loveliness. '

The great charm, however, of English scenery is the moral
feeling that scems to pervade it. It is associated in the mind
with ideas of order, of quiet, of sober, well-established prin-
ciples, of hoary usage and reverend custom. Everything scems
to be the growth of ages of regular and peaceful existence. The
old church of remote architecture, with its low, massive portal,
its Gothic tower, its windows rich with tracery and painted glass,
in serupulous preservation, its stately monuments of warriors and
worthies of the olden time, ancestors of the present lords of the
soil ; its tombstones, recording successive generations of sturdy
yeomanry, whose progeny still plough the same fields, and kneel at
the same altar—the parsonage, a quaint, irregular pile, partly
antiquated, but repaired and altered in the tastes of various ages
and occupants—the stile and footpath leading from the church-
yard, across pleasant fields, and along shady hedge-rows, accord-
ing to an immemorial right of way—the neighbouring village,
with its vencrable cottages, its public green sheltered by trees,
under which the forefathers 'of the present race have sported——
the antique family mansion, standing apart-in some little rural
domain, but looking down with a protecting air on the surround-,
ing-scener all these common features of English landscape evince
a'calm and settled security, and hereditary transmission of home-
bred virtues and local attachments, that speak deeply and touch-
ingly for the moral character of the nation.

It is a pleasing sight of a Sunday morning, when the bell is
sending its sober melody across the quiet fields, to behold the
peasantry in their best finery, with ruddy faces and modest
cheerfulness, thronging tranquilly along the green lanes to
church ; but it is still more pleasing to see them in the evenings,
# gathering about their cottage doors, and appearing to exult in
- the humble comforts and embelliskments which their own hands
have spread around them.

It is this sweet home-feeling, this settled repose of affection in
tl}e domestic scene, that is, after all, the parent of the steadiest
virtues and purest enjoyments ; and I eanuot close these desultory
remarks better than by quoting the words of a modern English
poet, who has depicted it with remarkable felicity :—

rough each gradation, from the castled hall,
The city dome, the villa crowned with shade,
But ciiief fromi modest mansions numberlesa,
In town or hawmlet, shelt’ring middle Life
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jDown to the cottaged vale, and atraw-roof'd ahedc .
' 'This western isle hath long been famed for scenes
- Where bliss démestic finds a‘dwelling-place ;,

- Domestic bliss, that, like'a harmless dove, .

% (Honour and sweet endearment keepmg guard,
Jan centre in a little quiet nest .

11 that desire would 3, for through the earth:
That can; the world eluding, be itself . -
« A world enjoyed ; that wants no witnesses:
. But its own ahnrers, and approving heaven';
.'That, like a flower deep hid in rocky cleft, ... .
._xSmxles, though ’tu looking only at the sky.

' THE BROKEN 'HEART,

¢ I never heard
Of any true nﬂ'cctxon but ’twas nipt - .

‘With care, that, like 'the caterpillar, eats . i S

;' The leaves of the spring’s sweetcst book—the toge.-Mmm.Hon. 32

Ir is a common practice with those who have éutlived the suse’
“ceptibility- of - early feeling, or have been brought up.in the gay
heartlessness of dissipated. hfe, to laugh at all love stories, and:.to
treat the.tales of romantic passion as mere fictions of novelists and
poets. .. My observations .on. human nature have induced me to
think ‘otherwise.. * They have convinced me, that however the
surface of the character. may be.chilled and frozen by the cares of
the world, or cultivated info mere smiles by the: arts of society;
still there are dormant_fires lurking in the depths of -the coldest
bosom, which, when, once enkmdled ‘become 1mpetuous, and are
sometimes, desola.tmg in their effects. - Indeed, I am a true,
believer in the blind deity, and go to the full extent of his doctrines.”
" Shall T confess. it ?—I believe in broken hearts, and the. possxblhty
of dying of disappointed love. I do not, however, consider it a -
‘malady often. fatal to my own, sex; but I firmly believe that it
" withers down many a lovely woman into an early grave.
~-'-:Man is the creature of interest and ambition.” His nature leads
him forth into the struggle and bustle of the world. Love is but
the émbellishment of his early life, or a .song piped in the inter~
wvals of the acts. . -He seeks for fame, for fortune, for space-in the
.world’s . thought, and . dominion over his fellow-men. . But a
~woman’s ‘whole life is a history of the affections. The heart is
- her world : it is there her ambition strives for empire ; ‘it is there
~ her. avarice seeks for hidden treasures. She sends forth her sym--
pathies on adventure ; she embarks her whole soul in the traffic
_of affection ;. and if shlpwrecked her case is hopeless—for it is a
.ban'kruptcy "of the Heart:"s i v
*« To a man the disappointment. of love may occa.snon some bxtter
* From a Poem on thu Deaﬂ" of the Prmceu Ohn.ﬂotte by the Reverend Rann Kene

' nedy, . A.M,
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: B THE ‘BROKEN- HEART. " T AT
* pangs§: it..wounds .somo  feelings: of  tenderness—it blasts some :
.. prospects of felicity.; ‘but he.is an active being—he may dissipate.- *
. hig thoughts  in.the whirl of varied “occupation, or may plunge: :
. into a tide of pleasure ; or, if the scene of disappointment be'too ~
‘i full ,of painful associations, he-can shift -Lis abode at will, and.. - ..
.- taking as it were the wings of the morning, can, ¢ fly to the'utter-+" . . =
. most parts of the earth, and be at reést.” - TR TE AN T
" But woman’s is comparatively a fixed, a secluded, and meditative -
. life. 2 She, is more. the companion of her own thoughts.and feel-
ings; and if they are turned 1o ministers of sorrow, where shall she
look for. consolation ? .. Her lot is to be wooed and won ;. and if
- unhappy-in her love, her heart is like some fortress that has been
captured, and sacked, and abandoned, and left desolate.
"', How many bright eyes grow dim—how many soft cheeks grow...
. pale—how. many lovely forms fade away into the tomb, and none .
® scan tell..the. cause that blighted their loveliness! .. As the dove
- will clagp its wings to its side, and cover and conceal the arrow:
:that is preying on its vitals, so'is it the nature cf woman to. hide
.- from the world the pangs of wounded affection. .The love of a
* delicate female is always shy and silent.  Evén when fortunate,.
7 §he-scarcé]y=breathes it to herself ; but when otherwise, she buries.
~ /1t in the recesses of her bosom, and there lets it cower and brood -
.- among the ruins of her peace. "With her the desire of the heart
- has. failed, . The. great charm of existence is at an end. She
. neglects' all the cheerful exercises which gladden the spirits,
-+ quicken the pulses, and send the tide of life in healthful currents
- throngh the veins.. Her rest is broken—the sweet refreshment, -
~of gleep is. poisoned by melancholy dreams— dry sorrow drinks
. her, blood,” until her enfeebled frame sinks under the slightest
. &xternal injury.  Look for ler, after a little while, and you find -
" friendship weeping over her untimely grave, and wondering that
--.ome, who, but: lately glowed with all the radiance of health and,
beauty, should so speedily be brought down to * darkness and the
worm,”.. - 'You will be told of some wintry chill, some casual in-
- disposition, that laid her low ;—but no one knows of the mental,
.- malady which previously sapped her strength, and made her so
ieasy a prey to the spoiler. '
o +: She is like some tender tree, the pride and beauty of the
grove; graceful in its form, bright in its foliage, but with the
_* . worm preying at its heart. We find it suddenly withering, when
© it should be most fresh and luxuriant. We see it drooping its
branches to the earth, and shedding leaf by leaf, until, waste
gk S -
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“and-perished away, it falls even' in the stillness of the forest ; :and
“as:we muse over the:beautiful ruin, we strive in-vain' to-recollect
 the ‘blast or: thunderbolt that could have smitten it with decay: -

#:I:have seen ‘many-instances of: women:running to waste and
-self-neglect; and disappearing gradually. from' the earth, almost as
if they had-beén exhaled: to heaven ; and have-repeatedly fancied
‘that:I could -trace their death through the various declensions: of
: consumption, cold; debility, languor, melancholy, until I reached
the first:symptéms of disappointed love.  But an:instance of the
. kindwas lately-told to'me ; ‘the circumstances are well known:in
the country where they happened, and I shall but - give them: in
“the manner in which they were related. .- - A e
*:- Every one: must’recollect thetragical story of young E——,
the' Irish ‘patriot ;-it was: too -touching to be ‘soon forgotten.
During the: troubles in Ireland, he was tried, condemned, and
executed on a:charge of treason. - His fate made-a deep impres-
sion-on public sympathy. ~ He was so young—so intelligent—so
- generous—so brave—so everything that we are apt to like'in a
iyoung'man. ‘. His conduct under trial, too, was so lofty and in-
_trepid... The noble indignation with which he repelled the charge
“of treason against his country—the eloquent vindication of -his
name—and- his pathetic appeal to posterity, in the hopeless hour
:of condemnation—all ‘these “entered deeply into' every: generous
‘bosom;” and: eveni 'his enemies lamented ‘the stern policy that

il

" dictated his execution, ' - - T
-~ But there was one heart whose anguish it would be impossible
.’ to describe. ' 'In happier ‘days and fairer fortunes he had won the
. affections of a beautiful and interesting girl, the'daughter of a late
“: celebrated Irish barrister. *She loved him with: the disinterested
fervour of a woman’s-first and ‘early love. - ‘When every worldly
‘maxim arrayed itself against him ; when blasted in fortune, and
“ disgrice and dauger darkened around his name, she loved him the
~more - ardently for his very sufferings, If, then, his fate could
-awaken the sympathy even of his foes, what must have been the
“agony of her, whose whole soul was occupied by his image! Let
those tell ‘who have had the.portals of the tomb suddenly closed
.. between ‘them and the being they most loved on earth—iwho
' have sat at . its threshold, as one shut out in a cold and. lonely
~ world, whence all that was most lovely and loving had departed.
'But :then "the horrors of such a grave! so- frightful, .so dis-
honoured !" there was nothing for memory to dwell on that could
.+ 'soothe the pang of separation—none of those tender though melan-
“choly circumstances, which endear the parting scene~—nothing to

fyrgaes
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melt sorrow uto those blessed tears, sent like the dews of heaven
to revive the heart in the parting hour of anguish.

To render her widowed sitnation more desolate, she had in-
eurred ler father’s displeasure Ly her unfortunate attachment,
and was an exile from the paternal roof. But eould the sym-
pathy and kind oftices of friends have reaclied a spirit so shocked
and driven in by horror, she would have experienced no want of
consolation, for the Irish are a people of quick and gencrous
sensibilities.  The most delicate and cherishing attentions were
paid her by families of wealth and distinction. She was led into
society, and they tried by all kinds of ocenpation and ammsement
to dissipate her grief, and wean her from the tragical story of her
¢ love.  But it was all in vain. There are some strokes of calamity
" which seathe and scorch the sonl—which penetrate to the vital
scab of happiness—aund blast it, never again to put forth bud or
blossom. She never objccted to frequent the haunts of pleasure,
but wasas much alone there as in the depths of solitude ; walking
about in a sad reverie, apparently unconscious of the world around
her. She carried with her an inward woe that mocked at all the
- blandishwents of friendship, and “heeded not the song of the

charmer, charm he never so wiscly.”

The personwho told me her story had seen lier at 'a mas
querade.  There can e aio jexhibition of far-gone wretchedness
more striking and painful than to meet in such a scene.  To find
it wandering like a spectre, lonely and joyless, where all around
§ gay—to sec 1t dressed out in the trappings of mirth, and looking
b0 wan and woe-begone, as if it had tried in vain to cheat the poor
dieart into a momentary forgetfulness of sorrow. After strolling
through the splendid rooms and giddy erowd with an air of utter
# Rbstraction, she sat herself down on the steps of an orchestra, and,
- dooking about for some time with a vacant air, that showed her

fhsensibility to the garish scene, she began, with the capricious-

mess of a sickly heart, to warble a little plaintive air. She had
an exquisite voice ; but on this occasion it was so simple, so
touching, it breathed forth such a soul of wretchedness, that she
drew a crowd mute and silent around her, and melted every one
into tears.

The story of one so true and tender eould not but excite great
interest in a country remarkable for enthusiasm.

It completely

. won the heart of a brave officer, who paid his addresses o her,
and thought that one so trne to the dead could not but prove
ectionate to the living. She declined his attentions, for her

E 2
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thoughts were _irrevocably engrossed by tle memory of liet
former lover. e, however, persisted in his suit. Ile solicited
wot her tenderness, but her estcem, Ile was assisted by lier con-
viction of his worth, and her sense of her own destitute and
dependent situation, for she was existing on the kindness of
friends. In a word, he at length succeeded in gaining her Land,
though with the solemn assurance that her licart was unalterably
another’s.

He took her with him to Sicily, hoping that a change of scene
might wear out tiu¢ remembrance of carly woes. She was an
amiuble and exemplary wife, and made an cffort to be a happy
one ; but nothing could cure the silent and devourines melancholy
that had entered into her very soul. She wasted away in a
slow, but hopeless decline, and at length sunk into the grave,
the victim of a broken heart.

It was on her that Moore, the distinguished Irish poet. com-
posed the following lines :—

She is far from the land where her young hero sleeps,
And lovers around her are sighing:

But caldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps,
For her heart in his grave is lying.

She sings the wild sones of her dear native plains,
Eivery note which) e loved awaking—

Ah! Jittle they think, who delight in her atrains,
How the heart of the aninstrel is breaking!

He had lived for his love, for his country ke died—
‘They were all that to life had entwined him—

Ner soon shall the tears of his eountry be dried,
Nor long will his love stay hehind him t

Oh! make her a grave where the sunheams rest,
When they promise a glorions morrow 5

They'll shine o’er her s'ecp, like a smile frim the west,
From her own loved islund of sorrow |

TIE ART OF BOOK-MAKING.

1f that severe doom of Synesius he true—*' It is a greater offence to steal dead wen'n
lubiour than their clothes,”” —what shall become of most writers >—BorToN’s ANATOMY

oF MELANCHOLY.

T nave often wondered at the extreme fecundity of the press
and how it comes to pass that so many heads, on which natur
seemed to have inflicted the enrse of barrenness, should teem
with voluminous productions. As o man travels on, however
in the journey of life, his objects of wonder daily diminish, and
he is eontinually finding out some very simple cause for somt
ereat matter of marvel. Thus lave T chanced, in my peregTi-
nations abont this sreat metropolis, to Dlunder upon a scene whicl
unfolded to me same of the mysteries of the book-making craft.
wiid at once put an end to my astonishment.

o
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T was one summer’s day loitering through the great saloons of
the British Muscum, with that listlessness with which one 1s apt
to saunter about a museum in warm weather ; sometimes lolling
over the glass cases of minerals, sometimes studying the hiero-
glyphics on an Egyptian mummy, and sometimes trying, with
nearly equal success, to comprehend the allegorical puir.ings on
the lofty ccilings.  Whilst I was gazing about in this idle way,
my attention was attracted to a distant door, at the end n.f a suite
of apartments. It was elosed, hut every now and then it wuu!d
open, and some strange-favoured Dbeing, generally clutlu:‘«] in
black, would steal forth, and glide through the rooms, without
noticing any of the surrounding objects.  There was an ai of
mystery about this that piqued my languid 'Clll'llislly, and T
determined to attempt the passage of that strait, anl to explore
the unkunown regions beyond.  The door yiclded to my hand,
with that facility with which the portals of enchanted (‘:1:St14‘3
yicld to the adventurous knight-crrant. T found mysell in a
spacious chamber, surrounded with great cases of \.'cncml;]c
books.  Above the cases, and just under the corniee, were
arranged-a. great, number of black-looking portraits of ancient
authors.  About the room were placed long tables, with stands
for reading and' writing, at which sat many pale, Etll.(li(llls per-
sonages, poring intently-over-dusty volumes, rummaging among
mouldy manuseripts, and taking copious notes of their contents.
A hushed ' stillness' reigned through this mysterious apartment,
excepting that you might hear the racing of pens over sheets
of paper, or occasionally, the deep sigh of one of these sages,
as hie shifted his position to turn over the page of an old folio;
doubtless arising from that Lollowness and flatuleney incident to
learned reseurch. .

Now and then one of these personages would write something
on a small slip of paper, and ring a bell, whereupon a familiar
would appear, take the paper in profound silence, glide out of
the room, and return shortly loaded with pondrous tomes, upon
which the other would fall tooth and nail with famished voracity.
I bad no longer a doubt that I had happened upon a body of
magi, deeply engaged in the study of occult sciences.  The scene
reminded me of an old Arabian tale, of a philosopher shut up in
an enchanted library, in the bosom of & mountain, whick vpened
anly once a year; where e made the spirits of the place bring
him books of all kinds of dark knowledese, so that at the end of
the year, when the magic portal onee more swung open ou its
hinges, he issued forth so versed in forbidden lore, as to be able
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to soar above the heads of the multitude, and to control the powers
of nature.’

My curiosity being now fully aroused, I whispered to one of
the familiars, as he was about to lenve the room, and begged an
interpretation of the strange scene before me. A few words were
sufficient for the purpose. I found that these mysterious per-
sonages, whom I had mistaken for magi, were principally authors,
aund in the very act of manufacturing books. I was, in faet, in
the reading-room of the great British Library—an immense col-
lection of volumes of all ages and languages, many of which are
now forgotten, and most of which are scldom read: one of these
sequostered pools of obsolete literature, to which modern authors
repair, and draw buckets full of classic lore, or “ pure English,
undefiled,” wherewith to swell their own scanty rills of thought.

Being now in possession of the secret, 1 sat down in a corner,
and watched the process of this book manufactory. I noticed
one lean, bilious-looking wight, who sought none but the most
worm-caten volumes, printed in black-letter.  He was evidently
constructing some work of profound erudition, that would be
purchased by every man who wished to be thought learned,
placed upon a conspicuous'shelfof his Tibrary, or Inid open upon
his table, but never read.” I lobserved (him, now and then, draw
a large fragment of biseuit ont of his pocket, and gnaw ; whether
it 'was ‘dinner, or whether lie was endeavouring to keep off that
exhaustion of the stomach produced by much pondering over dry
works, 1 leave to harder students than myself to determine.

There was one dapper little gentleman in lright-coloured
clothes, with a chirping, gossiping expression of countenance,
who had all the appearance of an author on good tering with his
bookseller.  After cousidering him attentively, I recoenized in
him a diligent getter-up of miscellancous works, which bustled
off well with the trade. I was curious to see how Lie manyfac-
turcd his wares. ITe made more stir and show of business than
any of the others ; dipping into varions hooks, fluttering over the
leaves of manuscripts, taking a morscl out of one, a morsel out of
another, “ line upon line, precept upon precept, here a little and
there a little.”  The contents of his hook scemed to e as hetero-
gencous as those of the witches” caldron in Macheth, It was
here a finger and there a thumb, toc of frog and blind-worm’s
sting, with his own gossip poured in like “baboon’s bloud,” to
make the medley “slab and good.” -

After all, thought I, may not this pilfering disposition e
implanted in authors for wise purposes : may it not be the way
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in which Providence has taken care that the sceds of knowiedye
and wisdom shall bo preserved from age to age, in spite of the
inevitable decay of the works in which they were first produced ¢
We see that nature Las wisely, though whimsically, providel for
the conveyunce of sceds from clime to clime, in the maws of cer-
tain birds; so that animals which, in themselves, are little bLetter
than carrion, and apparently the lawless plunderers of the orehard
and the cornfield, are, in fact, nature’s carriers, to disperse and
perpetuate her blessings.  In like manner, the Leauties and fine
thoughts of ancient and obsvlete authors are caught up by these
flights of predatory writers, and cast forth again to Hourish and
bear fruit in o remote and distant tract of time.  Many of their
works, also, undergo a kind of metempsychosis, and spring up
under new forms. What was formerly a ponderous history,
revives in the shape of a romance—an old legend changes into a
modern play—and a sober philosophical treatise furnishes tho
body for a whole series of bouncing and sparkling essays. Thus
it is.in the clearing of our American woodlands; where we burn
down a forest of stately pines, a progeny of dwarf oaks start up
in‘their place j.and we never sce the prostrate trunk of a tree
mouldering futo soil, but it gives birtleto a whole tribe of fungi.

Let us not; then, lament over, the decay and oblivion mto
which ancient writers descend; "they do "but “submit'to the great
law- of nature; which declares that all sublunary shapes of matter
shall be limited in their duration, but which decrees, also, that
their elements shall never perish.  Generation after generation,
both in animal and vegetable life, passes away, but the vital
principle is transmitted to posterity, and the species eontinue to
flourish. Thus, also, do authors beget authors, and having pro-
duced a numerous progeny, in a good old age they sleep with
their fathers, that is to say, with the authors who preceded them,
and from whom they had stolen.

AWhilst I was indulging in these rambling fancies, I had leaned
my head against a pile of reverend folios. Whetherit was owing
to the soporific emanations from these works ; or to the profound
quiet of the room ; or to the lassitude arising from much wan-
dering ; or to an unlucky habit of napping at improper times aud
places, with which I am grievously alllicted—so it was, that [
fell i.nto a doze.  Still, however, my imaginuation continned busy,
'.m(.l indeed the SAIe scenc remained before my mind’s eye, only
a little changed in some of the details. I dreamt that the cham-
ber was still decorated with the portraits of ancient anthors, but
that the number was inereased.  The long tables had disappeared, ,
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:and, in place iof the.sage magi, I ‘beheld -a ragged; threadbare
. throng, such.as may;be seen plying about:the great repository of
cast-off clothes, . Monmouth-street. .. Whenever . they seized. upon
--bopk,..by: one .of :those.. incongruities:. common : to . dreams;
.methought. 1t turned into a’ garment of foreign or antique fashion®
with which they proceeded to equip themselves. ;" I noticed, bow-
ver,. that no one pretended to: clothe himself from any particular -
:snit,.but: took a 'sleeve from  one, a cape from: another, a skirt
.from a third, thus; decking . himself out piecemeal, while some of
Jhis original rags would peep out from among his borrowed finery.
.. There was a portly, rosy, well-fed parson,. whom I observed
;ogling several ‘mouldy polemical writers. through an eye-glass.
He .soon' contrived to slip on the voluminous mantle of one of
- the.old fathers, and, having purloined the gray beard of another,
.endeavoured to look ‘exceedingly wise; but,the smirking com-
.monplace, of his.countenance set at -naught all thé trappings of
wisdom. ;' One sickly-looking gentleman was busied embroidering
.very flimsy garment with gold. thread, drawn. out of: several
ld:court-dresses of the reign of. Queen Elizabeth.:. Another bad .
~trimmed thimself magnificently from an ‘illuminated. manuseript,
~had stuck‘a nosegay in his bosom, culled from ;% The Paradise of
. Daintie Devices,”: and, having put Sir Philip Sidney’s hat on one
iside of his head, strutted off with an exquisite air.of vulgar ele-
*.gance,; ;. A third, who was but of puny dimensions, had bolstered
‘himself out bravely with the spoils from several obscure tracts: of
.. philosophy,so.that he had ‘a.very imposing front ;. but he was
~::]amentably  tattered in rear, and I perceived that he had patched
. hig small-clothes with scraps of parchment from a Latin author... -
.. There were some well-dressed gentlemen, it is.true, who only
<helped themselves to a' gem or so, which sparkled among their
own ornaments, without eclipsing th?m..;Some, 100, - seemed 'to
contemplate. the costumes of the old writers, merely to.imbibe
stheir- principles. of. taste, and to catch. their air and spirit; but
.grieve. to say, that too many were apt to array themselves from
op.to:toe,:in the patchwork .manner I have mentioned.. I shall
- not omit’to speak of one genius, in drab breeches and gaiters,
~ “and.an;:Arcadian bat, who had a violent propensity to the pas-
< toraly but; whose .rural . wanderings. had been. confined - to the
©. = classic haunts of Primrose-hill, and the solitudes of the Regent’s-
" park.’. ‘He had decked himself in wreaths and ribands from. all
- the old pastoral poets, and, hanging his head on.one side, went
about with a .fantastical ; lack-a-daisical - air, . “babbling . about
~ green fields.”. :But'the personage that most struck my attention
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. was }a»pmgmmical old . gént-lema.ri,. in .clerical ;robes, with a
-7 remarkably large. and square, but bald head. . He entered the

*. room wheezing and puffing, elbowed his way through the throng, - - |

.« with a look -of sturdy self-confidence, and, hawing laid hands
- .upon a, thick Greek quarto, clapped it upon his head, and swept . .
‘majestically away in a formidable frizzled wig. . . ¢ oo
~#ia:In the -height of .this literary masquerade, a cry suddenly
-.resounded - from ‘every side, of “Thieves! thieves!™. T looked,
:+and lo I: the portraits about the wall became animated !: : The old
- authors thrust out, first a head, then a shonlder, from the canvas,
~ looked down curiously, for an instant, upon the motley throng,
.and then' descended with .fury in their eyes, to claim their
,'v-riﬁed‘property. The scene of scampering and hubbub that

"l - ensued baffles all description. The unhappy culprits endeavoured

~in vain to escape with plunder. On one side might be seen half
- a:dozen: old monks,. stripping a modern  professor ; on another, -
- there, was sad devastation carried into the ranks of modern dra-

- matic writers. © Beaumont and Fletcher, side by side, raged
. round. the field like Castor and Pollux ; and sturdy Ben Jonson
<-enacted- more"wonders - than when.‘a volunteer with the army
in'Flanders: As to the dapper little compiler of farragos, men-
# toned: some time since, he had arrayed himself  in‘-'as many

- DPatches and colours as Harlequin, and ‘there was as fierce a con-
_tention ‘of claimants about him, as about the dead body of
J Pqtmclus. ~T''was -grieved to see many men, to whom I had’
~been aceustomed to look up with awe and reverence, fain to steal
- off with scarce a rag to cover their nakedness. Just then my eye
. Was catght by the pragmatical old gentleman in the Greek griz-
» #led wig, who was scrambling away in sore affright with half a
-8core of authors in full: cry after him ! They were close: nupon
2 lis'haunches: in' a twinkling off went his wig ; at every turn -
. Some‘strip of raiment was peeled away ; until in a' few moments,
‘from" his‘ domineering ‘pomp, he  shrunk into alittle, pursy,
+2 ¥ chopped bald shot,” and made his exit with' only a few tags
- -and rags fluttering at his back: ’ ¥ :
. 'There was something so ludicrous in the catastrophe of this
learned Theban, that I burst into an immoderato fit of laughter,
_"Wh_ich'brgke the whole illusion. ' The tumult and the scuffle Weré
~-at anend.”: The: chamber resumed its usual appearance.
~old authors shrunk back into their picture-fmxﬁgs, andf: eimng}ixg
w‘gh_ndowy solemnity along the walls.” In short, I found myself
- wide awake in my corner, with the whole assemblage of book-
Worms gazing at me with astonishment. ~ Nothing of the Jdream
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had been real but iy burst of laughter, a sound never before
heard in that grave sanctuary, and so abliorrent to the cars of
wisdom, as to electrify the fraternity.

The librarian now stepped up to me, and demanded whether
I had a card of admission. At first [ did not comprehend him,
but I soon found that the library was a kind of literary “preserve,”
subject to game-laws, and that no one must presume to hunt there
without special license and permission,  Ina word, I stood con-
victed of being an arrant poacher, and was glad to make a pre-
cipitate retreat, Jest I should have a whole pack of authors let
loose upon mnie.

A ROYAL POET.

Though your body be confined,
And soft love a prisoner hound,
Yet the beauty of your mind
Neither check nor chiain hath found,
Look out nobly, then, and dare
Even the fetters that yuu wear.—FLETCRER,

Oxa soft suuny morning, in the wenial month of May, I made
an-excursion to Windsor Castle. It isa place full of storied and
poetical.associationse Che very external aspect of the proud old
pile is enough to inspire hich thouglit. "1t rears its irregular
walls and massive-towers, like a mural crowny round the brow of
a Jofty ridge, waves its royal banner in the elouds, and looks down
with-alordly air upon the surrounding world.

On this morning the weather was of that voluptuous vernal
kind which calls forth all the latent romance of a man's tempera-
ment, filling his mind with music, and disposing him to quote
poetry and dream of heauty.  In wandering through the magni-
ficent saloons and long echoing gulleries of the castle, I passed
with indifference by whole rows of portraits of warriors and
statesmen, but lingered in the chamber where hang the likenesscs
of the beauties which graced the gay court of Charles the Second,
and as I gazed upon them, depicted with amorous half-dishevelled
tresses, and the sleepy eye of love, I blessed the pencil of Sir
Peter Lely, which had thus enabled me to bask in the reflected
rays of beauty. In traversing also the “larze green courts,”
with sunshine beaming on the gray walls, and glancing along the
velvet turf, my mind was engrossed with the image of the tender,
the gallant, but lapless Surrey, and his account of his loiterings

about t_hcm in his stripling davs, when enamoured of the Ladv
Gerulding—

" With eyes cast up unto the maiden’s tower,
With easic sigha, such as men draw in love,””
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In this mood of mere poctical susceptibility, I visited the ancient
Keep of the Castle, where James the First of Scotland, the pride
and theme of Scottish poets and historians, was for many years
of his youth detained a prisoner of state. It isa large gray
tower, that has stood the brunt of ages, ana is still in good pre-
gervation. It stands on a mound which elevates it ubove the
other parts of the castle, and a great flight of steps leads to the
interior.  In the armoury, a Gothic hall, furnished with weapons
of various kinds and ages; I was shown a coat of armour hanging
against the wall which had once belonged to James.  Ience I
was conducted up a staircase to a suite of apartments of faded
magnificence, hung with storied tapestry, which formed his prison,
and the scene of that passionate and fanciful amour which has
woven into the web of his story the magical hues of poetry and
fiction,

The whole history of this amiable but unfortunate prince is
highly romantic. At the tender age of cleven he was sent from
home by his father, Robert 111, and destined for the French
courty to he reared under the cye of the French monarch, secure
from the treacliery and danger that surrounded the royal house
of Scotland. ™, It was 'his mishap in the course of | lis voyage to
fall into the hunds of the Eoglishy and he wagidetained prisoner
by Henry 1V., notwithstanding that a truce existed hetsween the
two countries. '

The intelligence of his capture, coming in the train of many
sorrows and disasters, proved fatal to his unhappy father. ¢« The
news,” we are told, * was brought to him while at supper, and
did 0 overwhelm him with grief, that he was almost ready to
sive up the ghost into the hands of the servant that attended
him.  But being carried to Lis bed-chamber, he abstained from all
food, and in three days died of hunger and grief, at Rothesay.”*

James was detained in captivity above eighteen years; but
though deprived of personal liberty, he was treated with the
respeet due to his rank. Care was taken to instruct Lim in all
the branches of unseful knowledge cultivated at that period, and
to give him those mental and personal accomplishments deemed
proper for a prince.  Perhaps, in this respect, his imprisonment
was an advantage, as it enabled him to apply Limself the more
exclusively to his improvement, and quictly to imbibe that rich
fund of knowledge, und to cherish those “elegant tastes which
hfu’c'gl\'en gach a lustre to his memory.  The picture drawn ot
bim in early life by the Scottish historians is highly captivating,

* Buchanan.
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‘and seems rather the description of a hero, of romance, than of a
“character in real. history.: -Hé was well lcarnt, we are told, “to
fight. with the sword,.to joust, to tournay, to wrestle, to sing and
‘dance’;. he was an expert mediciner, .right crafty.in playing both
“of lute and. harp, and .sundry other i instruments. of musxc, and was
xpert in' grammar, oratory, and poetry.”*: s .
¢ With.this combination of manly and delicato accomphsbments,
; ﬁttmg him to shine both in active and elegzmt life, and calculated
.to.give him anintense relish for joyous existence, it must have
i been a severe.trial, in-an age of bustle and chivalry, to pass the
~ +spring-time of his. years in monotonous captivity. - If was the
. good. fortune of . James, however, to- be gifted with a powerful
. poetic fancy, and to be visited in his prison by the choicest in-
- spirations of: the muse. . Some minds corrode and grow inactive
under the loss of personal liberty ; others grow morbid and irri-
table ;. but it is the nature.of the poet to. become tender. and
magmatlve in the loneliness of confinement. He banquets upon
he.honey of his own thoughts, and, like the ca.ptwe b1rd, pours
orth his soul in melody. - :

- Have you not seen the nightmgale,
A pilgrim ¢oop’d into a cage,
.:How doth she chant her wonted tale, '
g In that her lonely hermitage |
Even there her charming melody doth prové e by Voliec Boon)
.That all her boughs are trees, her cage a grove.f | e Ay k e}

‘Indee ) it: is the divine attribute of the 1marrmatlon, that it ie
1rrepre381b1e, unconfiriable ; : that when the real “world is shut out;
it can create a world for 1tself and with a-necromantic power,
“can conjure up: glorious shapes and forms, and brilliant visions,
to ‘make solitude  populous, and irradiate the gloom - of ‘ the
;.dnngeon., Such was the world of pomp and pageant that lived
¢ round 'Tasso in his dismal cell at Ferrara. when he conceived the
splendid: scenes of his *Jerusalem ;”. and we ‘mayconsider the
¢ King's Quair,” composed by James during his -captivity at
Windsor, as, another of those beautiful breakings-forth of. the
oul from the restraint and gloom of the prison-house. = =
The'subject of the poem is his love for the Lady Jane Beaufort,
- daughter of . the Earl .of Somersot, and a princess of the blood
_“royal:of: England of whom he became enamoured in the course
of his captivity.  'What gives it a peculiar value is, that it may
.+ ;'be considered ‘a transcript of the royal bard’s true feelings; and
i1 the story of ‘his real loves and ‘fortunes. It is'mnot often that
sovereigns write poetry, or.that poets deal in fact.. It-is grati-
fying to the pride of a common man to find a monarch thus suing,
# Ballenden’s Translation of l_!ectpg Bover 't Roger ’Estrange.
5 L 5y e . 2 ¥ 5
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- 89/t were, for admission into his. closet, and ‘seeking to win his.

favour: by administering: to his pleasures.. : 1t is-a proof of ‘the. :

~honest. equality of intellectual competition, which strips off all.’
~“the trappings of factitious dignity, brings the candidate down to
- -alevel with his fellow-men, and- obliges him - to depend. on: his
. own.native powers for distinction. . It is curious, too, to get at .

- _the history of a monarch’s heart, and to find the simple affections- -

“of -human nature . throbbing under the.ermine.. But James had

" "learnt to be a poet before he was a king; he was schooled in

- adversity, and reared in the company of his own thoughts.
“.-Monarchs have seldom time to parley with their hearts, or te-
:meditate . their minds into poetry ; and. had James been brought
*up amidst. the adulation and gaiety of a court, we should never,

~*.in.all.probability, have had such a poem as the “ Quair.” .
2.J-have been particularly interested by those parts of the poem
: which breathe his immediate thoughts concerning his situation,

or which are connected with the apartment in.the tower. They

. have thus a personal and local charm, and are given with such
~.circumstantial truth; as to make the reader present with the

" "captive in his prison, and the companion of his meditations.

" “+‘Such 'ig the account which he gives of his weariness of spirit,
and. of the incident which first suggested the idea’'of writing the
- poem,: It was the. still midwatch of ‘a 'clear ‘moonlight night;
the; stars, he says, were twinkling as fire in the high vault of
- "heaven; ‘and “ Cynthia rinsing her golden locks in Aquarius.”
.. Helay in bed wakeful and restless, and took a book to beguile
- the tedious hours. - The book he chose was Boetius’s “Consolations
-of . Philosophy,” a work popular among the writers .of that day,
and: which had been translated by his great prototype Chaucer.
-+ From the high eulogium in which™ he indulges, it is evident this
Was one of his favourite volumes while in prison ; and indeed it
18 an admirable text-book for meditation under adversity..  Itis-

the legacy of a noble and enduring spirit, purified by sorrowand - -

suffering, bequeathing to its successors in- calamity the maxims
‘of sweet morality, and the trains of eloquent but simple reasoning
- by which. it was enabled  to bear up against the various ills of life.

- Tt.is a talisman which the unfortunate may treasure up in his
- bosom, or, like.the good King James, lay upon his nightly pillow.
 After closing the volume, he turns its contents over in his
mind, and gradually falls into a fit of musing on the fickleness
. of fortune, the vicissitudes of his own life, and the evils that had
- vertaken him even in his tender youth. = Suddenly he hears the -

bell ringing to matins; but its sound, chiming in with his melan~
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“choly. fancies, seems to him'like'a voice exhorting him to write
“his story.:.: In the spirit of poetic errantry he determines to com-
“ply with this intimation ;' he ‘therefore takes pen in hand, makes.
with' it* a'sign-of the cross:to:implore abenediction, and sallies
:forth into-'the ‘fairy -land. of - poetry..There is:something  ex~
tremely fanciful /in:all- this," and- it is interesting-as farnishing a
“striking :and: beautifyl “instance of ‘the simple -manner: in which
.whole-trains: of  poetical’ thought. are- sometimes:awakened, and"
terary enterprises suggested to-the:mind.- sfdiindl

7 In"the courseof his -poem he: more than once bewails the
‘peculiar hardness of his fate ; -thus doomed to lonely and in-
“active:life,~and: shut up  frre» the freedomn. and: pleasure:of ‘the
“wond, .in:wnoich: the. meanest ‘animal - indulges - unrestrained.
“There is a sweetness,” however, in-his very. complaints ; they are
-the lamentations of an amiable and social spirit at being denied
. the indulgence .of its kind :and ‘generous' propensities ;- there is-
othing in them' harsh nor exaggerated ; they flow with a natural
nd touching pathos, and are perhaps rendered more touching by
“their :simple -brevity. . They contrast finely with- those elaborate -
“and-iterated repinings, which we sometime3 meet with in poetry;
—the effusions' of morbid minds sickening under:miseries.of their
..own;creating,” and venting their ‘bitterness: upon an unoffending
“world. ;James speaks of his privations with acute sensibility, but
having mentidned them, passes on; as if his manly mind disdained
1o brood over unavoidable calamities. 'When' such a spirit breaks
forth into complaint, however brief, we are aware how great must
-be the suffering that extorts the murmur: :'We sympathize with
James, a romantic; active; and accomplished prince, cut off in the
‘lustihood: of  youth from all the’enterprise, the noble uses; and
- vigorous delights of life ; as we do with Milton, alive to all the
“beauties of nature and glories of art, when he breathes forth brief,
tbut deep-toned lamentations over his perpetual blindness, .
“Had :not, James evinced a deficiency of poetic artifice, we
‘might: almost-have suspected that these lowerings of gloomy
“zeflection  were:meant as preparative to the brightest scene of -his
% story ;- and to contrast. with that refulgence of light and loveli-
-+ mess, that; ‘exhilarating -accompanimeni of bird and song, and
. folinge and flower, and all the revel of the year, with which he
. ushers in:the lady of his heart: Tt is this scene, in particular,
~which throws all the magic of romance about the old castle keep.
He had risen; he says, at daybreak, according to-custom, to
escape' from the dreary meditations of a sleepless pillow.  “ Be-
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. wrailing “in lis chamber thus alone,” despairing cf all joy and
~ remedy,’ ¢ forti h “wob: ” he had wandered
‘remedy,’ “ fortired of thought and 'wobegone,” ho had wandere
to the window, to_indulge the captive’s miserable solace of gazing-
wistfully upon the world from which. he is excluded.  The win-
“ dow. looked forth upon a small garden which lay at the foot 6f
_ the tower. . It was a quiet, sheltered spot, adorned with arbours "
~and- green alleys, and protected from the. passing gaze by trees .
~-and hawthorn hedges. e _ el
R O ' - Now was there made, fast by the tower’s wall, . 3
" A garden faire, and in the corners set .
An arbour green, with wandis long and small -
Railed about, and so with leaves beset ;
Was all the place, and hawthorn hedges knet, e
That 1yf * was none, walkyng there forbye ’ %
That might within scarce any wight espye.: " 1
So thick the branches and the leves grene,
Ry Beshaded all the alleys that there were,
. “And midst of every arbour might be sene
The sharpe, grene, swete juniper, .
.. Growing so fair, with branches here and there,
+ | 'That as it seemed to a lyf without,
: ! The boughs did spread the arbour all about,
- And on the small grene twistis} set
The lytel swete nightingales, and sung
80 loud and clear, the hymnis consecrate -
- Of lovis use, now soft, now loud among,
g *That all the garden and the wallis rung
., Right of their song— . .

i~ 1t -was the month of May, when everything was in bloom
- andhe interprets the song of the mightingale into the language -
-of his'enamoured feeling. i
| iz f %01 Worship, sll ye that lovers be, this May, 7

e % % For of your bliss the kalends are begun,

¢ -And sing with us, away, winter, away, ) 2
Come, summer, come, the sweet season and sun. .

: ::-As he gazes on the scene, and listens to the.notes of the birds,
- he gradually relapses into one of those tender and undefinable
. Teveries, which fill the youthful bosom in -this delicious season. . .
- He wonders what this love may be, of which he has so often read,
and which thus seems breathed forth in the quickening breath of - ' -
-May, and melting all nature into ecstasy and song. If it really -
- be 50 great a felicity, and if it be a boon thus generally d.spensed:.
- to-the ‘most insignificant beings, why is he alone cut off from ite
| oyments? s " E ' '

Oft would 1 think, O Lord, what may this be,
.. 'That love is of such noble myght and kynde?
Losiag Lis folke, and such prespenitee
Is it of him, as we ip books do find:
May he oure hertes settent sud unbynd:
Hath he upon cus kertes such maistrye?
Or is all this but feynit fantasye ? ’

® Lyf, person.  } Twistis, smail bougns or twigs, Set i
go‘n.—’l‘he language of the quotz%inu is ge%enl‘ly:mo;e:nel’z'édx.““m'
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For giff he be of 8o grete excellence,

That he of every wight hath care and charge,
What have I gilt * to him, or done offunse,

That I am thral’d, and birdis go at large ?

In the midst of his musing, as he casts his eye downward, he
beholds ¢ the fairest and the freshest young floure”™ that ever he
he had seen. It is the lovely Lady Jane, walking in the garden
to enjoy the beauty of that «fresh May morrowe.”  DBreaking
thus suddenly upon his sight, in the moment of loneliness and
excited susceptibility, she at once captivates the funcy of the
romantic prince, and becomes the ohject of his wandering wishes,
the sovercign of his ideal world.

There is, in this charming scene, an evident resemblance to
the carly part of Chaucer’s Knight's Tale; where Palamon and
Arcite fall in lTove with Enilia, whom they see walking in the
garden of their prison.  Perhaps the similarity of the actual fact
to the incident which he had read in Chaneer may have induced
James to dwell on it in his poem. Ilis deseription of the Lady
Jane is given in the picturesque and minute manner of his
master;.and being doubtless taken from the life, is a perfect
portrait of a beauty of that day. e dwells, with the fondness
of a lover, on every article of her apparel, from the net of pearl,
gplendent with emeralds and sapphivess that confined her golden
hair, even to the © goodly chaine of sniall orfeverye”+ about her
neck; whereby there hung a ruby in shape of a heart, that scemed,
he says, like a spark of fire burning npon her white bosom. Ier
dress of white tissue was looped up to enable her to walk with
more freedom.  She was accompanied by two female attendants,
and about her sported a little hound decorated with bells ; pro-
bably the small Italian hound of exquisite symmetry, which was
a parlonr favourite and a pet among the fashionable dames of
ancient times. Jumes closes his description by a burst of general
eulogium :

In her was youth, heauty, with humble port,
Tounty, richesse, and womanly feature;

God Letter knows than iy pen can report,
Wisdom, largesse,d estate,§ and cunningf sure,

In every point so pnded her measure,
In word, in deed, in shape, in countenance,
That Nature mizht no more her child advauce.

The departure of the Lady June from the garden puts an end to
?hls transient riot of the heart.  With her departs the amorous
illusion that had shed a temporary charm over the scene of his
aptivity, and he relapses into loneliness, now rendered tenfold
more intolerable by this passing beam of unattainable beauty.

. * @ilt, what injury have I done, &e. »
t Wrouglt g:1d. | Lurgesse bounty, § Kstate, dignity, 1 Cunning, discretions
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Through the long and weary day he repines al his unkappy lot -
and wheu evening approaches and Pheebus, as Le beautifully ex-
presses it, had “ bade farewell to every leaf and flower,” he still
lingers at the window, and, laying his head upon the cold stone;
gives vent to a mingled flow of love and sorrow, until, gradually
lulled by the mute melancholy of the twilight hour, he lapses,
*“ half sleeping, half swoon,” into a vision, which occupies the re-
mainder of the poem, and in which :s allegorically shadowed out
the history of his passion.

When he wakes from his tranee, he rises from his stony pillow,
and, pacing his apartment, full of dreary reflections, questions his
spirit whither it has been wandering ; whether, indeed, all that
has passed before Lis dreaming fancy has been conjured up by
preceding circumstanees; or whether it is a vision, intended to
comfort and assure him in his despondeney.  If the latter, he
prays that some token may be sent to confirm the promise of
happier days, given him in his slumbers.  Suddenly, a turtle-
dove, of the purest whiteness, comes flying in at the window, and
alights upon his hand, bearing in her bill a branch of red gilli-
flower, on the leaves of which is written, in letters of gold, the
following sentence:;

Awakel awake ! I bring, lover, I bring
The newis glad thiat Dlixsfil isy and sure
Of thy comtort; now langh, snd play, and sing,
For in the heaven decretit is thy cure,

- “He receives the hranch with mingled hope and dread ; reads
it with rapture: and this, he savs, was the first token of his suc-
ceding happiness.  Whether this is & mere poctic fiction, or
\‘vllet]mr the Lady Jane did actually send him a token of her
lavour in this romantic way, remains to be determined according
to the faith or faney of the reader.  Ile concludes his poem by
'ntimating that the promise conveyed in the vision and by the
flower is fulfilled, by lis being restored to liberty, and made
happy in the possession of the sovereign of his heart.

Such is the poetical account given Ly James of his love-
adventures in Windsor Castle.  Iow much of it is absolute fact,
{lhd how much the embellishment of fancy, it is fruitless to con-
Jecture: let us not, however, reject every romantic incident as
Incompatidle with real life ; but let us sometimes take a poct at
ll}s word. I have noticed merely those parts of the poem imme-
dmtely connected with the tower, and have passed over a large
part, written in the allegorical vein, so much cultivated at thas
day. The language, of course, is quaint and antiquated, so that

¥
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.. the beauty of many of its golden phrases will scarcely be perceived
_at the present day ; but it is impossible not to be charmed with the
" genuine sentiment, the delightful artlessness and -urbanity, which
: ‘prevail throughout it. " The descriptions of nature, too, with which
~.1t" 13 ‘embellished, are 'given with a truth, a discrimination, and .
o freshness, worthy of the most cultivated periods of the art.:
.- Asan amatory poem, it i3 edifying in' these: days of coarser
‘thinking, to notice the nature, refinement, and exquisite delicacy
- which ' pervade ‘it ;- banishing every gross' thought or immodest
-+ expression, . and - presenting female. loveliness, clothed in- all its
_chivalrous-attributes of almost supernatural purity and grace. '
++ James flourished nearly about the time of Chaucer and Gower,
and was evidently an admirer and studier of;their writings.". In-
.+ deed, in one of his stanzas he acknowledges them as his masters
;.. and in'some parts of his poem we find traces of similarity to their
.+ productions, more especially to those of Chaucer. - There are always.
-+ however, general features of resemblance in.the works of contem-
:: " porary authors, which-are not so much borrowed from each other ag
-~ from the times. 'Writers, like bees, toll their sweets in the wide
world ;- they incorporate with their own conceptions the anecdotes
and thoughts current in society ; and thus each generation has
;gome features in common, characteristic of the age in'whichitlived.
-+ James belongs to one of the most-brilliant' eras of our literary
history,: and establishes the claims of his country to a participa-
“tion'in its primitive honours. - 'Whilst a small cluster of English
., writers-are constantly cited as the fathers of our verse, the name
= of their-great Scottish compeer is apt to be passed over in silence ;
- but heis evidently worthy of being enrolled in that little constel-
w2 Jation of remote but never-failing luminaries, who shine. in;the
- highest firmament of literature, and who, like morning-stars; sang
~together at the bright dawning of British poesy. =~ =~ - -
«+7 Such.of my readers as may not be familiar with Scottish history
(though:the manner in which it has of late been woven with cap-
‘tivating fiction has made it a universal study) may be curious to
-learn something of the subsequent history of James, and the for-
‘tunes of his love. = His passion for the Lady Jane, ‘as it was the
.. solaceof his' captivity, so it facilitated his release, it being
~ imagined by the court that a connexion with the blood-royal of
‘England ‘would attach him to its own interests. - He was nlti-
mately restored to his liberty and crown, having previously
espoused the Lady Jane, who accompanied him to Scotland, and
- made him a most tender and devoted: wife. - g
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"~ He found his kingdom in great confusion, thé feudal chieftains
having - taken advantage of the troubles and irregularities of a
long interregnum to strengthen themselves in their possessions,
“and place themselves above the power of the laws. James sought
~ to found the basis of his- power in the affections of his ‘people.
* He attached the lower orders to him by thé reformation of abuses;
“the temperate and equable administration of justice, the encourage-
ment.of the arts of peace, and the promotion of everything that
could diffuse comfort, competency, and innocent enjoyment through
 the humblest ranks of society. - He mingled occasionally among
the common' people in disguise ; visited their firesides; entered
Into their cares, their pursuits, and their amusements ; informed
himself - of . the mechanical arts, and how they could best be
Patronized and improved ; and was thus an all-pervading spirit,
“Watching with a benevolent eye over the meanest of his subjects.
aving in this generous manner made himself strong in the hearts -
-+ of the'common people, he turned himself to curb the power of the
factious nobility; to strip them of those dangerous immunities
* Which they had usurped ; to punish such as had been guilty of
Mlagrantoffences; and to bring the whole into proper obedience
to.the crown. For some time they bore this with outward sub-
Mission, but with secret impatience and brooding resentment. . A
conspiragy was at length formed against his life, at the head of
Which was his own uncle, Robert Stewart, Earl of Athol, who,
‘being 400 ‘old himself for the perpetration of the deed of blood,
Instigated  his grandson, Sir Robert ‘Stewart, together with Sir
obert - Graham, and others of less note, to commit the deed.
They broke into his bedchamber at the Dominican Convent, near
erth, where Le was residing, and barbarously murdered him by.
Oft-repeated wounds. His fnithful queen, rushing to throw her
nder body between him and the sword, was twice wounded in
@ Ineffectual attempt to shield him from the assassin; and it
. Was not until she had been forcibly torn from his person, that the
Murder was accomplished. | ‘
sl was the recollection of this romantic tale of former times, and
of the golden little poem which had its birthplace in this tower,
at made me visit the old pile with more than common interest.
Che. suit of armour hanging up in the hall, richly gilt and embel-
lished, as- if to figure in the tournay, brought the image of the
ant and - romantic prince vividly before my imagination. I
%’aﬂ!ed the deserted chambers where he had composed his poem ; I
“éaned upon the window, and endeavoured to persuade myself it
S oy F 2 s
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was the very onc where he had been visited by his vision; 1
Jooked out upon the spot where he had first scen the Lady Jane.
Tt was the same genial and joyous month ; the birds were again
vying with each other in strains of liquid melody ; everything
was bursting into vegetation, and budding fortk: the tender pro-
mize of the year. Time, which delights to obliterate the sterner
memorials of human pride, scems to have passed lightly over this
little scene of poetry and love, and to have withlield Lis desolating
band. Several centuries have gone by, yet the garden still
flourishes at the foot of the tower. It occupics what was once
the moat of the keep ; and though some parts have been separated
by dividing walls, yet others have still their arbours and shaded
walks, as in the days of James, and the whole is sheltered,
blooming, and retired.  There is a charm about a spot that has
been printed by the footsteps of departed beauty, and consecrated
by the inspirations of the poet, which is heightened, rather than
impaired, by the lapse of ages. 1t is, indeed, the gift of poetry
to-hallow every place in which it moves; to breathe around
naturean odour more exquisite than the perfume of the rose, and
to shed over it a tint more magical than the blush of morning-
Otliers may dwell gu the, illustrions deeds of James as a warrio:
and a legislator 5 but; L have delighted to, view, him merely as thc
companion of his fellow-men, the benefactor-of ‘the human heart,
stooping from lis high estate to sow the sweet flowers of poetry
and song in the paths of common life. e was the first to culti-
vate the vigorous and hardy plant of Scottish genius, which has
since become so prolific of the most wholesome and highly-ﬂnvourcd
fruit.  He carried with him into the sterncr regions of the north
all the fertilizing arts of southern refinement. e did everything
in his power to win his countrymen to the gay, the clegant, and
gentle arts, which soften and refine the chiaracter of a people, and
wreathe a grace round the loftiness of a proud and warlike spirit-
Ile wrote many poems, which, nnfortunately for the fulness of
his fame, are now lost to the world ; one, which is still preserved:
called ¢ Christ’s Kirk of the Green,” shows how diligently he bad
made himsclf acquainted with the rustic sports and pastimes whicl:
constitute such a source of kind and social feeling among the
Scottish peasantry ; and with what simple and happy humour bt
could enter into their enjoyments. 1l contributed greatly t¢
improve the national music ; and traces of his tender sentimen!
and elegant taste are sail to exist in those witching airs still piped
among the wild mountains and lonely glens of Scotland. Ife ha®
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thus connected his image with whatever is most gracious and
endearing in the nationai character ; he has embalmed his memory
in song, and floated his name to after-ages in the rich streams of
Scottish melody. The recollection of these things was kindling
at my heart as I paced the silent scene of bis imprisonment. 1
nave visited Vaucluse with as much enthusiasm as a pilgrim
would visit the shrine at Loretto; but I have never felt more
Poetical devotion than when contemplating the old tower and the
little garden at Windsor, and musing over the romantic loves
of the Lady Jane and the Rayal Poct of Scotland.

THE COUNTRY CHURCIL

A gentleman !
What, 0’ the woolpack ? or the sugar.chest ?
Or lists of velvet ? which is't, pound or yard,
You vend your gentry by ?—Bkcear’s Bysn.

Tnere are fow places more favourable to the study of character
than an English country church. I was once passing a few weeks
at the seat of a friend, who resided in the vieinity of one, the
Appoarance of which particularly struck my fancy. Tt was one
of those rich morsels of quaint antiquity which give such a
peculiar charm.to Enelisl, landseapes o It stood in the /' midst 'of
‘L country filled with aneient families; and contained, within its
cold and silent aisles, the congregated dust of many noble genera-
tons. - The interior walls were inerusted with monuments of
overy age and style. The lizht streamed through windows
dimmed with armorial bearings, richly emblazoned in stained
glass.  In various parts of the chnrel were tombs of knights, and
high-born dames, of gorgeous workmanship, with their eftigies in
“loured marble. On every side the eye was struck with some
nstance of aspiring mm‘tniity; some hanghty memorial which
human pride had erected over its kindred dust, in this temple of
the most humble of all religions,

"he congregation was composed of the neighbouring people
of rank, who sat in pews, sumptuously lined and cushioned,
fln‘nished with richly-gilded pr;]yvr-h(mks, and decorated with
their armsg nupon the llné{v doors; of the villagers and peasantry
who filled the back seats, and a small gallery beside the organ ;
and of the poor of the parish, who were ranged on benches in
the aisles,

The service wag performed Ly a snuffling well-fed viear, who
bad o snug dwelling near the church. Ile was a privileged
#uest at all the tables of the neighbourbood, and had been the
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».keenest fox-hunfer in ‘the country, unt11 age and good hvmg
.. had; disabled him from doing anything more than ride:to see the
hounds. throw off, and make one at the hunting dinner.:. ;
;Under -the ministry of such a pastor, I found it 1mpossxble to
get.into the train’of: thought suitable to the time "and place : so,
havmg, like ‘many - other feeble - Christians, compromised with
my: consclence, by laying- the.sinof my own’ delinquency at
another ‘person’s threshold, T occupxed myself by making obser-
_ vatxons on. my neighbours. ' -
oI wasas yet.a stranger in Englzmd and curious’ to notlce the
--manners of its fashionable classes. . I found, as usual,-that there
- was the least pretension where thero was the most acknowledged
© . titlo to respect.” I'was particularly struck, for instance,” with
- the' family- of a” nobleman of high rank, consxstmg of several
. sons  and - daughters. ;: Nothing could be more simple and- un-
?-assummg tha.u their appearance. - They ’generally:. came' to
cchurch in the plainest equipage, and often on foot. The'young
ladies would stop and: converse in the- kindest manner with the
jpeasantry, caress the-children, and listen to the stories ‘of the
humble cottagers. . Their countenances were open and beautifully
fair,” with_ an. expression of high refinement, but, at the same
‘time, & frank - cheerfulness, and an engaging “affability."| Their
‘brothers were tall, and elegantly formed. They were. dressed
. -fashionably, but sxmply, with strict neatness and- propriety, but
' ‘withoat any mannerism or foppishness. Their whole demeanour
. was easy and natural; with that lofty grace, and noble frankness,
- which bespea.k freeborn’ souls “that have never been checked in
* their growth by feelings of inferiority. = There is'a healthful

~munton with others, however humble. = It is only. spurious pride
that, is morbid and sensitive, and shrinks from every touch. .
was pleased to see the manner in which they would converse
with the peasantry about those rural concerns and ﬁeld-sports,
in which .the gentlemen of this country so much delight. .
these ‘conversations there was neither haughtiness -on .the onc
* part, nor servility on the other; and you were only reminded of
- the difference of rank by the habitual respect of the peasant.

. Ini contrast to these was the family of a wealthy citizen, who
- had ‘amassed a vast fortune ; and, hnvmg purchased - the estate
" and mansion” of a ruined nobleman in the neighbourhood, was
- ‘endeavouring to assume all the style and dignity of an hereditary
“lord of the soil. . The family always came to church en prince.
: They wero rolled ma_]estxcally along in a ca.mage emblazoned

e

“bardiness abont real dignity, that never dreads contact and com- * |
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with army.  The ecrest glittered in silver radiance from cvery
part of the harness whero a crest could possibly be placed. A
fat conchman, in a three-cornered hat, richly laced, and a tlaxen
wig, curling close round his rosy face, was scated on the box,
with a sleck Danish dog beside him.  Two footmen, in gorgeous
liverics, with huge bonquets, and gold-lheaded eancs, lolled
behind.  The carringe rose and sunk on its long sprinzs with
peculiar stateliness of motion.  The very horses champed their
bits, arched their necks, and glaneed their eyes more proudly
than eommon horses ; either heeause they had eaught a little
of tho family fecling, or were reined up moro tightly than
ordinary.

[ conld not but admire the style with whicl this splendid
pageant was brought np to the gate of the churchyard.  There
wag a vast effect produeed at the turning of an angle of the
wall j—n creat smackinge of the whip, straining and serambling
of horses, alistening of harness, and flashing of wheels through
gravelys This was the moment of trinmph and vainglory to
the coachman,  The Lhorses were urged and ehecked nntil they
wire fretted into a foam.  They threw out their fect in a
prancing trot, dashing about pebibles it “every step. | The erowd
of villagers sauntering apiictly | too ehureh, “opendd precipitately
to the vight and left, gnping in vacant adiration.  On reaching
the zate, \the horses were pulled np with a suddenness that
produced an immediate stop, aud wlnost threw them on their
haunches.

There was an extraordinary hurry of the footmen to alight,
mull down the steps, and prepare everything for the descent on
tarth of this august family.  The oll citizen first emerged his
round red face from out the door, looking about him with the
Pompons air of a man acenstomed to rale on 'Change, and shake
t_hf‘» Stock Market with a nod.  Tis consort, a fine, fleshy, com-
fortable dame, followed hLim.  Thero seemed, I must confess,
but littlo pride in her composition.  She was the picture of
broad, honest, vulgar enjoyment. The world went well with
her ; and she liked the world.  She had fine clothes, a fine
house, a fine carriage, fine children, everything wus fine about
er. it was nothing but driving about, and visiting and feasting.
Life was to her a perpetual revel 5 it was one long Lord Mayor's
day.

Two daughters succecded to this goodly couple. They cer-
tainly were handsome ; but lad a supercilious air, that chilled
admiration, and lisposed the spectator to be critical. They were
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ultra-fashionable in dress; and, though no one could deny the
richness of their decorations, yet their appropriateness might be
questioned amidst the simplicity of a country church. They
descended loftily from the carriage, and moved up the line of
peasantry with a step that seemed dainty of the soil it trod on.
They cast an excursive glance around, that passed coldly over
the burly faces of the peasantry, until they met the cyes of the
nobleman’s family, when their conutenances immediately bright-
ened into smiles, and they made the most profound and elegant
courtesies, which were rcturned in a manner that showed thev
were but slight acquaintances.

I must not forget the two sons of this aspiring citizen, who
came to church in a dashing eurricle, with outriders. They
were arrayed in the extremity of the mode, with all that pe-
dantry of dress which marks the man of questionable pretensions
to style. They kept entirely by themselves, eyeing every one
askance that came near them, as if measnring his claims to re-
spectability ; yet they were without conversation, except the
exchange of an occasional eant phrase. They even moved arti-
ficially ; for their bodies, in complianee with the caprice of the
day, bad been disciplined intel the ahsence of a1l ease and frect
dom. Art had done eyerything to accomplish' them as men of
fashion, but nature had denied them the nameless grace.  They
were | vulgarly shaped, like men formed for the eommon purposcs
of life, and bhad that air of supercilious assumption which is
never seen in the true gentleman.

I have been rather minute in drawine the pictures of thes=e
two families, beeause I considered them speeimens of what i
often to be met with in this country—the unpretending great,
and the arrogant little. I have no respect for titled rank, unless
it be accompanied with true nobility of soul; but I have re-
marked in all countries where artificial distinctions exist, that
the very highest classes are always the most courteous and un
assuming. Those who are well assured of their own standing
are least apt to trespass on that of others: whereas nothing i+
so offensive as the aspirings of vulgarity, which thinks to clevate
itself by humiliating its neighbour.

As I have brought these families into contrast, I must notic
their behaviour in church. That of the nobleman’s family was
quiet, serious, and attentive. Not that they appeared to have
any fervour of devotion, but rather a respect for sacred things
and sacred places, inseparable from good breeding. The others.
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on the contrary, were in a perpetual flutter and whisper; they
betrayed a continual consciousness of finery, and a SOrry am-
bition of being the wonders of a rural congregation.

The old gentleman was the only one really attentive to the
service.  Ile took the whole burden of family devotion upon
himself, standing bolt upright, and uttering the responses with
a lond voice that might be heard all over the church. It was
evident that he was ane of those thorough elurch-and-king men,
who connect the idea of devotion and loyalty ; who consider the
Deity, somehow or other, of the covernment party, and religion
“a very excellent sort of thing, that ought to be countenanced
and kept up.”

When le joined so Joudly in the service, it scemed more by
way of example to the lower orders, to show them that, though
so great and wealthy, he was not above being religious; as 1
have ccen a turtle-fed alderman swallow publicly a basin of
tharity soup, smacking his lips at every mouthful, and pro-
nouncing it ** excellent food for the poor.”

When the gervice was at an end, 1 was curious to witness the
several exits ofumy groups.  The youne noblemen and their
Sisters,ias the day was fine, ‘preferred strolling chome-Across the
fields, ehatting “with thie ¢ountry’ people as they went. Tle
others departed as they eame, in grand parade. Again were
the equipages |wlieeled up fo the cate.  There was again the
smacking of whips, the clattering of hoofs, and the glittering
Uf harness.  The horses started off almost at a bound ; the
villagers again hurried to right and left; the wheels threw up
acloud of dust; and the aspiring family was rapt out of sight
i a whirlwind.

TIIE WIDOW AND ITER SON.

Pittie nlde age, within whase silver haires
Honour and revercnee evermore have rained,
MARLOWE'S TAMBURLAINE.

. Tnose who arc in the habit of remarking such matters must
lave noticed the passive quict of an English landscape on Sun-
day.  The clacking of the mill, the regularly recurring stroke
of ‘the flail, the din of the blacksmitl’s hammer, the whistling
of the ploughman, the rattling of the eart, and all other sounds
of rural labour are suspended.  The very farm-dogs bark less
f.requcm]y’ being less disturbed by passing travellers. At such
times I have almost faneicd the winds sunk into quiet, and that
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.the.sunny landscape, with its fresh green tints melting into blue
.haze, enjoyed the hallowed calm.. . o v ot s

.- Sweet day, 80 pure, 50 calm, 80 bright, -
. "The bridal of the earth and sky, . . 0. o T e
‘Well was'it ordained that the day of devotion should be a day of
rest.:. Theholy repose which reigns over the: face of nature has
its. moral influence ; every restless passion, is charmed down, and
.wo_feel the natural religion of the soul gently springing up within
us. . For my part, there are feelings that visit ‘me in s -country
‘church; 'amid the beautiful serenity of nature,.which I experience
‘nowhere else ; ‘and if not a more religious, I think I am a better
man on Sunday than on any other day of the seven. = * . .
i~ During my recent residence in the country I used frequently to
-+ attend at the old village church. Itsshadowy aisles; its mouldering
‘monuments ; - its- dark oaken : panelling,: all - reverend . with ' the
‘gloom of departed years, seemed to fit it for the haunt of solemn
‘meditation ; but being in a wealthy aristocratic neighbourhood,
‘the glitter of fashion penetrated even into the sanctuary; and I
felt myself continually  thrown back upon thie world by the
frigidity and - pomp of the poor rvorms around me.  The only
‘being in the whole congregation who appeared:thoroughly to feel
the: humble and  prostrate. piety of a true Christian was'a poor
decrepit ‘old woman, bending under the weight of - years and
‘infirmities.”: She bore the traces of something better than abject
- poverty. " The lingerings of decent pride were visible in her ap-
. pearance. - Her-dress, though humble in the extreme; was scru-
. pulously clean. - Some trivial respect, too, had been awarded her,
for-she did not take her seat among the village poor, but sat alone
‘on the steps of the altar. - She seemed to have sirvived all love,
.all friendship, all society ; and to have nothing left her but the
‘hopes of heaven. 'When I saw her feebly rising and bending her
aged form in prayer; habitually.conning her prayer-book, which
her- palsied hand and failing eyes would not permit her to read,
:but. which: she evidently knew by heart ; I felt persuaded that the
‘faltering voice of that poor woman arose to heaven far before the
- responses of the clerk, the swell of the organ, or the chanting ot
the choir. - ;. .o e 3 i -
. I'am fond of loitering about country churches, and this was so
- delightfully situated, that it frequently attracted me. It stood
- on a knoll, round which a small stream made a beautiful bend,
‘and then wound its way through a long reach of soft meadow
. scenery.. - The church was surrounded by yew-trees which seemed
. almost coeval with itself. . Its tall Gothic spire shot up lightly

i
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Tom among them, with rooks and crows generally wheeling about
‘it "I was seated there one still sunny morning, watching two
labourers who were digging a grave. - They had chosen one of the

> from the number of nameless graves around, it would appear that -
i the indigent and friendless were huddled into the earth. .1 was
“:told ‘that the new-made grave was for the only son of a poor
~-widow.  While I was meditating on the distinctions of worldly
- rank, which extend thus down into the very dust, the toll of the
* bell announced -the approach of the funeral. They were the
".-obsequies of poverty, with which pride had nothing to dg.- A
+ coffin ‘of the plainest materidls, without: pall or other covering,
“z:was borne by some of the villagers. The sexton walked before
~-with an air of cold indifference. There were no mock mourners
“.1n: the trappings of affected woe ; but there was one real mourner
.- who feebly tottered after the corpso. It was the aged mother of
. the: deceased—the poor old woman whom I had seen seated on
- the steps of the altar. She was supported by an humble friend,
. who.was'endeavouring to comfort her. A few of the neighbouring
. -peor had. joined.the train, and some-children of the village were
7 Tunning hand in hand, now shouting with untkinking mirth, and |
i Mow. pausing to" gaze, with childish curiosity, on the grief of the
v:mourner, .. . .
:As:the funeral train approached the grave, the parson issued
_fr_om_.phe chitrch poreh, arrayed in the surplice, with prayer-book
In hand, ‘and attended by the clerk. The service, however, was
a.mere act of charity. - The deceased had been destitute, and the
-;/Survivor was penniless. = It was shuffled through, therefore, in .
; .,:erm,»__but coldly and unfeelingly. The well-fed priest moved but,
r_fﬂtl.fQW‘stePS'from the church door; his voice could scarcely -be
,ﬁ,heard=gt: the grave ; and never did.I hear the funeral service, that
rﬁublim’&and.touching ceremouy, turned into such a frigid mum-
-:Mmery. of words. : .
‘Ij.approached the grave. The coffin was placed on the ground.
4 o9 it were inseribed the name and age of the deceased—* George
- Somers, -aged twenty-six years.” The poor mother had been
.~ Assisted to-kneel down at the head of it. Her withered hands
;-'Were: clasped, as if in prayer, but I could perceive by a feeble
~'rocking. of the body, and a convulsive motion of the lips, that
o sheiwas'g‘azing on the last relics of her son, with the yearnings
“-0f'a mother'’s heart. - -
. Preparations were made to deposit the coffin in the earth. -
;rifere. was ‘that bustling stir which breaks so harshly on the

most remote and neglected corners of the churchyard; where, =
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feelings of grief and affection ; directions given in the cold tones
of business ; the striking of spades into sand and gravel ; which,
at the grave of those we love, is, of all sounds, the most withering.
The bustle around seemed to waken the mother from a wretched
reverie. She raised her glazed eyes, and looked about with a
faint wildness. As the meu approached with cords to lower the
eoffin into the grave, she wrung her hands, and broke into an
agony of grief. The poor woman who attended her took her by
the arm, endeavouring to raise her from the carth, and to whisper
gomething like consolation—* Nay, now—nay, now—don’t take
it so sorely to heart.” She could only shake her head and wring
her hands, as one not to be comforted.

As they lowered the body into the carth, the creaking of the
cords scemed to agonize her; but when, on some accidental ob-
struction, there was a justling of the coffin, all the tenderness of
the mother burst forth ; as if any harm could come to him who
was far beyond the reach of worldly suffering.

I could sec no more—my leart swelled into my throat—my
cyes filled with tears—1 felt as if I were acting a barbarous part
in standing'by and gazing idly on this scene of maternal anguish.
I wandered to another purt; of the churchyardyswhere 1 remainec
until the funeral train had dispersed;

When I saw the mother slowly and painfully quitting the
grave; leaving behind her the remains of all that was dear to her
on earth, and returning to silence and destitution, my heart ached
for her.  What, thought I, are the distresses of the rich ! they
have friends to soothe—pleasures to beguile—a world to divert and
dissipate their griefs. What are the sorrows of the young! Their
growing minds soon closc above the wound—their clastic spirits
soon rise bencath the pressure—their green and ductile affections
soon twine round new objects.  Dut the sorrows of the poor, who
have no outward appliances to goothe—the sorrows of the aged.
with whom life at best is but a wintry day, and who can look for
no after-growth of joy—the sorrows of a widow, aged, solitary-
destitute, mourning over an only son, the last solace of her years:
these are indeed sorrows which make us feel the impotency ©
consolation.

It was some time befora I left the churchyard. On my way’
homeward I met with the woman who had acted as comforter:
she was just returning from accompanying the mother to her
lonely habitation, and I drew from lier some particulars connectet
with the affecting secenc I had witnessed.

The parents of the deccased had resided in the village from
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childhood.  They had inhabited oue of the neatest cottages, and
by various rural occupations, and the assistance of a small garden,
had supported themselves creditably and comfertably, and led a
uappy and biameiess life. They had one sor.. who had grown
up to be the staff and pride of their age.—*“ Oh, sir!” said the
good woman, “he was such a comely lad, so sweet-tempered, so
kind to every one around him, so dutiful to his parents! 1t did
one’s heart good to see him of a Sunday, dressed out in his best,
so tall, so straight, so checry, supporting his old mother to church
—for she was always fonder of leaning on George’s arm than on
her good man’s; aud, poor soul, she might well be proud of him,
for a finer lad there wus not in the country round.”

Unfortunately, the son was tempted, during a year of scarcity
and agrienltural hardship, to enter into the service of one of the
swall craft that plied on a neighbouring river.  He had not been
long in this employ when he was entrapped by a press-gang, and
carried off to sea. ~ Ilis parents received tidings of his scizure, but
beyond that they could learn nothing. It was the loss of their
main prop. The father, who was already infirm, grew heartless
and melarcholy, and sunk into his grave.  The widow, left lonely
' Ler age and fecbleness, could no longer ‘support herself, and
came upon the parish.  Still‘there/was n kind feeling toward her
throughout the village, and a certain respect as being one of the
oldest inbabitants: As no one applied for the cottage, in which
she had passed so many Lappy days, she was permitted to remain
m it, where she lived solitary and almost helpless. The few
vants of nature were chicfly supplied from the scanty productions
of ler little garden, which the neighbours would now and then
cultivate for Ler. It was but a few days before the time at which
these circumstances were told me, that she was gathering some
vegetables for her repast, when slie heard the cottage door which
faced the garden suddenly opened. A stranger came out, and
keemed to be looking eagerly and wildly around. e was dressed
I seaman’s clothes, was emaciated and ghastly pale, and bore the
ar of ono broken by sickness, and hardships. e saw her, and
hastened towards her, but his steps were faint and faltering ; he
sank on his knees before lier, and sobbed like a child. The poor
‘Yoman gazed upon him with a vacant and wandering eye—*“ Ol
iy dear, dear mother ! don’t you know your son 2 your poor boy
(Jeﬂrge 2”1t was, indecd, the wreck of her once noble lad, who,
shattered by wounds, by sickness, and foreign imprisonment, had,
at length, dragged his wasted limbs homeward, to repose among
the acenes of his childhood.




78 TilE SKETCH BOOK.

I will not attempt to detail the particulars of such a meeting,
where joy and sorrow were so completely biended @ still he was
alive! he was come home! he might yet live to comfort and
cherish her old age! Nature, Lowever, was exhausted in him ;
and if anything lad been wanting to finish the work of fate, the
desolation of his native cottage would liave been sufficient.  He
stretched himself on the pallet on which his widowed mother had
passed many a elecpless night, and he never rose from it again.

The villagers, when they heard that George Somers had re-
turned, crowded to sce him, offering every comfort and wssistance
that their Lumble means afforded. Ile was too weak, however,
to talk—he could only look his thanks. Ilis mother was hi-
constant attendant; and lie scemed unwilling to he helped by
any other hand.

There is something in sickness that breaks down the pride of
wanhood ; that softens the heart, and brings it back to the feel
ings of infancy. Who that has languished, even in advanced
life; in_ sickness and despondency ; who that has pined on a
weary bed in the neglect and loneliness of a forcign land; hut
Las thought on the mother ¢ that looked on his childlood,” that
smoothed his pillow; and administered to his helplessness ¢ Ol
there is an enduring tendernessin the love of w mother to her son
that transcends all other affections of the heart. It is neither to
be chilled by selfishness, nor daunted by danger, nor weakened
by worthlessness, nor stifled by ingratitude.  She will sacrifice
every comfort to his convenience; she will surrender every
pleasure to Lis enjoyment ; she will glory in his fame, and exult
in his prosperity :—and, if misfortune overtake him, he will be
the dearer to her from misfortune ; and if disgrace settle upon
his name, she will still love and cherish him in spite of his dis-
grace ; and if all the world beside cast him off, she will be all
the world to him.

Poor George Somers had known what it was to be in sickness,
and none to soothe—lonely and in prison, and none to visit him.
He could not endure his mother from his sight ; if she moved
away, his eye would follow her.  She would sit for hours by his
bed, watching him as he slept.  Sometimes he would start from
a feverish dream, and look anxiously up until he saw her bending
over him; when he would take lLer hand, lay it on his bosom,
Bif_ld‘ full asleep with the tranquillity of a child. In this way he
dlea.

My first impulse on hearing this humble tale of aflliction was
to visit the cottage of the mourner, and administer pecuniary
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ﬂ&ésiéta,ﬁcé,, axd, if possible, comfort. I found, however, on in-"

-quiry, that the good:feelings of the villagers had: prompted them:

"to.do everything that the case admitted ; and as the poor know.

. best-how to"console:each others’ sorrows, I did not venture to
arintrudeny £l T S 5 5 P At

.»#'The next Sunday I was at the village church ; when, to my
. surprise, I saw ‘the -poor old woman tottering down the aisle to

“.her accustomed seat on the steps of the altar.

- :-She-had made an effort to put on something like mourning for

her son ; and nothing could be more touching than. this struggla
‘between pious. affection and utter poverty : a black riband or sc

" »==q faded black handkerchief, and one or two more such humble

“~attempts ‘to express by outward signs that grief which: passes

:ishow,: 'When I looked round uponthe storied monuments, the -

«stately hatchments, the cold marble pomp, with which grandeur
- mourned magnificently over departed pride, and turned to this
~;-poor widow, bowed down by age and sorrow, at the altar of her
-God, and offering up the prayers and praises of a pious, though a
‘broken heart, I felt that this living monument of real grief was

“worth-them all.: e :
i T'related her story to some of the wealthy members of the
“congregation, and they were moved by it. ~ They exerted them-

:selves to render her situation more comfortable, and to lighten
- her afflictions, ‘It was, however, but smoothing.a few steps to

-~ the grave. ' In the course of a Sunday or two after, .she was’

- missed ‘from - her- usual seat at church, and before I left the
~:Meighbourhood, I heard, with a feeling of satisfaction, that she

had quietly breathed her last, and had gone to rejoin those she

~loved; in that world where sorrow is never known, and friends -

- are never parted.

- A'SUNDAY IN LONDON.* el

; 'f.':lN,'v‘a; p;'eceding paper I have spoken of an English Sunday i

- the country, and its tranquillizing effect upon the landscape’; but

‘Where is its sacred influence more strikingly apparent than in
. the’very heart of that great Babel, London? Os this sacred
*day, the gigantic monster is charmed into repose. The in-
‘tolerable din and struggle of the week are at an end. . The shops
‘are shut..- The fires of forges and manufactories are extinguished ; -

- and the sun, no longer obscured by murky clouds of smoke, pours

‘downa sober, "yellow radiance into the quiet streets. The fow
_PedeStriqn's we meet, instead of hurrying forward with anxious

* Part of a sketch omitted in the preceding editions,
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countenances, move leisurely along; their brows are smoothed
from the wrinkles of business and care; they have put on their
Sunday looks, and Sunday manners, with their Sunday clothes.
and are cleansed in mind as well as in person.

And now the melodious clangour of bel's from church towers
summons their several flocks to the fold. Yorth issues from his
mansion the family of the decent tradesman, the small children
in the advance ; then the citizen and his comely spouse, followed
by the grown-up daughters, with small morocco-bound prayer-
books laid in the folds of their pocket-handkerchicfs. The
housemaid looks after them from the window, admiring the
finery of the family, and receiving, perbaps, a nod and siile
from her young mistresses, at whose toilet she has assisted.

Now rumbles along the carriage of some magnate of the city.
peradventure an alderman or a sherifl, and now the patter of
many fect announces a procession of charity scholars, in uniforms
of antique cut, and each with a prayer-book under his arm.

The ringing of bells is at an end ; the rumbling of the carriage
has ceased ; the pattering of feet i3 heard no more ; the flocks
are folded. in ancient churches, cramped up in by-lanes and
cornersof the crowded city;where the| vigilant beadle keeps
watch, like the shepherd's dog, round the, threshold of the sanc-
tuary. Ior a time everything is hushed ; but soon is heard the
deep pervading sound of the organ, rolling and vibrating through
the emnpty lanes and courts ; and the sweet chanting of the choir
making them resound with melody and praise. Never have I
been more sensible of the sanctifying effect of church music, than
when I have heard it thus poured forth, like a river of joy,
through the inmost recesses of this great metropolis, elevating it,
as 1t were, from all the sordid pollutions of the week ; and bear-
ing the poor world-worn sou! un a tide of triumphaut harmony
to heaven.

The morning service is at an end. The streets are again alive
with the congregations returning to their homes, but soon again
relapse into silence. Now comes on the Sunday dinner, whicl,
to the city tradesman, is a meal of some importance. There 3
more leisure for social enjoyment at the board. Members of the
family can now gather together, who are scparated by the
la..bonous occupations of the week. A school-boy may be per-
awitted on that day to come to the paternal home ; an old friend
of the family takes his accustomed Sunday seat at the board, tells

over his well-known stories, and rejoices young and old with his
well-knowy, jokes.




THE BOARS HEAD TAVERN. FASTCHEAP. 81

On Sunday afternoon the eity pours forth its legions to breathe
the fresh air and cnjoy the sunshine of the parks and rural
environs. Satirists may say what they please about the rural
enjoyments of a London citizen on Sunday, but to me there i
something  delightful in beholding the poor prisoner of theo
crowded and dusty city enabled thus to come forth once a week
and throw himself upon the green bosom of nature. He is like
i child restored to the mother's breast; and they who first
spread out these nohle parks and magnificent pleasure-grounds
which surround this huge metropolis, have done at least as much
for its health and morality, as if they had expended the amount
of cost, in hospitals, prisons, and penitentiaries,

THE BOAR'S IIEAD TAVERN, EASTCHEAP.
A SIAKSPEARTAN RESEARCIL

A tavern is the rendezvous, the exchange, the staple of good fellows. I have heard my
freat-grandfather tell, how his great-great-grandfather should say, that it was an old
broverh when his great-grandfather was a child, that *“it was a good wind that hlew a
inan to the wine,”’—MoTnex Bompik.

IT is a-pious eustom, in some Catholic countrics, to honour the

memory of saints by votive lichts hurnt beforo- their pictures.
Ihe popularity of a <aint, therefore, may he knosrn by the nun-
ber of these offerings.  One, perhaps, is Teft to moulder in the
darkness of his little chapel 5 another may have a solitary lamp
to throw 'itg blinking rays athwart his etlizy ; while the whole
blaze of adoration is lavished at the shrine of some beatified
father of renown. The wealthy devotee brings his huge lumi-
nry of wax ; the eager zealot his seven-branched candlestick,
and even the mendicant pilerim is by no means satisfied that
Hl}ﬂic_ient light is thrown upmi the decé:Lscd, unless he hangs up
his Tittle lamp of smoking oil. The consequence is, that in the
“agerness to enlighten, they are often apt to obscure; and I
‘ave occasionally seen an unlucky saint almost smoked out of
"ountenance by the officiousness of his followers.
In like manner has it fared with the immortal Shakspeare.
“very writer considers it Ins bounden duty to light up some
Dortion of his chareter or works, and to rescue some merit from
ilbl]yion. Ths commentator, opulent in words, produces vast
“omes of dissertations ; the common herd of editors send up mists
of Obscurity from their notes at the bottom of each page ; and
€very casual seribbler brings his farthing rushlight of eulogzy or
fesearch, to ewell the cloud of ineense and of smoke.

G
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As I honour all established usages of my brethren of the
quill, I thought it but proper to contribute my mite of homage
to the memory of the illustrions bard. I was for some thne.
however, sorely puzzled in what way I should discharge thi-
duty. I found myself anticipated in every attempt at a new
reading ; every doubtful line had been explained a dozen dif-
ferent ways, and perplexed beyond the reach of elucidation :
and as to fine passages, they had all been amply praised by pre-
vious admirers ; nay, so completely had the bard, of late, beer
overlarded with panegyric by a great German eritic, thut it was
difficult now to find even a fault that had not been argued into
a beauty.

In this perplexity, T was one morning turning over his pages.
when I casually opened upon the comic scenes of Henry 1V..
and was, in a moment, completely lost in the mad-cap revelry
of the Boar’s ITead Tavern.  So vividly and naturally are thes:
scenes of humour depicted, and with such foree and consistency
are the characters sustained, that they become mingled up in the
mind with the ficts and personages of yeal life.  To few readers
does it occur, that these arc all ideal ereations of a poet’s brain.
and that, in sober truth, no such knot of merry roisters ever
enlivened the dull neighbourhood of Frstelicap:

For my part, D'love tolgive my=clf up to the illusions o
postry. A liero of fiction that never existed is just as valuable
tome as a hero of history that existed a thousand yearg since
and, if I may be excused such an insensibility to the commo
ties of human nature, T would not give up fat Jack for half th
great men of ancient chronicle.  What have the heroes of yore
done for me, or men like me? They have conquered countric
of which I do not enjoy an acre ; or they have gained laurels ¢!
which I do not inlerit a leaf; or they have furnished examples
of hair-brained prowess, which I have neither the opportunit_\'
wor the inclination to follow. Dut, old Jack Falstaff 1—kin!
Jack Falstaff !'—sweet Jack Falstaft''——has enlarged the boun
daries of human enjoyment; he has added vast regions of wi
and good humour, in which the poorest man may revel ; and i
bequeathed a never-failing inheritance of jolly langhter, to malc
mankind merrier and hetter to the latest posterity.

A‘thought suddenly struck me: “T will make a pilgrimase
to Eastcheap,” said I, closing the book, “and seo if the old
Boar's Head Tavern still exists. Who knows bat I may light
upon gome legendary traces of Dame Quickly and her gues
st any rate, there will be a kindred pleasure, in treading t
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halls once vocal with their mirth, to that the toper enjoys in
smelling to the empty cask once filled with generous wine.”

The resolution was no sooner formed than put in execution.
I forbear to treat of the various adventures and wonders I en-
countered in my travels; of the haunted regions of Cock-lane ;
of the faded glories of Little Britain, and the parts adjacent;
what perils T ran in Cateaton-street and Old Jewry; of the
renowned Guildhall and its two stunted giants, the pride and
wonder of the city, and the terror of all unlucky nrchins; and
how I visited London stone, and struck my staff upon it, in
imitation of that arch rebel, Jack Cade.

Let it suflice to say, that I at length arrived in merry East.
eheap, that ancient region of wit and wassail, where the very
hames of the streets relished of good cheer, as Pudding-lane
hears testimony even at the present day. Ior Eastcheap, says
old Stowe, “wwas always fumous for its convivial doings. The
¢ookes cried hot ribbos of beef roasted, pies well buaked, and
other victuals: there was clattering of pewter pots, harpe, pipe,
and sawtrie” . Alas ! low sadly is the scene changed since the
roaring days of Lalstaff and old Stowe! The madeap roister
has given place to. the plodding, tradesmany;- the clattering of
Pots and ‘the sound of « harpe and-suwtrie,” to, the din of carts
ind the accursed dinging of the dustnian’s bell'; “and no song is
heard, saye, haply, the strain of some siren from Billingsgate.
‘fh:mting theeulogy of deceased mackerel.

o boSought in vain for the ancient abode of Dame Quickly.
Che only relic of it is a hoar's head, earved in relief in stone,
vhich formerly served as ihoe sizn, but at present is built into
the parting line of two Liouses, which stand on the site of the
renowned old tavern.

For the history of this little abode of good fellowship, I was
feferred to a tallow-chandler's widow, opposite, who had been
’orn and brought up on the spot, and was looked up to as the
wlisputable chronicler of the neighbourhood. . L found her
sated in a little hack parlour, the window of which looked out
pon a yard about eight feet square, laid out as a flower-garden;
while 4, glass door opposite afforded a distant peep of the street,
through a vista of soap and tallow candles: the two views, which
tomprised, in all probubility, her prospects in life, and the little
vorld in which ghe had lived, and moved, and had her being,
ot the Letter part of a century.

v be versed in the listory of Lastcheap, great and little
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;.2 from Yiondon:stone éven unto: the:Monument, was, doubtless; in
" ‘ner opinion, to be*acquainted with: the: history of- the universe.
.. 'Yet, with all this,she” possessedthe: simplicity of . true wisdom,
and that liberal communicative disposition which I have generally
~.remarked ‘in" intelligent old -ladies, knowing ‘in: the ‘concerns of

:+ their.neighbourhood. "= i, 7w ol e ‘
«: Her" information, however, did not -extend far  back into
© " ‘antiquity. " She" could throw no light “upon the history of the
. “Boar’s Head, from thetime’that Dame Quickly- espoused  the
12 valiant Pistol; until the great fire of London, when it was un-
. fortunately burnt down.. It was soon rebuilt, and continued to
.. “flourish “under the old name and sign, until & dying landlord,
i struck with. remorse. for double scores, bad measures, and other
iniquities; which are incidental to -the sinful race of publicans,
.. -endeavoured to.make his peace with Heaven, by bequeathing the
. "'tavern.to St. Michael's Church, Crooked-lane, toward the sup-
- porting of a chaplain.* For some time the vestry meetings were
" xegularly: held: there; ‘but it was observed .that: the, old Boar
_< " never held up his head under church government. He gradually
< “declined, and finally gave his last gasp about thirty years since.
+.The tavern was then turned into:shops ;:but, sheinformed me
77t that'a picture of it was still-preserved in St. Michael’s Church,
‘31 . ~which stood just in the rear. To get a sight of this: picture was
U nowiimy fdetermination ; 8o, - having informed- myself -of . the
.abode of ' the'sexton, I took my leave of the venerable chronicler
.. rof » Eastcheap, . my ~visit having doubtless raised 'greatly . her
* opinion of her legendary lore, and ' furnished’ an important in-
.cident in the-history of her life. - ‘ - R
v It cost me some difficulty, and much curious inquiry, to ferret
“out the humble hanger-on-to the church.. I had to explore
“Crooked-lane, and divers littlo alleys,” and elbows, and dark
" passages - with which this old city is perforated, like an -ancient
cheese, or a worm-eaten chest of drawers. At length I traced
him to thd: corner of a small court, surrounded by lofty houses.
‘where the inhabitants enjoy about as much of the face of heaven,
“" ag & community of frogs at the bottom of a well. The sexton
.. was-a meek, acquiescing little man, of a bowing, lowly habit :
‘yet he had a pleasant twinkling in his)eye, and, if encouraged:
.-would now and. then hazard a small pleasantry; such as a mat
“of his low estate might venture to make in the company of high
- churchwardens, and other mighty men of the earth.” I fol§ﬂd
“him in company with' the deputy organist, seated apart, 1k
Milton’s angels, discoursing, no doubt, on high ductrinal points:
R R gy o
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and ‘settling the affairs of the church over a friendly pot of ale—
for,the lower classes of English seldom deliberate on any weighty
matter without the assistance. of a cool tankard to clear their
understandings.: I arrived at.the moment when they had
finished their ale and their argument, and were. about to repair
t0'the church to . put it in order; so, having made known my' -
wishes, I received their gracious permission to accompany them.
. The church of St. Michael’s, Crooked-lane, standing a short
distance from Billingsgate, is enriched with the tombs of many
fishmongers of renown ; and as every profession has its galaxy
of glory, and its constellation of great men, I presume the
monument of a mighty fishmonger of the olden time is regarded.
with as much reverence by succeeding generations of the craft,
a8 poets feel on centemplating the tomb of Virgil, or soldiers the
monument of a Marlborough or Turenne. i
1 I cannot but -turn aside, while thus speaking of illustrious
Then, to observe. that St. Michael's, Crooked-lane, contains also
the ashes of that doughty champion, William Walworth, knight,
who _so manfully clove down the sturdy wight, Wat Tyler, in
Swithfield’;.a hero worthy of honourable blazon, as almost the
only; Tord Mayor on record famous for deeds. of arms :—the
Sovereigng: of Cockney being generally renowned as. the most
Pacific of all potentates.® ‘ ;

- Adjoining the church, in a small cemetery, immediately under
the back window of what was once the Boar'’s Head, stands the
tombstone of Robert Preston, whilom drawer at the tavern. It
S now nearly a century since this trusty drawer of good liquer
closed his bustling career, and was thus quietly deposited within -
@ll.of his customers. As I was clearing away the weeds from
;A;,;Pbe' following was the ancient inscription on the monument of this worthy, which,

?)ﬂy_ was destroyed in the great conflagration :— el

¢ Hereunder lyth a man of Fame,

William Walworth callyd by name ;

‘Fishmonger he was in lyfitime here,
* And twise Lord Maior, as in books appere;

Who with courage stout and manly myght,

Blew Jack Straw in Kyng Richard’s sight.

For which act done, and trew entent,

The Kyng made him knyght incontinent ;

And gave him armes, as here you see,

To declare his fact and chivaldrie,
< He left this lyff the yere of our God

Tt "Thirteen hundred four score and three odd.””

e $lh error 10 the foregoing inscription has been corrected by the venerable Stowe,
amit €reas,’® saith he, *“ it hath been far spread abroad by public opinion, that the rebel
mten own so manfully by Sir William Walworth, the then worthy Lord Maior, was
dou}:d Jack Straw, and not Wat Tyler, I thought good to r ile this rash Pdart
cant by such testimony as I find in_ancient and good ds. The principal leaders, or
Strg 09 of the ‘commons were, Wat Tyler as the first man; the second was John, or Jock,
oWy & &c.”~-SToWE’s LONDON. 2
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1.7 his epitaph, the little sexton drew me on one side with a mys-
7" terous airy and: informed 'me in ‘a low voice, that once: upon a
.7 timey on & dark wintry night, when the wind was unruly, howl-
. ing; ‘and whistling, ‘banging ‘about.doors and -windows,” and
.. “twirling weathercocks, so that the living were frightened out of
-~ their beds, and ‘eéven the dead could: not sleep- quietly in- their
“. - graves, the ghost of honest Preston, which happened to be airing
- iteelf in “the. churchyard, was attracted by the well-known call
=+ of “waiter” from the Boar's Head, and ‘made its sudden:ap-
.. 4 pearance'in the midst of & roaring club, just as the parish clerk
- owas singing a 'stave from the ¢ Mirre garland of Captain Death,”
%7 to the discomfiture of sundry train-band captains, and the con-
“+version-of an infidel ‘attorney, who became g zealous Christian
- on the spot, and was never known to twist the truth afterwards,

.~ except in the way of business. R L
w71 beg it may be remembered that I do not pledge myself for
.. the anthenticity of this anecdote, though ‘it is well . known that
;.. the churchyards and by-corners of this old metropolis are very
~much infested with perturbed spirits; and every. one must have
~heard of the Cock-lane ghost, and the apparition that guards the
o~ regalia in‘the Tower, which has frightened so’many bold sentinels

almost out of their wits. i1 CUETUR A = 574

-~ Beall this as it may, this Robert Preston seems to have:been
7 ‘a worthy successor. to - the nimble-tongued Francis, who attended
' upon the revels of ‘Prince Hal; to have been equally prompt
with his “ Anon; anon, sir,” and to have transcended his prede-
cessor in honesty; for Falstaff, the veracity of whose taste no
: man will venture to impeach, flatly accuses Francis of putting
- lime in' his sack ; ‘whereas honest Preston’s epitaph lauds him for
" the sobriety of his conduct, the soundness. of his wine, and the
- fairness of his measure.*  The worthy dignitaries of the:church,
. however, did not appear much captivated by the sober virtues of
" the tapster ; the deputy organist, who had - a moist look out of
‘the eye, made some shrewd remark on the abstemiousness of &

- As this inseription is rife with excellent morality, I transcribe it for the admonition of
" delinjuent tapsters. ~It is, no doubt, the production of some choice spirit who once fre-

quented the Boar’s Hea§l 0

L siaio- o ¢ Bacchus, to give the toping world surprise,

~Produced one sober son, and here he lies.
Though rear’d among full hogsheads, he defy’d
. The charms of wine and every one beside.
1+ O reader, it to justice thour’t inclined.

Keep honest Preston daily in thy mind.

- He drew good wine, took care to fill his pots,

“7 Had sundry virtues that exeused his faults,
*2: .’You that on Bacchus have the like dependance

Pray copy Bob in measure and attendance.’’

L ¥ A | P
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- man brought up among full -hogsheads, and the little sexton -
.corroborated - his opinion by a- significant wink and a dubious
‘shake:of the head. : " i ool

++'Thus far my researches, though they threw much light on the
history of tapsters, fishmongers, and Lord Mayors,. yet disap-

“pointed ' me .in the great object of my quest, the picture. of the- "

.Boar'’s Head Tavern.. -No such painting was to be found in the
‘church of -St. Michael. = ¢ Marry and amen!” said I, “here
‘endeth my research!” So I was giving the matter up, with the
air of & baffled antiquary, when my friend the sexton, perceiving
“me~to be curious in everything relative to the old tavern, offered
to-show me the choice vessels of the vestry, which had been-
handed down from remote times, when the parish meetings were
held-at the Boar’s Head. These were deposited in the parish
“club-room, which had been transferred; on:the decline of the
-ancient establishment, to a tavern in the neighbourhood. -
A few. steps brought us to the house, which stands No. 12;
* Miles-lane, bearing the title of the Masons’ Arms, and is kept by
Master Edward Honeyball, the “ bully-rock” of the establish-
~Mment. " Tt is one of those little taverns which abound in the heart
~.of the city, and form the centre of gossip and intelligence of the
‘eighbourhood.  'We entered - the bar-room, which. was narrow
and darkling ; for in these close lanes but few rays of reflected
light are enabled to struggle down to the inhabitants, whose broad
‘‘day is-at best but a tolerable twilight. The room was partitioned
~1nto “boxes, each containing a table spread with a clean white

4 doth ready-for dinner.- This showed that the guests ‘were of the

.800d old stamp, and divided their day equally, for it was but just
~ome:o’clock. - At the lower end of the room was a elear coal fire, : -
‘before which a breast of lamb was roasting. A row of bright
brass candlesticks and pewter mugs glistened along the mantel-
‘Plece, and an old-fashioned clock ticked in one corner.. There
' Was something primitive in this medley of kitchen, parlour, and
hall; that carried me back to earlier times, and pleased me. ~The
- Place, indeed, was humble, but everything had that look of order

8 and neatness, which bespeaks the superintendence cf a notable

Eyglish housewife. A group of amphibious-losking beings, whe
- Might be either fishermen or sailors, were regaling themselves in
‘one of the boxes. As I was a visitor of rather higher pretensions,

-Was ushered into a little misshapen backroom, having at least
. Mne.corners: It was lighted by a sky-light, furnished with
: anhq}la.ted leather chairs, and ornamented with the portrait of a
4§ fat Pig. - It was evidently appropriated to particular customers,
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and I fournd a shabby gentleman, in a red nose and oil-cloth Lat,
seated in one corner, meditating on a half-empty pot of porter.

The old sexton had taken the landlady aside, and with an air
of profound importance imparted to her my errand. Dame
Houeyball was a likely, plump, bustling little woman, and no
bud substitute for that paragon of hostesses, Dame Quickly.
She scemed delighted with an opportunity to oblige ; and hurry-
ing up stairs to the archives of her house, where the precious
vessels of the parish club were deposited, she returned, smiling
and courtseying, with them in her hands.

The first she presented me was a Japanned iron tobacco-box,
of gigantic size, out of which, I was told, the vestry Lad smoked
at their stated meetings, since time immemorial ; and which was
never suffered to be profined by vulgar hands, or used on com-
mon oecasions. I received it with becoming reverence ; but what
was my delight, at beholding on its cover the identical painting
of which I was in quest! There was displayed the outside of
the Boar’s Head Tuvern, and before the door was to be scen the
whole eonvivial group, at table, in full revel ; pictured with that
wonderful fidelity and force, with which the portraits of renowned
generals and commodores-are iHustrated oi tobaceo=boxes, for the
benefit of posterity  Lest, hoswever, there should be any mistake,
the cunning limner lad warily inscribed the names of Prince
Hal and Falstaff on the bottoms of their ehairs,

On the'inside of the cover was an inscription, nearly oblite-
rated, recording that this box was the wift of Sir Richard Gore,
for the use of the vestry mectings at the Boar's Head Tavern,
and that it was “repaired and beautified Ly his successor, Mr.
John Packard, 1767.” Such is a faithful description of this
august and venerable relic; and I question whether the learned
Scriblerius contemplated his Loman shield, or the Knights of
the Round Table the long sought san-greal, with more exultation.

While T was meditating on it with enraptured gaze, Dame
Honpyball, who was highly gratified by the interest it excited,
pat In my hands a drinking-cup or goblet, which also belonged
to the vestry, and was descended from the old Boar's Head. It
box.'e the Inseription of having been the gift of Irancis Wythers,
kn_lgbt, an.d was beld, she told me, in exceeding great value,
being considered very “antyke.” This last opinion was strength-
ened by the shablby gentleman in the red nose and oil-cloth hat,
and whom I strongly suspected of being a lineal descendant from
the valiant Bardolph. e suddenly aroused from his meditation
on the pot of porter, and, casting a knowing look at the goble&,




