THE BOAR'S IIEAD TAVERN, EASTCHEAY. 89
exclamed, Ay, ay! the head don’t ache now that made that
there article!”

The great importance attached to this memento of ancient
revelry by modern ehurchwardens at first puzzled me ; but there
is nothing sharpens the apprehension so much as antiquarian
vesearch; for I immediately perccived that this could be no
other than the identical “ parcel-gilt goblet” on which Falstaft
made his loving, but faithless vow to Dame Quickly ; and which
would, of course, be treasured up with care among the regalia of
her remains, as a testimony of that solemn contract.*

Mine hostess, indeed, gave me a long history how the goblet
had been handed down from generation to generation.  She also
entertained me with many partieulars concerning the worthy
vestrymen who have scated themsclves thus quietly on the stools
of the ancient roisters of Eastcheap, and, like so many com-
mentators, utter clouds of smoke in honour of Shakspeare.
These I forbear to relate, lest my readers should not bo as
curions.in_these matters as myself.  Suflice it to say, the neich-
bours, one and-all, about Eastcheap, believe that Falstatl and his
merry erew actually lived and revelled there. Nay, there are
several Iogeudm'y ancedotes ‘concerning  hin Still ‘oxtant among
the oldest frequenters of the Masony’ Anms; wlitch they give as
transmitted down from their forefathers ; and Mr. M<Kash, an
Tvigh hair-drossery) whoso shop stands on the site of the old
Boar's Tead, Tas several dry jokes of Fat Jack’s, not Iaid down
m the books, with which lic mukes his customers ready to dio
of laughter.

_ Inow turned to my friend the sexton to make some further
nquiries, but I found him sunk in pensive meditation. Tlis head
had deelined o little on one side; a deep sigh heaved from the
very bottom of his stomach ; and, though I could not sec a tear
?i‘embling in hLis eye, yot a moisture was cevidently stealing from
b corner of his mouth. I followed the direction of Lis eyo
Hirough the door, which stood open, and found it fixed wist-
fully on the savoury breast of lamb, roasting in dripping richness
before the fire,

1ow called to mind that, in the cagerness of my recoudita
Nvestigation, I was keeping the poor man from his dinner. My
owels yearned with sympathy, and, putting in Lis hand a smail

lh‘ Thou didst swear to me upon a pareel-gilt goblet, sitting in my Dolphin chamber, at
rekrcmnd table, by a sea-coal fire, on Wednesday, in “'hit§Un-wcek, whe_n the princa

m" € thy head for likening his father to a singing man at Windsor; thou didst swear to
€ then, ay | was washing thy wound, to marry me, and make me my lady, thy wife,
“Bst thou deny it?— Hgnay IV.. Part .
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token of my gratitude and goodness, I departed, with a hearty
benediction on him, Dame Ioneyball, and the parish club of
Crooked-lane ;—not forgetting my shabby, but sententious friend,
in the oil-cloth hat and copper nosc.

Thus bave I given a “ tedious brief ” account of this interest-
ing research, for which, if it prove too short and unsatisfactory, 1
can only plead my incxperience in this branch of literature, so
deservedly popular at the present day. I am aware that a more
skilful illustrator of the immortal bard would have swelled the
materials T have touched upon, to a good merchantable bulk ;
comprising the biographies of William Walworth, Jack Straw,
and Robert Preston ; some notice of the eminent fishmongers of
St. Michael's; the history of Fastelieap, great and little; pri-
vate ancedotes of Dame Iouveyball, and her pretty daughter,
whom I have not even mentioned; to say nothing of a damscl
tending the breast of lamb (and whom, by the way, I remarked
to be a comely lass, with u neat foot and ankle) ;—the whol
cnlivened by the riots of Wat Tyler, and illuminated by the gread
fire of London.

All this I Jeave, as a rich mine, {o be worked by future com-
mentators ; nor do I despair of-seeing the tobuceo=hoxy amd the
“parcel-gilt goblet,” which T: have thus -hrought to light, the
subjects of future engravings, and almost as fruitful of voluminou-
dissertationsp and disputes as the shicld of Achilles, or the fur-
famed Portland vuse. :

THE MUTADBILITY OF LITERATURT.
A COLLOQUY IN WESTMINSTER ALBLEY.
T know that all Lencath the monn decays,
Aud what by mortals in this world is brought
In Time's great period shall return to nought.,
I know that 2ll the muse’s heaveuly lays,
With toil of sprite which are so dearly bought,
4w idle sounds, of few or none are sought,
‘Fhat there is nothing lighter than mere pruse.
DruMMOND or HAWTHOURNDEN.

Turere are certain half-dreaming moods of mind, in whicli we
naturally steal away from noise and glare, and scek some quici
haunt, where we may indulge our reveries and build our air-
castles undisturbed. ~ In such a mood I was loitering ubout th
old grey cloisters of Westminster Abbey, enjoying that luxury
of wandering thought which one is apt to I“:.:H:lfy with the nauw
of reflection ; when suddenly an interruption of madeap boys
from Westminster School, playing at foot-ball, broke in upon the
monastic stillness of the place, making the vaulted passages and
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mouldering tumbs ccho with their merriment. I sought to take
refuge from their noise by penetrating still deeper into the soli-
tudes of the pile, and applied to onc of the vergers for admission
to the library. Ie conducted me through a portal rich with the
crumbling sculpture of former ages, which opened upon a gloomy
passage leading to the chapter-liouse and the chamber in which
doomsday-book is deposited.  Just within the passage is a small
door on the left. To this the verger applied a key; it wax
double locked, and opened with some difficulty, as if seldom used.
We now ascended a dark narrow staircase, and, passing through
a sceond door, entered the library.

I found myself in a lofty antique hall, the roof supported by
massive joists of old English oak. 1t was soberly lighted by a
row of Gothic windows at a considerable height from the floor,
and which apparently opened upon the roofs of the cloisters. An
ancient picture of some reverend dignitary of the church in his
robes hung over the fireplace.  Around the hall and in & smull
zallery were the books, arranged in carved oaken cases.  They
consisted principally of ol polemical writers, and were much
more worn by tine than use.  In the ceutre of the library was a
{\JO]itury table, with two or three books on ityan inkstand withont
ink, and a fow pens parched by long disuse.  The place seemed
litted for quict studyand’ profound ‘meditation. - Tt ‘was buried
deep among  the, ma-<ive walls of the abley, and shut up from
the tumult "of ‘the world. I could only hear now and then the
shouts of the school-boys faintly swelling from the cloisters, and
the sound of a hell tolling for prayers, echoing soberly along the
roofs of the abbey. By degrees the shouts of merriment grew
faiuter and fainter, and” at length died away ; the bell ceased to
toll, and a profound silence reigned through the dusky hall.

Ihad taken down a little thick quarto curiously bound in
barchment, with brass elasps, and scated myself at the table in a
veuerable elbow-chair.  Iustead of reading, however, I was
heguiled by the solemn monastic air, and lifeless quict of the
Place, into a train of musing.  As 1 looked around upon the old
volnmes in their mouldering covers, thus ranged on the shelves.
and apparently never disturbed in their repose, I could not bus
(:'onsid(:r the llibmry a kind of literary catacomb, where authors,
like mummies, are piously entombed, and left to blacken und
"woulder in dusty oblivion.

_Ilow much, thought 1, Las cach of these volumes, now thrust
wside with sueli indifference, cost some aching head! how many
weary days! how many slecpless uights!  Ilow lave theu
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authors buried themselves in the solitude of cells and cloisters ;
shut themselves up from the face of man, and the still more
blessed face of nature ; and devoted themselves to painful research
and intense reflection! And all for what ? to oceupy an inch of
dusty shelf—to have the title of their works read now and then
in a future age, by some drowsy churchman or casual straggler
like myself ; and in another age to be lost, even to remembrauce.
Such is the amount of this boasted immortality. A mere tem-
porary rumour, a local sound ; like the tone of that bell which
has just tolled among these towers, filling the ear for a moment—
lingering transiently in echo—and then passing away like a thing
that was not! ‘
‘While I sat half murmuring, half meditating these unprofitable
speculations, with my head resting on my hand, I was thrumming
with the other hand upon the quarto, until I accidentally loosened

" the clasps ; when, to my utter astonishment, the little book gave

two or three yawns, like one awaking from a deep sleep ; then a
husky hem ; and at length began to talk. At first its voice was
very hoarse and broken, being much troubled by a cobweb which
some studious spider had woven across it, and having probably
contracted a cold from long exposure to the chills and damps of
the abbey. In a short time, howevor, it hecame more distinct,
and I soon found it an exceedingly fluent conversable little tome.
Its langyage, to be sure, was rather quaint and obsolete, and its
pronunciation what in the present day would be deemed barbarous;
but I shall endeavour, as far as I am able, to render it in modern
parlance.

It began with railings about the neglect of the world—about
merit being suffered to languish in obscurity, and other such
commonplace topics of literary repining, and complained bitterly
that it had not been opened for more than two centuries. That
the dean only looked now and then into the library, sometimes
took down a volume or two, trifled with them for a fow moments,
and then returned them to their shelves. “ What a plague do
they mean,” said the little quarto, which I began to perceive was
somewhat choleric, “what a plague do they mean by keeping
soveral thousand volumes of us shut up here, and watched by 2
set of old vergers, like so many beauties in a harem, merely to be
looked at now and then by the dean? Books were written 0
give pleasure and {o be enjoyed, and I would have a rule passed

. that the dean should pay each of us a visit at least once a year;

or if he is not equal to the task, let them once in a while turp
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loose the whole school of Westminster among us, that at any rate
we may now and then bave an airing.” B

¢ Softly, my worthy friend,” replied I, “you are not aware
how much better yon are off than most books of your generation.

By being stored away in this ancient library, you are like the -

treasured remains of those saints and monarchs which lie en-
shrined in the adjoining chapels; while the remains of your
contemporary mortals, left to the ordinary course of nature, have
long since returned to dust.”

¢ S8ir,” said the little tome, rufiling his leaves ana looking big,
“T was written for all the world, not for the bookworms of an
abbey. I wasintended to circulate from hand to hand, like other
great contemporary works; but here have I been clasped up for
more than two centuries, and might have silently fallen a prey to
these worms that are playing the very vengeance with my intes-
tines, if you had not by chance given me an opportunity of
uttering a few last words before I go to pieces.”

“ My good friend,” rejoined I, “had you been left to the cir-
culation of which you speak, you would long ere this have been
1o more. To: judge from your physiognomy, you are now well
stricken in. years; very few of your contemporaries can be at
present in existence, and those few owe their longevity to being
immured like yourself in old libraries, which, suffer me to add,
mstead of likening to harems, you might more properly and
gratefully-have compared to those infirmaries attached to religious
establishments for the benefit of the old and decrepit, and where,
by quiet fostering and no employment, they often endure to an
amazingly good-for-nothing old age. You talk of your contem-
poraries as if in circulation—where do we meet with their works?
What do we hear of Robert Groteste, of Lincoln? No one could
have toiled harder than he for immortality. He is said to have
written nearly two hundred volumes. He built, as it were, a
pyramid of books to perpetuate his name ; but, alas! the pyramid

as long since fallen, and only a few fragments are scattered in
various libraries, where they are scarcely disturbed even by the
antiquary, What do we hear of Giraldus Cambrensis, the
historian, antiquary, philosopher, theologian, and poet? He
declined 1wo bishoprics, that he might shut himself up and write
for posterity ; but posterity never inquires after his labours.
What of Henry of Huntingdon, who, besides a learned history of
England, wrote a treatise on the contempt of the world, which
the world has revenged by forgetting him? What is quoted of
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~Joseph of Exeter; styled the miracle of his age in classical
i somposition 2 . Of his. three" great heroic poems, ono -is lost for
ver, excepting. a mere-fragment ; the others- are known only to
2 few of the curious in literature ;- and as to his love verses and
‘epigrams;’ they have entirely disappeared..: What is in: current
~use of John Wallis' the Franciscan, who acquired :the name"of
.the. tree of life?. Of ‘William.of Malmsbury ;—of Simeon of
: Durham ;—of - Benedict of ' Peterborough ;—of John Hanvill of
'+ 8t. Albang j—ofeem—tc 0 T

:-% Prithee, friend,” cried the quarto, in a testy tone, “how :old
do you think me?  You are talking of authors that lived long
-"before my time, and: wrote either in Latin or French, so that they
.in._a-manner- expatriated themselves, and deserved to be for-
-, gotten ;* but I, sir, was ushered into the world from the press
“of the renowned Wynkyn de Worde. I was written in my own
" native tongue’ at a time when the language had become- fixed ;
“and ‘indeed I was considered a model of pure and elegant
English.” - SO At BT e i bR

‘T should - observe that tliese remarks were couched in such
ntolerably antiquated terms, that I have had infinite difficulty in

endering them into modern phraseology.). = it i i ¢

4T cry. your merey,” said L, ¢ for mistaking your age;: but: it
matters little ;. almost all-the writers of your time have likewise
- .--passed:into. forgetfulness, and De ‘Worde’s publications are-mere
.. literary rarities 'among book collectors. * The purity and stability
++ of language, too, on which you found your claims to perpetuity,
% -have been the fallacious dependence of authors of every age, even
- back to the times of the wortny Robert of Gloucester, who wrote
- ‘his history in rhymes of mongrel Saxon.t ‘Even now many talk
. of Spenser’s ¢ well of pure English undefiled,” as if the language
“ever sprang from a well or fountain-head, and was not rather a
~mere confluence of various tongues, perpetually subject to changes
- and intermixtures. It is this which has made English literature
80 extremely mutable, and the reputation built upon it so fleeting.
Unless:thought can be .committed to something- more permanent
.and unchangeable than such a medium, even thought must share

2% In Latin and French hyth many soueraine wittes had great delyte to endite, and have
i/, many noble thinges fulfilde, but certes there ben some that speaken their poisye in French,
:.- of which speche the Frenchmen have as good a fantasye as we have in hearying of French«
. men’s Englishe.—~Cnauczn's TESTAMENT o¥ LOVE. .

* t Hollinshed, in his Chronicle, observes, * Afterwards, also, by diligent travell of Gefiry
> Chaucer and of John Gowre, in the time of Richard the Second, and after them of John
. Scogan and John Lydgate, monke of Berrie, our said toong was brought to an excellen
<.\ passe, notwithstanding that it never came unto the type of perfection until the time of
-Queen- Elisabeth, wherein John Jewell, Bishop of Sarum, John Fox, and sundrie learned
and excellent writers, have fully accomplished the ornature of the same to their great

' praise and immYrtal commendation,’? . . " - 13 .

Wl E ’
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the fate of everything else, and fall into decay. This should
serve as a check upon the vanity and exultation of the most
popular writer. He finds the language in which he has embarked
his fame gradually altering, and subject to the dilapidations of
time and the caprice of fashion. He looks back and beholds the
early authors of his country, once the favourites of their day,
supplanted by modern writers. A few short ages have covered
ther with obscurity, and their merits can only be relished by the
quaint taste of the bookworm. And such, he anticipates; will
be the fate of his own work, which, however it may be admired
in its day, and held up as a model of purity, will, in the course
of years, crow antiquated and obsolete, until it shall become
almost as unintelligible in its native land as an Leyptian obelisk,
or one of those Runie inscriptions said to exist in the deserts of
Tartary, I declare,” added L with some cmotion, “when I
contemplate a modern library, lilled with new works, in all the
bravery of rich gilding and binding, T feel disposed to sit down
and weep, like the good Xerxes, when he surveyed his army,
prankedout in all the splendour of military array, and reflected
that in.one hinmdred years not one of them would De in existence!
AR sl the Dittle quarto, with a_heavy sigh, ¢ I see how
1t is; these windern seribblers have superseded all the good old
authors, [ suppose nothing is read now-a-days but Sir Philip
Sydney’s _Areadia, Sackville's stately plays, ‘and Mirror for
Magistrates, ‘or 'the fine-spun cuphuisms of the ¢unparalleled
John Lyly."”

“There you are acain mistaken,” snid I; < the writers whom
you suppose in vogue, hecause they happened to be so when you
were last in circulation, have long since bad their day. Sir
Philip Sydney’s Arcadia, the immortality of whicl was so fondly
predicted by his admirers,* and which, in truth, is full of noblo
thoughts, delicate images, and graceful turns of language, is now
scarcely ever mentioned.  Sackville has strutted into obseurity;
and even Lyly, though his writings were once the delight of a
court, and apparently perpetuated by a proverb, is now searcely
known even by name. A\ whole crowd of authors who wrote
and wrangled at the time, have likewise gone down, with ail
their writinas and their controversies. Wave after wave of
steceeding literature has rolled over them, until they are buried

_* Live ever sweete hooke ; the simple image of his gentle witt, and the golden pillar of
dis nohle courage ; and ever notify unto the world that thy writer was the secretary of
el(')q“',’"ce’ the hreath of the muses,'the honey-hee of the daintyest flowers of witt and arte.
the pith of morale and intellectual virtues, the arme of Bellona in the field, the tonge «f
Suada in the chamber, the sprite of Practise in csse, and the paragon of excellency in
UAnt— HARVEY PIRICE'S SUPEREROGATINY,
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so deep that it is only now and then that some industrious diver
after fragments of antiquity brings up a specimen for the grati-
fication of the curious.

« For my part,” I continued, T consider this mutability of
.anguage a wise precaution of Providence for the benefit of the
world at large, and of authors in particular. To reason from
analogy, we daily behold the varied and beautiful tribes of vege-
tables springing up, flourishing, adorning the ficlds for a short
+ime, and then fading into dust, to make way for their successors.
‘Were not this the case, the fecundity of nature would be a grie-
vance instead of a blessing. The earth would groan with rank
and excessive vegetation, and its surface hecome a tangled wilder-
ness. In like manner the works of genius and learning decline,
and make way for subsequent productions. ILanguage gradually
varies, and with it fade away the writings of authors who have
flourished their allotted time; otherwise the ercative powers of
genius would overstock the world, and the mind would be com-
pletely bewildered in the endless mazes of literature.  Formerly
there were some restraints on this excessive multiplication.
Works had to be transeribed by hand, which was a slow and
laborious operation ; they were written cither on parchment.
which was expensive, so'that' one 'work ‘was often erased to’ make
way for another ;_or on papyrus, which was fragile and extremely
perishable.  Authorship was a limited and unprofitable craft,
pursued _cliefly by monks in the leisure and solitude of their
cloisters. The accumulation of manuseripts was slow and costly,
and confined almost entirely to monasteries. To these circum-
stances it may, in some measure, be owing that we have not been
inundated by the intellect of antiquity; that the fountains of
thought Lave not been broken up, and modern genius drowned in
the deluge. But the inventions of paper and the press have put
an end to all these restraints. They have made every one &
writer, and enabled every mind to pour itself into print, and dif-
fuse itself over the whole intellectual world. The consequence?
are alarming. The strcam of literature has swollen into a torrent
—augmented into a river—cexpanded into a sca. A few centurie*
since, five or six hundred manuseripts constituted a great library
but what would you say to librarics such as actually exist, con-
taining three or four hundred thousand volumes; legions ©
authors at the same time busy; and the press going om with
_f‘ia"f“”y Increasing activity, to (i};uble and quadruple the number ?
Unless some unforeseen mortality should break out among the
progeny of the muse, now that she has become so prolifics

e L
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tremble for posterity. I fear the mere fluctuation of language
will not be sufficient. Criticism may do much. It increases
with the increase of literature, and resembles one of those salu-
tary checks on population spoken of by ceonomists. Al possible
cncouragement, therefore, should be given to the growth of eri-
ties, good or bad. But I fear all wiil be in vain ; let criticism do
what it may, writers will write, printers will print, and the world
will inevitably be overstocked with gocd books. It will soon be
the employment of a lifetime mereiy to learn their names. Many
“ man of passable information, at the present day, reads scarcely
anything but reviews; and before long a man of erudition will
be little better than a mere walking catalogue.”

“My very good sir,” said the little quasio, yawning most
drearily in my face, “ excuse my interrupting you, but I perecivo
youare rather given to prose. I would ask the fate of an author
who was making some noise Jjust as Lleft the world.  His repu-
tation, however, was considerel quite temporary. The learned
<hook their heads at him, for he was a poor half-cducated varlet,
that knew Jittle of Latin, and nothing of Greek, and lad been
ubliged to run the country for deer-stealing. I think his name
vasShakspeare. T presume he soon sunk into oblivion.”

“ Ou the contrary,” sald I, “ it is owing to that very man that
‘|10.litcmturc of his period has'experienced a- duration beyoud the
"Iinary term of English literature.  There rise authors now and
Hien, who'seom proof against the mutability of language, because
they have rooted themselves in the unchanging principles of
‘Uman nature.  They are like gicantic trees that we sometimes
“t¢ on the banks of a stream ; which, by their vast and deep
Ioots, penetrating through the mere surface, and laying hold on
e very foundations of the carthy preserve the soil around
them from being swept away by the ever-flowing current, and
hold up many a neighbouring plant, and, perhaps, worthless weed
Lo PCP[)Otuity. Such is the case with Shakspeare, whom we
rchol ] defying the cncroachments of time, retaining in modern
use the lnnguagc and literature of his day, and giving duration to
“'_nfl)f an indifterent author, merely from having flourished in hig
:ill‘l’;“é:_):"e Iililtde]v.cn hle, II ?ri‘c\’c. ‘to sy, is iqraduall);' aisumipg th(_z

age, iis whole form is overrun by a profusion of com
nentators, who, like clambering vines and crecpers, almost bury
the ngbe plant that upholds them.”
ere the little quarto began to heave his sides and chuckle,
at length Le broke out into a plethoric fit of laughter that
It

ntj]
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"md well mgh choked him;: by reason of his excessive corpulency
4« Mighty well:1”- cried" he; as soon as he. could  recover, breath,
«mighty well'! and so you would persuade me that the: literature
of an age is:to be perpetuated by a vagabond deer-stealer!: by a
man without learning ;by a poet, forsooth——a poet 104 .And here
“he wheezed: forth another fit of laughter. - :

T confess that T felt somewhat uettled- at thls rndeness, whnch,
‘however, I pardoned on account of his having flourished in 4 less
pohshed age. I determined, nevertheless, not to give up my point.
4% Yeg,” resumed I, posltwely, “ga poet; for of all-writers he
Tias the best chance for immortality.- - Othérs may write from the
head, but he“writes from the heart, and the heart will always
understand him. -He is the faithful portrayer of nature, whoso
- features are always the same, and always interesting. - Prose
- writers -are voluminous and unwieldy ; their pages are crowded
+ with commonplaces, and their thoughts expanded into tediousness.
But with the true poet everything is terse, touching, or brilliant.
He gives the -choicest thoughts in the choicest language.- -He
illustrates - them - by ‘ everything that he sees most striking in
nature:and art. - He enriches them- by pictures of human life,
such as it'is passing before him, - His writings, therefore, contain
" the spmt, the aroma, if I may use the phrase, of the age in which
he lives." They are caskets which enclose within a small compass
the ‘wealth of the language—its family jewels, which. are thus
. transmitted in.a portable form to posterity. - The setting may
: '-occasxonally be antiquated, and require now and then to be re-
. 'newed, as inthe case of Chaucér; but the bnlhancy and in-
~ trinsic value of the gems continue unaltered. - - Cast a look back
 over the long reach of literary history. What vast- valleys of
- dulness; filled with monkish legends and academical controversies!
‘what - bogs-of - theological speculations! what - dreary ‘wastes of
metaphysics ! Here and there only do we behold the heaven-
illumined -bards, elevated like beacons on their- widely-separate
heights, to transmit the pure llght of poetm.l mtelhgenee from

#ge toage."* . -

# Thorow earth and waters deepe,
2 The pen by skill doth passe:
:..And featly nyps the worldes abuse,
7. And shoes us'in a plasse, )
.-.'The vertu and the vu:c
. Of every wight alyve;
% 'The honeycomb that bee doth mtke
Is not so sweet in hyve, 0%
‘As are the golden leves
< That drop from poet’s head ! o
Which doth surmount our common tafke
As farre as’ drou doth £ad,~~CHURCHYARD,

s L'l{
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< I:was just about to launch forth into enlogiums upon the poets -
:of .thie:day, when the sudden opening of the door caused me. to -
turn my head.- It was the verger, who came to inform me that -
-1t was. timé to close the library. "I sought to have a parting word -
-with the quarto, but the worthy little tome was silent, the clasps -
were closed ; and it looked perfectly unconscious of all that had
‘passed. - I have been to the library two or three times since, and
‘have; endeavoured to draw it into: further conversation, but in
vain ; ~and whether all this rambling colloquy actually took
place, .or whether it was another of those odd day-dreams to
-which: T am subject, I have never to this moment been able to

discover. ;

RURAL FUNERALS.

Here’s a few flowers! but about midnight more:

The herbs that have on them cold dew o’ the night

Are strewings fitt’st for graves— f

You were as flowers now wither’d ; even so

These herblets shall whick we upon you strow,—CYMBELINE.

7:AMON@. the beautiful and simple-hearted customs, of rural life
. Which still linger in some parts of England, are those of strewing
flowers before the funerals, and planting them at the graves of

oparted friends. These, it is said, are the remains of some of
ﬂle‘_ rites' of the primitive chutrch; but they are of still higher
antiquity, having been observed among the Greeks and Romans,
and frequently mentioned by their writers, and were, no doubt,

©; spontaneous tributes of unlettered affection, originating long
})gfore_ art had tasked itself to modulate sorrow into song, or story
1t'on the monument.- They are now only to be met with in the

Most_distant and retired places of the kingdom, where' fashion -

and innovation have not been able to throng in, and trample out
a‘:‘ i'11“32(=‘11’1()111$\:1n(1. interesting traces of the olden time. S
4 I’{L.Gla'morga.nshire, we are. told, the bed whereon the corpse
es:ig covered with flowers, a custom alluded to in one of the
Wild and plaintive ditties of Ophelia : i
i 21 White his shroud us the mountain snow,
e Larded all with sweet flowers;
. Which bewept to the grave did go,
With true-love showers.

. There is also a most delicate and beantiful rite observed in
?me._?f the remote villages of the south, at the funeral of a
~emale who has died young and unmarried. A chaplet of white
OWers is borne before the corpse by a young girl nearest in age,
Size, and resemblance, and is afterwards hung up in the church
Sl H2
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over the accustomed seat of the' deceased. ~ These chaplets are
sometimes “made: of  white® paper;, in: imitation of. flowers, and
inside:of : them-ig' generally a - pair:of white ‘gloves. :- They are
> intended ‘as: emblems: of the" purity of’the deceased, and the

crown of ‘glory. which:she has received in heaven.:i:.

v+ In"'some “parts’ of the “country, also, the dead ‘are carried to
the grave 'with :the :singing of  psalms and hymns: a kind of
- triumph,”.“ to :show,” says Bourne, - ¢ that - they - have finished
. their. course with joy, and are become conquerors.” - This, I am
- informed, - is'observed in'some of the northern counties,: particu-
. larly - in- Northumberland, .and. it has ‘a pleasing, though melan-
- choly effect, to hear; of a still evening, in some lonely country
“ scene, ' the :mournful melody of a funeral dirge swelling from a
. distance; and o see the train slowly moving along the landscape-

i : : 'l'lmul, thu", am:ix x:tl;u" we cg:;pus ro_l‘md ) g

TR har 0 g 3 4 S
- And as we sing thy dirge, we will -~ -0
% e " The daffodill . *
<. And other flowers layupon - T e
» i7" 'The altar of our love, thy stone.—~HERRICK, ! R

" There is'also a solemn respect paid by the traveller to the passing
funeral in‘these sequestered places ; for such spectacles, occurring
- among the quiet abodes' of nature, sink deep into-the soul. . As
- the mourning train approaches, he pauses, uncovered, to let it go
- by ;" he then follows silently in the rear ; sometimes quite to the
/“grave, at other times for a few hundred yards, and, having paid this
. tribute of: respect to the deceased, turns and resumes his journey.

- The rich vein of melancholy which' runs through. the English
-character; and'gives it some of its most touching and ennobling
- graces, is finely evidenced in these pathetic customs, and in the
.. solicitude shown by the common people for an'honoured and s
_ peaceful- grave. - The” humblest peasant, whatever may be his
.’lowly lot while living, is anxious that some little respect.may be
paid: to his" remains. - Sir- Thomas Overbury, describing the
% faire and . happy milkmaid,” observes, ¢ thus lives she, and all
her care is, that she may, die in the spring time,. to have store of
flowers stucke upon: her winding-sheet.” - The poets, too, who
- always breathe the feeling of a nation, continually advert to this
~fond olicitude about the grave. In “The Maid's Tragedy,

- by Beaumont and Fletcher,. there is a beautiful instance of the
- kind, ‘describing the capricious melancholy of a broken-hearted

e

o ;i Whensheseesabank & .. ..
Stuck full of fowers, she, with a sigh, will tell
-~ Hex servants, what a pretty place it were .
" 'To bury lovers in ;- and make her maids !
‘. Pluck’em, and strew her over Ifke a cors,




RURAL FUNERALS. 101

The custom of decorating graves was once universally pre-
valent : osiers were carefully bent over them to keep. the turf
uninjured, and about them were planted cvergreens and flowers.
“We adorn their graves,” says Evelyn, in his Sylva, “with
flowers and redolent plants, just emblems of the life of man,
which has been compared in Iloly Secriptures to those fading
beauties, whose roots being buried in dishonour, rise again in
ilory.” This usage has now become extremely rare in England ;
but it may still be met with in the churchyards of retired
villages, among the Welsh mountains ; and I recollect an instance
sf it at the small town of Ruthen, which lies at the head of the
beantiful vale of Clewyd. I lhave been told also by a friend,
who was present at the funcral of a young girl in Glamorgan-
vhire, that the female attendants had their aprons full of flowers,
which,as soon as the body was interred, they stuck about the grave.

He noticed several graves which had been decorated in the
same manner.  As the flowers had been merely stuck in the
#round, and not planted, they had soon withered, and might be
scen”in wvarious states of decay; some drooping, others quite
verished: . They were afterwards to be supplanted by holly,
tosemary, and other evergreens; which on some, graves bad
grown to great luxuriance, and overshadowed the tombstones.

There was formerly a melaneholy faneifulness in’ the arrange-
ment of these rustic offerings, that had something in it truly
Poctieal. ' The rose was sometimes blended with the lily, to form
2 general emblem of frail mortality. This sweet flower,” says
1""'0]_}’", “borne on a branch sct with thorns, and accompanied
with the lily, arc natural hicroglyphies of our fugitive, umbra-
tile, anxious, and transitory life, which, making so fair a show
for o time, is not yet without its thorns and crosses.” The
Nature and colour of the flowers, and of the ribands with which
they were tied, had often a particular reference to the qualities
or story of the deceased, or were expressive of the feelings of the
mcurner. In an old pocm, entitled, ¢ Corydon’s Doleful Knell,”
2 lover specifics the decorations he intends to use:

A garland shall be framed
By art and nature’s skill,

Of sundry-colored flowers,
Jo token of good-will.

And sundry-colored ribands
On it 1 will bestow ;

But chiefly blacke and yellowe
With her to grave shall go.
I'll deck her toinh with floware,

The rarest ever scen;
Ard with my tears as showers,
I'll keep them fresh and gresn,



~The'.white rose,” we:are told, was planted at tne’ grave of a
virgin ;' her chaplet was'tied with white ribands, in ‘token of her
otless ‘innocence ;- though' sometimes black ribands ‘were inter-
mingled, to bespeak the grief of the survivors. The red rose was
occasionally used in remembrance of such as had been remarkable
for benevolence ; -but roses in' general: were appropriated to the
.graves of lovers. Evelyn tells us that:the custom was not alto-
~gether extinet in” his time, near his dwelling in’ the county of
Surrey, -  where the maidens yearly planted and decked the
“graves. of. their defunct sweethearts with rose-bushes.”:  And
Camden- likewise remarks, -in. his' Britannia: “Here is ‘also a
“certain custom, observed time out of mind, of planting rose-trees
‘upon :the graves, especially by the young men'and maids who
have lost: their loves ; so that this churchyard is now full of
,/-'When:the deceased had been unhappy in their loves, emblems
> of amore gloomy “character were used, such -as the yew and
ypress; and if flowers were strewn, they were .of the' most
smelancholy: colours. . Thus,: in ‘poems by Thomas Stanley, Esq.
“(published in.1651),. is the following stanza ' "~ = -0
R TRy S ¥etstrew o[ et
Upon my dismall grave. . - R
 Such offerings as you have, TUIRA
- Forsaken cypresse and sad yewe; . . .

- For kinder flowers can take no birth: = -,
+ Or growth from such unhappy earth;

n “The Maid’s Tragedy,” a pathetic little air is' introduced,
- illustrative ‘of this. mode of decorating the funerals of females
“ who had been disappointed in love: - ‘
s S “."".. Lay a garland on my hearse,

Of the dismall yew, 2

" Maidens, willow branches wear,
Say I died true, ;

My love was false, but I was firm, =~ .
From my hour of birth,

.- Upon my buried body lie
sy - Lightly, gentle earth. ; ‘ el
The' natural eflect of sorrow over the dead is to refine and
elevate the mind ; and we have a proof of it in: the purity of
sentiment and the unaffected elegance of thought which pervaded
/ the whole of these funeral observances. Thus, it was an especial
“ precaution, that none but sweet-scented evergreens and flowers

.. should be employed. The intention seems to.have been to soften
“%- " the horrors of ‘the tomb, ‘to beguile the mind from brooding over
- .. "the.disgraces of perishing mortality, and to atsociate the memory
- of the deceased with the most delicate and beautiful objects in

" nature.  There is a dismal process:going on in the grave, ere
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dust’ can 'return ‘to -its ‘kindred -dust; - which the imagination
.. shrinks from contemplating ;- and we seek still to think of the
form :we* have loved :with those refined. associations which it
:‘awakened when blooming before us in youth and-beauty. .. Lay
her i" the earth,” says Laertes, of his virgin sister, Vit
#0000 - And from her fair and unpolluted flesh . i
PR e 5 n{nyyiuletsspringl e ‘ n .
errick, also, in his “Dirge of Jephtha,” pours forth a fragrant
flow of poetical thought and image, which in a manner embalms :
the dead in the recollections of the living. Fi

. Sleep in thy peace, thy bed of spice,
2 * And make this place all Paradise:
; -+ ' Diay sweets grow here and smoke from hence
] Fat frankincense,
Let balme and cassia send their scent
From out thy x‘naiden monux:xent.
*

o

*

May all shie maids at wonted hours N
Come forth to strew thy tombe with flowers!
May virgins, when they come to mourn,

N Male incense burn
Upon thine altar! then return
And leave thee sleeping in thine urn,.

= I'might crowd my page with extracts from the older British
{'poets;»who wrote when these rites were more: prevalent, - and
“delighted frequently to allude to them; but I haye already
“ quoted more than is necessary. I cannot, however, refrain frou
_-~glving’a passage from Shakspeare, even though it should appear
trite ; which illustrates the emblematical meaning often conveyed
0 these floral tributes; and at the same time possesses that
Magic':of language and appositeness of imagery for which he

tands pre-eminent.

i ' With fairest flowers,
.- Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele,
I’ll sweeten thy sad grave; thou shalt not lack
The flower that’s like thy face, pale primrose; nor
‘The azured harebell, like thy veins; no, nor
The leaf of eslantine; whom not to slander ° i
Outsweeten’d not thy breath. .

~There is certainly something more affecting in these prompt
and spontaneous ‘offerings of nature, than in the most costl
/! monuments of art; tho hand strews the flower while the heart
18 warm, and the tear falls on the grave as affection is binding
.- :the’ osier ‘round the sod; but pathos expires under the slow
: ;;,l,aboﬁur of the chisel, and is chilled among the cold conceits of
sculptured marble. =
. It is greatly to be regretted, that a custom so truly elegant
and touching has disappeared from general use, and exists only .
n _t}ge most remote and insignificant villages. But it seems as if
‘boet_xqgl:: custom always shuns the walks of cultivated society.
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In proportion as people grow polite they cease to be poetical.
They talk of poetry, but they have lcarnt to check its free im-
pulses, to distrust its sallying emotions, and to supply its most
affecting and picturesque usages, by studied form and pompour
ceremonial. Few pageants can be more stately and frigid than
an English funeral in town. It is made up of show and gloomy
parade ; mourning carriages, mourning horses, mourning plumes,
and bireling mourners, who make n mockery of grief. *“There
is a grave digged,” says Jeremy Taylor, “and a solemn mourn-
ing, and a great talk in the neighbourhood, and when the daics
are finished, they shall be, and they shall be remembered no
more.” The associate in the gay and crowded city is soon for-
gotten ; the hurrying succession of new inmates and new plea-
sures effaces him from our minds, and the very scenes and circles
in which he moved arc incessantly fluctuating.  But funerals in
the country are solemuly impressive. The stroke of deatn malkes
a wider space in the village circle, and is an awful event in the
tranquil uniformity of rural life. Tl passing bell tolls its knell
in‘every car; it steals with its pervading melancholy over hill
and vale; and saddens all the landscape.

The fixed and unchanging features of the country also per-
petuate ‘the memory of ‘the friend with whom we ence’ enjoyed
them ; who was (the  companion: of four most' retired walks, and
gave animation to every lonely scene. Iis idea is assoeiated
with! every charm of nature; we hear hLis voice in the echo
which he once delighted to awaken; his epirit haunts the
grove which he once frequented ; we think of Lim in the wild
upland solitude, or amidst the pensive beauty of the valley-
In the freshness of joyous morning, we remember his beaming
smiles and bounding gaiety ; and when sober evening returns
with its gathering shadows and subduing quiet, we call tv
mind many a twilight hour of gentle talk and aweet-souled
melancholy.

Each lonely place shall him restore,
For him the tear be duly shed ;

Beloved, till life can charm no more ;
Aud mourn’d till pity’s self be dead.

) Another cause that perpetnates the memory of the dcccnSf“l.
in the country is that the grave is more immediately in sight of
the survivors. They pass it on their way to prayer; it meets
sheir eyes whee their hearts are softencd by the exercises of de-
V9tion; they linger about it on the Sabbath, when tae mind_ 15
disengaged from worldly cares, and most disposed to turn aside
from presert pleasures and present loves, and to sit down amony
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the solemn mementos of the past. In North Wales the pea-
santry kneel and pray over the graves of their deceased friends
for several Sundays after the interment; and where the tender
rite of strewing and planting flowers is still practised, it is
always renewed on Easter, Whitsuntide, and other festivals,
when the season brings the companion of former festivity more
vividly to mind, Tt is also invariably performed by the nearest
relatives and friends; no menials nor hirclings are employed ;
and if a neighbour yields assistance, it would bo deemed an insult
to offer compensation.

I have dwelt upon this beautiful rural custom, because, as it
is one of the last, so it is one of the holicst offices of love. The
£rave is the ordeal of trne affection. It is there that the divine
passion of the soul manifests its superiority to the instinetive
impulses of mere animal attachment.  The latter must be con-
tinually refreshed and kept alive by the presence of its object ;
but the love that is scated in the soul can live on long remem-
brance. The mere inclinations of sense languish and decline
vith-the eharms which excited them, and turn with shuddering
disgust from the, dismal precinets of the tomb: but it is thence
that truly spiritual affection riscs, purified from every sensual
desire, and returns, like a-loly flame, to" illamine and sanctify
the heart of the survivor,

he sorrow for the dead is the only sorrow from which wo
vefuse: to 'be' divoreed. Every other wound we scek to heal—
every other affliction to forget’; but this wound we consider it a
duty to kecp open—this aflliction we eherish and brood over in
solitude.  Where is the mother who would willingly forget the
nfant that perished like a Dlossom from her arms, though every
recollection is a pang 2 Where is the child that would willingly
forget the most tender of parents, though to remember be but to
]a_m"“t? Who, even in ‘the hour of agony, would forget the
friend over whom he mourns? Who, even when the tomb is
closing upon the remains of her ho most loved ; when he feels
hig heart, as it were, crughed in the closing of its portal ; would
‘ecept of consolation that must be bought by forgetfulness 2—
0, the love which survives the temb is one of tho noblest attri-
utes of the soul. If it has its woes, it has likewise its delights;
ind when e overwhelming burst of grief is calmed into the
sentle tear of recollection ; when the sudden anguish and the
tonvulsive agony over the present ruins of all that we most
”Ved_, is softened away into pensive meditation on all that it
%as in the days of its loveliness—who would root out such a
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sorrow; from ‘thie. heart % . Though" it may:sometimes throw. a
‘passing cloud over. the:bright hour of ‘gaiety, or spread a deeper
‘sadness- over the: hour :of gloom,: yet:who:would- exchange- it,
-éven: for, thesong: of pleasure.or. the burst:of revelry?. No,
there is.a-voice.from the:-tomb sweeter‘than song. ::There is a
remembrance of the dead.: to which we turn even from the charms
-of .the ‘living.  Oh, ‘the grave !—the grave !—It buries every
‘error-—covers. eyery. : defect—extinguishes - every ' resentment:!
.From its'peaceful bosom. spring none but fond regrets and tender
srecollections, “Who can look down upon the, grave.even of an
‘enemy, and. not' feel -a ‘compunctious.throb, that he should ever
-have:warred with:the'poor handful of earth that lies mouldering
‘before himi:l i o L Laphoed bl
:'But-the grave of those we loved—what a place for meditation!
.There it is that. we call'up. in long review the whole history.of
;virtue and ‘gentleness,; and the thousand endearments lavished
upon us'almost unheeded in the- daily intercourse of intimacy—
there'it is that, we dwell upon the tendernéss,: the -solemn, awful
nderness of the parting scene. - The bed of death, with all its
ifled; griefs—its - noiseless attendance—its *mute, -watchful assi-
‘duities. -+The . last testimonies -of expiring love ! . The:feeble.
fluttering, - thrilling——ol: ! how:. thrilling |—pressure ‘of the hand !
The faint; faltering accents, struggling in-death to give one more
assurance-of affection! - The. last:fond  look of :the glazing eye,
turning,upon us even from-the threshold of existence! :

Ay, go.-to, the. grave of -buried -love, :and meditate. - There
settle the account. with thy conscience for every past benefit unre-
quited—every. past endearment. unregarded, of  that .departed
being, who can never-—never—never. return to be soothed by
thy.contrition.d ;- i1 5 L i 00 T s WS e e
:If thou art a child, and hast ever added a sorrow to the soul,
or afurrow to the silvered brow.of an affectionite parent—if
thou art a husband, and. hast ever caused the fond bosom that
ventured its. whole happiness in-thy arms to doubt one moment
‘of:thy kindness or thy truth—if thou art a.friend, and hast ever
.wronged, in thought, or word, or deed, the spirit that generously
-.confided:in thee—if thou art a-lover, and hast ever given onc
unmerited pang to that. true heart which now lies cold and still
beneath: thy. feet ;=-then be sure that every unkind look, every
‘ungracious word, every.ungentle action, will come thronging back
.upon thy memory, and: knocking dolefully at thy soul—~then be
" sure: that thou wilt lie. down  sorrowing and repentant on the

3
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grave, and utter the unheard groan, and pour the unavailing tear; -
more deep, more bitter; because unheard and unavailing. = -
Then ‘weave thy chaplet of flowers, and strew the beauties-of

~henceforth be more faithful and affectionate in the" discharge of

“thy duties to the living.*

In.writing the preceding article, it was not intended to give a
' full detail of the:funeral customs of the English peasantry, but
- merely to furnish a few hints and quotations illustrative of par-
* ticular rites, to be appended, by way of note, to another paper,
.- Which has been withheld. The article swelled insensibly into its
‘.present. form, and this is’ mentioued as an: apology for so brief
:and’ casual a notice of these usages, after they have been amply
and learnedly investigated in other works. : o S S
“# I'must observe, also, that I am well aware that-this custom of
" adorning graves with flowers prevails in' other countries besides
# England;Indeed, in some it.is much more general, and is -
_observed even by the rich and fashionable ; but it is then apt to
“lose itg simplicity, and to degenerate into affectation: Bright, in
 his travels in Lower Hungary, tells us of monuments of marble,
-.and recesses formed for retirement, with seats placed among
i bowers of green-house plants ; and that the graves generally are
covered with the gayest flowers of the season. He gives a casual
Picture of filial piety, which I cannot but describe ; for I trust it
. 718.08 useful as it is delightful, to illustrate the amiable virtues of
“itho sex, - When I was at Berlin,” says he, “I followed the' -
’ce_lebrated Ifland to the grave. Mingled with some pomp, you
might trace much real feeling. In the midst of the ceremony,
my atténtion was attracted by a young woman, who stood on a

Protected from the feet of the passing crowd.. It was the tomb of
her parent ; and the figure of this affectionate daughter presented
Mmonument more striking than the most costly work of art.”

L will barely add an instance of sepulchral decoration that I
once met among the mountaing of Switzerland. It was at the
village of Gersau, which stands on the borders of the Lake of
L}lcgrn, ‘at the foot of Mount Rigi. It was once the capital of a
Mmiature republic, shut up between the Alps and the Lake, and:
Becessible on the land side only by foot-paths. The whole force-

ature about the grave; console thy broken spirit, if thou canst, . :
vith these  tender, yet. futile tributes of regret’; but take warning
- by ‘the-bitterness of this thy contrite affliction over the dead, and . -

*mound of earth, newly covered with turf, which she anxiously: =
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of the republic did not excced six hundred fighting men; and a
few miles of circumference, scooped out, as it were, from the
besom of the mountains, comprised its territory. The village
of Gersau scemed separated from the rest of the world, and
retained the golden simplicity of a purer age. It had a small
church, with a burying-ground adjoining. At the heads of the
graves were placed crosses of wood or iron. On some were
aflixed miniatures, rudely exccuted, but evidently attempts at
jikenesses of the deceased. On the crosses were hung chaplets
of flowers—some withering, others fresh, as if 'occasionally
renewed. T paused with interest at this scenc ; I felt that I was
at the source of poetical description, for these were the beautiful
but- unaffected offerings of the licart which poects are fain to
record. In a gayer and more populous place, I should have sus-
pected them to have been suggested by factitious sentiment,
derived from books; but the good people of Gersau knew little
of books ; there was not a novel nor a love poem in the village;
and I question whether any peasant of the place dreamt, while ke
was twining a fresh chaplet for the grave of his mistress, that he
was. fulfilling one of the most fanciful rites of poetical devotion,
and that he was practically a poet.

TIIS INN KITCITEN,
Shall I not take mine case in mine inn 7—FALSTAPE.

Durine a journcy that I once made through the Netherland:.
I had arrived one evening at the Pomme d'Or, the principal inn
of a small Flemish village. Tt was after the hour of the tablv
d'Léte, so that I was obliged to make a solitary supper from the
relics of its ampler board.  The weather was chilly.; T was seated
alone in one end of a great gloomy dining-room, and, my repast
being over, I had the prospect before me of a long dull evening
without any visible means of enlivening it. I summoncd mine
host, and requested something to read ; he brought me the whole
literary stock of his houschold, a Duteh family Bible, an almanac
in the same language, and 2 number of old Paris newspapers:
As I sat dozing over one of the latter, reading old news and
stale criticisms, my car was now and then struck with bursts ¢
laughter which seemed to proceed from the kitehen.  Every ove
that has travelled on the continent must know how favourite i
resort the kitchen of a courtry inn is to the middle and inferior
order of travellers; particularly in that equivocal kind of wea-
ther, when a fire becomes agrceable toward evening. I threw




THE INN KITCHEN. 109

nside the newspaper, and explored my way to the kitchen, to
take a peep at the group that appeared to be so merry. It was
composed partly of travellers who had arrived some hours before
in a diligence, and partly of the usual attendants and hangers-on
of inns.  They were scated round a great burnished stove, that
might have been mistaken for an altar, at which they were
worshipping. It was covered with various kitchen vessels of
resplendent brightness ; among which steamed and hissed 2 huge
copper tea-kettle. A large lamp threw a strong mass of light
upon the group, bringing out many odd features in strong relief.
Its yellow rays partially illumined the spacious kitchen, dying
duskily away into remote corners; except where they settled in
mellow radiance on the broad side of a flitch of bacon, or were
reflected back from well-scoured utensils that gleamed from the
midst of obscurity. A strapping Flemish lass, with long golden
pendants in her cars, and a necklace with a golden heart sus-
pended to it, was the presiding priestess of the temple.

Many of the ecompany were furnished with pipes, and most of
then with some kind of evening potation. I found their mirth
was oeeasioncd by ancedotes, which a little swarthy Frenchman,
with a dry weazen face and large whiskers, was giving of his love
adventures ; at the end of each of which there was one of thoso
bursts of lionest unceremonious laughtery in which a man indulges
m that temple of true liberty, an inn.

As I'had no better mode of getting through a tedious blustering
evening, T took my seat near the stove, and listencd to a variety
of travellers tales, some very extravagant, and most very dull.
All of them, however, have faded from my treacherous memory
except one, which I will endeavour to relate. T fear, however,
1t derived its chicf zest from the manner in which it was told, and
the peculiar air and appearance of the narrator. e was a cor-
pulent old Swiss, who lad the look of a veteran traveller. e
was dressed in a tarnished green travelling-jackot, with a broad
belt round his waist, and a pair of overalls, with buttons from the
hips to'the ankles. Ile was of a full rubicund countenance, with
% double chin, aquiline nose, and a pleasant twinkling eye. His
hair wag light, and curled from under an old green velvet
tra.velling—cap stuck on one side of his head. IIe was interrupted
more than once by the arrival of guests, or the remarks of his
anditors ; and paused now and then to replenish his pipe; at
which times he had generally a roguish leer, and a sly joke for
the buxom kitehen-maid.

I wish my readers could imagine the old fellow lolling in a
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liuge arm-chair, one arm akimbo, the other holding a curiously

twisted tobacco-pipe, formed of genuine écume de mer, decorated

with silver chain and silken tassel—his head cocked on one side,

and a whimsical cut of the eye vccasionally, as lic related the
+  following story.

TII: SPECTRE BRIDEGROOM.
A TRAVELLER'S TALL®

He that supper for is dight,
He Iyes full cold, I trow, this night!
Yestreen to chamber I him lod,
Tiis night Gray-Steel has made his hed,
Sig EGER, SIR GRANAME, AND 51 GRAY-STEEL.

Ox the snmmit of one of the heichts of the Odenwald, a wild
and romantic tract of Upper Gernany, that lies not far from the
confluence of the Mainc and the Rhine, there stood, many, many
years since, the Custle of the Buron Von Landshort. It is now
quite fallen to decay, and almost buricd among becch-trees and
dark firs; above which, however, its old watch-tower may still he
seen struggling, like the former possessor, I have mentioned, t
carry a high Lead, and look down upon the neighbouring country.

The, baron was a dry brancl of the wreat family of Katzc-
nellenbogen,t and inherited the relies of the property, and all the
pride of his ancestors.” “Though 'the ‘warlike disposition of his
predecessors Lad much impaired the family possessions, yet the
baron still endeavourced to keep up some show of former state.
The times were peaccable, and the German nobles, in general, had
abandoned their inconvenient old castles, perehed like cagles’
nests among the mountains, and had built more convenient resi-
dences in the valleys: still the baron remained proudly drawn up
in his little fortress, clerishing, with liereditary inveteracy, all
the old family feuds; so that lie was on ill terms with some of
his nearest neighbours, on account of disputes that had happener!
between their great-great-grandfathers.

The baren had but one child, a daughter ; Lut nature, when
she grants but one child, always compensates by making it @
prodigy ; and so it was with the daughter of the baron,  All the
nurses, gossips, and country cousins, assurcd her father that she
Imd not her equal for beauty in all Germany ; and who ghould
iknow better than they 2 She had, morcover, heen brought up

* The erudite reader, well versed in o0d-for-nothing lore, will perceive that the abov®

tale must have been suggested to the old Swiss by a littie French ancedote, a circamstance
said to have taken place at Paris.

t i e, CAT’S-ELBOW—the name of a family of those parts very powerful in forme?

times. The appeiiation, we are told, was ven in i fifhe
e 2 cuwnpliment to a peerless dame ©
family, celebrated for her fine arm, = '
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with great care uvder the superintendence of two maiden aunts,
who had spent some years of their carly life at one of the little
Germun courts, and were skilled in all the branches of knowledge
necessary to the education of a fine lady. Under their instrue-
tions she became a miracle of accomplishments. By the time she
was eighteen, she could embroider to admiration, and Lad worked
whole historics of the saints in tapestry, with such strencth of
xpression in their countenances, that they looked like so many
souls in purgatory. She could read withot# great difliculty, and
lind spelled her way through several church legends, and almost
all the chivalric wonders of the Heldenbuch.  She had even made
onsiderable proficiency in writing; could sign her own nawme
without missing a letter, and so legibly that her aunts could read
‘t without spectacles. She excelled in making little clegant
sood-for-nothing lady-like nicknacks of all kinds; was versed
i the most abstruse daneing of the day; played a number of
ars on the harp and guitar; and knew all the tender ballads of
the Minnielieders by heart.

Heraunts, too, having been grcat flirts und coquettes in their
vounger days, were admirably calenlated to be vigilant guardians
il strict censorsiof the conduct of their nicee; for there is no
‘uenng so rigidly prudent; and inexorably decorous, as a super-
‘mnuated coquette.  Shie'was rarely suflered out. of their sight ;
tever went beyound the domaing of the castle, unless well at-
iended, or rather well watched ; had continual lectures read to
ier about strict decorum and implicic obedience ; and, as to the
Hen—pah !—she was tausht to hold them at such a distance,
nd in such absolute distrust, that, unless properly authorized.
*he would not have east a glance upon the handsomest cavalier
- 'thc world—no, not if he were even dying at her feet.

. The good effects of this system were wonderfully apparent.
‘e young lady was a pattern of doeility and correctness.
While others were wasling their sweetness in the glare of tho
world, and liable to be plucked and thrown aside by every hand,
e was coyly Dlooming into fresh and lovely womanhood under
‘Ue protection of those immaculate spinsters, like a rose-bud
lﬂushi-ng forth among guardian thorns, IHer aunts looked upon
“er with pride and exultation, and vaunted that though all the
vther young ladies in the world might go astray, yet, thank
Eeavcn, nothing of the kind conld happen to the heiress of
‘\Htlenel]enbogen.

Bl}ta however scariily the Baron Von Landshort might be
Mtovided with children, his household was by no meany a
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small one; for Providence hLad enriched him with abundance
of poor relations. They, one and all, possessed the affectionate
disposition common to humble relatives; were wonderfully at-
tached to the baron, and took every possible occasion to come
in swarms and enliven the castle. All family festivals werc
commemorated by these good people at the baron’s expense ; and
when they were filled with good cheer, they would declare that
there was nothing on earth so delightful as these family meetings,
these jubilees of the heart.

The baron, though a small man, had a large soul, and it swelled
with satisfaction at the consciousness of being the greatest man
in the little world about him. 1leloved to tell long stories about
the stark old warriors whose portraits looked grimly down from
the walls around, and he found no listeners cqual to those who
fed at his expense. Ilc was much given to the marvellous, and
a firm belicver in all those supernatural tales with which every
mountain and valley in Germany abounds. The faith of his
guests exceeded cven his own; they listened to every tale of
wonder with open eyes and mouth, and never failed to be aston-
ished, even though repeated for the hundredth time.  Thus lived
the Baron Von Landshort, the, oraclo of hig table, the absolute
monarch of his little territory, and Lappy, above all things, in
the persuasion that-lic was tle wisest man of the age.

At the time of which my story treats, there was a great family
gathering at the castle, on an afluir of the utmost importance ; 1t
was to receive the destined bridegroom of the baron’s daughter.
A negotiation had been carried on between the father and an olil
nobleman of Bavaria, to unitc the dignity of their houses by the
marriage of their children. The preliminaries had been conducted
with proper punctilio. The young people were bethrothed with-
out seeing each other, and the time was appointed for the marriag¢
ceremony. The young Count Von Altenburg had becn recalleit
from the army for the purpose, and was actually on his way to
the baron’s to rceeive his bride. Missives had even been receiver!
from him, from Wurtzburg, where he was accidentally detained,
mentioning the day and hour when he might be expected to armive.

The castle was in a tumult of preparation to give hima suitable
welcome. The fair bride had been decked out with uncommot!
care. The two aunts had superintended her toilet, and quarrclle‘l
the whole morning about every article of her dress. The younZ
lady had taken advantage of their contest to follow the bent of
her own taste, and fortunately it was a good one. She looked
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ns lovely as youthful bridegroom could desire ; and the flutter of
expectation heightened the lustre of her charms.

The suffusions that mantled her face and neck, the gentle
heaving of the bosom, the eye now and then lost in reverie, all
hetrayed the soft tumult that was going on in her little heart.
The aunts were continually hovering around her; for maiden
aunts are apt to take great interest in affairs of this nature.
They were giving her a world of staid counsel Low to deport
1lersclf, what to say, and in what manner to reccive the expected
:0vVer.

The Dbaron was no less busied in preparations. He had, in
truth, nothing exactly to do; but he was naturally a fuming,
bustling little man, and could not remain passive when all the
world was in a hurry. Ie worried from top to bottom of the
castle with an air of infinite anxicty ; he continually called the
servants from their work to exhort them to Dbe diligent ; and
buzzed about every hall and chamber as idly restless and im-
Portunate as a blue-bottle fly on a warm summer’s day.

In thie meantime the fatted ealf had been killed ; the forests
had rung with the clamour of the huntsmen ; the kitchen was
crowded with good cheer; the ecllars had yiclded up whole
occans of Rhcin-wein and Ferne-wein; and ‘even ‘the great
Hoi(]clburg tun had Dheenlaid under contribution. . Everything
was ready to receive the distinguished guest with Sausand Brans
inithe trug spirit of German hospitality—but the guest delayed
to make hig appearance.  ITour rolled after hour. The sun, that
had pourcd his downward rays upon the rich forest of the Oden-
wald, now just gleamed along the summits of the mountains.

he baron mounted the highest tower, and strained his eyes in
19pes of eatching a distant sight of the count and his attendants.
Onee Le thought he belield them ; the sound of horns came float-
g from the valley, prolonged by the mountain cchoes. A
number of horsemen were seen far below, slowly advancing along
the road; but when they had nearly reached the foot of the
mountajn, they suddenly struek off in a diflerent direction. The
]“S_t 2y of sunshine departed—the bats began to flit by in tho
twilight—the road grew dimmer and dimmer to the view, and
nothing appeared stirring in it, but now and then a peasant lag-
8t homeward from his labour.

While the old castle of Landshort was in this state of per-
Plexity, 5 very interesting scene was transacting in a different
bart of the Odenwald.

I




114 THE SKETCII BOOK.

The young Count Von Altenburg was tranquilly pursuing his
route in that sober jog-trot way in which a man travels towards
matrimony when his friends have taken all the trouble and un-
certainty of courtship off his hands, and a bride is waiting for
him as certainly as a dinner at the end of lis journcy. IIe had
encountered at Wurtzburg a youthful companion in arms, with
whom he had seen some service on the fronticrs; Herman Vou
Starkenfaust, one of the stoutest hands and worthiest hearts of
German chivalry, who was now returning from the army. Il
father’s castle was not far distant from the old fortress of Land-
short, although an hereditary feud rendercd the families hostils
and strangers to each other.

In the warm-hearted moment of recognition, the young friends
related all their past adventures and fortunes, and the count gave
the whole history of Lis intended nuptials with a young lady
whom he had never scen, but of whose charms he had receivec
the most enrapturing descriptions.

As the route of the friends lay in tho same dircetion, they
agreed to perform the rest of their journey together ; and, that
they might do it the wmore leisurcly, set off from Wurtzburg at
an carly hour, the count hayine civen directions for his retinue
to follow and overtake liin.

They beguiled their wayfaring with reeolloctions of their mili-
tary scenes and adventures ; but the count was apt to be a little
tedious, now and then, about the reputed charms of bis bride, and
the felicity that awaited him.

In this way they had entered among the mountains of the
Odenwald, and were traversing one of its most lonely anc
thickly-wooded passes. It iswell known that the forests of Ger-
many have always been as much infested by robbers as its castle
by speetres; and, at this time, the former were particularly nu-
merous, from the lordes of disbanded soldiers wandering about
the country. It will not appear extraordinary, thercfore, tha
the cavaiiers were attacked Ly a vane of these stragglers, in the
midst of the forest. They delended themselves with bravery, bu:
were nearly overpowercd, when the count’s retinue arrived tv
their assistance. At sight of them the robbers fled, but not unt
the count had received a mortal wound. Ile was slowly an¢
carefully conveyed back to the city of Wurtzburg, and a friaz
summoned from a neighbouring convent, who was famous for ){"“
skill in administering to both soul and body ; but half of his skill
was superfluous; the moments of the unfortunate count Were
numbered.

.
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With his dying breath he entrcated Lis friend to repair in-
stantly to the castle of Landshort, and explain the fatal cause of
bis not keeping his appointment with his bride. Though not the
most ardent of lovers, he was one of the most punctilious of
men, and appeared earuestly solicitous that his mission should be
speedily and ecourteously exceuted. ¢ Unless this is done,” said
he, “I'shall not sleep quictly in my grave!”  Ile repeated these
last words with peculiar solemmity. A request, at a moment so
impressive, admitted of no hesitation. Starkenfaust endeavoured
to soothe him to calmness ; promised faithfully to execute Lis wish,
and gave him his hand in solemn pledge.  The dying man pressed
1t in acknowledgment, but soon lapzed into delirium—raved about
his bride—Lis engagements—lis plighted word; ordered his Lorse,
that he might ride to the castle of Liandshort ; and cxpired in the
fancied act of vaulting into the saddle.

Starkenfaust bestowed a sigh and a soldier’s tear on the untimely
late of his comrade; and then pondered on the awkward mission
he had undertaken. Ilis heurt was heavy, and his head per-
plexed s for he was to present himself an unbidden guest among
hostile_peopleyand to damyp their festivity with tidings fata) to
their hopes.. Still there were cortain whisperings of curiosity in
his bosom to see this far-famed beauty of Katzenellenbogen, so
ctutiously shut up from thé world s for he. was & passionate
admirer of the sex, and there was u dash of ceeentricity and
“terprise! in [ lis ‘elaracter that made him foud of all simple
Wwventure.

Previous to Lis departure Le made all due arrangements with
the holy fraternity of the convent for the funcral solemnities of his
friend, Whio was to be buried in the cathedral of Wurtzburg, near
some of Lis illustrious relatives ; aud the mourning retinue of the
count took charge of Lis remaine.

t is now high time that we should return to the ancient family
of Katzcncllcnbog(-u, who were impatient for their guest, and still
more for their diuner ; and to the worthy little baren, whom we
left airing bimself on the wateh-tovwer.

Night closed in, but still no cucst arrived.  The baron de-

scended from the tower in despair.  The banquet, which had
!)cen delayed from hour to hour, could no longer be postponed.

1€ meats were already overdone ; the cook in an agony ; and tho
vhole household Lad the look of a garrison that had been re-
duced by famine. The baron was obliged reluctantly to givo
Orders for the feast without the prescuce of the guest.  All were
) ]
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scated at table, and just on the point of commencing, when the
sound of a horn from without the gate gave notice of the approach
of a stranger. Another long blast filled the old courts of the
castle with its echoes, and was answered by the warder from the
walls. The baron hastened to reccive his future son-in-law.

The drawbridge had been let down, and the stranger was
before the gate. e was a tall gallant cavalier, mounted on a
black steed. 1lis countenance was pale, but he had a beaming,
romantic eye, and an air of stately melancholy. The baron was
a little mortificd that lie should have come in this simple, soli-
tary style. His dignity for a moment was ruffled, and he felt
disposed to consider it a want of proper respect for the important
oceasion, and the important family with which he was to Dbe
connected. He pacified himself, however, with the conclusion,
that it must have been youthful impatience which had induced
him thus to spur on sooner than his attendants.

«Jam sorry,” said the stranger, “to break in upon you thns
ungeasonably i

Here the baron interrupted him with a world of compliments
and greetings, for, to tell the truth, lic prided himself upon his
courtesy and eloquence.; - The stranger attempted, once or twice,
to stem the torrent of words, but in'vain; so he howed hig head;
and suffered it to flow on. By the time the baron had come to &
pause; they had reached the inner court of the castle; and the
etranger was again about to speak, when he was once more -
terrupted by the appearance of the female part of the family,
leading forth the shrinking and blushing bride. e gazed or
her for a moment as onc entranced ; it scemed as if his whole
soul beamed forth in the gaze, and rested upon that lovely form.
One of the maiden aunts whispered something in her ear; Si¢
made an effort to speak ; her moist blue eye was timidly raised :
gave a shy glance of inquiry on the stranger ; and was cast aga!"
to the ground. The words died away; but thero was a gwect
smile playing about her lips, and a soft dimpling of the cheek
that skowed her glance had not been unsatisfactory. It was
impossible for a girl of the fond age of cighteen, highly predis-
posed for love and matrimony, not to be pleased with so gallant
a cavalier.

The late hoir at which the guest had arrived left no time 0¥
parley. The baron was peremptory, and deferred all particulm
conversation until the morning, and led the way to the untastet
banquet.

It was served up in the great hall of the castle. Around the
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walls hung the hard-favoured portraits of the heroes of the house
of Katzenellenbogen, and the trophies which they had gained in
the field and in the chase. Iacked corslets, splintered jousting
spears, and tattered banners, were mingled with the spoils of
sylvan warfare ; the jaws of the wolf, and the tusks of the boar,
grineed horribly among cross-bows and battle-axes, and a huge
pair of antlers branched iummediately over the head of the youth-
ful bridegroom.

The cavalicr took but little notice of the company, or the
entertainment. He scarcely tasted the banquet, but seemed ab-
sorbed in admiration of Lis bride. Ile conversed in a low tone
that could not be overheard—for the language of love is never
loud ; but where is the female car so dull that it cannot catch the
softest whisper of the lover? There was a mingled tenderness
and gravity in his manner, that appeared to have a powerful
O‘H'ect. upon the young lady. Iler colour came and went as she
listened with decp attention. Now and then she made some
blushing reply, and when his eye was turned away, she would
steal a sidelong glance at his romantic countenance, and heave =
gentle sigh of tender happiness. It was cvident that the young
couple were eompletely enamoured, — Theaunts, who were deeply
versed in the mysteries of the heart, declared that they had fallen
m leve with each other atfirst sight:

The feast went on merrily, or, at least, noisily, for the guests
were ‘all blessed 'with those keen appetites that attend upon light
Purses and mountain air.  The baron told his best aud longest
stories, and never had he told them so well, or with such great
?ﬂ'ect. If there was anything marvellous, his auditors were lost
I astonishment ; and if anything facetious, thev wero sure to
augh exactly in the right plice. The baron, it is true, like most
Areat men, was too dignified to utter any joke but a dull one ; it
vas always enforced, however, by a bumper of excellent Hock-
Jeimer; and even a dull joke, at one’s own table, served up with
Jolly c¢ld wine, is irresistible. DMany good things were said by
Poorer and keener wits, that would not bear repeating, except on
Similar occasions ; many sly speeches whispered in ladies ears,
that almost convulsed them with suppressed laughter ; and a song
9r two roared out by a poor, but merry and broad-faced cousin of
the baron, that absblutely made the maiden aunts hold up their
ans,

_Amidst all thig revelry, the stranger guest maintained a most
¢Ingular and unseasonable gravity. Ilis countenance assumed a
“Cper cast of dejection as the evening advanced ; and, strange as
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it may appear, even the baron’s’ jokes seemed only to: render }nm
the more melancholy. At times he ‘was lost in thought, and at
times: there was:a - perturbed and: restless wandering of the eye
that ‘bespoke a mind but ill ‘at ease. . His:conversations with the
bride became more and more earnest and mysterious. - Lowering
clouds began:to’ steal overthe fair seremty of her brow, and
trémours to run through her tender frame, . i

All :this“could not escape the notice of the company Thelr
galety was chilled' by the unaccountable gloom of the bridegroom
their /spirits: were  infeécted ; whispers and ' glances® were - inter-
changed, accompanied by shrugs ‘and dubious shakes of the head.
The-song and-the laugh grew less and less frequent ; there were
dreary pauses:in the conversation, which were at length ‘suc-
ceeded by wild tales and supernatural legends. ~ One dismal story
produced another still more' dismal, and the baron nearly fright-
‘ened ‘some ' of -the ladies™ into- hystencs with the history of the
goblin horseman' that carried away the fair Leonora; a ‘dreadful
story, which kas since been put- mto excellent verse, and is: read
nd-believed by all the world. -

:The: bridégroom listened ‘to thls tale w1th profound uttentlon
He kept his eyes steadily fixed on the baron, and, as the story
‘drew-to a close, began gradually to rise from his seat, growing
‘taller and taller, until; in the baron’s entranced eye, he " sesmed
-almost to tower: into &’ gumt - The moment:the tale was finished
lie hea.ved a deep sigh, and took a solemn farewell of the com-
pany. - They' were. all umazement ~The baron “Wag perfectly
thunderstruck.

& What ! gomg to lea.ve the castle at mldmght? why, every—
thing was prepared for his receptxon ‘a chamber was ready for
“him if he wished to retire.” .

s The'stranger shook his head moumfully and mystenous]y P |
 must lay my head in a different chamber to-night1” - ..
here ‘was something in this reply, and the tone iniwhich it
‘uttered; that ‘'made the baron’s heart misgive him ; but he
lied his forces, and repeated his hospitable entreaties.:
“The* stra.nger shook his head silently, but positively, at every
offer’;*and; Waving his farewell to the company, stalked slowly
‘out” of the hall:..- The’ maiden aunts were absolutely petnﬁed—-‘
vt\he bride hung her head, and a tear stole to her eye. -

" The baron followed the stranger to the great court of the castle,
where: the black: ‘charger stood pawing. the «earth, and’ snorting
P with- 1mpatxence “When'they had reached the portal whose deep
'archway was. dxmly llghted by o cresset, the stra.nger paused, and
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addressed the baron in a hollow tone of voice, which the vaulted
ruof rendered still more sepulchral.

“Now that we are alone,” said he, “I will impart to you the
reason of my going. I bave a solemn, an indispensable engage-
went——"

“Why,” suid the baron, “cannot you send some one in your
place 27

“It admits of no substitute—I must attend it in person—i
amst away to Wurtzburg cathedral 5

* Ay,” said the baron, plucking up spirit, “ but not uutil to
merrow—to-morrow you shall take your bride there.”

“No ! no ! replied the stranger, with tenfold solemnity, “my
igagement is with no bride—tho worms ! the worms expect me !
" am a dead man—1I have beeu slain by robbers—my body lies
't Wurtzburg—at midnight I am to bo buried—the grave is
waiting for me—1I mmst keep my appointment !

He sprang on his black charger, dashed over the di‘awl)ridgu
wid the clattering of his herse’s hoofs was lost in the whistling
of the niglit=blast,

The-baron returned to the Lall in the utmost consternation,
and related swhat had passed, ‘Lwo ladies fainted outright, others

ickened at the idea of Living hanqueted with a spectre. It was
‘he opinion of some, that “this mizht e the wild huntsman,
“amous_in German legend.  Seme talked of mountain sprites, of
wwood-demons, and' of other supernztural leings, with which the
“ood people of Germany have been so grievously harassed since
tme immemorial.  Oue of the poor relations ventured to suggest
‘hat it might be some sportive evagion of the young cavalier, and
that the very gloominess of the caprice seemed to accord with
+ melancholy a personage. This, however, drew on him the
ndignation of the whole company, and especially of the baron,
“ho looked upon him as little befter than an infidel ; so that he
vas fain to abjure his heresy as speedily as possible, and come into
the faith of the true believers.

But whatever may have been the doubts entertained, they were
“ompletely put to an end by the arrival, next day, of regular
missives, confirming the intelligence of the young count’s murder,
and hig interment in Wurtzburg cathedral.

The dismay at the castle may well be imagined. The baron
shut himself up in his chamber. The guests, who had come to
“¢joice with him, could not think of abandoning him in his dis-
tress. They wandered about the courts, or collected in groups
‘0 the hall, shaking their heads and shrugging their shoulders, at
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the troubles of so good a man ; and sat longer than ever at table,
and ate and drank more stoutly than ever, by way of keeping up
their spirits. But the situation of the widowed bride was the most
pitiable. To have lost a husband before she had even embraced
him—and such a husband! if the very spectre could be so
gracious and noble, what must have been the living man?  She
filled the house with lamentations.

On the night of the seccond day of her widowhood she had
retired to her chamber, accompanied by one of her aunts, who
ingisted on sleeping with her. The aunt, who was one of the
best tellers of ghost-storics in all Germany, lad just been re-
counting one of her longest, and had fallen asleep in the very
midst of it. The chamber was remote, and overlooked a small
garden. The niece lay pensively gazing at the beams of the
rising moon, as they trembled on the leaves of an aspen-trec
before the latticc. The castle clock had just tolled midnight,
when a soft strain of music stole up from the garden. She rosc
hastily from her bed, and stepped lightly to the window, A tall
figure stood among the shadows of the trees.  As it raised ity
head, a beam of moonlight fell upon the countenance. Heaven
and earth! she beheld tho Spectre Bridegroom ! A loud shrick
at that moment bLurst upon her ear, and her aunt, who had bec
awakencd by the ‘music, and had followed lLier silently to the
window, fell into her arms.  When she looked again, the speetro
had disappeared.

Of the two females, the aunt now required the most soothing.
for she was perfectly beside herself with terror.  As to the youny
lady, there was something, cven in the spectre of her lover, that
seemed endearing. There was still the semblance of manly
beauty ; and though the shadow of a man is but little calculated
to satisfy the affections of a love-sick girl, yet, where the sub-
stance is not to be had, even that is consoling. ‘I'lic aunt declared
she never would sleep in that chamber again; the nicce, for
once, was refractory, and declared as strongly that she would
sleep in no other in the castlo: the conscquence was, that she
had to sleep in it alone : but she drew a promise from her aunt
not to relato the story of the spectre, lest she should be dmn_ed
the only melancholy pleasure left her on carth—that of inhabit-
ing the chamber over which the guardian shade of her lover kept
its nightly vigils.

. How long the good old lady would have observed this promise
is unc?rtain, for she dearly loved to talk of the marvellous, 3“,‘1
there is a triumph in being the first to tell a frightful story ; 1

.
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15, however, still quoted in the neighbourhood, as a memorable
instance of female scerecy, that she kept it to herself for a whole
week ; when she was suddenly absolved from all further restraint,
by intelligence brought to the breakfast-table one morning that
the young lady was not to be found. Ier room was empty—
the bed bhad not been slept in—the window was open, and the
bird had flown !

The astonishment and concern with which the intelligence was
received, can only be imagined by those who have witnessed the
agitation which the mishaps of a great man cause among his
friends. Tven the poor relations paused for a moment from the
indefxxtignble labours of the trencher ; when the aunt, who had at
first been struck speechless, wrung lier hands, and shrieked out,
*The goblin ! the goblin! shes carried away by the goblin !1”

In a few words she related the fearful seene of the garden, and
voncluded that the spectre must have carried off Lis bride. Two
of the domestics corroborated the opinion, for they had heard the
clattering of a lorse’s hoofs down the mountain about midnight,
‘ud had no doubt that it was the speetre on his black charger,
bearing lier away to the tomb.  All present were struck with the
direful probability,; for.eventsof the kind are extremely common
In Germany, as many well-anthenticated liistories bear witness.

What o lumentablo ‘situation’ was that of-the poor baron!
What' g heart-rending dilemma for a fond father, and a membee
of the great family of Katzencllenbogen! ITis only daughter
had cither been rapt away to the grave, or he was to Lave some
wood-demon for a son-in-luw, and perchance, @ troop of goblin
grandehildren,  As usual, he was completely bewildered, and
Wl the castle in an uproar, The men were ordered to take horse,
‘nd seour every road and path and glen of the Odenwald. The
baron himself Liad Just drawn on his jack-boots, girded on his
word, and was about to mount Lis steed to sally forth on the
‘i.Opbtful quest, when Le was brought to a pause by a new appa-
Ntion, A lady was scen approaching the castle, mounted on a
palfrey, attended by a cavalicr on horseback. She galloped up
t the gate, sprang from hor horse, and falling at the barou’s fect,
embraced his knees. It was his lost daughter, and her com-
Panion—t,q Spectre Bridegroom ! The baron was astounded.

¢ looked at hLis daughter, then at the spectre, and almost
"oubted the evidence of his senses. The latter, too, was wonder-
Uy improved in his appearance since his visit to the world of
SPirits.  Ilis dress was splendid, and set off a noble figure of
Wanly Symmetry. 1le was no longer pale and nielancholy. His



ioted in.his:large dark eye.: w:ii: iy M
‘- The . mystery -was- soon cleared - up;.:The cavalier: (for, ir
ruth, as you must have known all the while, he:was. no goblin)
nnounced himself as: Sir Herman 'Von Starkenfaust.:: He related
is ‘adventure ; with the’ young count.:: He:told: how ‘he. had
‘hastened  to the ‘castle to: deliver the unwelcome tidings, but that
he eloguence of the baron had: interrupted him'in every attempt
o' tell: his: tale.. " How the:sight of :the bride hadcompletely
:captivated him, and . that to pass. a few hours near. her; he had
acitly,. suffered. :the mistake to.continue. - -How he: had_ been
sorely perplexed in what way to make a decent retreat, until
the baron's goblin stories had suggested his eccentric exit. . How,
- fearing: the feudal hostility of the family, he had repeated' his
. visits by stealth—had. haunted -the garden beneath ‘the young
lady’s window=<had - wooed~—had won—had ‘borne ‘away in
triumph—and, in-a word, had wedded the fair, - ..l
Under _any: other. circumstances the baron.:would. have been
nflexible, for ‘e was tenacious of. paternal authority, and de-
voutly obstinate in all family feuds; but he loved ‘his daughter;
he had;lamented her as lost ; he-rejoiced. to find her still alive ;
and, though her husband ' was of a hostile house, yet, thank
heayen, he was: not  a: goblin. i» There was something, it:must be
acknowledged, that did.not exactly accord with: his. notions of
strict veracity, in'the joke the knight had passed upon him of his
being. & dead: man’; -but several :old friends: present,. who had
~-:gerved in the wars, assured him that every stratagem was excus-
_able inlove, and that the cavalier was entitled to especial privilege,
. having lately served as.a trooper: ;1 oo e st
Matters, theretore, were: happily. arranged. - The ‘baron par-
loned. the young couple.on the spot. . The revels at the castlc
were resumed. ' The poor relations overwhelmed this new :member
of the family with loving-kindness ;. he was so gallant, so gene-
rous—and . so rich,. . The aunts, it is true, were .somewhat
scandalized that, their system. of strict seclusion and passive
obedience should be. so badly exemplified, but attributed it all to
their: negligence in not having the windows grated. . One of
hem was;: particularly mortified at having her marvellous story
marred; and that the only spectre she had ever seen should tur’
out a:counterfeit ;. but; the niece . seemed - perfectly happy
ha(wltingfound ‘him substantial. flesh andblood—and so the story
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" WESTMINSTER ABBEY. . =~ "~
When I behold, with deep astonishment, |, Lo e
. To famous Westminster how there resorte, ! Lok e
Living in brasse or stoney monument, . . e
::+,-. The princes and the worthies of all sorie; .
. Doe not I see reformde nobilitie, ey e % TR o !
. Without contempt, or pride, or ostentation, ] 8
: . And looke upon offenselesse majesty, - - - :
- Naked of pomp or earthly domination?
‘- And how a play-game of a painted stone
Contents the quiet now and silent sprites, | :
° Whome all the world which late they stood upon
" Could not nor h their !
Life is a frost of cold felicitie, ; st
‘“And death the thaw of all our vanitie. S, :
CnrisTOLERO’S EriGRAMS, by T. B., 1598,

-, ON. one of those sober and rather melancholy. days, in the
htter part of autumn, when the shadows of norning and evening
almost . mingle together, and throw a gloom over the'decline of
the year, I passed several hours in rambling about Westminster”
Abbey. . There was something congenial to the season in the
mournful magnificence of the old pile; ‘and as I passed its
threshold; seemed like stepping back intothe regions of antiquity,
-and losing myself among the shades of former ages.: .~
“ytientered from the inner court of Westminster School; through
2 long, low, vaulted ‘passage, that had-an almost subterranean
look, being dimly lighted in one part by circular perforations in
the. magsive:walls; - Through this dark avenue I had a distant
View of: the cloisters, with the figure of an old verger, in his
__-'h_!@ck gown, maving along their shadowy vaults, and seeming like
@ Spectre from one of neighbouring tombs. The approach to the
‘abb9y:through these gloomy monastic remains prepares-the mind
{0t it solemn contemplation. - The cloisters still retain something’
°§-ﬁhe quiet-and seclusion of former days. : The grey wallsare - ~
coloured by damps, and crumbling with age ;-a coat of hoary
Mmoss-has. gathered over the inscriptions of ‘the mural monuments, .
and obscured the death’s heads and other funereal emblems. The
- Sharp touches: of the chisel are gone from the rich tracery of the
- arches ; :the’ roses which" adorned the keystones have lost their
'-l?afY:beauty‘;' everything bears marks of the gradual dilapida-
.JJons of time, which yet has something touching and pleasing in
14 very decay, to
2 Lhe "sun' wag pouring down a yellow autumnal ray into the
,',_!qug.x.-f, .of the, cloisters ; beaming upon a scanty plot of grassin
. 18 centre, and lighting up an angle of the vaulted passage with
. aXind of dusky splendour. From between the arcades the eye
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glanced up to a bit of blue sky or a passing cloud, and beheld
the sun-gi.t pinnacles of the abbey towering into the azure
heaven.

As I paced the cloisters, sometimes contemplating this mingled
picture of glory and decay, and sometimes endeavouring to
decipher the inscriptions on the tombstones, which formed the
pavement beneath my feet, my eye was attracted to three figures,
rudely carved in relief, but ncarly worn away by the footsteps of
many generations. They were the efligies of three of the carly
abbots ; the epitaphs were entirely efficed ; the names alone
remained, having no doubt been renewed in Jater times. (Vitalis.
Abbas. 1082, and Gislchertus Crispinus. Abbas. 1114, and
Laurentius. Abbas. 1176.) I remained some little while, musing
over these casual relics of antiquity, thus left like wrecks upon
this distant shore of time, tclling no tale but that such beings had!
been and had perished ; teaching no moral but the futility of thir
pride which hopes still to exact homage in its ashes, and to live
in an inseription. A little longer, and even these faint records
will be obliterated, and the monument will cease to be a memorial.
Whilst Tyvas yet looking down upon these gravestones, I wa-
roused: by ‘the sound of- the abbey clack, reverberating -from
buttress to huttress, and echoing amony-the-eloisters. It isalmos!
startling to hear this warning of «10;[:1110(1 time sounding amony
the tombos, and telling the lapse of the hour, which, like a billow,
has rolled us onward towards the grave. I pursued my walk to
an arched door opening to the interior of the abbey.  On enterinz
here, the magnitude of the building breaks fully upon the miund.
contrasted with the vaults of the cloister. The cyes gaze with
wonder at clustered columns of gigantic dimensions, with arches
springing from them to such an amazing height; and man
wandering about their bases, shrunk into insignificance in com-
parison with his own handiwork., The spaciousness and gloom
of this vast cdific. produce a profound and mysterious awe. We
step cautiously and softly about, as if fearful of disturbing the
hallowed silence of the tomb ; while every footfall whispers along
the walls, and chatters among the scpulchres, making us mor
sensible of the quiet we Lave interrupted.

It seems as if the awful nature of the place presses down upon
the soul, and hushes the beholder into noiseless reverence. W
feel that we are surrounded by the congregated bones of the great
men of past times, who have filled history with their deeds, and
the earth with their renown.

And yet it almost provokes a smile at the vanity of Lhumad




WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 125

ambition, to see how they are crowded together and jostled in the
cust ; what parsimony is observed in doling out a scanty nook,
a gloomy corner, a little portion of carth, to those whom, when
alive, kingdoms could not satisfy; and how many shapes, ana
forms, and artifices, arc devised to cateh the casual notice of the
passenger, and save from forgetfulness, for a few short years, a
name which once aspired to occupy ages of the world’s thought
and admiration.

I passed some time in Pocts’ Corner, which occupies an end
of one of the transepts or cross aisles of the abbey. The monu-
ments are generally simple ; for the lives of literary men afford
no striking themes for the sculptor. Shakspeare and Addison
have statues crected to their memories; but the greater part
have busts, medallions, and somectimes mere inscriptions. Not-
withstanding the simplicity of these memorials, I have always
ohserved that the visitors to the abbey remained longest about
them, A kinder and fonder feeling takes place of that cold
curiosity or vague admiration with which they gaze on the splen-
did monuments of the great and the heroie.  They linger about
these-asabout the tombs of friends and companions ; for indeed
there is something of companionship between the author and the
reader,.  Othermen are _known to posterity only through the
medimm, of history, which'iscontinually “growing faint and
sbseure ; Lut, the intercourse between the author and his fellow-
inen is ever mew, active, and immediate.  ITe has lived for them
more than for himself ; he has saerificed surrounding enjoyments,
nd shut himself up from the delights of social life, that he might
the more intimately commune with distant minds and distant
#ges.  Well may the world cherish his renown ; for it has been
}'}lrchase(l, not by deeds of violenee and Llood, but by the diligent
“Uspensation of pleasure.  Well may posterity be grateful to his
memory ; for he has left it an inhenitance, not of cmpty names
and sounding actions, but whole treasures of wisdom, bright gems
of thought, and golden veins of language.

Irom Poots’ Corner, I continued my stroll towards that part
“f the abbey which contains the sepulehres of the kings. I
wandered among what once were chapels, but which are now
occupied by the tombs and monuments of the great. At every
turn I met with some illustrious name; or the cognizance of some
bowerful house renowned in history.  As the eye darts into these
dusky chambers of death, it eatches glimpses of quaint effigies;
fome kneeling in niches, asif in devotion; others stretched upon
the tombs, with Lands piousty pressed togetlier; warriors iu
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armour, as if reposing after battle; prelates with crosiers and
mitres ; and nobles in robes and coronets, lying as it were i
state. In glancing over this scenc, so strangely populous, ye:
where every form is so still and silent, it sccms almost as if we
were treading a mansion of that fabled city, where every bein.
had been suddenly transmuted into stone.

I paused to contemplate a tomb on which lay the effigy of -
knight in complete armour. A large buckler was on one arm
the hands were pressed together in supplication upon the breast
the face was almost covered by the morion; the legs wer
crossed, in token of the warrior's having been engzaged in th
holy war. It was the tomb of a crusader; of one of those mili
tary enthusiasts, who o strangely mingled religion and romanc.
and whose exploits form the connecting link between fact an’
fiction ; betwecn the history and the fairy tale. There is some-
thing extremely picturesque in the tombs of these adventurer:
decorated as they are with rude armorial bearings and Gothi:
scuipture. They comport with the antiquated chapels in which
they are gencrally found ; and in eonsidering them, the imagine:
tion is apt to kindle with the legendary associations, the romant:
fiction, the chivalrous -pomp and pageantry, which poetry b
spread over the wars for the sepulelire of Christ.  They are th
relics of times utterly rone by';' of beinws passed from recollectior.
of customs and manners with which ours have no affinity. Thev
are like objects from some strange and distant land, of which w
have no certain knowledge, and about which all our conceptior:
are vague and visionary.  There is something extremely solem
and awful in those efligies on Gothic tombs, extended ag if in th
sleep of death, or in the supplication of the dying Lour. The
have an effect infinitcly more impressive on my feelings than th
fanciful attitudes, the over-wronght conceits, and allegoricn
groups, which abonnd on modern monuments. 1 have bect
struck, also, with the superiority of many of the old sepulehr:
inseriptions.  There was n noble way, in former times, of sayin:
things simply, and yet sayine them proudly 3 and I do not knov
an epitaph that breathes a lofticr consciousness of family worth
and honourable lineage, than one which aflirms of a noble hous
that “all the brothers were brave, and all the sisters virtuous.”

I'n the opposite transept to Poets’ Corner stands a monumer”
which is among the most renowned achievements of modern art
but which to me appears Lorrible rather than sublime. It is the
tomb of Mrs. Nightingale, by Roubilline. The bottom of the
monument 13 represcnted as throwing open its maible doors, and
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a sheeted skeleton is starting forth. The shroud is falling from
his fleshless frame as he launches his dart at his vietim. She is
sinking into lier affrighted husband’s arms, who strives, with vain
and frantic effort, to avert the blow. The whole is executed with
terrible truth and spirit; we almost fancy we hear the gibbering
vell of triumph bursting from the distended jaws of the spectre.
But why should we thus seck to clothe death with unnecessary
terrors, and to spread horrors round the tomb of those we love?
The grave should be surrounded by everything that might inspire
tenderness and vencration for the dead; or that might win the
living to virtwe. It is the place, not of disgust and dismay, bt
of sorrow and meditation.

While wandering about these gloomy vaults and silent aisles,
studying the records of the dead, the sound of busy existence
from without oceasionally reaches the ear j—the rumbling of the
passing equipage ; the murmur of the multitude ; or perhaps the
light laugh of pleasure.  The contrast is striking with the death-
like repose around ; and it has a strange eflect upon the feelings,
thus to hearthe surges of aetive life hurrying along, and beating
“zainstithe very.walls of the sepulehre,

T continued.in this way to maove from tomb to tomb,, and from
“hapel ‘to chapel.  The ‘day wyas gradually wearing away ; tha
distant tread of loiterers abont-the abley ‘crew less and less fre-
quent ; the sweet-tongued hell was summoning to evening prayers,
and L saw at ‘o’ distance the choristers, in their white surplices,
crossing the aisle and entering the choir. I stood before the
Sutrance to Henry the Seventl's chapel. A flight of steps lead
Ap to it, through a deep and gloomy, but magnificent areh. Great
gates of brass, richly and delicately wrought, turn heavily upon
their hinges, as if proudly reluctant to adiit the feet of common
ortals into this most gorgeous of sepulchres,

On entering, the eye is astonished by the pomp of architecture,
and the elaborate beauty of sculpturcd detail.  The very walls
10 wrought into universal ornament, incrusted with tracery, and
Scooped into mniches, erowded with the statues of saints and
Martyrs,  Stone scems, by the cunning labour of the chisel, to
have'been robbed of its weight and density, suspended aloft, a
) _by magie, and the fretted roof achieved with the wonderful
Himutenesy and airy security of a cobweb.

Along the sides of the chapel are the lofty stalls of the Knights
of the Bath, richly carved of oak, though with the grotesquo
teorations of Gothic architecture. On the piunacles of the stalls
re affixed the helmets and crests of the kuights, with their
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scarfs and swords ; and above them are suspended their banners,
emblazoned with armorial bearings, and contrasting the splendour
of gold and purple and crimson, with the cold gray fretwork of
the roof. In the midst of this grand mausoleum stands the
scpulchre of its founder,—his effigy, with that of his queen, ex-
tended on a sumptuous tomb, and the wholo surrounded by a
superbly-wrought brazen railing.

There is a sad dreariness in this magnificence; this strange
mixture of tombs and trophies; these cmblems of living and
aspiring ambition, close beside mementos which show the dust
and oblivion in which all must, sooncr or later, terminate.
Nothing impresses the mind with a deeper fecling of loneliness,
than to tread the silent and deserted scenc of former throng and
pageant. On looking round on the vacant stalls of the knights
and their esquires, and on the rows of dusty but gorgeous banners
that were once borne before them, my imagination conjured up
the scene when this hall was bright with the valour and beauty
of the land ; glittering with the splendour of jewclled rank and
military array ; alive with the tread of many fect and the hum of
an_admiring multitude. All had passed away; the silence of
death had scttled -again upon the place, interrupted only by the
casual chirping of birds, which had found their way into tht
chapel, and Dbuilt-their -nests among- its-friczes and pendants—
sure signs of solitarinoss and desertion.

When I read the names inscribed on the banuers, they were
those of men scattered far and wide about the world; some
tossing upon distant scas; some under arms in distant lands;
some mingling in the busy intrigues of courts and cabinets; 2!l
secking to deserve one more distinction in this mansion ©
shadowy honours : the melancholy reward of a monument.

Trwo small aisles on cach side of this chapel present a touching
instance of the equality of the grave, which brings down the
oppressor to a level with the oppressed, and mingles the dust 0
the bitterest enemies together. In one is the sepulchre of the
haughty Elizabeth ; in the otler is that of her victim, the lovely
anc_l unfortunate Mary. Not an hour in the day but some ejaqﬂ-
lation of pity is uttered over the fate of the latter, mingled witt
indignation at her oppressor. The walls of Elizabeth’s sepulchrC
continually echo with the sighs of sympathy heaved at the grave
of her rival. .

A peculiar melancholy rcigns over the aisle where Mary lxef
buried. The light struggles dimly through windows darkenec
by dust. The greater part of the place is in deep shadow, an¢
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the walls are stained and tinted by time and weather. A marble
figure of Mary is stretched upon the tomb, round which is an iron
railing, much corroded, bearing her national emblem—the thistle.
I'was weary with wandering, and sat down to rest myself by the
monument, revolving in my mind the chequered and disastrous
story of poor Mary.

The sound of casual footsteps had ceased from the abbey. I
could only hear, now and then, the distant voice of the priest
repeating the evening service, and the faint responses of the
choir; thesc paused for a time, and all was hushed. The still-
ness, the desertion, and obscurity that were gradually prevailing
around, gave a decper and more solemn interest to the place :—

For in the silent grave no conversation,

No joyful tread of friends. no voice of tavers,
No careful father’s counsel—nothing’s heard,
For nothing is, but ali oblivion,

Dust, and an endless durkness,

Suddenly the notes of the deep-labouring organ burst upon the
ear, falling with doubied and redoubled intensity, and rolling, as
1t were, huge billows of sound. 1low well do their volume and
grandenr accord with this mighty building! With what pomp
do they swell through its vast vaults, and breathe. their awful
llarm«my through these ‘eaves of ' death; 'and ‘make ‘the silent
sepulchre vocal U And mow they rixe in triumphant acclamation,
Leaving higher and higher their accordant notes, and piling sound
on sound.’ || And now they pause, aud the soft voices of the choir
break out into sweet gushes of meindy; they soar aloft, and
Warble along the roof, and scem to play about these lofty vanlts
like the pure airs of heaven. Again the pealing organ heaves
its thrilling thunders, compressing air into musie, and rolling it
forth upon the soul. What long-drawn cadences! What solemn
Sweeping concords! It grows more and more dense and power-
ul—it fills the vast pile, and seems to jar the very walls—the
€ar is stunned—the senses are overwhelmed. And now it is
Winding up in full Jjubilee—it is rising from the earth to heaven—
the very soul scems rapt away and floated upwards on this
Swelling tide of harmony !

Isat for some time lost in that kind of reverie which a strain
O music ig apt sometimes to inspire: the shadows of evening’
vere gradually thickening round me; the monuments began to
fast deeper and deeper gl&om ; and the distant clock again gave
token of the slowly waning day.
Yose and prepared to icave the abbey. As I Pesce ded the
K
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flight of steps which lead into the body of the building, my eye
was caught by the shrine of Edward the Confessor, and I
ascended the small staircase that conducts to it, to take from
thence a general survey of this wilderness of tombs. The shrine
is elevated upon a kind of platform, and close around it are the
sepulchres of various kings and quecens. From this eminence the
eye looks down between pillars and funereal trophies to the
chapels and chambers below, crowded with tombs ; where warriors,
prelates, courtiers, and statesmen, lie mouldering in their “beds
of darkness.” Close by me stood the great chair of coronation,
rudely carved of ouk, in the barbarous taste of a remote and
gothic age. The scene scemed almost as if contrived, with
theatrical artifice, to produce an cffect upon the belolder.  Ilere
was a type of the beginning and the end of human pomp and
power; here it was literally but a step from the throne to the
sepulchre. Would not one think that these ineongruous mementos
had been gathered together as a lesson to living greatness 7—to
show it, even in the moment of its proudest exaltation, the neglect
and-dishonour to which it must soon arrive ; how soon that crown
which encircles its brow must pass away, and it must lic down in
the dust and disgraces of the tomb, and e trampled upon by the
feet of the meanest of ‘the multitide: -~ Lor, strange to/ tell; ‘even
the grave is bere no longer 'a sunctuary.’ U There is a shocking
levity in some natures, which leads them to sport with awful and
hallowed 'things; and there are base minds, which delight to
revenge on the illustrious dead the abject homage and grovelling
servility which they pay to the living.  The coftin of Edward
the Confessor has been broken open, and his remains despoiled of
their funereal ornaments; the sceptre has been stolen from the
hand of the imperious Iilizabeth, and the cltigy of Ilenry the
Yifth lies headless.  Not a royal monument but bears some proo:
Low false and fugitive is the homage of mankind. Some are
plundered, some wmutilated; some covered with ribaldry and
insult—all more or less outraged and dishonoured !

The last beams of day were now faintly streaming through the
painted windows in the hich vaults above me; the lower parts
of the abbey were already meped in the obscurity of twilight.
The chapel and aisles grew darker and darker. The effigics of
the kings faded into shadows; the marble figures of the mont-
ments assumed strange slapes in the uncertain light ; the evening
breeze crept through the aisles like the cold breath of the graves
2nd even the distant footfail of a verger, traversing the Pocts
Corner, had something strange and dreary in its sound. I slowly
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retraced my morning’s walk, and as T passed out at the portal of
<he cloisters, the door, closing with a Jjarring noise behind me,
filied the wlole building with echoes.

I endeavoured to form some arrangement in my mind of the
objects I had been contemplating, but found they were already
fallen into indistinctness and econfusion, Names, inscriptions,
trophies, had all become confounded in my recollection, though I
had scarcely taken my foot from off the threshold. What,
thought T, is this vast assemblage of sepulchres but a treasury of
humiliation ; a huge pile of reiterated homilies on the emptincss
of renown, and the certainty of oblivion! It is, indeed, the
cmpire of Death; his great shadowy palace, where he sits in
state, mocking at the relies of human glory, and spreading dust
and forgetfulness on the monuments of princes. Tlow idle a
]J.nnst, after all, is the immortality of a name! Time is ever
silently turning over his pages; we are too much engrossed by
the story of the present, to think of the characters and ancedotes
that gave interest to the past; and each age is a volume thrown
ilsi«lc to be speedily forgotten.  The idol of to-day pushes tho
fero_of Yesterday out of our recollection ; and will, in turn, be
supplanted by his successor of to-morrow: 1| “Our fathers,” says
Sir Thomas Srown, “find-their graves in-oun short memories,
and sadly tell us how we may be buried in our survivors,” 1lis-
tory fades into fable; fact becomes clonded with doubt and con-
foversy 5 'the inseription moulders from the tablet; the statuo
flls from the pedestal.  Colnmns, arches, pyramids, what are
t'e,.Y but heaps of sand; and their epitaphs, but characters
Whtten in the dust? What is the sccurity of a tomb, or the
Perpetuity of an embalmment ? The remains of Alexander tho
~reat have been seattered to the wind, and his empty sarcophagus
8 10w the mere curiosity of a musecum. ¢ The Egyptian mum-
mies, whiel, Cambyses or time lath spared, avarice now con-
sumeth ;- Mizraim™ cnres wounds, and I’haraoh is sold for
){llsmns."*

Wlmt, then, is to insure this pile which now towers above me
rom sharing the fate of michticr mausoleums ¢ The time must
tome when jtg gilded vaults, which now spring so loftily, shall
© 1n rubbish beneath the feet; when, instead of the sound of
Wiclody anq praise, the wind shall whistle through the broken
ard.les, and the owl hoot from the shattered tower—when the
8arish sunbeam shall break into these gloomy mansions of death,
Sir T, Brown.

K 2
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and the ivy twine round the fallen column; and the foxglove
hang its blossoms about the nameless urn, as if in mockery of tho
dead. Thus man passes away; his name perishes from record
and recollection ; Lis Listory is as a tale that is told, and his very
monument becomes a ruin.

NOTES CONCERNING WESTMINSTER ABBEY.

Toward the end of the sixth century, when Britain, under the dominion of the Saxone,
was in a state of barbarism and idolatry, Pope Gregory the Great, atruck with the beauty
of some Anglo-Saxon youths expose:l for sale in the market-place at Home, conceived 3
fancy for the race, and determined to send missionaries to preach the gospel among these
comely but benighted islanders. He was encouraged to this by learning that Ethelbert,
king of Kent, and the most potent of the Anglo-Saxon princes, had married Bertha, 2
Christian princess, only daughter of the king of Paris, and that she was allowed by stipula-
tion the full exercise of her religion.

The shrewd pontiff knew the influence of the aex in matters of religious faith.  He forth-
with despatched Augustine, a Roman monk, with forty assaciates, to the court of Ethel-
bert at Canterbury, to effect the conversion of the king, and to obtain through him a foot-
hold in the island,

Ethelbert reccived them warily, and helld a conference in the open air; being distrustful
of foreign priesteraft, and fearful of spells and magic. They ultimately succeeded in
making him as good a Christian as his wife : the conversion of the king of course prmlucr‘\
the conversion of his loyal subjects.  The zeal and success of Augustiine were rewarded hy
bis heing made archbishop of Canterbury, and heing endowed with authority over all the
British churches.

One of the most prominent converts was Segebert or Scliert, king of the East Saxons, 3
nephew of Ethelbert. He reigned at Londan, of which Metlitus, one of the Roman monhs
who had come over with Augustine, was made bishop,

Sebert, in 605, in his religious zeal, fuunded a monastery by the river side to the west 0
the city, on the ruins of a temple' of ‘Apollo, heing in fact the origin of ‘the present pile-at
Westminster Abhey. ~ Great preparations were-made for the eonsecration of the church,
which was to be dedicated to-St.-Peter. - On-the morning of the appointed day, Mellitu®,
the bishop, proceeded with great pomp and solemnity to perform the ceremony. O
approaching the cdifice, he was met hy a fisherman, who informed him that it was necdlesd
to procecd, as the ceremony was over.  The bishop stared with surprise, when the fisher-
man went on to relate, that the night before, as he was in his boat on the ‘Thames, 5','
Peter appeared to him, and told him that he intended to conscerate the church himself,
that very night. The apostle accordingly went into the church, which suddenly beeam®
illuminated. The ceremory was performed in sumptuous style, accompanied by strain® ¢
heavenly music and clouds of fragrant incense. After this, the apostle came into the hoat
and orderced the fisherman to cast his net, He did so, and had a miraculous draught ¢
fishes; one of which he was commanded to present to the bishop, and to signify to him
that the apostle had relieved him from the necessity of consecrating the church. i

Mellitus was a wary man, slow of belief, and required confirmation of the fisherman »“’
tale. He opened the church doors, and heheld wax candles, crosses, holy water; Ulll
sprinkled in various places, and various other traces of a grand ceremonial. If he h.ad st
any lingering doubts, they were completely removed on the fisherman’s producing the
identical fish which he had been ordered by the apostle to present to him. To resist this
would have heen to resist ocular demonstration. The good bishop accordingly was cons
vinced that the church had actually heen consecrated by St. Peter in person, 80 he reve
rently abstained from proceeding further in the business, -

The foregoing tradition is said to be the reason why King Edward the Confessor Chnﬁﬂ
this place as the site of a religious house which he meant to endow. He pulled deﬂ_‘ “
old church and built another in its place in 1045,  In this his remains were deposited 18
magnificent shrine. 1L

The sacred edifice again underwent modifications, if not a reconstruction, by Henry 1k
in 1220, and began to assume its present appearance.

Under Henry VIIL, it lost its conventual character, that monarch turning the m
away, and scizing upon the revenues,

onk3

RELIC3 OF EDWARD THE CONFESSOR. 1o

A curious narrative was printed in 1688, hy one of the choristers of the cathedral, :m-

appears to have been the Paul Pry of the sacred edifice, giving an account of his I;-nmy
maging among the bones of Edward the Confessor after they had quictly reposed I
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sepulchre upwards of six hundred years, and of his drawing forth the cruclfix and golden
chain of the deceased monarch. During eighteen years that he had officiated in the choir,
it kad betn a common tradition, he says, among his hrother choristera and the gray-
beaded servants of the abbey, that the body of King Edward was deposited in a kind of
chest or coffin, wkich was indistinctly seen in the upper part of the shrine erected to his
memory. None of the abley gossips, however, had ventured upon a nearer inspection,
until the worthy narrator, to gratify his curiosity, mounted to the coffin by the aid of a
‘adder, and found it to be made of wood, apparently very strong and firm, being secured by
bands of iron,

Subsequently, in 1685, on taking down the scaffolding used in the coronation of James IT.,
the coffin was found to he broken, a hole appearing in the lid, probably made threugh
accident by the workmen., No one ventured, however, to meddle with the sacred deposi-
tory of royal dust—until, several weeks afterwards, the circumstance came to the know-
kdge of the nforesaid chorister. He forthwith repaired to the abbey in company with two
fricnds, of congenial tastes, who were desirous of inspecting the tombs. Procuring a ladder,
he again mounted to the coffin, and found, as had been represented, a hole in the lid about
six inches long and four inches broad, just in front of the left breast, Thrusting in his
hand, and groping among the hones, he drew from underneath the shoulder a erucifix,
richly adorned and enamelled, aflixed to a gold chain twenty-four inches long. These he
showed to his inquisitive friends, who were equally surprised with himself,

‘At the time,”" says he, *“when I tool the cross and chain Hut of the coffin, I drew the
head to the hole and viewed it, heing very sound and firm, with the upper and ncther jaws
whole and full of teeth, and a list of gold above an inch broad, in the nature of a coronet,
“arrounding the temples. There was also in the coffin white linen and gold-coloured
flowered silk, that looked indifferent fresh 3 bat the least stress put thereto showed it was
1‘}'#“ ]nk:h perished.  There were all his bones, and much dust likewise, which I left as I
ound,

Itis difficult to conerive n more grotesque lesson to human pride than the skull of
Fdward the Gonfessor thus irreverently pulled about in its coffin by a prying chorister
and brought to grin face to face with him through a hole in the lid |

Having satisfied his curiosity, the chorister put the crucifix and chain back again into the
coflin, and sought the dean, to apprise him of his discovery. The dean not being acees-
sible at the time, and fearing that the * holy treasure’’ might be taken away by other
hands, he got a brother chorister to accompany 'him to_the shrine ahout two or three hours
afterwards, and in his presence ngain-drew forth-the relics. ~These he afterwards delivered
on his knees to King Jumes. The king subsequently Liad the old coffin enclosed in a new
one of great strengih, *each plank bring two inches thick, and clamped together with
4Tge iron wedges, where it now remains (1688) as a testimony of his pious care, that no
abuse might be offired to 1he sacred ashes therein ceposited.””

@ As the‘k‘u'n_mry of this khrine is full of moral, 1 subjoin a deseription of it in modern
!kml“' The solitary and forlorn shrine,’” says a British writer, *“ now stands a mere
meftun of what it wns. A few faint traces of its sparkling decorations inlaid on solid
Ufolrhar catch the rays of the sun, for ever set on its splendour, *® *  * Only two
du‘t!‘zl'p‘lral p\llutrs‘rummn. The wooden Ionic top is much broken, and covered with
St The mosaic is picked away in every part within reach ; anly the lozenges of about a

{i : 3 , 1ch § -
00t square and five circular pieces of the rich marble remain.”—MavLcoLm, LoNp. Rep1v.

INSCRIPTION ON A MONUMENT ALLUDED TO IN THE SKETCH,
ha{]{crc }yes the Loyal Duke of Newcastle, and his Dutchess his second wife, by whom he
£ N0 issue. [IHer name was Margaret Lucas, voungest sister to the Lnrd‘ Lucas of Co_l-
};‘CHter, a noble family; for all the brothers were valiant and all the sisters virtuous. This

utcheas was wise, witty, and learned lady, which her many Bookea do well testify : she
rtuous, and loving and carcful wife, and was with her lord all the time of his

Tas & moat vi
ik . . . . R 0
anishment angd miscries, and when hie came home never parted from him in his solitary

Tetirements,

hyl?hth]? winter time, when the days are short, the service in the afternoon ig performed
% ef'Ellt of tapers, The eflect’is fine of the choir partialiy lighted up, while the main
drci: the cathedral and the transepts arcin profound and cavernous darkness. The white
I'«’Ar.t-'u? _?]f the choristers gleam amidst the deep hrown of the oaken slats and canopies ; the
© s Llumination makes enormous shadows from columns and screens, and darting into
ment 1"0““‘““!! gloum, catches here and there upon a M‘pl}l(‘hral decoration, or monu-
al effigy, "The swelling notes of the organ aceord well with the scene.
of the Erglthc service is over, the dean ix lighted to his dwelling, in the old conventual part
sion ]:.’ e, by the boys of the choir, in their white dresses, bearing tapers, and the proces-
o ef Ses through tne abbey and along the shadowy cloisters, lighting up angles and
8ad grim sepulchral monuments, and leaving all behind in darkuess,
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- On entering the cloisters at night from what ‘is called the Dean’s yard, the eye ranging
¢h h a dark vaulted passage catches a di view of a white marbie figure reclining on
a tomb, on which a strong glare thrown by a gas-light has quite a spectral effect. . Itis &
mural monument of one of the Pultneys, . ;- L ULt s s o e

1. The clofsters are well worth visiting by moonlight, when the moon is in the full, "

e e D O RISTMAS, %y
“But 15 old, old, good old Christmas gone? Nothing but the' hair of his good, gray, old
head and beard left? = Well, I will' have tunat, seeing I cannot have more of him,—~Hun
:AND,CRY AFTER CHRISTMAS, ! ; ) N S i

v ol teve CA man might then behold
7, " ste - At Christmas, in each hall

"¢} Good fires to curb the cold,
© . And meat for great and small, -~ .-,
‘The neighbours were friendly bidden,
. And all had welcome true, L v B
The Eoor from the gates were not chidden,” ]
. When this old cap was new.—OLD SONG, ~ i .0

., Noraixe in England exercises a more delightful spell over my
imagination, than the lingerings of the holiday customs and rural
‘games of. former times,* They recall the pictures my fancy used
i to draw ‘in the' May ‘morning of life, when as_yet I only knew
“the world- through ‘books, and believed it .to be all thatpoets
had painted ‘it; and they bring with them the flavour.of those
onest' days of yore, 'in which, perhaps, with equal fallacy, I
m apt to.think the world was more homebred, social, and joyous
~than at present. = I regret to say that they are daily growing
~more and more: faint,” being "gradually worn away by time, but
©.8till;more.: obliterated - by modern- fashion. - They resemble thoso
 picturesqde ‘morsels of Gothic architecture, which we see crum-
. bling in various parts. of the country, partly dilapidated by the
~ waste of ages,'and partly lost in the addition$ and alterations of
“latter days..: Poetry, however, clings with cherishing fondness
about ' the rural game and -holiday revel, from "which it has
-.derived so many of its themes—as the ivy winds its rich foliage
about the Giothic arch and mouldering tower, gratefully repaying
their.support, by clasping together their tottering remains, and,
as it were, embalming them in ‘verdure.

:Of all the old festivals, however, that of Christmas awakens
he strongest and most heartfelt associations. There is a tone of
solemn and sacred feeling that blends with our conviviality, an
lifts” the spirit to a state of hallowed and elevated enjoyment.
The-services: of the.church abous this season are extremely tender
and inspiring. :: They dwell on  the beautiful story of the origi®
of ‘ our. faith, and the pastoral scemes that accompanied 1tS
 announcement.’: They gradually increase in fervour and pathos
" during the season of Advent, until they break forth in full jubilee
. on the morning that brought peace.and good-will to men. 1.

{
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not know a grander clfect of music on the moral feelings, than to
hear the full choir and the pealing organ performing a Christmas
anthem in a cathedral, and filling every part of the vast pile with
trinmphant harmony.

It is a beautiful arrangement, also, derived from days of yore,
that this festival, which commemorates the announcement of the
religion of peace and love, has been made the season for gathering
together of family connections, and drawing closer again those
bands of kindred hearts, which the cares and pleasures and
sorrows of the world are continually operating to east loosc: of
calling back the children of a family, who lave launched forth
in life. and wandered widely asunder, once more to assemble
about the paternal hearth, that rallying-place of the afections,
there to grow voung and loving again among the endearing
mementos of childhood.

There is something in the very season of the year that givesa
charm to the festivity of Christmas. At other times we derive
a great portion of our pleasures from the mere beauties of nature.
Our feelings sally forth and dissipate themselves over the sunny
landseapies and we “ live abroad and everywhere.”  The song of
the bird, the 'murmur of the streum, the breathing (fragrance of
spring, the snft voluptuousnoss, of summer,-the golden pomp of
autumm; earth with its mantle of refreshing ereen, and  heaven
with its deep, delicions blue and its cloudy magnificence, all fill us
with“mute hut exquizite delirht, and we revel in the luxury of
mere sensation.  Dut in the depth of winter, when nature lies
despoiled of every charm, and wrapped in her shroud of sheeted
Snow, we turn for our gratifications to moral sources. The
dreariness and desolation of the landseape, the short gloomy days
and darksome nights, while they ecircumseribe our wanderingsy
shut in our feclings also from rambling abroad, and make us more
kcenly disposed for the pleasure of the social eircle. Our thoughts
are more concentrated : our friendly sympathies more aroused.
We feel more sensibly the charm of each other’s socicty, and are
’”_’llght more closely together by dependence on each other for
“Djoyment. Heart calleth unto heart ; and we draw our pleasures
fom the decp wells of loving-kindness, which lie in the quiet
Tecesses of our bosoms ; and which, when resorted to, furnish
fUl"t}l the pure element of domestic felicity.

The pitchy gloom without makes the heart dilate on cntering
't‘lc room filled with the ‘glow and warmth of the evening fire
he ruddy blaze difluses an artificial summer and sunshine through
© rvom, and lights up each eountcnance in a kindlier welcome.
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Where does the honest face of hospitality expand into a broader
and more cordial smile—where is the shy glance of love more
sweetly eloquent—than by the winter fireside ? and as the hollow
blast of wintry wind rushes through the hall, claps the distant
door, whistles about the casement, and rumbles down the chimney,
what can be more grateful than that feeling of sober and sheltered
security, with which we look round upon the comfortable chamber
and the scene of domestic Lilarity ?

The English, from the great prevalence of rural habit through-
out every class of socicty, have ulways been fond of those festi-
rals and holidays which agrecably interrupt the stillness of country
life ; and they were, in former days, particularly observant of the
religious and social rites of Christmas. 1t is inspiring to read
even the dry details which some antiguaries have given of the
quaint humours, the burlesque pageants, the complete abandon-
ment to mirth and good-fellowship, with which this festival was
celebrated. It seemed to throw open every door, and unlock
every heart. It brought the peasant and the peer together, and
blended all ranks in one warmn gencrous flow of joy and kindness.
The old: halls of castles and manor-houses resounded with the
harp and the Christmas carol, and their ample boards groaned
under the weight - of "hospitality.” Tven ‘the poorest’ cottage
welcomed the festive scason with gréen’ decorations of bay anu
Lolly—the cheerful fire glanced its rays through the lattice,
inviting the passengers to raise the latel, and join the gossip knot
huddled round the hearth, beguiling the long evening with legen-
dary jokes and oft-told Christmas tales.

One of the least pleasing effiets of moldern refinement is the
Lavoe it has made umong the hearty old holiday customs. It
has completely taken oft the sharp touchings and spirited reliefs
of these embellishments of life, and has worn down socicty into
a more smooth and polished, but certainly a less characteristic
surface. Many of the games and ceremonials of Christmas have
entirely disappeared, and, like the sherris sack of old Yalstafly
are become matters of speculation and dispute among commen-
tators. They flourished in times full of spirit and lustibood,
thcn men enjoyed life roughly, but heartily and vigorously;
times wild and picturesque, which Tiave furnished poetry with its
richest materials, and the drama with its most attractive variety
fJf clmr'acters and manners. The world has beeome more worldly-
There is more of dissipation, and less of enjoyment. Plcasure
has expanded into a broader, but a shallower stream ; and has
forsaken many of those deep and quict channels where it flowed
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sweetly through the ealm bosom of domestic life. Society has
acquired a more culightened and elegant tone; but it has lost
many of its strong local peculiarities, its home-bred feclings, its
hovest fireside delights.  The traditionary customs of golden-
hearted antiquity. its feudal hospitalities, and lordly wassailings,
have passed away with the baronial castles and stately manor-
houses in which they were celebrated.  They comported with
the shadowy hall, the great onken gallery, and the tapestried
parlour, but are unfitted to the light showy saloons and gay
drawing-rooms of the modern villa.

Shorn, however, as it is, of its ancient and festive honours,
Christmas is still & period of delightful excitement in England.
It is gratifying to sce that home fecling completely aroused whicls
Lolds so powerful a place in every Lnglish bosom.  The prepa-
tations muking on every side for the social board that is again to
unite friends and kindred ; the presents of good cheer passing
and repassing, those tokens of regard, and quickeners of kind
feclings ; the cvergreens distributed about houses and churehes,
emblenis of peace and gladuess 5 all these have the most pleasing
efleet in._producing fond associations, and kindling benevolent
sympathies. Fven the somnd of the Waits, rude as may be their
instrelsy, breaks upon the nid-watehes of ‘a winter night with
the effect of perfect litemony. = AT have been ‘awakened by
them in that still and solemn hour, “ when deep sleep falleth
Uporc man,”  Iihave listened with a hushed  delight, and, con-
neeting them with the saered and joyous oceasion, have almost
fancied them into another celestial choir, aunouncing peace and
good-will to mankind.

How delightfully the imagination, when wrought upon by
}l‘lesc moral influences, turns everything to melody and beauty !
The very crowing of the cock, heard sometimes in the profound
Tepose of the country, “telling the night watches to his feathery
«lzunes," was tlx(,)1|_4_fl|1t, by the common people to announce the
Approach of this saered festival :—

“ Some say that ever 'zainst the season comes
Wherein onr Saviour's birth is celebrated,
T'his bird of dawning singeth all night long ;
And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad ;
The nights are wholesome—then no planets strike,
No fairy takes, no witch hath power to charm,
So hiallowed and so gracious is the time.””

Amll«l,\;t the '(_:cll(_‘)'zll call to l):l[)])ill(‘SS, the bustle of the Spil’it&,
and stir of the affections, which prevail at this period, what

0som ecan remain iusensible 7 It 1s, indeed, the season of rege-
derated feelng—the scason for kindling, not merely the fire of
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hospitality in the hall, but the genial flame of charity in the
heart.

The scene of early love again rises green to raemory beyond
the sterile waste of years; and the idea of home, fraught with
the fragrance of home-dwelling joys, reanimates the drooping
spirit ; as the Arabian breeze will sometimes waft the freshness of
the distant fields to the weary pilgrim of the descrt.

Stranger and sojourner as I am in the land—though for me no
social hearth may blaze, no hospitable roof throw open its doors,
nor the warm grasp of friendship welcome me at the threshold—
yet I feel the influcnce of the scason beaming into my soul from
the bappy looks of those around me. Surcly happiness is reflee
tive, like the light of Leaven; and every eountenance, bright
with smiles, and glowing with innocent enjoyment, is a nirror
transmitting to others the rays of a supreme and cver-shining
benevolence.  He who can turn churlishly away from contem-
plating the felicity of Lis fellow-heings, and can sit down dark-
ling and repining in his loncliness when all around is joyful, may
have his._moments of strong excitement and sclfish gratification,
but he wants the genial and sociai sympathies which constitute
the charm of a merry Christmas.

TIIE STAGE COACIL
Omnue hene
Sine peend
Tempus est ludendi,
Venit hora
Absque mord
Libros deponendi,
OLp HoLinAy ScnooL SoNG.

Ix the preceding paper T Lhave made some ceneral observations
on the Christmas festivities of England, and am tempted to
illustrate them by some ancedotes of a Christmas passed in the
country ; in perusing which T would most courteously invite my
reader to lay aside the austerity of wisdom, and to put on that
genuine  Loliday spirit which s tolerant of fully, and anxious
only for amuscment, )

In t.lue course of a Dceeeniber tour in Yorkshire, T rode for a
long distance in one of the public coaclies, on the day preceding
Christmas.  The eoach was crowded, both inside and out, with
passengers, who, by their talk, scemed principully bound to the
mansions of relations or friends, to cat the Christmas dinner. It
was loaded also with hampers of game, and baskets and boxes of
dellcames.; and hares hung dangling their long cars about the
coachman’s box, presents from distznt friends for the impending

-




