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THE
TALE OF A MODERN GENIUS;
OR,

THE MISERIES OF ‘PARNASSUS.

LETTER XLVI.

- 4 O Genius! fling aside thy starry crown,
Close up thy rainbow wings, and on thy bead
Lay dust and aahea,—for this cold drear world
Is but thy prison honse Alng! for him -
Who has thy dnngerons gms* for they are like
‘The fatal ones that evil spirits gnve,
Bngbt and bewildering,; Yeading unto death!
0, -not amid the chill and earthly cares
That wait on life, may thoea fine feelings live
‘That are the Poot's aud the Painter’s light.” -

-

' . ‘Cawsand,
My DEeAr FRIDND, ,

JEMBARKING at yalta with the Irish captain,
‘a fair and speedy voyage once more restored e
‘to the British shores. Not a swht of the distant
mountains of Spam, that l'md of chivalry and
wild romance, could awaken in ‘my bosom half
‘that delight which the view of the remote cliffs
of my native nsland inspired, as I stood on the
VOL. 11, , A
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vessel’s deck eagerly watching their slow emer-
sion from the vast Atlantic on the blue edge of
the far-off horizon. .

‘Shortly after my landing at Plymouth, 1 learnt
that a company of comedians were performing at
Cawsand with very considerable success, and 1
imnitliately set off to join them. But what was
my surprise at findingin the manager my old
acquaintance Mac Lear, with ‘all . my quondam
theatrical friends ; and not only to find him here,
but to find him-and all his family so wonderfully
improved in their 'wardrobe, that both on and off
‘the boards, they appear really respectable, . Ill-
fortune taking. her leave of them in my company,
Mrs, Mac Lear failed not to improve her adVan-
tages, by procuring a new and splendld supply
of theatrical gear ; so that in her tragic charac-
ters, wherein she. dxsplays considerable talent, she
.moves and shines once more a queen.

On the afternoon»of my arrival, I found the
company iu a grand bustlg, preparing to embark
for the Malta, a first-rate ::Sn_.of-\i'.ar, then lying
with several others in Cawsand bay. A sump-.
tuous gala was to be given.on board by tite cap-
tain and officers ; and in the evening the play of
The Soldier's. Daughter to be represented by the
Cawsand comedians:. My unexpected appearance



A MODERN GENIUS. 3

among the'performers excited much surprise, and
seemingly real pleasure, 1 was immediately in-
listed by the taptain of the corps dramatique, and
the part of ¥oung Malford was: assigned for the
exhibition of my talents before the crew and
pumerous guests of the Malta. We assémbled
on the saundy shores of the bay, and the long-boat
conveyed us to the side of the ship, up which a
temporary staircase covered with crimson cloth
was erected for the company to ascend to the
quarter-deck, We were received by some of the -
officers with great politeness, and conducted to a
private cabin, where we were regaled with various
refresbments, and drank full bumpers of wine.
After being shown every thing worthy observ-
ation' in this amazingly capacious floating castle,
we returned to the deck, and. beheld the various’
preparations for the grand féte. The whole was
nearly covered with an awning fonlned of nume-
rous coloured flags of many dlﬁ'erent nations, A
“gallery was fitted u at one end,-and opposite to
it a temporary stage ; here was displayed nearly
all Mac Lear’s scenery, w which throngh the late
accession of his brother-in-law, who is a tolerable
‘' painter, could boast of several changes, - Festoons
of flowers and evergreens ornamented the sides of
this vast ball, which was nemly the whole length
A2
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of the ship; the masts were bound with garlands
like the village may-pole, -and fragrant wreaths,
.composed of the pnde of the fields and. gardens,
avere disposed at proper distances to epliven the

festive scene,

+ This was-a day of banquetting on board,

.And swan-winged barks and barges man;z-oar 'd
‘Came crowded to the feast : the young, the gays
‘The beautiful, were there. nght mernly -
The pleasure~boa.ts glide onward,—with swift prow
"The clear wave curling;- till around each bow,
‘With frequent flash, the brrght and feathery spray
Threw mimic rambows at the sun, in play,—

The ship is won, the silken chair is lowered, .
Exulting youth and beauty bound on board.

- Young Pleasure kissed each heart from Persia’s Toom
An ainple awnirig spread its purple bloom' !
"To canopy the guests ; and vases, wreathed
“With deep-hued flowers and foliage, sweetly breath'd

“Their incense, fresh: as zephyrs When they rove
Among the blossoms of a citron grove:

:Soft sounds (mv1s1ble spiritaon the wing) .

Were, heard and felt around m hovering :

In short some ma«rxc seem’d to sway the haur,
The wand-struck deck becomes an orient bower,
A very w;lderness of blushing roses,
' Just such as Love wotild choose when he reposes.
The pendent orange from a bush.of leaves

‘Hangs like...Hespprian' gold; and, tied in sheaves, -
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‘Carnations prop their triple coronels :

The grape, out-peeping from thick foliage, falls

Like cluster'd amethysts in deep festoons ;

And shéll®are scattér'd round, which Indiah moons
Had sheeted with the silver of their beams:

But O, what.mbre than all ‘the scene beseems,
Fair, faultless forms glide there with wmg-hke;o.otwn,
Bnght as young Peris rising from- the ocean !”

A crowd of ofﬁce\'s in their splendid unitorms,
and numerous other gentlemen i in full dress were
present, with "wearly all the’ females of rank and
‘fashion in"Plymouth and its vicinity. Two bands
were stationed ‘on the upper part of the gallery,
thg remainder of which was occupied by the crew
of the ship. Music rang o'er the deep in loud
and melodious strains; while'the waves seemed
‘charmed to per_fect tranquillity with the magic of
its rapturous voice. Beauty, with her cheek of
rose and star-bright eye, ‘now smllmgly Joined”
hands with mauly valour in the labyrinthian
mazes of the joyjfhspiring "dance,vand all was
gaiety, ]aughter, splendour, and happiness.
Music! how powerful are the' emotions thou
awakenest in mysoul! I cannot hear thy majes-
tic tones suddenly fill the air with harmony,—
_ reca\lihg days and scenes past for ever away, like '
the dreains of night,—and restrain the flood-gates
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of sensibility ﬁ_j_om-overﬂowing, or repress the
Jong-drawn sigh of pleasing melancholy and
‘though my late dlsappomtments seemed all for-
got, and my sorrows lost in-the gay tumult of
this magmﬁcent Jéte champéire, yet, as.1 looked
ai'ouni the - happy multitude. whose “ wreathel
smiles” hmohtened the soft enchantments of.
beauty, and where all eyes shed the “brilliant
light of .care-forgetting joy,- a painful feeling,
despite of my attempts to. check it, obtruded on
my heaving bosom. Pass a few months, at most
a few years, and where. will then be all this |
jogund assembly, proiid in personal accomplish-
. ments, -in youth, and fame-achieving valovr?
_Far distant shall we soon be sundered, and how
different will be-our fate in life! . We shall never
meet again ' Gay as the ‘insécts_that sportively-
float in the summer sun’s' declining .'beains, we
now swim along the merry danee fo.the sprightly
sound of . pipe. and’ strmg, but the storms of life.
will quickly arise, the_dark \mpest will scatter -
us, and we chall be left each one to strufrOIe with
his own destmy ! Valour shall s]eep full low on
-its coral bed distained w1th blood, amid the dark
.caverns of the howling ocean! Sorrow and age
“shall wither, the Toses on the cheek of beauty ;
and on the thorny pillow of sickness the premature
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hand of death rob tbe bno‘htest eye ot its aoul-
subdumg bears ! LS
Coﬂ‘ee‘ and otber refreshments hhvmg, been
serveds round to all the" company preseut, about
-eight oclock.m the evenmw the, play began.
Mrs. Mac. Lear; m the spnghtly wndow, acquitted
herself with - eclat, .and the whole performance
,g'ave umversal satisfactiou.’,’ After the d-amatic
éutertainnpents were ended, the whole: party sat
dowh to a supper prepared on'a most magmﬁcent'
scale.. The dessert' was superb brnamented with
all the fruits and flowers of" the season,——the bands
playing the: whole time. At two the dancing
egain_ commenced; and when we quitted  this
ﬂoatmo' island ‘of enchantment the morniag in all
‘its quiet lovelmess was dawnmg over. the distant
cliffs of Devon, and the ‘ sea-breezes, scarce
-awakened from their 'night’ slumberings, came
in dimness o’er.‘the ‘ocean, softlyr d;mplmg the
“distant wave as if. afraid to d)sturb the beautiful
serenity of the )thght scene, whlle along the
‘silent shores the glassy waters reposed in perfect
stlllness. .
I_remam,
"Yours most truly,

~

SyLvaticus,
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LETTER XLVIL

.. Launceston,
Dear Frank,

W are-once more within the precincts of Corn-
wall’s Dukedom, and at one of the chief seats of
its native_ princes,.of which I must attempt to’
give you some account, Jhetown of L’\unceston’
or the Church of the Castle as the present name
implies, is seated on a. pleasant emineuce,, one
side of which forms a very steep dechvnty, and ﬂt
its foot meanders the silvery Attery. between its,
green and flowery baoks hastening on. to’ meet
the Tamar, in whose dark bosom .it softly hides
itself about three miles from hence. Two of the
ancient g'ttes, the north and south, of this hill-
city, once encompassed withga strong wall, arc
still remdining ; that on the Sduth forming the
town prison, The church is. a singular and
handsome -edifice of - florid gothic, rand every '
square block of granite with which it is composed
the chisel of the ingenious lapidary - c'u‘ver ‘has~
cunously enriched with an endless v1r|et’y. of
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ornaments ; while the east end is 'ulorned with a
fair statue of the Magdalene. '

But far above all, and most to bé wondered at,
stand, in maked and venerable lnaJesty, on a lofty
hill partly natural and partly artlﬁcxal the thick-

.nbbed remains of the ancient castle, or palace of
Dunheved, proudly commanding the tewn and
surrounding - country,  Here once dwelt the
princes of Cornwall, in all their ‘barbarous but
regal state, - It originally consisted of three’
circular towers or wards, one within ithe other;
the outer wall is not more than three feet in
breadth, the "3econd twelve, and the innermost,
which crowns the apex of the conical hill, ten,
and its height thirty-two feet above the top of the
mountain. To these were added in the Saxon
and“Norman times, an inner and outer ballium,
barbicans, vast ditches, portcullisés, embattled
towers; and covered ways, ‘with machicolations -
for poaring down hot sand and ‘melted lead on
the heads of a'begjeging foe. These additional
imposing munmoz covere(} a considerable extent
of ground ; and together with- the British palace
or keep, formed a vast and.almost impreguable
fortress. The grand entrance was on the north-
east, through a covered way of more than a
hundred feet, “The front arch, which is pointed;
AD
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is now considerably injured ; the second, which
is smaller and quite round, opens' into the areu,
or outer court of the castle. To thes south, their
is another ruined entrance; and inethe north
angle stands a tower called thé witches’ tower.
But the grand citadel, the pataget of whichi is
more than a hundred feet above the court, still
retains its primeval form, and is a rugged, but
sublime monument- of ancient British magnifi-
cence and strength. The ascent to this lofty
palace was by a long flight of covered steps
seven feet wide, now in ruins, which commenced
in a semi-circular tower at the south-west corner
of the eourt. The inner tower, which contained
the royal apartments, is ‘about eighteen feet fn
diameter, and seem to have-been divided into two
rooms. Above these. was another floor, which
was ‘the regal ‘hall of state, in which are large
openmgs ‘to” the east and west that once served
to .give light to 'this' lofty wine-chamber,’ and
commanded a most .extensiye prospect oyer the
surrounding country.  Therd is still a spiral
staircase near the entrance of the central ward,
by which the watchmen went up to.the topfnost
battlements of the inner. ‘tower to mark.the
approach of hostile armies, and guard their royal
master against the dangers of warlike surreption.

A
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. This truly venerable pile, [ believe with that
most able and judicious antiquarian, King, to
have beeu evected by the Indigense of Cornwall,
‘according oto those instructions for defensive
.munitions ‘in war received by them in their
g:‘fﬂiest dawn of civilization from the Phoénicians,
with whom they tradéd, as T have before observed
to you in a former. letter. It is wholly unlike
any other castellated monument I have hitherto
beheld, but answers exactly to the descmptlon of
the palaces of many eastern kings. Herodotus
says, lib. 1. 98. that the’ Medes built Dejoces,
warlike and magnificent edifices of different
coloured walls, oie within the other;.aud this
castle seems to "have been built on the exact
model of the palace of Ecbatana.. In 1540 several
leather coins, with the impression of a st'imp
visibly remaining on them, were found in the
walls, which sufficiently attest its great antiquity.
Here dwelt Voitigern, chiefking of the Britons,
both before and aftep the nnpernl ‘crown was set
on his head by #fie loss of the bloody field of
Arles; where Constantine, sovereign of Britain,
who'had assumed the purple and gained posses-
sion of Gaul and Spain, fell with the flower of
British warriors, who had followed him 1n the

hope to see their native prince march in triumph
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through the stieets of Rome; the master. of the
world.

- More than 4 thousand years have*rolled away,
sweeping generation on generation with all their
works into the unfatllomable grave of oblivion
that knows no resurrection, smce‘ng Vortlgern
dwelt in this tower of his strength ; whilst thou,
soft gliding Attery, though ever changing, still
_remainest the same, flowing on in thy unaltered
course. St}ll bloom the summer flowers on thy
alder-shaded banks; Still doth the mornmo' sun
awaken the birds to fill the groves of thy valley
with their woanted melody ; and the eternal moon
silvers thy rippling waters as in the days of old,
in the years of. ancient times, when- Vortmel n
loved at early dawn and -evening’s pensiveé hour
to gaze on thy beauty from the chambers of his
mountain palice. But he is .gone, O proud
Dunheved, with all thy star-clad chiefs of British
line! Thy glory is departed from thee to return
no more for ever! Thou sitﬁin'nakedness and
solitude bewailing’ thy widowhood!" Thy pomp
i vanished, - like the splendour of the midnight
meteor, and all thy beauty covered with dust!”
The flames of war have consumed thy lofty gates,
and crumbled to ashes the strength of thy towers!
The bittexn and the owl have taken up their abode
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it thy banquet chambers; And for the festive
harmony of bardic harps, the ‘cro'al\ing of the
blood-raven ‘is heard in thy moss-grown halls!
Brambles fnd nettles grow - up 'in thy - palace
wards; and the thorn waves its flowerless
dranches on the passing blast from the ragged
battlements of th y mouldering walls ! Thou art
desolate-as the tombs of Hekatompylos ; deserted
‘as the ‘pillared ruins of Palmyra, through which
the desert winds bowl to the roaring of the
hungry lion; for thy nobles are passed away
‘into oblivion, and of all thy princes, none shall
ever visit thee again! And where are they ?
With all' that have been,—encircled with im-
mensity beyond the reach of mortal thought!
Where their warlike-valour, the pride and safety
ofa natlon? and where the high tale of their
renown, that shed a glory ‘o’er the harp of the
enraptured minstrel #  Vanished, like the dew of
the morning;—faded awaylike the radiance of a
falling star ! Andf where repose their ashes?
None can tell. The tomb hath resigned its trust,
and given them to the winds; they are scattered -
like the chaff, and mingled with the vile things of
earth! O how humlhatm how mortifying this
to pomp and pride of bnrth' _Yet how interesting
is this spot. In that chamber, whose walls are
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now so bare and rugged, and which echoes to the
midnight shrieks of the grim spectrp-thch of
the tower, has King Vortigern paced to and “fro
in agony of soul, racked with the cares that wait
upon a crown, and deeply feeling that

[ ]

“Princes have but their titles for their glories,
An outward honour for an inward toil ;

And, for unfelt imaginations,

They often feel a world of restless cares ;

So that between their titles and low name,
There’s nothing differs but the outward fame ;”

.dreading rival competitors for the British diadem,
and well knowing the inclination of many Celtic
chiefs to raise the sons of Constantine to the
throne, and place the sovereign sceptre in the
hands of ‘a legitimate line; while the ferocious
Caledonians, Picis, and other barbarous nations
of the north, with horrid inroads. cruelly murdeved
his subjects, and desolated the fairest provinces of
his dispeopled kingdom.

Here “were 'laid those fatal Plans, which. ulti-
mately rent the British empire from the princes
of her ancient blood for ever, 'and placed “her
mighty dominion in ‘the bands of foreign hordes
of pagon and blood-thnsty corsairs. Here Vor-
tigern devised the downfal of himself and-all his
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race, by calling in to his aid the Saxon pirates

who infested the seas and harrassed all the
‘maritime parts of Europe ; who, after long years
of havoc agd misery, subjugated the bravely
struggling, but unfortunate -inhabitants - of this
1sland, and estaBlished a perpetual empire des-
thed to surpass in glory -and power all the
kingdomg of the world beside !

Pondering amid the ruins of Dunhexed on
these wonderful events in the history of nations,
the vision of other-days dawned upon my imagina-
tion, and the shadows of the mighty dead passed
in dim majesty before me. I saw the mountain
palace of Cornubia in all its former splendour,
an® heard King Vortigern, as he gloomily
traversed the bannered chamber of his forefathers,
thus exclaim— '

This is to be a kmgl Could I have known
Those pangs of jealousy, those cares, and fears,
And sorrows for my cguntry, drenched in blood
By merciless barbagians, which now rack

My restless bosom, when yon banner flung

Its golden folds above my gem-bound head

Amid the ensanguined field of Arles, and rose *
The shouts of Britain’s brave remaining host
Proclaiming Vortigern their island-king,

1 would the glittering wreath of sovereign power,
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Plucked from the blood-stained brows of. Constantme
In battle fallen, have dashed upon the ground,

And bade the trump.its coronation peal

Forbear to ring for me. But now that this
Refulgent circle hath my temples bound

And I have grasped the sceptre, ﬂlrustmg by

The sons of Constantine, I would not let

The ‘soul-bewitching prize be from me.torn,

And I'be madg a vassal.— '

Enter EpurrH..

Welcbme, prince of Glevum ;
“What tidings to Dunheved’s regal tower
Dost thou bring from the north ?
Edulph. " Sad tidings, kxng
Supreme of Britain. . How can I repeat.
The dreadful tale? Caer Ebranc i is no more:
Rome of the north, cxty of emperors,.
And birth-place of th’. immortal Constantine,,
_ Thy glory is consumed, .Bewailingly -
-Thou sit’st in dust and ashes ; . the red sword .
Of fell destroymg Pncts and Scottish tribes’
Hath widowed thee; and o er thy palaces
The flame-sheet ﬁmgs its sgnguine folds to, heaven;
Grim desolatlon s.banner. . = '

Vortigern. . " Thou;hast i;old
A woful.tale indeed: ' L e
Edulpk. - .The barbarous hordes

Are pouring. onward to the trembling south
Death in their van rides on his giant steed;
And the ﬁercef;e—ﬁend -of destruction follows .
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Lheir blood-polluted footsteps.

ortigern. : Heavenly powers!
How shall ‘e stay this overwhelming tide,
That thregtens all our kingdom ?,

Edulph. o Not by tears,
And sighs, andewild laments: no, we must rouse
The noble energies we yet possess,

And call them into action. 'Down these walls
No longer let thy banner idly stream,

Nor thy broad falchion rust in indolence..

Send forth thy summons through this spacious isle,
And call the British nations to the field : - .
Draw forth thy sword, thy battle-garments lock
In mdxgnatnon on thy sinewy limbs 3’

Lift up’th’ imperial standard on these hills,
And wake the voice of war. * To thee will flock
The brave Danmonii, and their bright example
Win all the nations of the south to rise,

And drive-these bold invaders from our homes.

Yes, come thou forth from this thy mountain hoeld,
And bravely lead us onward: we will meet

Right manfully the foe, and our good swords
Shall back to Caledonia’s forests “push

Her ruthless mountafaeers.
[ 4

Inter DiviTacus,

Divitacus, - ‘Prince of Britain,
News is arrived that on the shores of Kent
Hengist and Horsa, two famed sea-kings fierce,

"Have landed with their Saxon pirate bands,
And terror eproad d'er all the adjacent coast,
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Vortigern. [after a pause] Itshall be so.—Edv’ oh,
I long have thought

To call these valiant Saxons to our aid
Against the northern clans.  Yes, I will hence
To Troynovant’s proud citadel, and there
Convoke the princely chieftains of the isle;
Send to these ocean-kings fair embassy,

‘And give them honourable employ. Their hands
Can handle well the instruments of death, *
Unlike-the soft luxurious Britons, they

Are nursed upon the iron lap of war, -

Cradled in tempests, by wild billows rocked,
And dajly schooled in battle’s fiercest lore :,
"They will the Caledonian tribes repel,

And to our harrassed borders peace restore.

Edulph. Rather, eternal war will be our lot!

Shall Saxon rovers find from thee, O king,
Safeguard and friendship 2 Shall they in our isle,
Those bloody pagan corsairs, be carressed.
And.find employment? Ah ! if once they set
Firmly. their feet upon our hapless shores,

. Too'much of deadly work their swoids will find.
The day that thou employ’st fhem to éxpel
The foes of Britain, seals sad Britain’s doom,
And thou in them shalt find her worst of foes!



A MODERN GENIUS: 19

LETTER XLVIII.

) Stratton,
DEAR FraNg, '

AN earnest desn'e to interest you in my fate, has
ever prompted me to communicate to you without
reserve or restramt, ‘the many vxcnssntudes of an .
eventful life; and your friendly sympathy has
always served to soften the bitterness of the
disappointments and martifications 1 have been
compelled to endure. I would now fain describe.
anobject that affects me more nearly, that gives me
greater delight to contemplate than would even
the Pyramids of Egypt could I behold them in
all their sacred antiquity of unknown ages, or the
ruined tombs and temples of Thebes richly and
mysteriously adorned with hieroglyphi¢ mytho-
logy; for it is the m'aster-plece of nature, the
consummation and glory of the works, of God :
nor is it beauty, grace, and elegance in ruins;
but clad in the full bloom of health and youth.
She of whom I would give you a description, is
the charming daughter of one of the actors of this
company ; and since I first beheld her, grown
almost to the perfection of loveliness. Her form
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is graceful, enchanting, and sylph-like, H?ps
are of the coral hue,.and on her cheek dwéll the
dewy blushes of the morning rose. Her locks
are blacker than the wing of the raven, and from
her full dark eye. flash beams as bewitchingly
bright as streamed from.the hyacinthine lashes
of that queen, the last of the Ptolemean line, on
the upturned gaze of the agonized Réman chief,
when with her love she calmed his rage ‘for the
loss of a wor]&. Sweet Mary ! 1 cannot paint in
words the boundless passion of iy heart. Thy
smile throws a gleam of biigbtness on all my
gloomy cares, like the mioon enlightening the
skirts of the departing storm ; ‘the soft tones of
thy melodious voice soothe all my sorrows, aud ¥
hang delighted on its accents ‘as the weary pil-
grim listens to the rich organ-swell of the vesper
hymn, when he has gained at eventide the mon-
astic portal where lie enshrined the sacred relics
of his saint. In thy society [ forget that I have
‘been unfortunate, and bless the hiouy that brought
me to the.sandy shores of Cawsand.. This. yov
will think, perhaps, is the rhapsody and wild
romance of an infatuated lover: but helieve mer
Frank, she is worthy of all the praises that I ca®
lavish' on her perfections, of all ‘that my fond
heart would fain bestow on her merits.
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ut I am not the only one on whom the charms
of M\ry have made a deep impression. ~ She has
bad many adiiters, as you may easily believe,
exposed as Bhe of necessity is to the gaze of the
public. Among others, a’ young oflicer was
dgeply smitten with her at Cawsand and the
other, day sent her the following billet-doux ;
which belng, 1 conceive, strictly original, I copy

“verbatim et literatim for your amusement, .

“ Drarest Mawry,

"Twas when the seas was Rorin and waves run’ moun-
tains }u, '
O ther I Lay Deplorin with Eys fixt to the sky,
to think on my Dear Mary that I must leaf Be hind,
the farest of all Creatrs, She is allys in.my mind.
the first time I Beheld her, She sot my haert on fier
to be acquinted with her Twas all my Sol's desire;
to view her painted Bosom, her Brist as whit as Snoz
you'd think she was an ‘angel to see her walk or go;
‘you'd think she was an angel dished up in mortl form,
for such another woman ®as surely never Born.
But if she Do profe Ctuel, alas! I am undone ;
any hart it Burns like fuel, and 1 Destracted run.
‘ I Remain, my dearest
Mary, your everlasting lover
through fire and smok and blood and water.
Jonn BartrerT,
second lieftenant on board the —’

'
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We returned to .this place ahout five weiks
ago; during that time we performed a forggbt
at the little town- of Clovely, sifuated-on the
shores of the Bristol channel. In tMe grand hall
of Sir' James H——, who has a iandsome seat in

- the neighbourhood, we performed the comedy of
The Honey Moon to an overflowing audignee.
Our patrons were the ‘heir, of Sir Janres and his
amiable lady, whose urbanity and unaffected
politeness render them truly noble. O, if the
great ohes' of the earth, who look down with
sovereign contempt on all whom fortune, or

‘rather Providence, has. placed beneath them-in

point of riches and fading bonours, did but know -

how 2 kind smile, a. gentle word, and a look of
compassion and bemcrmty win the hearts to an
enthusiastic- devotedness of the poor and .the
unhappy, they would surely no ]onger wear on
their ' brows . those disgusting frowns of super-
cilious pride; butlearn'to look on their fellow-
creatures’ with sox’netbmg like human feelings:
and cease to despxse those who ‘might often b6
their superiors in merit and - real greatness
because their talents, that would otherwme slun"
forth like the:sun, aré buried in the thick cloud®
of misfortune and indigence. :
Alas! what impenetrable clouds hang on my
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dk fate! I once fondly dreamt of literary fame
aud Wstinction among the sons of genius. Vain

expectation ! Uelusive hopes! [ have no patron,
no friend to guide or direct me towards the fair

Land of Promise, or hold out the least encourage-

mgnt to the useless productions of my despairing
Muse; Xspend my youthful days in ardent aspi-
ratlons.,‘mo hopeless yearnings after the innor-

tality of a renown never to be mine, like one

Who on some dew-bespangled bank of flowers
Lies gazing on the cloudless moon, that showers
Around his héad a ﬂood of heauteous light,
And fancies in her orb Elysxan bowers,
And fairylands serenely mild and bright,
®ighing to hold companionship with those

Who revel in her shades of cinnamon and rose.

But one pleasure- I ‘have. Mary has a taste for
poetry, and loves to listen to my artless lays.
We often wander about the beautiful domains of
Sir James II. so riclily skirted with woods and
groves to the very shdres of the Sabrinian sea,
and- commanding most delightful views. There I
read to her my verses ; and tliere we often listen,
beneath some wide-spreading tree, to the dulcet
strains of Sir James’s ancient British harper, as
he sweeps the strings in the lofty portal of
the gothic hall, and casts a sweetly-soothing
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spell on the romantic scenery of the vaf]ey,«" 1
send you the followmg lines, wmten -on pne of
our evening rambles.

TO MARY

Hear'st thou that harp, of tones so sweet,
) Borneé on' the evening breeze,
Around each green embowered retreat”
And o’er the twilight seas, BN
- Mary?
Like Ossian’s lyre it sounds to me,
By Morven’s wandering rills,
As these deep woods its mmstrelsey
- With wild enchantment fills’;-
And he who wakes that pensive lay,
Like Fingal's son, nor beam of day
Nor tint of opening flower can e'er behold,
Nor summer dawn, nor evening skies of gold.
In darkness he the strings doth sweep,
~ Yet feels of other days the fire;
For he is of those bards that sleep,

On Mona’s hills besid their lyre,
' ' . Mary.

Froin distant shores and isles returned,
Where north winds chilled, or suns fierce burned,
The sea-boy on the star-lit deep -
Enraptured lists the strain ;

The harper was blind,
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And thinks some bard on yon dim steep,
\Voke from his thousand years of sleep,
Flings music o’er the main,

. ‘ Mary.
Thou in yon hall to that wild string,
* Enchantingly along

. Hast danced so gay, and bade it ring
#=wIn concert with thy song:

Thy graceful dance and plaintive ditty,*
Won deep applause, and tears from Pity,
Mary.

‘What gives the harp such powers of sound,
Dispelling every care and grief?

‘What makes this heart with joy rebound,
Yielding my woes a sweet relief ?

What o'er the landscape flings such witching charms
Unspeakably sweet ?
0, ’tis that thou art in my arms,
And thy soft accents greot |
My ears, that drink their music in;
_And think it would be ¢’en a sin,
To lose the faintest murmuring
Of voice more sweef than turtle-doves’,
Breathing at evé their simple loves,
' .o Mary.
[}
Wert thou not here, how dull would be
That harp’s divinest melody ;
* Alluding to her performanco of Ophelis-

voL. 11 .
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" “These dewy flowers, if thou wert hence,
_ To me would yield no redolence :
Dreary as dirge-notes o’er a gravé,
‘Would be the song of wind and wage ;~
Yon eve-star dim be to my sight,
And pale the full moon’s radisnt light ;—
Bt; thou o’er day and night, o’er earth and sky,
The spell of beauty casts enchantingly, __ -
1 ém, my -de.ar 'ﬁ‘-‘iend, '
Yours sincerely,
SyLvaricys
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LETTER XLIX.

HModbury, Devon.
PrAr Fraxk, !
Ir is.@g since I have written to you, ‘anﬂ as-I
have now'much to impart, I will resume my nar-
rative.—

¢« Qch, thunder and turf ! consndermg the good-
ness of the cause, they drop in as sparingly as
mites irito a poor's-box, .as Mr. What-is-it says,
I'say, good folks, if you live a thousand years
after you are dead, yow'll never have such another
opportunity of seeing one of the first plays writ-
ten in your mother tongue performed by some of
the first actors and, actresses in’ England,” said
Mac Lear the other evening to the rabble col-
Jected about the door of a place which he had

temporarily fitted up at the village of I—e,
near Modbury. «1 say, honey, you have heard
of Mrs. Siddons, haven’t you?”

“ Ms. Smkmgs‘l what, the wold woman that
goes about a. buying rabbit-skins 2” replied a
Devonshire bumpkiu.

& Och, botheration! no: I mean th_e great ac.
tress, known in all parts of the known world.”

B2
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« Well, what o' her 2 said another lout.

« Why, honeys, she is'no more to be conypared
to my wife, who plays here to-mgllt than a full
bottle of champagne is to a glass of* new whisky,
or a ripe melon to a mealy ‘pgtato !—Och, here
comes grimalkin at last. Why didn’t you come
Jto )our post before, ould. one? You _kuqw 1
"want to dress for Rolla; but you mirnd nothmg
except snuﬁ' and gossiping.”

"« Ah,” said Mus. Bromley, as she took her place’
“as door-keeper, “ 1 am always sure to come in for
some of your elegant epithets, as a retarn for the
trouble 1 take to let no one go in without.paying;
but what can one expect from such a bog-trofting:
Trish brute.—Seven'o *clock, I declare! . Ab, now
_the dear preacher is just gomo‘ into his pulpit at
Modbury; while I am compelled to stand at this -
wicked playbouse door. - O, that'T could give
up my.sinful office of being the handm'uden o
cursed Thespis,—that my ears might no longer
be assailed with the abominable language of the
stage! O this manager! : Beshrew his heart,
for sending me ahout, to catch my death with
jaunting up and down;’ and here suffering ¢every
scurvy knave to use me at his pleasure.’'———I
say, good folks, the play is just going to begin ;
you had better go in. ’Tis a most excellent
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tragedy, full .of sound morality, and tending to
inspige you with loyalty, to your king, love for
- your country, and reverence for your sacred reli-
gion. Alas nothing will melt their stony hearts,
as the preacher says. The dear man, I hope he
will remember me in his prayers.” .
ama the old woman was thus muttering her
1scontents at the door, the play of Pizarro was
performing within,to an audience of about twenty
villagers. The performance had not proceeded
very far, when two or three. raw-boned fellows
with constables’ staves rushed on the stage, with
Mrs. Bromley clinging to, them behind, loudly
sbnekmo' “fire! thieves! the fellows won't pay!”
This occasioned a scene of general confusion, and
we all came forward to learn the ‘cause. The
chief of the constables, we perceived, was the
village carpenter. He had fitted up the theatre,
in his rude way, for which he insisted on being
‘paid a shamefully exorbitant price. This vile
imposition Mac Lear®had justly resisted. Llftmg
up his staff, the nan of office advanced towards
the manager, and thus beo*an his oratory.—
%Y be comed here to take' you ap, and ale that
cju belong to ye, for desarters and vagrants from
your own parishes; and to coity ye before Jus-
tice P~ who ha’ zent me to exercise the la’
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‘upon’ ye. Aund I do charge all that be here, for
King George's sake, to aid and azzlst 1 in doing-
my duty.”” - .
© « Carry me before a’ justicé, you $plawpeen !’

What.do you mean by that 2 replied Mac Lear.

“Why you do come here a p]ay-actmg withous
a licenge, and—" o~

¢ Och, if that's all, I'll soon be. af’ter ‘quieting’
vom conscience on that score. I have got a
license in my pocket, \vluch I always carry about
me to stop the jaws of such land-sharks as you
are.”. Adroitly producing an old whisky license,
he continued,— There, look at that, my Thady
O‘Whack. There is yonr master's coat of s arms at-
the head of it; and see if I haven’t a right to
performt with my company wherever 1 plase.”

The perplexed coustable now ‘scratched his
head amain : he turned the paper over several
times, unmllmg to confess his 1gnorance in not
being able to read it, and at last said,~< Ees, I
zee the king’s arms_be at the ‘top on’t; but for
ale that, you shall go wi’ I to Jhstice D. and then
¥ shalt get properly paid for my work.”

« T'll not go, by the powers!” -

¥ O, we’ll zoon zee that,” said the constable ;
anid then, with the aid of his assistauts, seized on
Mac Lear, and attempted to pinion his arws.



A MODERN GENIUS, 31

« 'l die before I'll be dragged to justicé like
a.criminal,” cried the mdlgnant manager. “1
have dgne no-man an injury ; and_ if striving to .
get an honegt bit of bread for my poor wife and
children be accounted a crime, then this is no lon-
ger to be called the land of libertys and humanity.”

* Mrs. Mac Lear now rushed forward, and cling-
e 6 Lier husband, exclaimed; ¢ For pity’s sake,
M'lc Lear, listen to a wretched wife. Our mis-
fortunes have been very great, but do not add to
them yourself by vainly opposing the - authomy
of this cruel man, and put it in his power to ruin
us qmte. You have committed no crime to dread
the rigour of pumshment then boldly and wil-
lingly meet the impartial eye of Justice; and
should you have professionally infringed on the’
Jlawsof our country,ask but for pardon, and Mercy,

which on a British judgment-secat is ever seen to
recline on the bosom of Justnce, wnll smile for~

giveness on your errors,”

% Come, noo more«0’ your play-acting here,
mistress. - Bring ’¢m along,” said the constable,
# we have noo time to lose.”

“ Thou hast seen a farmer’s dog bark at a beggar,
And the creatufe run from the cur; there,’

There thou might'st behold the imaga of authority ;—
A dog’s obey'd in office.”
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I¢ was in vain that poor old Mrs. Bromley fell
on her trembling knees, and implored- them for
the love of Chnst to.refrain from tlfeir. b'lmarous
purpose : it was in vain she offered te restore the'
few shillings she had taken at the door; it was in,
vain that Mac Lear nobly offered’to go alone asp
, suvety for his compary, and-confront the terrible
frowns of the incensed Justlce ; vain the éntreati®s
of a weeping w1fe, and vain the sighs and tears
of beautiful Mary. The savage wretches were
alike inexorable. to eveiy tlnng that: touches the
heart of humanity ; and we weré all dragged in
the most unfeeling manner to Ahe petty tribunal
of an ignorant and hagghty magistrate, who
seemed detcrmined to display the utmost stretch
of his power in cruelly pumshmg a few.innocent
people. '

On our way to this English inquisitor’s seat of
power, Mary’s tears and the thoughts of oné so
young and lovely being exposed to all the horrors
and indignities of a commoi? prison, filled me with
inexpressible. misery. TFor myself, 1 so utterly
'despise the sneer of ignorant vulgarity.and the
supercilious disdain of gilded pride, that T am
invulnerable to all their shafts. Sbakspeare, for
% cause far less innocent than this, experienced
the vengeance of the Cherlecot corregidor; then
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why should I complam, or feel: hurt at anindig-
nity that must rédound on the oppressor and not
on thei; ppressed. Little' did Sir Thomas Lucy
‘conceive thae the poor ‘youth whom he bamshed
from the bosom of his famlly, would ‘one day
begome the boast and’ glory of his own country,
and the admtratlon of the .whole . enlwh‘tened
~worid ; that his ashes would be enshrmed in the
bosom of immortal Fame, and pilgrims flock from,
the remotest lands to visit his hallowed- t{)mb !
When Mahomet led his followers to the second
battle against the disbelieving tribe of the Koreish
on mount Ohud, not Hinda, wife of Abu Sophian,
chief of the branch of Omiyah princes of Mecca,
who with the women of her tribe inspired with.
their music thé warriors to deeds of valour, felt
more savage and malignant joy as she ate of the
smoking entrails of Hamza, the uncle of Mahomet,
who fell in the sanguinary conflict, than did the
constable, as he led poor Mac Lear ‘and his com-
pany prisoners to the house of the justice. I will
‘now give you, in a iramatic form, what occurred
at the distant mansion g_f the magistrate,

- SCENE,~A LIBRARY,

Enter the Justicx, attended by his servant Jo.

Joe. The players are all brought up, your
BO
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worslnp, and the constables are wzutmo' with *em
in the hall..

Justice. Iam glad on’t: I trust no{ one has
escaped. Go, let them be brought before me.

; . o [Euit Joe,
O how I have longed for one glorious oppertu-
xity*of showing the world the noble wm and
wisdom of the laws that govern thest kmgdoms. :
How far does the legislature of this country sur-
pass that of Sparta, Greece, and Rome! They
suffered - players to roam unrestncted and un-
controlled, to propagate wherever they pleased
their abominations and lies, and disseminate the
seeds of vice and pollution in the minds of the
rising generation. O, that ever Greek ‘or Roman
plays should be suffered to be read in our schools
and universities! - O, that Government would in
its wisdom but enact a law to burn all the detest-
able tragedies and ‘comedies of the classics !
How should T glory to..behold every dramatic
production extant collected in one horrid pile of
abomination, and with my ‘own band to kindle
the torch of destruction that should consume it
to ashes !

Enter Jor.
Joe. Zur, zur, they have catched the rascal
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that broke into. poor widow Wilcox's house, and
stole her silver watch and two spoons.

Justice. And-what of that

Joe. Wley, your honour, they found the things
upon him, and b.ave brought him to you.

o Justice. Then they must take him away again,
and keep him in hold till I am at leisuve. -1 have

I"ﬁﬁsmess of greater moment in hand.at present..
Bless me! the people seem to think that Justice
has nothing to do but dance attendance at their
heels, like a lacquey in livery, or, a waiting-
woman, always ready with a needle and thread
to mend the holes that lawless violence and.
thievery choose to tear in their pockets. Send
the players in instantly,

Joe. T can’t think, zur, why you be zoo spitish
against the players. Why some o’-em do look
like kings and queens : I never zeed such a fine
show before. 1should dearly like to go to a play.

Justice:  No doubt: and learn how to cheat
your waster with dexfe:;ity. There ’s. another of
the evils attendiifg stage-performances.  Their
Hzgh Life below Stairs is an infernal ‘school for
te'xchmo' servants how to plunder and ruin “their
masters, Seud the wretches in, [Eaxit Joe.
1'll crush this hydra-headed monster of iniquity
with the golden mace of uncorrupted justice,
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‘Enter’ Mac Lear, MRrs. MAc Leir, Apor-
puUs, Mrs. Bromirey, WENTWORTH, GRUNDY,
Cuirrorp, and other 'Players, quirded ty the.
Constables,

So!  (addressing Mac Lear J you, I suppose,
call yourself the manager of this precious 8 gang
of vagabonds, that go about ‘scattering the firsi_

- principles of every thing that is evil and perni-
cious to society. o : .

Adolphus. (putting himself* forward) Your
very gentlemanly accusation 1 beg leave to repel,
and pronounce as utterly false—

Justice. What, sir! Who are you, that dare
give a magistrate the lie? Pl have you pubficly
whipped at the cart’s tail, and give yoa a twelve-
month’s imprisonment, to boot. Are you the
manager? - T

Adol. No: but I am he, who for myself defy .
your brutal tyranny.—

Justice, Push him back ; silence him.

[ Adolphus is thrust back by the Constables,
1 have all your names before me. Which is Mac
Lear ? ' *

Mac Lear. 1 am he, your honour.

Jugtice. Younow stand at this awful tribunal
of impartial justice, accused of being the ring-
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leader of a set who ‘go about and are guilty of
the crime of enacting, reciting, and performing
-trageddes, comedies, operas, farces, burlettas, &c.,
before audlences assembled to behold such
pernicious reprgsentations, without a license,
contrary to the statutes "and laws of the United
Kingdom of Great Britain and Ircland. * What
~fve you-to say; fellow, in your own-defence ¢

Mac Lear. To say? Why that, by the
powers, you are mistaken; for we have played
but twice in. your village, and then performed
neither tragedy, comedy, nor operd, but a new
burlesque on both and all three together, your
bonour: so that we stand fot “within your
danger,” having done nothmg for which the law
can take hold of us, you see.

Justice. That poor subterfuge shall not save
you. I have witnesses ready to swear that you
have all been engaged in exhibiting stage-per-
formances contrary to the act; for which I shall
proceed to commit you forthwith to the bude- '
well prison. ¢

Mac Lear. Commit! Och, what are you ‘after ?
What, commit me, a noble Englishman, born and
brought up in sweet Ireland, for only trying to
procure a crust o' bread and a few murphies to
stuff into the craving bellies of his poor wife and
children ¢ '
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Justice. . Then you ouglit to get your bread
by other means, than those of demorallz'l /m and
picking the pockets of the country af’ large.
Work, work, and earn your living by the sweat
-of your brow, - »

Mac Lear.. Och, bad luck to it! and I do
‘work,—few so hard, your honour. Consides how
dften and how many miles I pad the hoof to pro-
cure towus for my company to. perform in. Then
1 always assist the carpenters in the erection, of
the buildings, fit up the whole of the stage and
scenery myself, wait on ladies and gentlemen for
bespeaks, procure all the stage-properties, attend
rebegu'sals,b. look out the performers’ dresses, take
the money at the door till-the play begins, change
‘all the scenes, manage the machinery, prompt the
actors, and ‘perform all the first characters in
tragedy, comedy, and farce. Och, I work like
.any galley-slave, and all won’t do to keep the
jade Poverty from the dogr. I pick no pockets:
those who don’t choose to go- to the theatre, like
your honour, stay away. Blessed St. Patrick,
the little T get, I get by the sweat o’ my brow,
sure and sure, although.I was born as good a
‘gentlemian as yourself, and no. disparagement
either; for ‘my mother traced her descent from
the Milesian princes, and my forefathers through
nineteen generations were $Hrand Kpights of
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Munster. I was educated by an uncle, a priest,-
in Carthusian monastery, where I learnt—

: _%stice’.‘ O, worse and worse! “Why you may, -
for aught Y know, be 'a Jesuit; and go ahout thus
dlso‘ulsed to gorrupt the people both in their
smorals and loyalty. "Yes, yes, 1 See tbere s trea-
508 in_your very looks. -You may, for any thing
Tecan téll, be half of you Romish priests,—a nest
of traitorous hornets. It doubly behoves me, as.
a wise and loyal mawnstrate, to put a stop to your
diabolical proceedings. . I shall instantly make
out your mittimuses, happy to have it in my
‘power to pumsh such daring wretches as you all
‘ape; who in despite of law and gospel, travel the
whole countvy for the' purpose of propagating the
horrid systems of idolatry, WltchCI aft, jacobinism,
and immorality.

Adol. Again I repeat it, your accusation is
false !

Justice. Your ppmishment shall be propor-
tionate to'your n}solence, sir. But 1 will conde-
scend to prove the truth of my assertions :~In
numgerous plays you solemnly invoke and appeal
to the heathen deities, as the pagan Romans and
Greeks did; you worship the sun in some plays,
—as I see here by one of your bills for to-night,—
and smg’ hymns to him, and pretend to imitate
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fire descending’ from heaven_on an altar. Ts nat
this the grossest idolatry and profane mockery
of ancient sacred institutions? " Then for witch-
craft and enchantments, witness the lfbrrid thums
you' utter, written by that felloy Shakspeare in
one of his hellish plays.” O, how much is it to
' be regretted that the worthy magistrate who had
him taken up for deer-stealing, did nothave him ~
hanged! How much vile trash and gross wick-
edness would the world have been spared, had
the villain but made his early exit on the gallows!

Adol. ( ha{/’ aside) . .

« 0, be thou hanged, inexorable dog! -

And for thy life let justice be accus'd.

Thou almost mak’st me waver in my faith,

To hold opinion with Pythagoras, _

That souls of animals infuse themselves

Into the trunks of men: thy stupid spirit
_Governed an ass; who, hanged for stubbornness,

Even from the gallows did his dull soul fleet,

And whilst thou lay'st in thy unhallow’d dam,

Infus’d itself in thee; for thy conceptions

Are ass-like, sense-perverting, and most ignorant.”

Justice.  What's that you are muttering be-
“tween your teeth, sirrah? You can't endure the
touch-stone of truth, Learn wisdom, young man»
ere itbetoo late: forsake the path of jacobinism;
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for with what plots, treasons, and .foul eonspira-
cies, abuse of kings and governments, do not
some of your plays abound 2 With what indig-
nities is thas sacred representation of majesty
itself, a justice of ‘the peace, treated by a vile
tigker in John Bull 2 And for cruelty, the auto-
da-f¢ of the inquisition cannot equal your ‘dismal
<Xhibitious of murders, suicides, regiciiles, and
deaths in all their bloody and horrible varieties.
Adol. How falsely conceived are your notions
of the stage. You have deemed a man worthy
of the gallows, whom England glories in acknow-
ledging as oue of her brightest ornaments, and
whose name will ‘be idolized while taste'and lite«
rature exist on earth. . You have wnorantly con-.
demned the laboured productions of some of the
best and wisest men in- the church and state,
which grace the stage and delight a British
audience. Do you not know that the theatre is
the bower of literature, the retreat of the Musés,
where the bright and ‘elegant flowers of poesy
bloom immortal ¢ <
“Justice, Vile theatrical jargon :
Adol. The stage is the mirror of the wonld,
held up by. the hand of genius

To show the very age and body o’ th’ time,
Its form and pressure,”
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and which. reflects the different characters that
compose the motley groupes of its various inha-,
habitants. In such a glass you may, perhaps,
one day view yourself, drawn to the life,—a just
object of ridicule and contempt. o

Justice. Why, you jackpud'di.ng!_ I’ll have you

put in the pillory, for your audacious impudence.
A noble stage for acting a part to the diversivia
and merriment of a'market audience.
. JAdol. 1 donot fear the utmost your malice
canrdo to me.  “ 1 am in England, sir, where the
man who bears about himn an upright heart, bears
a charm tog powerful for tyranny to humble.™:

Justice. Upright heart, indeed! Whoexer

" heard of a player having an upright heart, or any

"thing but downright villany belouging to him !
And what art thou, (to Mrs. Bromley ) that look-
est like the withered relic of some former age,
the resurrection of an Egyptian mummy ?

Mrs. B. Sir, I have seen better days, and once
moved in a far different sphere; but misfortunes
are not crimes, nor can 1 help the infirmities and
appearance of age with which you have, unlike a
gentleman, cruelly reproached me.

Myrs. Mac Lear. O, sir, let me entrcat you
that you will forgive, in this one instance, our
offence against the strict letter of the law, and
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we will never again enter your village, . I am
the mother of three children ; and can you be so
cruel as to tear me from my poor weéping infants -
and send ‘me %o a prison, for only exerting the
abilities I possess in aid of their support, and to
progure for-them and my aged widowed mother - ‘
the necessaries of life? : -
Justice.~Buat the pernicious stuff: you utter in

plays demand of Jjustice—
Mrs. Mac Lear. Nay, siry—~

“ The quality of mercy is not strained ;
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven

" Upon the place beneath : it is twice bless’
It blesseth him that gives, and him that ta.kes .
»Pis mightiest in the mightiest; it becomes
The tbroned monarch better'than his crown.
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power,

The attribute to awe and majesty, _
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings :

But mercy is above this sceptr'd sway,

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings,

It is an attribute-to GOd himself’;

And earthly poweredoth then show likest God's,
‘When mercy seasons justico. Therefore, sir,
Thoagh justice be thy plea, consider, this,—
That in the course of justice, none of us
Should see salvation':s we do pray for mercy ;
And that same prayer doth teach us all to render
The deeds of morcy.”
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Justice, All this is very fine.—If such, indeed,
were the language and sentiments of the stage—
but far otherwise.

Constable, (aside to the Justise) 1. do hope,
zur, avore I do ha’ the pleasuré o’ taking o’em to

- prison, you'll make ’em pay I vor the work I
doné about their playhouse, and all my trouble
o’ bringing them avore your worshspe-

Justice.. Ye men and women of iniquity, it is
expected before you take your departure “for
Exeter prigon, that you pay this honest man for
his work, in erecting a stage and geats, and like-
wise for his trouble in bringing you to justice,

Mac Lear. Not a thirteen shall he have, if T
go to prison.;‘ Och, what would- you be after
having me pay a man for robbing me 2

Constable. Then take and hang ’em ale up at

. once, your wonsbnp
Justice, 1 had better compromise this business,

after all. 1 must find some excuse for sending
them off’ again, (. aside) Though I abhor your
practices, yet, moved by extreme compassion and
reluctant that you should suffer that rigour which
the law demands, Iam willing thatAyour sentence
should be commuted into a ‘trifling fine. Pay -
the constable his demands, and I give you all
your freedom. :
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Alac Lear., His charge is an imposition.,

Justice, No'matter: he shall be paid ; and so
will I for'the warrant madc out to take you up,
or you shall®all immediately be packing for
bridewell. 1 am pot to be trifled with.

#lac Lear. Then I have it not in my power
to satisfy his unreasonable demands, and we must .
be conten®te suffer' your oppression. Did I
order yéur infernal warrauts to be made out for
taking ‘up myself ¥ 'Hublnbdo, Jman ! you are
aftet being too good natured—

Mrs, Mac Lear. O, here is my wedding ring
give him that, perlnps—-—

Mary. And here is_another ring of gold, and
a handsome brooch ; he shall have them both,
if he will but be }ncrmful "0, do not, do not
send us, sir, to.a prison.

Adol. Mary, forbear; beauty and misfortune
plead in vain to wretches like these. 1, sir, will
pay all your exemplary Jjustice demands both

‘for yourself and that tender-hearted barb'man.
There take it. ﬂ'ngs down money ) Now let
us begone from this house, where

+¢ Through tattered clothes small vices do appear,
Robes and furred gowns hide all.” Plate sin in gold,
And the streng lance of justice hurtless breaks ;
Arm it in rags, a pigmy’s straw doth pierce it.”
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- Justice. For once my too_gentle clemency
prevails over justice, and you-may all depart.
Be thankful, and take care. you. néver again
attempt to enter the village over &vhich I reign
- in happy peace, to pollute thje innocent minds
of its worthy inhabitants, , who ave guiltless of
crime, with the deadly and sin-creating poison of
dramatic.exhibitions. ' | —

Adol. Farewell, sir, and remember this : it is
a quotation from the immortal Shakspeare, and
aptly meetfor the occasion :— Wee are the abstfact
and brief chronicles of the time, After your death
you were better have a bad epitaph, than our ill
report while you live.”  Alas for thy authority !

You see, my dear Frank, that £ am not yet
free from the malevolent persecutions of fickle
Fortune. - Still, through every change of my
chequered lot, through yeal and through woe,

. 1remain,
_Unalterably yours,
SyLvATICUS,
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LETTER L.

Kingswear, Dartmouth.

. : -
I&N’ Dear Friexp;, -~
A SECOND vimie hai'é"lt'qipitte‘d Mac Lear’s com-

pany, and again joined Vincent. This will, no.
doubt, astonlsb you mnch hut before you con-
demn, allow me to be heard in. qmy defence. The
parents of Mary have’ often - -upbraided me, and
endeavoured to lessen me in her esteem, because
T made no progress m my profession. Alas, how
could T improve? The manager engrossing to
himself all the first cbaracters, the assumption or
embodying of which is the best practical improve-
ment in the art, and without a single example of
chaste or elegant acting before me. Vincent, by-
letter, répeatedly sohcnted me tq return to him,
“offering all the first youthful tragedy and comedy,
and continually.asser tlﬁo* he should go from this -
place to open a nobleman s private theatre, where
Plays would be g‘ot up in the first style, and bene-
 fits ensure great ploﬁts. Thesé are the reasouns
JYhich led me to Dartmouﬂl!“and m(lnced me to
give this man another iale . ¢
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1 ‘took my last benefit with Mac Lear at l)‘z)d-
brook, Kingsbridge, in a temporary theatre that
stands on the spot where the celebrated Peter
Pindar wasborn. Some time before] left, a Pro-
logue was sent anonymously from London for the
Dodbrookstage,designed torevive a remembrance
of the Doctor’s birth-place, and paying #.ﬁgh
panegyric to his great abilities. The 2 with
effect by Mrs, Mac. Lear, drew several crowdcd
houses.

My parting with Mary was too painful for me
largely to dwell on. She accompanied me three

- miles on my journey hither; and O, how long
did we linger, and part and meet, then part and
meet again~—unable to pronounce that las, sad
word, farewell !. « O, do not, do not, Mary, forget-
me when I am far, far away ; or suffer another,
who will not, cannot love thee as I do, to pollute
those Tuby lips by breathing ou them the pre-
tended vows of an eternal passion! Let not thy
ears drink in, the soft Uelusive voice of flattery,
‘till thou rememberest no fore thy oft-repeated
promises of inviolable attachment to me. Think,
often think, Mary, of those happy hours we have
past together; and should cold forgetfulness of
me steal aver thy memory, look but on the moon,
beneath whose sweet beams we have so often
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wihdered together, and it will, in silent but ex-
pressive language reproach thy inconstancy; and
hee think of onie who lives and breathes but
for’ hee. Mary, foro~et me not; and the full

paiv that gushed (‘rom her beautlful
dark eye, met and mmgled with my own on my
burning cheek..

The last close, delirious kISS of fondness and
parting anguish, like a momeuntary sun-glean
shot through the clouds. of a dark and tempest-
troubled sky, -passed from my lips 1 know not
how. It was anguish and bliss strangely mingled,
a mournful joy perishingly sweet; and I found
myself parted -and far off from Mary, ere I was
‘conscious of the full force of my sorrow and
regret. - -Then it was 1 felt that T could for her
w:llmgly have relinquished my new engagement,
and all its enticing p:ospects- that rather than
be sundered from Mary, and leave her exposed to
the temptations of new admirers, and myself to
the danger of powerful rivals, I could be content
to tail twice seven long years even through. the
irksome drudgery ‘of performing subordinate and
often double characters, But shame, pride, am«

VoL, 1f, c
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bition, and hope, came to my aid,-and I at length .
tnumphed over the weakness and Jealousy of my
heart : then waving my hand as in a last adfien,
proceeded on my melancholy way, de sav§ her
ne more..

My first appearance here'was in the charater.
of Adriax; in the mterestmg play. of Adrzawlmd
Orilla ; and my efforts to please warded
with flattering applause.  ‘The manager perceiv-
ing the favourable reception-I met with, either
mstngated by a mean jealousy, or to ¢ feed fat the
‘ancient grudge” he bore ine, seemed determined
to check my aspirations after theatrica) fame, and
continually cast me infetior, unsunitable, and con-
sequently disagreeable parts. I began to fear he
had artfully decelved me, as 1 coul(l not find
among the -performers the least bhelief in his
assertions’ of, private theatricals under noble
patronage. Two or three of the company sud-
denly left him; ‘a conyincing proof that they
considered his hoastinigs to be mere fabrications.
. Things, therefore, proceeded”but ‘roughly, and 1
unceasjngly regretted a worse than useless sepa-
ration from the object of my tenderest affections.

_ On Friday evening last, the theatre was better
filled than it had been for some time before; and
on the Saturday morning I paid my customary’
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visf to the manager f.'or my week’s salary. But
what- "Was my ¢ consternation and surpy 1se, when I
entefed his lod«rmgs, to find no manag'er there ;
hiny, and his wife apd chn]dren._all fled ;
enery, dregses, and propérties, 'raO*s and
5,-all vanished. like a troop of ghosts at the
ing’ of the cock !” -Nota vestige’ left be-
s OF eans to trace their flight, What
a wretch must this be, to leave men, women, and
‘children, whom he had brought together; destitute
and wretclied, without the means of discharging
their debts or even procuring another meal! He
has taken a deep and ample revenge of- me, and
no doubt tnumphs in the success of his plans.

I have since learnt fhat this’ mfamous manager
had a boat ready prepared, waiting for him after
the last performance; in which, Wltll his wife and
children, and all his theatrical paraphernalia, he
embarked and set sail for Plymouth Where I
shall wander to next, God only knows. ' T have
as yet no determined pomt of destination; but
there is a Providenc above, and ou . its direction’
do I fully rely, endeavouring: to believe with
Pope, that'« whatever is, is right.”

[ N

1 remain, yours sincerely,
SvyLvaTIiCcus,

c?
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LETTER LL

Kingsweur, Dartn}éuﬂz.

0, nv fnend where shall I find words b#' %ich
to give vent to. the tortured feelmgs now endure !
A combination of calamities seem at once to assail
me. How shall I utter that which'T cannot bear
to think upon ‘without emotians of frantic Jeqlousy,
grief, and rage. Mary is false! The cup of
_anguish is fall, and 1 have sure]y reached the
consummation of my- mlsenes. ‘ A Afriepd at-
Kingsbridge bas informed me of all-the- circum-
.stances, and there is- nothm«r Teft for. Ilope to
hang . a single -doubt .on, of her utter f'\lsehood
and dlsregard to all that rendeéred sacred ‘our
tender and, 1-foolishly thought, indissoluble
_passion. Her father and fannly have all left
Mac Lear, seized on his* sgenery -for arrears of
salary due to ﬂ)em, and are gone to some distant
town, where they have set up for thqnselves~
while Mary'is slwrtly to be married to § dashing
actor from Plymoutb who mstlg'\ted her father
o this new undertaking.

And canst thou, Mary, forget my boundlcss
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fomtiness 2 forget thy vows of constancy? Nay,
forget the tortured anguish of my heart when
las parted from thee? O, hadst thou felt but
half Jvhat 1athen endured thou never’ couldst
havg forgotten him who, would have died for thee.
is past ! the dream, the enchauting dream of
ful love, which flang so sweet a spell of
unutteMe Leanty ‘and delwht over all things
that came within its m'wlc clrcle, is broken ; and
Tam awokened from a p'\r'\dlse of' blissful illu-
sions to-a dreary wnlderness, where all is tempest,
darkness, und snﬂ'ermg Then learn, my heart,
to.check thy unquiet throbbmo's and strive to
endure with patience the miseries thy lot has
prepared for thee. Mary, thou art faithless; yet
L can think of thee but with emotions of tender-
ness, and my despairing Muse seems uawilling
to. abandon the- wonted cbeerful_and inspiring
theme..

TO MARY

0 thou wert to my ravnshed sight,.
All that the elrth liolds fair;

Thy form was’like those shapes of light
* “That float on balmy air,

Around the good in danger’s hour,

To guard them from malignant power,

Mary,
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0, like those stars were thy.dark eyes,
" That "twixt.the clouds of mght
‘Dart their sweet radiance-o'er the skies
Unpenshmgly bright,
As in-refulgent pomp they move,
Breathmg rich strains of heaveply love,
. Mary

. Thy voice was like that dulcet t3lgum

Which in the evening grove,
Té those bright stars the nightingale’
Tells, when she mourns hegjlove ;
And, as upon;thy words 1 hung,
Al Nature listens to her song,

1

Mary.

- Thy breath was like the wind that steals

Amid the orange flowers,
Thy cheek o™ th’ tint the rose reveals
In the wealthy Nile’s gay-bowers :

‘Thy lips the ripe pomegranate’s hue ;

Thy veins the fragrant violet’s blue,

\

"Mary.

The powerful spell of thy ‘sweat smile,

Like moon-glance on the aeep,
Comes ¢’er my soul ,—not to beguile
And charm my woes to sleep 3

But the dark surges of despair
With light to make more hideous there, \
’ Mary.
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But O, thy shape, tily, voice, thine eyes,
_ Thy smile rio more shall charm;
«The spell is broke,—the false disguise
No longer hides thy form :
constd¥y hath changed thee quite,
nd turned thy brightness into night,

.

Mary.
Mt thou wert ag true as fa.lr,
And thy fond vows of love v
Sweet as the song of poets were,
. Or voice of silvery dove ;
But treacherous as the morn’s brxght wave,

That sinks the bark in midnight grave,
Mary.

1

¥et may’st thou never, never feel
The pangs that I endure :
O, how my limbs with madness reel ;
Can time this anguish cure ? -
Nay,—give to me. a peaceful grave,
‘Where yonder murmuring willows wave,

Mary. .

Soon will this breakmg heart be calm ; ;
My sotrows, who can tell 2

Death is to me the only balm,—
To thee a long farewell !

‘Heap on me, heap the turf-clods high,

Victim of thy inconstancy,
» : Mary.
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Fling on my tomb one simple flower,
There drop one pitying tear ;

The thought-shall soothe my, partirrg hour,
And render thee still dear :
My spirit near thee oft shall be,
To guard thee from all misery, o

!
Mary.

Spring is abroad ; the flowers Mrth

their beautiful blossoms; and music and odours
come floating on every breeze. The sweet-briar
lanes are rich with balmy dews, and every object
seems to partake of Nature’s gay festivity. But
all "is winter here: cold, dark, and cheerless
desolation reigns in the aching heart of

Your friend

r SYLVATICUS,
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LETTER LIL

L—— Parsonage.
ME Kixp Friewnp,

YoU w¥ep=zoeive, ‘on the receipt of this, that I
am again in Dorsetshire. Yes; shortly’ after I
‘wrote my last. letter. to. you, I determined to
return’ once, more to the home which gave me
"birth, and the longing arms of an aﬁ'ectlouate
mother. I-walked the whole of the journey; and
to divert my mq_nd and calm my wretched feel-
ings, on my pedestrial route visited those objects -
of antiquity .which I had not previously scen. .
Drew Steignton, near Newton ‘Bushel, wis a
grand seat of the Celtic. druids, as.its name in.-
ports; and here, I believe, is the only altar now to
be found in the county ¢ of Devon. 1t stands on a
farm called Shelstoue.” The flat, or upper stone
of this cromlech, is fourteen feet in diameter; it -
is supported by three upright rude pillars, and
declinés from a horizoutal position considerably
to tke novth, A little to the south of this grand
altar meanders the Teign, in all the sublimely-wild
diversity of lofty rocks, forest-clad mountains, and

ch
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hanging woods. In -the centre of its bed'(.aml
nearly opposite the cromlech, poised on a iast
block of stone, stands a logan eaghteenf it in
length and, at the western point, ten
height ; yet I could move it easily with on
Here, amid their anciént gfoves of oak,
tered.-by lofty hills encoinpassed with the
‘rich and variegated foliage, dwelg theg
druids in patriarchal. power and rural simplicity.
The Teign meandered through their embowered
retreats wnh its ﬂower-empurpled banks, its cliffs
beautifully fringed with geramum-tmted verdure,
and marble rocks, round which the. woodbme
gracefully wandering spread over ity blrth-place
its carnation blpoom, and scented with. delfcious
‘odours the circumambient.air. Not the famed
valley thmugb wlucb the Peneus flowed, whose
hallowed ‘shades ‘of rose and myrtle were the
haunts of gods, looked more lovely than this once-
~ sacred spot, watered by the limpid Teign; its
waves still, murmur in ntusic round the base of
the stone of trial, round thedogan that stands in
isolated and solitary grandeur amid the waters,
. like the stones of remembrance set up by'Joshua
in the floods of Jordan. Beneath the spreading
boughs of those oaks stood the circular dwellings
of the druids, with their reed-clad roofs endmg

¢

and,
el
nost

‘Ziu.-
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i sharp point.. Deep in these woods stood the

s(. tely and awful tree of magic, with its branches

TopNed off-aifd two of its largest limbs fixed on

the bp in thg form of the letter T, which, with_
.the Jurrounding groves, was constantly sprinkled

_the blood OFf victims. - Here, too, dwelt the

1 druidesses in close embowering ‘shades,
part Swan . the whole world, whose powers of
‘enchantment were believed to extend over all

the elements and attributes of nature, The vir-

gin prophetesses, who assisted in the offices and

shared' in the honours and emoluments of the

druidical prnestbood pretended, according "to

"Mela,”“ to raise storms and tempests - by their

incahtations, to cure the most inveterate diseases,

to transform themselves-into all kinds of annnals,

and to predict future events.” -

Still does the scene around me wear its ancient
majestic. features, its wild and sylvan beauty, as
in the Celtic ages of darkness and superstitious
cruelty. The shades of those who then inhabited
this sacred place of death and blood, to the eye
of him who loves to pore over -the musty scrolls
and half-obliterated records of yore, are yet dimly
seen>on the far-off horizon of departed time to
move along in all their gloomy severity and bar.
baric state, like those aerial and gigantic spectres
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that travellers behold, on climbing the sammit >
lofty mountains, walking amid the clouds, whic, h
are but their own unsubstantial shadows cast by
the morning sun on the ‘opposite. leavens. |, On
thy flower-embroidered banks, O lovely T¢ gu,
how sweetly liath rung the bardnc harp on M w-
eve with the strains of enthusiastic evotr& to
the idol-gods of the Celtee ; while-omryomer hill-
top the bright flames of the Bealtme rose luminous™
through the mndmght air. What solemn festivals
have been held here on May-day, when the earth
was covered with flowers and these sacred forests
filled with love-inspired minstrelsey. The lay of
the wood-thrush rung in concert with the harps
of bards, who awoke the early morning with their
hallowed greetings; aud the blackbird's wellow
pipe delightfully mingled with the silvery mur-
murs of the cashart dove, and the wild song.of
the gleaming river going on his way, rejoicing’
like a giant in bis strength.- The double sacrifi-
cial fives are lighted amid those freshly-waving
groves: the druids, vates, Dards, and fem'zle
prophets assemble around the stately tiee' of
magic amid the forest; garlands of vervain,
euplea, and mistletoe are wreathed about its.
trunk, and blood-drops sprinkled on grove
and bower by the arch.druid in his pontifical
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iliments of many colours, The sun is risen
allgve the easteru hills in cloudless splendour'
\pet, and horn, and stringed instroments of
‘tonesp blent with innumera ble voices of

unhappy® captives,. are led bctmxt the double
fires as victims to the bright luminary of day.
Groups of dancers, led by the ancient sacred
vestals, wheeling in mysterious circles from the
right hand to the left, are seen advancing through
the groves, and moving in- solemn procession
round the blood-Jevoted cromlech. - The captive
is bl‘OllO‘llt bound to the stone of sacrifice: the
draids mount with him*on the lofty altar, and
plunge their -gleathing knives in the bosom of
their shrieking victim: the diviners prophesy
from the flowing of his blood, that tricklcs down
the sides of the horrid gromlech: his groaus are
drowned in the shouts of the surroundmg spec-
tators, who- appl.md the inhuman ceremony; |
wlnle the woods ring with the terrific death-
hyt wa, “struck from the solenm-soundmg lyres of
the unpitying bards. -

I must wave at present all further account of
my little [tinerarium Curiosum, and pass to my
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arrival at L. How did my heart leap with jev..

when I caught the first distant view of the rauff’e
of naked hills'that stand the giganfic gu'\rdnms,
against the war of i intrusive blllows,ﬁn the Coast
where- lies my native village. How lwht ;md
swift were my steps, when first I beheld ' .che.
battlements of the castellated mansion of L, ?d
those lofty woods and groves which found,
-that state]y edifice and its romantic village. It was
evening as I reached the old Parsonage. My
heart beat audibly, as I opened the wicket-gate
that led to the door. O, how do long years of
absence endear the spot wheére first we breathe
the vital air; the scene -of our earliest remem-
brances, of our happiest moments! The nume-
rous flowers that filled the little garden in front,
were in full bloom, and exhaled an exuberance
of sweets: many of thé shrubs which I had
planted with my own hand, were grown_ luxuri-
antly ; and the bower which I bad formed of
lilacs, box, lloneysuckles, and other plants, and
whercin 1 had spent so many tours in study, and
nenned &0 many poetic lines, was become qunte a
wilderness of blossoms. 1 passed bastily on, and
in a few moments, on the threshold of my birth-
place, found myself in the arms of an aﬁ'ectlonate
mother; whose tears of joy bedewed my cheeks,
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ferings and disappointments. -

G3

(d whose teuder love requited me for many past

P

I close my letter with another stanza,-written on

whom lt does not seem that I can ever forget.

oT O 'MARY.'

'Tis eventide.—The horizon glows-
With richest tints of the Persian rose,
With diamond beams forth shooting bright
A downward flood of parting light ;

While the amethystine clouds unfold
Their radiant skirts engrained with gold. .
"Tis glory all above ;—beneath « ™
Delicious stillness,—save where breathe
The idle winds a wizard song,

The flowery-mantled groves among ;

Save where sweet music’s wildest gush
Comes from the forest*and the rush

Of the distant mountain’s hoarse cascade,
That flashes through the green oak shade.

"Tis twilight dim ;—and from the skies
Are faded all their brilliant dies;
But there is one sweet lonely star
Amid that dimness, shooting far ’

-Its beams into the occident,

Like maiden’s eye in languishment,
When sorrow from her cheek so fair
Steals the last rose that lingers there.
The glow-worm, in the woodshaw gloom,
Doth her low viclet-bower illume
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_With amorous beam,—her lover's guide ;
Like Hero’s torch, that o'er the tide
Of Hellespont' from Sestos’.tower °
A beacon gleamed at midaight hour,
To light her loved Leander brave #

To her fond arms, through stogn and wave.

Buch, Mary, were to me thine eyes
That brighter beamed than evening skigs,
When I, in passwn s fondest hour,
Gazed on their soul-entrancing power ; _
Then all' their magic influence shone
More radiant than the farewell sun :
Then on thy lip; that ¢’en outglows
The ruby in its brightest hue,
Mine, like the sunbeam on the rose,
.Fell, burning with ecstatic fire,
Exhaling love's' ambrosial dew, ,
Till; with a sigh, I scemed to expire &
Oh, bliss that words can never tell t--.
But-that is past l—so fare thee well !
For ever from me art thou ‘borne ; H
For-ever, ever from me torne!
No more the star-bean® of thine eye .
Shall gild-my dark and stormy sky ;
No more shall thy voice, like the eve-bu'ds sweet,
My raptured ear at twilight greet.

Thou art-another’s :—yet, ah ! yet
I cannot check this fond regret t—
I ne’er can gaze on yon bright star
But I think of thine eye, still brighter far:
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1 cannot look on the moonbeam clear
But 1 think of thy smile: nor ever hear .
'The stockdbve plain, the streamlet glide,
But I think of the hour when side by side.
Woe wandePed; and thy soft voice came
U Like cloud-bern lhu§ic;on my ear,.
Feeding this heart’s undying flame,

And-whispering thou didst hold me dear}
More dear than all beside on earth,
Pomp, honour, wealth, or pride of birth.-

)

Thou art another’s :—yet, ah! yet,
Hast thou no soft, no fond regret
For him thou hast left to weep and sigh
When he wanders alone at evening hour,
And gazes on the star-lit sky,
* ‘That tells him of thy beauty’s power ?
. Ah! when thou hear’st the wood-dove’s tune, ~
And the nightingale singing to the “blessed moon;”
When thou look’st on the dewy eve-star bright,
And the emerald glow-worm's passion light,
O, think upon the hours gone by,
And breathe of pity one soft sigh,
Of guiltless pity, for the doom,
Of him who layed thee with such truth
. For nothing but the dark cold tomb,
Can from the bosom of that youth
Banish thy image, which dwells there
** The sweet companion of despair !



66 THE TALE OF

LETTER LIII

%— Pa:so\age.

te

You- mquest me to give you some account_of
Lulworth Castle, and 'its extensive domains. To
show you. how ready I am at all times to comply
with your wishes I now sit down to give you the
best information I can collect respecting this
interesting place.

The manor of Lulworth was anciently in the
possessnon of a kuightly family of the name'of
De Lolleworth. 1In the reign of Edward I
- Reginald de Est Lolleworth, kmght, lord of Est
Lolleworth granted by charter t6 Reginald his
son and Agues his w:fe, and their heirs, this manor.

Of this ﬁmnly not one branch now remains ; all
"its success:ve generatlons,lts honours, its fame,and
its power are gone down' to the chambers of the
grave, and its very name preserved from total
oblivion only by being affixed in perpetuity to
what was once their landed and imniovable
possessions. '

That there was, many ages ago, a castle on this
estate cannot be doubted ; for in Tyrrel’s History

-My DEear Frienn,
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: (/ Eugland it is said, that Robert Earl of Glou-
C\er in 1146 took the, castle of Lullwarde for
sg"Empress Maude: and in Speed’s, t]nt it was
takxu by the Earl of W'uwxck for Queen Mar-
gare;. Before“the crection of the present castle,
the ancient mandr-house, called Goodly-place,
wh’ich, with all its:.estates, in -the eleventh of
dward 1L came into the possession of John
Novo Burgo, or Newburgh, stood directly opposite
to the west door in the tower of the present

chun{cln; where now stands the fine sycamore
grove that backs the verdant lawn of the castle.
This John de Novo Burgo was descended, though
not in a direct line, from Henry de Nevabu'rgb,
creatdd first Earl of Warwick by William the’
Conqueror, and who received his name from the
castle of Newburgh in Normandy, where he was
born. Frowm the great hall of this stately mansion,
its possessors could behold through the western
window of the church tower, the wax tapers
shedding their consecrdted light on the high
altar; which,, it is said, was the constant sngnal
for. their pious attendance in the house of God..
Of this*mansion, Leland in his Itinerary, says
“The- goodly manor-place of the Newborrow’s,
lords of East Lilleworth, is hard by the paroch~
church, ‘The last of that name, whose daughter
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and heyre was married to Sir John Marney, dy:»?.
in Estsex or Southfolk, ‘and ther was ‘burf:d,
‘Ther standith a tumbe in East Lillés‘vorth churan,
that was erected for his buryal. e genealigye
of the Newborrow’s, and the names of the heyres
general that they married with, be yn glass win-
dowstin a parlour in the manor-place of East
Lilleworth.” -, Of this building not the least ves:
tige of its foundatlon remains. The cause of its
'demolmon is quite uncertain: it might, possibly,
have been pulled down for the purpose of erect-
ing another mansion, about a mile distant, called
Mount Poyunings.
+ In the second year of Henry VII. by the mar-
‘riage of Christian, daughter and heiress of Sir
Ro«rer Newburgh, the last male of that line, this
manor aud seat came to John, son and heir of
Henry Marney, knight; and-on the marriage of
“Catherine, their eldest daughter and co-heiress
with her sister Elizabetb, descended first to
George Ratcliffe; and after his death, by a second
warriage, to Sir Thomas Pognings, knight.: This
gentleman was a'military officer of bigh distinc-
tion ; created by Henry VIII. Baron Po}nings of
East Lillewerth, and appointed general of the
-army in France. He purchased the monastery
‘of Bindon at its dissolution, with various othec
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'shds in the neighbourhood ; and built a noble
‘g\lsnon sty ]ed Mount Poymngc near the farm-
se called Blontrate, which was afterwards
pulded down Thomas, Viscount Howard,
But to close as quickly as possible the uninte-
regting detail of genezilogicial tables, rgcon‘ding
the names of those, of whom we know nothing hut
that they merely lived and died,—these domains
came into the Lloward family, by the marriage of
Thomas Howard, son of the third Duke of Nar-
folk, with Elizabeth, the “other daughter of Jobn
‘Marney, and -sister of Lady Poynings. This
Thomas Howard was’ created Viscount Bmdon ;
and, accordmg to Coker, about the year 1600
built the present ‘castle, ‘out of the. united ruins
‘of Mount Poynings and Bindon Abbgy., In pro-
cess of time it descended, with all its demesnes,
to James, grandson of Thomas IHoward, who was
created by James J. Earl of Suffolk; and this
James sold it, with the surrounding estates, in
1641 to Humphry Wild, the ancestor of its pre-
sent possessor. TRis handsome pile of modern
architecture stands on the western borders of a
wild and _dreary heath, whose gently-rising
eminences are scattered over with Celtic tumuli,
while its solitary ‘barrconcss forms a. striking
contrast to the verdant park and luxuriance of
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waving woodlands that surround the mansion g
every side, and enclosed by a wal] four miles v
~ circumference.

-This princely fabric is an eéxact  pabe of ei&l y
feet, with a round and noble toger at each corner
proudly lifting. its embattled head sixteen fget
ahove the walls, which are said to be six feet j n
thickness. An elevated terrace of freestone, with:
a handsome balustrade, surrounds -the castle on
every side except to the west, where it joins a
green terrace of earth and opens on a flowery
lawn, commanding -a picturesque view of the
English Channel, and backed with lofty wood
beautiful as the fabled shades of Elysium, in
which are a fine avenue froutmtr the westera
portal, and,numerous pleasanl. aud retired walks.
Many years ago, this castle was surrounded
by a strong outer wall, and the access to the
court-yard was through a b'n'bacan or square
tower, directly frontmg the eastern, or nd
portal ; but this useless defence has lo’nggs‘:we
been demolished. A broad fight of steps leads
to the principal entrance, over which are two
statues in Roman habits: on each snde, betw:xt
two Ionic pillars, in niches, are the sculptured
images of Music and Painting, but which are
very indifferently executed; and above them, on
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:\{o shields, are the arms of Weld emblazoned in_
‘ 1&1 proper colours. The principal front, is like-
adorned with several modern statues. The
inteMor of tlys fine: mansion contains several
spacious aud noblg apartments; but the walls of
the,drawing-roomn have a mean and dingy effect,
from the dull-coloured- satin with which they are
.covered without any relief. The ceiling is hand- -
somely, painted in compartments; and there is
a rich carpet which corresponds with the fresco.
Several family pictures by Sir Peter Lely and
‘Sir William Beechey are finely executed ; and
there are a few others by artists unknown. In
this castle, constituted a palace by the résidence
of kums, fifteen years after its erection dwelt
James I. when he came to hunt in the adjacent

royal chase, or forest of Purbeck: and here
Charles I1. after his restoration, with the Dukes of

York and Monmouth, paid visitation to an ances-
tor of the present family in 1665. The rooms in
which those monarchs and princes slept still
bear their names, an:l they were looked upon by
me as far the most mtcrestmg apartments which
the pahce contains.

How often have those woods of ancient oak
and beech echoed to the joy-inspiving horn, as it
sounded from the court-yard of the castle at
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eaxly dawn, and roused the royal Scot from fie
‘slambers to pursue the fleet stag on the l(l tv
hills and wild heaths of the nemhr)ourmg islund.
How have these bowers reverberated. the unll
neighings of eager coursers, the r( ream of fwlcons,
the whoop,and shout,and l'mtrh of jocund hunters,
as the king; - with a train of nobles-and courtiers,
descended those steps to back their fiery steeds,
and scour across the heathy plains of the forest.
In the happy days of the gay Charles, hiof rung
these halls ‘to the voice of:sportive jollity .ahd
gladness. The banquet, mmstrelsey, and. dauce;
~and song enlivened the rosy-winged hours
"beneath these lofty roofs, and spoke the noble
liberality of the generous and' honoured Libst of
the palace. What loud huzzas burst from the
delighted populace, that filled t‘l'le?;coqrt and
thronged around .the gates from distant parts of
the county, ascendmg in thunder above the highest
battlements of Lulwor tb, as the smiling monarch
mounted these flower-strewed steps and enteled
the balls of feasting and hospitality. The cottages
of the nelghbourmfr peasants were huug with
gallands, and on yonder village-green the may-
pole was dressed in nodding sheaves of fragrant
blossoms: here vigour, youth, and beauty mingled
in the joyous dance to the sprightly sound of the
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vipl and the pipe: shouts of “ Long live the king!”
broke from every tongue: the pealing- bells. in
yonder venerable tower, ushered in the twilight
with, their musjc: the hearts of the glad peasantry
were cheered Wjth flagons of. ale: sports and
manly exercises. were exhlblted by the. rustic_
youth on those lawns : the voices of happy groups
rung in the moonlight groves; and all was
gaiety, laughter, and joy. These royal. visits to
the palace of Lulworth, recal to my recollection
others of later days. Nearly the same rejoicings,
as in the days of Charles, the same splendid
entertaivments took place, when our beloved and
venerable sovereign George IIL visited this
pleastint seat, and more than once partook of its
owner’s magnificent hospitality.

From the beautiful lawn are seen to advantage,
“on the right of the palace, the very ancient and
singular pyramidal tower of the village-church ;
and to the left, the dome and f)illars,‘surmounted
with elegant urns, of the handsome chapel, half
encircled with the richest. foliage of groves and’
tufts of lofty pine.- Here, too, are seen betwixt
the opertings of the majestic trees, the ocean with
its moving panorama of. ships, an ancient Celtic
camp on the hills of Purbeck, whose long range of
verdure, thinly skirted with woodland,is hemht_

VOL. 1L D
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ened by the brown heath that stretches below §¢
far away to the east, with. its tumuli and dark-
green clumps of, pine, over which rises thé-
gray tower of Wareham. Near if, is discerped
the estuary of the Frome witlpfts white-sailed
barges moving up and down, the town and byy -
of Poole, its neighbouring islets and heathy
heights that stretch onward to meet the horizon ;
where, like a- white .cloud resting ‘on its edge,
may be perceived as the evening sunlight falls
on its giant rocks, tlle avestern cliffs of Wltb"‘ﬂl‘ s*
distant island.

To the lover of antiquity, the domains of Lul-
worth must ever he highly interesting. About
three miles to the north of ‘the castle, stand the
monastic fragments of Biudon Abbey, tastefully
surrounded by rising groves, walks well suited
to penswe contemplatlon, and. streams of water
on whose shady banks the song-of the wood-
thrush “sweetly mingles with the evening mur-
murs of the adjacent river. {n its once stately
church,—of which a ruinous °part of the tower,
the bases of two pillars, and the fragment of the-
north wall only remain,—rested in sculptured
pomp, the bones of all the ancient families of

* The Saxon nawe of the Isle of Wight.
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rank iu_its vicinity, But its chantries are
destroyed ; ifs monuments with their armorial
pride have all 'disappeared; the very slumberers
of the grave gfe removed out of their resting-
places; the a& of the illustrious dead are
scaftered on the face of the earth; their bones
are trod under the feet of clowns; and of all its
former magnificence, only two or three mutilated
tombs of its chief solitaires remain. ’
But there are numerous other sepulchral monu-
ments; of far greater antiquity, still to be seen on
this estate,—even the burial-places of the Autoch-
thones, or aboriginal inhabitants of this part of
Britain ; which with divers vestiges of those early
ages, have survived all the ravages of time and
man to the present hour. Near the ruins of this
monastery are a rampart and ditch, which con-
tinue for many miles to the west; running hear
Pokeswell, where they are very apparent, and
appearing again beyond Weymouth, between
Langton and Chickerell. ¢ This, probably,” says
an antiquarian, % was intended by the Celis as.
their military line to defend the religious Circle
of Pokeswell, and to cover the country against
thc-invasions of the Belgee ; as the ditch is to the
sbutbward,_qnd the bank or vallum to the north.”
About half a mile from the palace lawn, a fing

2
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dome-shaped barrow of large dimensions, in the
neighbourhood of many others, was lately fixed
on for the purpose of exhumation, After pene-
trating about three feet within the sutface, a belt
of large flints, embedded in tln’&h, was disco-
vered surrounding the barrow to a certain height,
and seemed designed as a protection to the sacred
relics within, In its centre a curiously-vaulted
sepulchre or kistvaen was found, composed. of
rude sand-stones, full three feet in height above
* the level of the ground, and twenty-five feet in
circumference, - It was 50 ingeniously formed
into a regular arch or dome, and so firmly united
together, as completely to resist the vast weight
of the superincumbent. earth which- formed the’
. tumulus. On removing the stones and opening
this gloomy chamber of death, into which neither
the sunbeams of morning, ‘nor the purple ray of
evening had for-so many ages entered, a large
urn, in perfect preservation and containing loose
human bones. mingled with a very small portion
of ashes, appeared in a leanifig position directly
in-the ceuntre, and resting on a large flat stone, -
Around it were placed several upright stones, the
tops of which, pointing towards each other over
the urn, formed almost a second dome. The
inner circle of stones appeared to have been
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- brought from the sea-shore, as they were evidently
worn into small cavities by the action of the
waves. This, I do not hesitate to pronounce was

.the tomb of aghief druid, whose sepulchre, with
its inner circleNyf stones, seems to have been
raiged in imitation of their temples, the most
ancient of all religious edifices, (if such places of
worship may be’so termed), and in which were
offered « the sacrifices of the dead.” Who could
behold this once-sacred tomb of other days and
‘'years goue by, which had survived all the regal
and laboured monwnents, the gorgeously-sculp-
tured tombs and bannered mausoleums of suc-
ceeding and more civilized nations, without min-
gled emotions of veneration, awe, and melanchol y?

. without beholding, with the eye of imagination,
the ornamcnted corse laid on the fuueral pile,
the officiating druids, the sacrifice of slaves, the
dance of Celtic warriors clad in skins and decked
with torques of iron and gold, bloody lustrations,

and all the barbarous but solemn ceremonies

which had been pérformed at the obsequies of
the deag on this interesting spot ? '

Near to this barrow three others were opened,
all of them containing similar vaulted tombs, but
of much smaller dimensiouns, with inclosed urns,

Oue of these kistvaens was erected on'the south
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side of the tumulus. These, thére can be little
doubt, were also druidical ; and what leads the
more strongly to this conclusion, is the cértainty
that not far from the site of thesg barrows stood
once a sacred eircle, or templgfof the sun, and
‘perhaps a cromlech. Till lately two of its vast
.stones, or plll'\rs, brought from tlieir. original
sitaation, of which sore faint remembrance is yet
-preserved in the neighbourhood, -were still-to be
seen ; one stood upright,and the other lay onthe
ground.~ The latter has been; broken to- pieces
by a stupid farmer to.make '1 bridge ;-and bad
*he not found the other .useful by way of & gate

» post, it would doubtless ere this have s11ared
a sipilar fate,

.. Venerable and solitary relic! thou silently
speakest of other ages, gone with those beyond
the flood; of 'uations swept for ever from the,
earth ; . of mysterio_us rites and blood-stained
‘institutions, over which oblivion flings its veil of
clouds and darkness! Thou art deeply furrowed
with thie: tempests of . years,’and -the pale moss
‘hath spread over thee a mantle of gray.

»»Among the numerous tumuli-that may be scen,
far and near, to surround this .onceisacred spot,

-iwe.others were opened about the'same time with
s those 1 have alread y mentioned, Jn-one of thems,
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_after penetrating to the centre, a large flat sea-
stone was found; which being removed, and
nothing diséovered beneath it, thessearch was
continued by digging*deeper : another large flat
sand-stone &sobn' uncovered,.under which
x;-othing conld be perceived but a fine black -
mould " procéeding still lower, a third flat stone
was taken up, and beneath itan urn lay embedded
in white sand. lun the other a large crucible-
shaped urn; ornamented with an indented border
of straight lines near the edge, appeared in the
centre, qnd two small ones were placed leaning
against its sides. These last, [ should imagine,
held the ashes of a warrior and his two sons, who
died, or perished in battie, wheun 'very young. It
has been suggested that they were those of a
female and her two children; but that is hardly
probable, anless we allow the female to have been
an Amazontan gueen among the Durotrigians, or
their exterminating copquerors the Morini. Be
they who they may, we cannot doubt that the
" tender ties of aﬂin’ity, affection, and blood. ren-
dered them dear to each other while living; and
in the grave they were not divided. But their
legend is lost for evers the oblivious waves of
time have rolled over their tomb, and the star-
beams of their fame are sunk in unfathomable

darkness!
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Warrior ! thou hast dropped the lance ;
By thee lies thy painted shield ;

Nor hora, nor trump, nor war-steed’s prance,
Shall wake thee to the.glory of the field.

The whole of these tumuli, ni%eml, which
have described to you, are remarkable, worthy to
be recorded as peculiarities in the Celtic inter-
ments, and unlike any to be mét with in Sir
Richard Hoare, Dr. Stukeley, or even King’s,
Munimenta Antiqua. Auother still move singular
discovery has been made in the davrk-brown wilds
of the adjacent heath j—-even that of combustion
and inhwmation without wrns. The ashes of the
dead appeared to have been mixed up with the
blood of some victim, and moulded into the sbape
of a globe; then laid inasmall cist, and carefully
surrounded With stones. These are deviations -
fromn a custom, on which no antiquary, ancient
or modern, bhas thrown any lig:'ht. Jt, lu:wever’
appears to me quite evidlent, that this strange
u_lodc of interment was cither anterior to the
formation of the rudest vases of the Kelts; or
that these singular barrows contained the rgmains
of some inferior personages, for whom, aithuugh
their ashes were not inurned, their friends were
anxious to obtain the honour of asolemn burning.
How greatly is it to be regretted, that’ almost
every work of the ancient® that would have
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illuminated this mysterious subject, and dispersed
the clouds that must now.for ever hang over it,
has lamentably perished. The great work of
Polybius on the trade of tin, which would have
-given us much Njeresting matter relative to the -
par ucul'u' manners and customs, as well as com-
mercial affairs of the Brltons, is entirely lost. ¢
Livy’s history of Ceesar’s first invasion of thls'
island, and that of his second written by Claudms,
Lave shared the same fate; while those very parts
of other classic writers which relate to British
concerns, are buried in eternal obl!vwn.

‘From the terrace of the palace, you behold, on
the summit of the nearest cliff, a stronoly forti- -
ficd city of the Durotrigians, or then‘ successors
the Belgic Morini. It has been hitherto consi-
dered to have beena Roman  camp. by'all antiqua-
Tians, except Aubery, who Very properly calls it
a British entrenchment. T was myself, till latel),
led to adopt the genelal .opinion, as you may '
percewe by a former-letter of mine; but I am
now perfectly convinced that these strono' works
are wholly of British construction, and that the
Romans never occupied them as a legionary
station, for the following reasons

Nothing Roman has ever been found on open-
ing exther of the batrows Juat below the Suinit

Y}
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of the cliff on which the ramparts are thrown up,
on the hill itself, or any where in the immediate
neighbourhood. There is not the smallest remains
or trace of any Roman vicinal road, leading to or
from this camp. The nearest sgfion of the Ro-.
mans to this hill-fortress was Wareham ; which,
according to Baxter and Stukeley, was known
"by the name.of Morionium or Moriconium ; this
seems fully confirmed, by one of the roads lead-
ing from Durnovaria, the grand station of the
Romans in this part of the country ; "which, quit-
ting the Tcknield near Stinsford Cross, is very
visible as it goes over the sheep-leas at Kingston
Maurward, and may be traced by several little
- elevations near Clift, Pallington, and Tln?)rny-
bottom, leading towards Wareham. The next
nearest station of that people was lbernio or
Iburnium, now Bere Regis. This was originally
‘a formidable hill-city of the Celte and Belgic
Morini; and that this is the real. station betwixt
Venta-Geladia, or Vindogladia, and Durnovaria,
left out in the twelfth and fiffeenth Iters of Anto-
nine, and the sixteenth of Richard of Cirencester,
appears quite apparent: first, because it stands
little more than eight miles from Dorchester,
the exact distance which is attributed to some
, post next to Venta-Geladia in the Itineraries ; and
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secondly, it is situated on the ancient great street
.the Ickmen, Icknield, or Agmen, leading from
Old Sarum to Darnovaria, which is known, to be
the foundation of the Roman road; while the
streams of \VN which flow by the foot of Wood-
-W'y-hill is & further proof of its having been a
permanent station of the Romans. This belief of
mine is, moreover, strongly corroborated by what
Dr. Stukeley says in his Itinerarium, which you
shall hear :—« The Roman road passed upon a
division between Pimpern and Bere hundred to
Bere; and that T- reckon a convenient distance
for astation between Vindogladia and Dorchester,
being near thé middl: on one side ’tis about
‘thirteen mile, on the other nine. Now in the
last journey of Antoninus’before mentioned, im-
medisit'ely after Vindogladia follows Durnovaria,
M. P. IX.,” Dorchester being very truely nine
mile off this town, Bere. I doubt not but this is the
true place designed ip the Itinerary ; but that a
town is slipped out of the copys. I think I have
- fovtunately discovered it in the famous Ravenas,
by which-we may have hopes of restoring this
journey to its original purity. That author
mentions a town next to Vindogladia, which he
calls Ibernium: this verily is our Bere. Mr.
Baxter corrects it into Ibelnium and places it at
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Blandford, for no other reason, as I couceive, but
because he imagined it must necessarily be here-
abouts, I wasmot a littl pleased, when I found
my notion highly confirmed by a great and ele-
gant Roman camp upon a hill ngef Bere; Ithink
’tis called Woodbury, where a yearly fair is"}&'p't'.'
This is between Bere and Milburn upon the river.
*Tis doubly entrenched, or rather a doubl camp
.onc within another. This town of Bere deno-
minates-the hundred too. In this case, wheré a.
Roman camp, a road, and all distances occur,
‘which in the others are very abhorrent from
veality, I imagin the reader will” find little diffi-
culty in passing over to my sentiments.”
Now if the Romans had either raised or occu-
pied this hill-city at Lulworth, there would most
. undoubtedly be some remains existing of a Ro-
man Toad leading to one or other of the nearest
- stations. But there is not the least trace through
any of the wild and still uncultivated heaths that
lie between, of such a vncmal ; while the ancient
Celtic trackway, that is plaiflly to be perceived
running along the whole line of coast from
Devonslure to Nine-barrow Down beyond Corfe,
leads up to this camp of Flowersbdrrow, and is
attended throughout its course with numerous
twmali of various dimensions, Moreover, these
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ramparts are not thrown up according to. the
regular plan or form of a Roman camp; and,

lastly, the Romans were forbidden, by the law of
the twelve tables, to bury their dead within the
precmcts of thgr cities or camps. Now a boy,
"epig sheep on this mountain, lately discovered
lying just beneath- the surface of tlie inner ram-
part, a perfect-skeleton seven feet nine inches in
length! It was placed with the head to the west.
The skull not lying in a line with the vest of the
bones, but being found in an upright position, led
toa conjecture that the warrior to whomit belonged
had been decapitated : it was very perfect, and
the teeth beautifully white. This could not have
been a Roman, but was one of the ancient chiefs
of the Britons, who dwelt in this stronghold of
the mountain; and whose pagan rites of inter-
ment were both that of burning the dead, and
burying them entire, as I remember to have told
you in .a former letter. This -hill, which is the
western -point of a mountainous line that divides
the Island of Pwbeck, lifts its head seven hun-
dred feet above the level of the sea, crowned with
double ramparts of great strength, The ascent
on the north and west is very steep, and on the
south the camp is defended by the ocean and in-
accessible cliffs; while its entrance is judiciously
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placed in the south-west angle near a very steep
acclivity, where an army could uot possnbly be
drawn up to an assault,

The Celte, like those nations of old of which-
we read in the Bible, dwelt in gfongholds of the'
cliff, and on the tops of high hills, and™Thgn"
defence was the munition of rocks. These lofty
retreats were only vast circumvaltlations of earth,
and sometimes stones, thrown up to secure their
cattle, huts, and teuts from the 'ravages of an
unmerciful enemy ; and contained no buildings
which had the least pretension to be called towers
or palaces. « There are a vast number,” says
King, ¢ of strong intrenchments in all parts of
this island of a very peculiar kind, situated clneﬂy
on the tops of natural hills; and which can be
attributed to none of the various different people
who have ever dwelt in the adjacent country,
except to the ancient Britons. Here they lodged
their wives and children, on account of any sud-
den war or invasion; and to which they drove
their cattle at the same time fi'om the low adjacent
country. Here they formed garrisons, and made
astand; and from hence they sallied forth with
confidence to repel the foe.”

To prove a curious fact, that exactly such cities
are existing with their inhabitants in our own
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day, I shall make the following extract from M.
John Lidiard Nicholas’ Narrative of a Voyage to
New Zealand :— Duaterra having got all his
property on shore, was now ready to conduct us
to his town ; which standing, as I mentioned, on
*Pressummit of a hill, rendered the approach to it
a work of some labour and fatigne., * * * ¥ ¥
Before we reached the .top, we could perceive
that the town was a fortress of very great strength,
considering the rude mode of warfare pursued
in this island. It was encompassed with a deep
and wide trench, on the inner side of which was
formed a breast-work of long ‘stakes stuck in
the gronund at short distances from‘each_other,
and so compactly firm as to be capable of resist-
ing for a long time the most impetuous attack of
its undisciplined assailants. Passing these fortifi-
cations, we entered the town itself, which consisted
-of huts built on_each’ side of several little lanes
or rather' pathways; for they were made barely
wide enough for one person to pass through at a
time.” Here we®have a perfect model of a
British hill-city.

Tn this mountain fortress I am describing to
you, are )"et to be seen the wells that the war-
like inhabitaunts dug to retain the water that fell
from the clouds, which were their ouly fountains



S8 . THE TALE OF

during a siege ; and within the inner vallum are
along series of circular excavatious in the ground,
ovér which were erected their principal tents or
booths; while in the south-west part of the area
may be perceived, from the ingqualities of the
ground, where stood the different divisiows=oi-
their cattle.  From these lofty bulwarks the
martial Britons beheld a wide expanse of ocean ;
from where beneath the setting sun the western
- wavessheeted in lines of glittering silver,appeared
beyond Vindilia’s isle, to the surge-smote rocks
of the white cliffs of Guithor.* On land, to the
west they could behold their strong capital of
Danium, or Maiden Castle, with its circle within
circle, rampire piled on rampire; and to’ the
north, the hills that bounded their kingdom with
the celebrated mountain-city of Caer Paladour,
built, as fables tell, by Rudhudibrass, standing
‘on the borders of the neighbouring tribe of the
Heedui; while to the gast appeared the vast
plains of Sorbiodunum, blending with the dark-
blue heavens and the wild wdodiands and heaths
of the Sigontiaci. Naked mountaitis and beautiful
forests, the growth of ages, that never had bowed
beneath the woodman’s axe, waving to the even-

* The British name of the Iale of Wighs.
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ing breeze, filled -up the intermediate scene;
while the -limpid Var,—called by way- of pre-
eminence, the River, was seen gracefully mean--
deripg betwixt the opening glades, and sweetly.
rreflecting in its mpzy course the ruddy light that
mﬁ‘w in the western sky. A faint gleam fell
on the gigantic rocks of the sacred circle, that
stood in rude and solemn grandeur in the valley
below, and showeéd the smoke of the evening
sactifice to the departed sun, ascending in a dim
cloud on the twilight air; while ‘the song of'.the
bard, who vowed to die in his hallowed temple
rather than forsake the worship of his god, asthe
ﬂuno' his hand across the enchanted strmgs,
ﬂoated upwards on the mountain-breeze wildly
sweet and plaintively solemn.

Bat with what rage did the Celtic warriors, as
they flung their wolf-skin robes across their
shoulders, and paced with their brazen spears
these formidable rampags, behold the Romau
galleys anchored by Moriconium’s strand : with
what gnashing of tecth and tears of anguish, shed
for their fallen country, did they view the watch-
fires of those insulting conquerors fling their red
o*lare on the midnight beavens, from the cap-
tive city of Iberlum, from the tented summit of
Woodbury’s fortified hill!  Arouud these moun-
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tain-rampires, how dreadfully has raged the
storm of battle: how hath the bragen din of arms
.rung from cliff to cliff! Here met the proud
Romans in military pomp their brave but savage
foe, who nobly dared to oppose the progress ol
their blood-stained victories ; but unavailfffavas
the courage of Britons; they fell before the dis-
. ciplined conquerors of the worlll, and yielded up
with their lives their subjugated country! But
silent and lonely uow is this once-populous spot.
No voice is heard here, save the raven croaking
on the green walls of the city of the Qcad,'.,save
the simple lay of the shepherd-boy as he drives
his mountain-flock to the fold in yonder valley.

How silent all things,—save the seamew’s cry,
And the deep murmurs of the passing breeze,
Where trump and horn have echoed to the sky,
Angd battle yells rung o'er th’ affrighted seas !
These now young daisies gnd blue harebells bloom:
On many a British giant’s unknown tomb.
*
O Rome, where now are all thy warlike ranks,
Thy mail-clad chiefs and captains of renown,
That gleaming dreadful, stormed these spear-lined banks,
And on the Britons with disdain looked down,
Thy battle-steeds, thy shields, and eagles proud,
That here were kissed by the low bending cloud ?
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All past away! thy warrior host is dust,
Thy wide dominion faded like a dream ;
Thy banner lost, thy shield devoured with rust,
. And all thy glory but a meteor’s gleam,
That shoots across the stormy midnight sky,
_ Fading in darkness on the wondering eye.
»
From kingdoms far remote thy legions came,
On this famed isle to spread war’s dreadful flame ;}—
But they are gone ; ended their battle race ;
And dropped for ever the red shield and lance!
Briton and Roman mingle in one grave,
Reckless when suns shine bright, or tempests rave !

Farewell, a long farewell, thou gore-drenched steep,
That with-¢hy foot dost the white surges spurn ;
The sea”mist o’er thee comes, as if to weep
On the cold ashes of some warrior’s urn !

Weep thou, pale mist, for man's departed glory,
Where many a chieftain lies unknown in story.
Thou art thyself an emblem of hi$ pride,
Fading amid succeeding ages’ brightness,
As thy dissolving form of lightness
Cannot the rising day-star’s beams ‘abide.

I fear, you will think, Frank, my letter exces-
sively tedious; yet I cannot be content to con-
clude without speaking of one or two other places
which 1’ think of equal intcrest. About two

miles to the west of the palace, on Very'high
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“ground, stands a finely-preserved council-place
of the ancient druids, unprofaned by the spade or
the plough. Tt is composed of a noble rampart
of earth, on the outside almost perpendicular, but
within there is an easy ascent to the top, which
“forms a broad walk. The area is an iuﬁ)ﬁect'
circle, and that part of the vallum which lies
against the west is considerabljv higher than the
rest of the mound ; the whole being encompassed
with a deep trench, except-at the entrance which
directly faces the.east. It commands an immense
prospect of sea and land, stands near the ancient
Celtic trackway, and on the eminences on every
side are seen numerous tumuli, .

It was a fine summer’s evening when last I
visited this once-sacred enclosure ; and long did
I-linger on the spot, after the sun had sunk
beneath those hills that lie beyond the towers of
Durnovaria. A seat like this, the druids, elders,
and chiefs of the Durottigians well might choose, -
from whence they could behgld nearly the utmost
extent of their kingdom, and cominand a view of
all their principal bill-cities.*  Whas ‘earnest

‘.

# Ceesar informs us that the Gaulish druids, who, he says, ¢ were imitators
of the British drunids, and derived from them their customs and science, at a
certain time of the-year sat in s certain consecrated place; to which all thae
had controversios came from every part around, and submitted to their
judgments and decroes.” ’
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debates have been carried on within the green
walls of this meeting-place of ancient counsellors;
what plans proposed for the public good ; what
' patriotic harangues poured forth to rouse the
Britons to deeds, of valour, and urge them to
-preserve their dying freedom ! By the rosy gleam
in the west, I’ beheld the patviarchal druid
standing at the upper end of the area, while

“ Loose his beard and hoary hair
Streamed like a meteor to the troubled air,”

urging his silent auditors to repel their foes, or
perish gloriously on the field of death. - His gar-
mentg shone with gold, and his robes were of many
colours; around him stood the bards, each with
his harp, while the stern chicfs leant on their -
long shiclds of painted wood and brass before
him, Their breastplates of iron and wreathed
chains gleamed duskily through the dim shades
of evening ; their two-banded swords hung by
Jinks of gold on their right thighs; the beautiful
spotted skins of the wild stag, and the snow-white
hide of ghe forest bull mantled their broad shoul-
ders; and theyshook in anger their brazen-headed
spears. As he ended his speech, I heard deep
shoufs rise on the ocean-winds ; the hills repeated
the din, and the hollow valleys prolonged the
sound of many voicts ; the harps of the bards
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rung with the war-song of victory and renown -
the nelghmo of steeds and the rush of chariot-

wheels Tolled in thunder round the mountain’s

brow, as the Celtic chieftains went forth 1 in battle-

array to conquer or die !

Not far from this place, where assembled the
tribes: in a deep and narrow valley completely
sheltered from winds and storms, are to be seen
a series of circular excavations in- the ground,
exténding nearly the whole length ‘of the glen ;
and . in another neighbouring vale is found a
similar line of hollows. These shallow pits follow
each other at nearly equal distances, and I have
no , hesitation in asserting that over them svere
once placed the tents or booths of the aboriginal
Britons ; and that in these now lonely valleys
were cace’ situated two populous Durotrigian
lowland villages. 'The hills above them on every
side produced gxcellent pasture for their qattle s
and on some of their declivities may yet be dis-
covered, by the green embankments, the pens in
which they were folded, and nmhtly protected
by watchful herdsmen and tlneur fierce dogs of
true Celtic breed, from the ravenous attacks of
prowling wolves and other savage beasts of prey.
On the mountain above these Wwild villagers, oft
enwrapt in ocean clouds and thick mists, sat their
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chiefs and elders at the -solemn coun’cii; and
when the war-horn of hostile tribes was . heard in
the distant heath, they fled with their wives, their
chlldren, and cattle to the: lofty bulwarks of ‘
defence,——thelr clty of refuge on’ the adjacent
el ,.ﬁ's of. Flowersbarrow. .
Ilappy were your days, ye savage rastics, in

the time of peace! Children of true liberty, ye
dwelt like the Indiaus beyond the western.ocean,
jn careless ease and blissfal freedom amid your -
beautiful forests, majestic groves, and verdant
valleys; where Nature poured forth in wild exu-
berance her fruits and balmy flowers. Woods,
mountams, fields, and rivers with their myriad
tenanps of beasts, and birds, and fishes, all were
yours, free as the air you breathed. Your herds-
men and shepherds led their numerous flocks
and herds to the daisied mountam s side, and the
green meadows of the crystal river; they spent
the day in athletic g‘anfes and frolic gambols;
they wove garlands of mmOIed oak and lilies of
the valley for theif loves, w1th whom they held
sweet converse at set of sun by the moss-grown
stone of remembrance, by the ancient tumulus
o'er which the hawthorn showered its’ fragrant
bLlossoms to the evening winds. Your dauntless
huunters roamed the forest, and boundless heath,
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where they gained ample spoil; and returned. at
nightfall to feast in their skin-covered tents and
green-clod booths with their joyous famlhes and
friends; then was spread the banquet’ of shells,
the herlas overflowed with nectareous dmucrhts
of hydromel, and the mead-horn of hospitality
went merrily round by the light of the blazing
oak.—Happy race! ye are now gone; and the
place which knew you ouce, shall. know you no
more for ever! But the graves of your chiefs
‘still remain, a lasting monument of a great and
warlike people !

1 remain, dear Frank,

! Yours most truly,

SyLvaricus.
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LETTER  LIV.
L— C'ottage.
My ever RespECTED, FRIEND,

It is a singular fact, that the various remains of
the druidical superstition ccnnected with the
polytheistical worship of the Celte in this
county, are all situated on the sea coast, and near
one of the ancient British trackways, from the
Agglestone on Studland heath, to the circle and
immense kistvaen on Gorwell hills. I have in
a former letter, spoken of the only remaining
stone of a Celtic' temple .on Whiteway farm,*
near Lulworth; and shall mow ‘give you some

* In the early part of the last century, a stone coffin wasdugup in a
ficld belonging to this farm, containing the skeleton of a man and a child,
aud likewise a gigantic. sword. Qy? was this a British warrior and his
son ? ¢ What! Britons bury in stone coffins!” we hear our antiquarian
readers exclaim with a langh. I r6p1y, yes ;” Britons did bury unburnc
bodies in stone coflins, as [ shall presently prove :~—I mean the Christian-
ized Britons, after the time of Constantine, of which, from among others, [
here selec) one instance. In Mathern church vas entombed, in 600, St.
Thewdrick, king of Morganuck, or Glamorgen, who was slain in a baitle
agoinst the pagan Saxous at Tinterin, on the banks of the Wye. * The stone
coffin,” s2ys Barber, in 1803, ¢ coutxining the remains of St. 'Fheodoric, was
discovered some time since : ‘upon removing the lid, the skeleton appeared
perfectly entire, ¢xcept a large fractire on the skull, which occasioned the
deark of the herp.” ’

VoL, 1. 'E
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account of a journey or pilgrimage whicl, since wy
return lnther, 1 took in company wnh two fnenda,
to Pokeswell temple, the Portisham cromlech,
and the circles of Gorwell ; and which, to every
Jover of the most remote anthumes of his countny
are replete with the highest interest, ‘
The temple on Pokeswell hill cousisted of a
double circle of plllals, the bases of which, after
a lapse of so many ages, only now remain. The
inner circle is of very small dimensions, but there
was a long and grand avenue of Focks on the
“eastern side, which led to the entrance ;* while
to the east and west was a double agger, or dyke,
that joined an immense rampart running along
the south side of the hill to protect the approach
to this. once-sacred High-place of superstitious
worship. - This southern vallam and ditch, which
we have before noticed, is continued at intervals
to the banks of the Froome, and again appears
between Langton and West Chickerell. From this
mount of sacrificé is a most extensive view to the
north over the beautifully diversified hills and
valleys of Dorset, in some phces even to the
limits of the county. As the eye turns to the
LRl The Welch term for the right-hand seems to have somo roference io
the ancient superstitions of the Britons ; it is dehenduis, or the gouth-hand ;

an expression which can only ho true when we 1ook at the east, Tho circles at
Stonchenge soom to have a reference to the rising of the sun ot the solstice,”
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ﬁlth, the evel’Qto'iling billows of the British
iannel  stretch out in wide and sublime
Xpanse to

. .
* Where the round ether mixes with the wave.”
ether mi .

¢4, who that climbs this mountain brow, and thence
Surveys the dread immensity of sea;
Oft wildly heaving, and oft sweetly lulled
To deep tranquillity by the soft hush
Of Summer, feels not pleasure, wonder, awe
Alternate, as in breeze, or gale, or storm. i
He gazes on its bosom! On the waste
Of waters, rolling from the birth of Time,
The great and fathomless ocean, swathing round
As yith a girdle this stupendous Earth,
The eye would dwell for ever! “Every shore’
The wave of Ocean visits: on it.roams
Through the bright burning zones; where ardent gales
Cool their, scorchéd pinions in it. _Indian airs
From bowers of bliss, waft o’ex its smiling face
Perfumes of Paradise ; and round the poles,
Startling the eternal solitutles of snow,
The restless wanderer howls!”

L]

Such were some of the noble prospects of the

wncient druids, as they ascended from their ample

and sacred groves of oak in the valleys beneath

to this lofty temple of rocks. The eastern brow

of this hill bears evident marks, from the earthe
£2
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works, 'i'nequa]ities of ground, and number (:'.»f
excavations, to have been'the rgsidence of the
"druids, the druid'esses, the bards, and\ the ouates,
-and their attendants, who ministered at'thg holy
place of divination and sacijfice. Tlow often
has the philosophic druid paced to and froghis
shadowy avenue of rude rocks, wrapt in solemn
meditations on the worship of the gods; or guzed
from the sacred circle with upturned eyée on the -
moon, as in the plenitude of her glory the star-
-crowned pilgrim sowed the wavering ocean with
beamy gold, and attempted to decipher the glit-
tering and mysterious characters written by the
finger of the Most High ou the azure seroll of the
interminable heavens.* Then was heard in the
valley below, amid his oaken.bower entwined
with- the balmy honey-suckle, the wild harp of

= « 17, therefore, that remarkable passage in Diodorus, 1ib. ii, where he
* velates whot he had learnt from the writings of Hecat ning a peopl
called Hyperhoreans, (because their island is more remote from the cold freez.
ing north-wind) that has so often bee® cited by various writers as supposed to
refer to the Britons, (thongh Diodorus names them ot by that name_here,’
as be does in other parts of his work > and gough one‘does not well know
what to make of the port of the description, wherein it i eaid that they have
a double harvest in each year), if that passage does really refer to them and
to tholy druids ;-—then, wlien we find bim saying that * they hage ‘a magni-
ficent grove, véuévée: and e temple worthy to be spoken of adorned with .
many dvadipact, consecrated devotements, which is of o circulaf plon; and
o sacred city adjoining inhabited almost entirely by harpers, who, without ,
intermission, sing hymns in verse with melody ; and that they have alanguage
Preuline ¢ themselves, but yet have ion with the Grecinns, and partie
culsrly with'the Athenians and Delians, (some of whom are said to have left
dvafiuara, cousecrated devotements amongst them inscribed with Greek
.
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e young initiated bard, warbling the praises of
fne mighty chieftain in concert wnth the forest
nlghtmgale, who ‘sweetly mnwled her plaintive

lolters) ; and t.h;t the moon’ is scen from this mlnnd, 80 85 that it appears to
"have certain terrestrial proctions visible upon it {*—if all this did really
tefo‘to the Britons, we can only conclude, perhaps, that the doxdls Aarvest
related to a reaping of both corn and hay in some of the more southern parts
of Britain visited by the Pheenicians ; and that the island had not boeen so0
entircly sequestered from the Grecians in the south-west parts as the Romans
jmagined. .And with regxml to the ning the moon appearing
largor and nsarer to the ecarth, and their bding adble to perceive certain serress
¢rial projeceions on its disk, we can only conclude, either that it imported no
more than their taking more particular notice than other people of the com-
parative largeness of the horizontal moon from the elevated situation of some
of thair sacred circles of observation, (and because of its having its magnitade
increased still more by the haziness of an insulor situation), and their taking
more particular notice than others of thé fixed outlines of distinction between
the shaded part of the apparent map so visible on its disk, and the bright
parts ; or else we must'canclude, that they had a further degree both of
opticalgand of astronomical knowledge, derived from the more learned first
pranches of mankind, than even Catdar was awaréd 0f, and which they still
cultivated with some degree of care,”— King's Prefuce to Munimenta Antigua.
O*Halloran, in his Introduction to the Llistory and Antiguities of Ireland,
vol i. ¢, viii. gives a different and garbled translation of the above passage
from the Sicillan author, and asserts Irelaad to have been the Hyperborean
conntry thore. mentioned. . «“ Theisland being comnparod to Sicily,” says he,
s one great evidence, seeing that we know of no other in the Baropean
geas of such dimensjons.” Now Great Britain, which O‘Halloran purposely
overlooks, being so small, forming a triangle, is much nearer in shape to
sicily than Ire}and. and therefore henss the closer comparison ;~—* and its
1ying opposite to the Celta, i, e, Britain, is a still greater :” the Celize heré
meait, were the inhabitants gf Gaul, opposite to which Britain is situated,
and not Ireland. .And with regard to the moon, he deo_:lares that the ancient
1rish Were acquaiuted with the use of gl and telescopes,and quently
¢ho Irish Qruids could perceive very plsinly the mountains and valloys in
that orb ; as Ith, the son of Milesius, first spied the Irish coasts by weans
of glasses, from the top of the tower of Braganza in Spain. Now, as it is
jmpossible that the most powerful glasses can discover, thaugh they may
wondorfully xaagnify, that which lies s0 totally beyond the ken of hnman
sight, @8 the Irish coast from the tower of Braganzs, I do not belisve odg
. word of these unuuthorued absurdities,
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lay of ‘love and sadness with his. hmh-soundm -

notes of fire, that ever and anon ‘imitated the rusn

of war-chariots mowing - down with their iron

scythes the ranks in fight, till they diéd away in

the faint cries and wailings of the expiring, and -
rose again with redoubled sweetness, pealing the

sonorous song of victory and renown.

It is probable; from the smallness of the inner
circle on this hill, and ‘there being no altar or
cromlech near, that the wicker image of gigantic
_proportions, in which were inclosed a nuinber of
captives destined to feed the devouring flames,
has been often erected on this spot.* And hither
to these dreadful sacrifices, and other mysterious
rites of blood, at which Pliny says, lib. xxii. c. ii.
the British women went naked, but stained dark
like Ethiopians by a vegetable juice,} resorted
the Celtic population from all. the nemhbourm«r
settlements, the fierce hordes who wandered wnh
their cattle from phce to place, and the warlike
denizens of the invincible and once-mighty city
of Durnium, or Maiden Casde; for, we know,
that to be interdicted from the sacrifices of the
druids was considered by thé Cymry the s'e‘vere_st

* Dionysius Ialic, lib. i. p. 30, says that the Kelts sacvificed humon vic-
$irs to o deity, whom the Greeks called Kronos, and the Latins Saturn.
+ These, no doubt, were druidesses,
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ymishment that could be inflicted on them.

An mterdlcted person, says a learned author,
b was deemed "both i impious and wicked ;.all fled
from him, and avoided his presence and conver-
satwn, lest they should be contaminated by the
intgreourse. He Was allowed no -legal rwhts.
He participated in no honours.”

"But the day of thy visitation is past, thou high-
place of superstition and-blood! Thy temple is
levelled to its foundanons* and all thy priests, thy
diviners, and bards have undergone a thousand
modifications in the eternal changes of Nature !
Theu art deserted and forlorn; no one approaches
thee, save the simple sheep-boy that sits at even-
tide on the rude bases of thy pxl'ars, and whistles
to the setting sun, unconscious and regardless of
thy awful lewend No more from thy dim brow
the death- ﬂames,of Beal on May-eve are seen
ruddily ascending into the illumined clouds by
the bark, as it skims the ocean billow, the festive,
but dreadful signal’ hght for other fires that
instantly gushed tipward from every hill-city,
mOlint%\.il); and village far as the wandering eye
could gaze! No more the fierce-visaged warriors,
with their brazen spears and painted bucklers,
ascend thy steep acclivitics to inquire their fate
jn battle. The druidesses thrid not thy lonely
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avenue in mysterious fire-dances, crowned Wit.l’,f‘
garlands of oak.* The shout of woishipping’
multitudes ring no more around thy gréen-turf
ramparts ; nor shall the melodious tones of the
bardic harp be ever heard afram to dlspel the
silence "that rests at summer €ve on thy moon—
light -brow, or mingle with the wild music of the
deep—moutbed wmds whén the dark wing of the
wintry tempest sweeps thy lofty eminence, and
the thunder-cloud rocks the foundations of thy
crumbling temple.

But let us hasten on to thé grand cromlech at
Portisham, Our road led us over a tonsiderable
part of the Celtic coast-trackway, lined on each
side with the tombs of aucient chiefs. On’our
right from ‘the hills we saw the stupendous
remains of Durmum, the capltal of the Duro-
trigians, with ramparts piled on ramparts; once
crowded with habitations, and full of warlike
multitudes; but now how lonely and silent ! . more.
unfrequented than the desert-surrounded ruins of
Palmyra ; than the crambling’ magnificence of
the hundned-oated Hekatompylos ! From the
British road of the hills a. broad trackway is
plainly to be perceived, that led up to its eastern

* The druids performed no ceremonies without the leaves of the oak,
Maxiipus ‘Tyrius calls the oak the Keltiv imnge of the deity,



A MODE-I'!N GENIUS. 105

‘elates, once thronged with battle—chauots, with
horde and foot,s as the azure-tinctured clneftams-
led forth their shoutmo' hosts to meet the sworded
legions of the invading Roman. -

After descending steep hills and crossing
profound valleys, we at leno~th discovered the
Portisham cromlech. It is sntuated on an emi-
nence surrounded ow every side, except to the
south, by an amphitheatre of other and more
lofty hills. The scene has a savage and wild
appearance.. o

¢ A holy-peace
Pervades this moorland solitude. , The world
_ And all who love that world are far away !’
Nothing is heard but the sweet melody”
Of mountain-lark high poised on cloud-veiled wing.

This immense altar seems to have orl&lnally
rested on . four upright stones, three of -which
have beeu. thrown down s it is therefore now in
a very mclmmg position, with a' diameter of
about ten feet the longest way, it being somewhat
of ar oblong shape. At some distance from it,
40 the north, is an amphitheatric .hill, where
. thousands of spectators might be seated ; and,
as the altar originally inclined from a horizontal

direction that way, enjoy a full view of the cord-
EH
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bound captive, 25 he fell, stabbed’ by the druid,
on the cromlech. At a little djstaice to.ite
'south-east, is ‘a barrow ; and a little furtlier in
the same dlrectlon, a vast pillar of remembrance,
more than ten feet in length, now fallen on the
ground. There is also on _the south side of the
altar,.and almost clese to it, a bason or hollowed
excavation, like those in the vallum at Stone-
- henge, of which King says, « Most probably they
were designed to hold the blood of the victims,
or at least as receptacles into which it was to be
poured. And it is almost impossible not to bring
to mind on seeing them, the curious 'descriptljon
.given by Homer of the rites performed by
Ulysses; undoubtedly in compliance with ancient
‘superstitious usages and-ideas with which Homer
was' acquainted,” On the brow of the hill
towards Portlsham, are a number of natural
rocks lying in smguhr positions, and ‘which 1
cannot hut think were vonce niade use of by the
druids for purposes connected with the: rites of
snperstltlon.

Who could stand beside this altar, and: not
feel the strongest emotions of interest? Who
could behold this ponderous table-rock, and not
ke carried back; in dellghtful reverie, to ages of
remotest antiquity 2 Who could look on it, and
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ot be reminded of that altar which Abraham
erdNGd on the. lonely mount of Moriah ; and on
whlch he, bound Jsaac his son as a sacrifice, and
lifted ‘the knife to slay him? .Who could view
the fallen pillar of remembrance, and not think
of #he rock beneatb..}@gh Jacob laid his head to
sleep,—for such is the meaning of the passage,
agreeable with the manners of the eastern people
to this day,——and dreamt of the splendour-circled
gates of par adise ; and when he awoke, set it up
for a pillar of memorial and anointed it with holy
oil : and also of the twelve stones which Joshua
drew from the bed of the Jordan, and set upas
pillags of remembrance on the “banks of that
viver? In Ossian, too, we read of sefting up an
immense stone, in’ commeimoration of a victory
obtained by I*moal King of Morven. Above
all, who can gaze on this 1 rugged pile of rocks,
without reflecting- how many generations -of
men have passed.away «nd become dust since
they were erected on_this blood-stained spot2:
how many nations iave successively ruled these
kingdops? how many triumphant dynasties
-worn the jsland crown and vanished into nothing-
ness?  When we behold this rude monument of
Britain’s rudest days, we cannot but recal from
the dim and misty visions of former ages the eve
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of Beal, or Bealtme, the Celtw and. Irish_word
for the sun; and which the Rorpans Tathjmsd
into Belenus, and applied -to the sange.g ty,
as appears from several -inscriptions found, on
ancient monume‘ﬁts. Then on yonder wild
heights to the east, rose the’ ﬁICS of ‘May-exe ;
_'md here on May-day-\ﬁ; the double fire
kindled, betwixt wbich the ten and beasts
devoted to sacrifice were compelled to pass, one
of them being killed on' the cromléch and the
other on the ground Hence arose the Irish
proverb «Itter aha teine Bheil "— Between Bel’s
two ﬁres applied to a person in such a dilemma,
- that he cannot tell how to extricate himself. |
Again let us ask, who can view this altar and
its plllar of memorial, and -not be ‘convinced.
that the druidical religion was established in this
country by the Pheenicians and Carthaginians 2
Maundsell, in his account of the ancient Arphad
of Scripture, ithe -Ardus of the Greeks and
Romans, situated ‘in the country of . the early
 Pheenicians, gives a descnptnon of an ancient
Syrian altar, erected in.a court 165 feet gquare,
cut ‘out of the natural rock, which King very
plainly proves to be exactly similar to the British
cromlech, .and most particularly like that of
Kits Cotty House, in Kent; « being” as Maund-
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sell ‘says, “composed of four large stones,—
t the sides, one at the back, and another
g over all at the top.”. Nor was this altar -
withoulits sacred pillars, ‘standing in the inner
angle of t\(;'ourt, Armstrong, in his hlstory of

bitants in the earliest ages
are spoken of for their antiquity, describes the
remains of various cairns and cromleches, which
the native islanders call to this'day the altars of

the Gentiles. Will’s Views in Syria and Pales-
tine, from the drawings in Sir Anslie’s collection,
exhibit many curious remains of solid rocks and
stony mountains, cut into shapes and erections of
massy stones for the purposes of*superstition.
It certainly is most rational to conciude, that the’
philosophical and theological system of druidism
was of too refined prmcnples to he the offspring
of the original and Nomadic ‘Britons ; and who
are so l;kely to have been its parents as tbose

¢olonizers of Britain, the Pheenicians and Car-

thaginians ¢ Ceesar positively asserts, that the
druidical system originated in Britain, and from
thence extended into Gaul ; and we well know
that this island was the grand seminary for the
study of its profound mysteries by the youth of
the continent. Turner says, «The state of Britain
was 'inferior in civilization to that of Gadl, and
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tbeleforé it seems more reasonable to vefer the
mtellectual parts. of druidism to the fo ia
visitors, who are known to havg cu cu],u'u‘( o uch-
subjects, than to suppose them to have offginatéd
from the rude unassnsted natives.”

Let us compare the manygig.ahth&lraids with
those of eastern nations, and more particularly
the cruel- rites of their worship with those of the
Phoenicians. Abraham himself secems to have
been a druid of the early and pure worship ; for
we are told that when he dwelt at Beersheba in
the plains of Mamre, he planted a grove there,
and called upon the name of the Lord. To this
grove or sacred wood Abraham and his numgrous
family repaired at stated times, to offer sacrifice
and worship the true God. In the Hebrew it is
he’ dwelt among the ouks of JMamre; and the
Syriac renders it, the house of the oak. This is a
curious and striking similarity to the customs of
druidism.  St. Jerome tells us that this grove of
oaks was standing in the days of Coustantine,
and worshipped with great solemnity. Sozomen.
goes 50 far as to assert that tliere was 3 grand
festival and mart held beneath these oaks every
year, to which all the swrrounding nations of
different religions, Pagans, Jews, and Christians,
resorted ; and that Constantine hearing of it,
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wrotego Macareus, Bishop of Jerusalem, and the
bnshops. of Palestine, to destroy all the
. d every vestige of idolatry
which Was erected there. This was immediately
complied Xith, and a Christian church built on
the spot. .
Lét us next refer, my friend, to the worship of
the Pheenicians or Canaanites. Do we not con-
tinually read in the Bible of sacred groves, of
high places for burnt-offerings, of the .sacrifices -
of.the dead 2 And did not the Canaanites cause
their sons and their daughters to pass. through
the fire to Moloc or Saturn? and this betwixt
two {res, as the British captives did on Mayiday?
The Celtic Beal, or Bealan, is surely that most
honoured of ,all the gods of Palestine—Baal, or’
in the plural Ballim, the Belus of the Chaldeans:
and it is more than probable that the sun was
worshipped under this name ; for Josiah, willing
to. atone for the sins of his father Manasseh in
worshipping Baal and all the host of heaven, put
to death those priests who burnt incense unto
Baal, tq the moon, and to the planets, and to all
the host of heaven. He also took away the
horses.that the kings of Judah had given to the
sun, and burnt the chariots of the sun with fire,
Again; Peor, another of thg Pheenician idols, had
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groves planted and altars erected to him
tops of mountains. It is also certain t}m
priests offered human sacrificesamgndssliatd
more horrible, they ate of the victims whefli sacri-
ficed. Thus we read, « they joined ffiemselves
unto Baal-Peor, and ate the sysifiasdthe dead.”
¢ The religion of the Britons and Gauls,” says a
modern author, “ was of a fiérce and sanguinary
nature. They who were afflicted with severe
disease, or-involved in dangers or battles, sacri~
ficed men for victims, or vowed ;l\at they would
do 50> The King of Moab offered up his son -
on the wall of the city, to procure a victory which
he never obtained.* In the Psalms we gead
« they offered their, sons and their daughters to
" devils; and shéd innocent blood, even the blood
of their sons and of their danghters, whom they
offered unto the idols of Canaan; and the land
was defiled with blood.” -Agamemnon sacrificed
his daughter,  the blooming Ipbigenia,” on the
altar of Diana at Aulis:

*

s The price of winds, of a dear-purchased gale,

To bear him on to Troy.” .
Tertullian, who was a native of Carthage, asserts’
that this inhuman practice was continued by the
Carthaginians long after they had been subdued

ke K‘s‘: i, g
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by t]le qmans, even down to the proconsulship

on tly \NLees that surr3unded their temples. Hurd
tells & Eh aut onty of Dlodorus, “that when

reduced, imputed all™Meir misfortunes to the
anger of their god Saturn; ‘because that instead
of offéring up "to him chlldl en nobly born, he bhad
been fraudulently put off with ‘the children of
slaves and foreigners. That a sufficient atone-~
ment should be made for this crime, as the infa-
tuated people considered it, two hundred children
of the best families in Carthage were sacrificed,
and no less than three hundred of the citizens
‘voluntarily sacrificed themselves ;. that is, they
went into the fire without compulsion.”

How many fires were lighted up by the Britons
in the oaken groves of the sacred Isle of Mona,
when they invoked their gods for victory over
the exterminating arms of Suetonius ; and hoped
to immolate huudleas of the Roman soldiers on
their burnmo altars and in cages of wicker ! Did
vot Balak take Balaam « up iito the high places
of Baal, that thence he might see the utmost part
of the people;” and did he not build for him
seven lngh altars on the tops of ¢ seven mountams,
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and prepare seven times seven sacrificgs2  And
were there not at Stonehenge seven higiNak'.rs
of oblation, called by Dr. Stukeley_thril
on which the victims were laid, alter ha
prepared at the gleat ‘heartl-stone f altar, at
the east end of the inner cucl 2 “is waid of
Moses, that he rose up ¥y in the morning and
builded an altar under the hill, and set up
twelve pillars; thus we always find that near the
Celtic temples and altars, there are also rude
pillars erected which have been consecrated to
the déity. What are the commands of God to
the Israelites? ¢ Ye shall utterly destray all the
places wherein the nations, which ye shall pos-
sess, served their gods upon the high mount'uns,
and upon the hills, and ‘under every green tree.
And you shall over throw their altars, and break
their- Inllars, and burn their groves with fire;
and you shall hew down the graven images of
their gods, and dcstroy.the names of them out of
that place.”

Why are the Celtic templés circular 2 Because
the sun, the refulgent and natural image of the
deity, cannot be more properly represented than
by the figure of a circle. This figure, I conceive,
was subetntuted in the hieroglyphics of the
ancients as the artificial emblem of divinity; and
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consequently became the figure .of the open
wyies, the earliest places of religious worship.
Themcircles or disks, called Haminichem, or
sunuNges are mentioved in the Bible; and to
this aay N circle is the symbol of royalty, power,
glqgry, and inion. Again: that magnificent
templeat Avebury, wlitSe grand circle,surrounded
by a noble rawpart, consisted of a hundred
enormous stone pillars, ~which enclosed two
other double circles, in one of which was a lofty
cenwal pillar of solemi inauguration more than
twenty feet in height, and in the other a vast
cromlech. It had, moreover, two great avenues,
one of which more than a millel in jength, con-
sisted of a hundred stones on each side, leading
in a south-east divection to a hill on which stood
another double circle, which King thinks to have
had imposts on”its pillars, and were the altars of
oblation ; the western avenue also consisted of
two hundred huge stones, and half way the
avenue ‘on the unorth side was another immense
cromlech; whileat ils termination stood la gigantic
rock-pillar, surrounded at a distance with nume-
rous tumuli. Heve we perceive another emblem
of the divinity universally received,—that of the
seraph, or flying serpent, whose expanded wings
were the symbol of the ether. In this stupendous
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temple, the destruction of which can peyer be
sufficiently. vegretted, were united entit
complex figure of the circie and the sera
origin‘al intent of which is explan®¥
from a piece of great antxqmty in the
language. ¢ Jove,” says this venera
“ is a figured circle, from®™5 produced a serpent;
the circle shows the divine nature to be witliout
beginning. or. end; the serpent,—his Word,
which animates the world and makes it prolific ;
his wings thie spirit of God, which gives motion’
to the whole system.” Further: the very name
of the British chariots is allowed to be derived
from the Pheenicians ;- while their coins are very
similar. to those of the eastern nations, Bemg
convex on one side, and concave on the other,
-and stamped with the rude .impress-of various
wild beasts. o
1 cannot, therefore, but firmly bclleve, that the
whole system of British druidi ism was brought to
these shores and disseminated among: the wild
inbabitants of this once happy isle of spirits,* by

-

® Faetzes, who represents the fortunate island as British, ojserves, liko
the Poorauns of the Indians, “ that the souls of the dead are reported to be
carried thither ; and that on the shore of the ocean which washes the island
called Britain, men subsist by fishing who are subject to the Franks, but pay
them no tribute ; becauso, as it is reported, they traneport the souls of the
dead 15 the coast of Britsin, which is reckoned among the islands of the
blessed, and the habitation of d d p conveyed thither by these
fishermen,”
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the roving’ Phoemc:ans, and confirmed by their

tamuli noNr to each other. These may have been
] aiase favorite bards, as near each
of them were phced two large upright stones.
Taliesin's tomb is said to have had four stones
placed round it. In the county of Armagh there
is a turulus called Vicar’s Cairn enclosed with a
circle of stones, on some of wlnch are elwraved
lines of unequal Iengtb, that are considered to be
an Ogliam inscription. On a mountain not far
from the castle of. Caer phllly is a slone ])ﬂlar,
mlled Y Maen hir, eight feet in height ; close to
its base is a mound, and on the pillar an inscrip-
tion in Welch, which signifies Mayst thou awake:
« from which,” says Grose in his Aatiquities, * it
is inferred to be a funeral monument.”

Quitting the valley, we found ourselves in a
short time at the circle of Gorwell. ~ Alas! this
temple too has been destroyed,,and.httle more
than thg fragments remain, which form a perfect
circle of more than seventy feet in diameter., It
appears to have had no outer circle, and the sur-
rounding rampart- has been, no doubt, erased
by the ploigh,  This fine relic of by-gone ages,
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Is situated between Kingstone’ and Goravall, on

the azure it reflects, meandering throu;
and quiet vale.beautifully ski & hanging.,
woodé, once the sacred haunts of those who minis-
tered at this high-place of the gods. Above that.
secluded glen frown the double entrenchments
of a camp, or bill-city of the ancient Britons,
from whence they must have enjoyed an immense
prospect of sea and land. . To the north and west
appears in long perspective another valley, far
wider and ‘more luxuriant, through which the
Bride, amid flower-clad fields of eternal green
and ample groves of the richest verdure, wanders.
on to'the neighbouring ocean. Beyond its dark
green shades the lofty hills in the vicinity of
Bridport tower to the sky in proud majesty, and
the marble-tinted cliffs of Lyme stretch aleng in
wavy beauty and sublimity, the rock-girt limits of
the mightwgleep; while the blue mountains that
form the faint outline of Devonia’s land, whose
sun-tinged precipices resting on the far-distant
horizon of this inimitable picture of Nature’s
panorama, softly blend with the exquisite tints
of the radiant occidept!
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" This, tample of Gorwell had also its avenue

ment} consists of a narrow tumulus of very
> lengtl}, gradually rising to'the end,
whigh lies s ast from the circle.*  Here are
two huge stones still in an upright position, more
than seven feet high and six broad ; another’ of
the same dimensions has been thrown down, and
there are the remains of a fourth in the same
line. A ponderous fragment lies on the top of
the barrow, which is, no_ doubt, a part of the
altar rock that has been partially removed and
broken to pieces. These stones are éomposed of
huge congeries of conglutinated flints. Some
person has very latcly excavated nearly the
whole length of this peculiar barrow, and shame-
fully left it, [ am sorry to say, in a mass of ruins.
Thus, ere long, every vestige of antiquity will
'vanis‘l\ from the kingdom.e
¢ Alas, foregone Antiquity !
Its holy and mysterious temple, where e
The sybil spread abroad her hoary hair,

And spoke her oracles divine, her home,
Is crumbling into dust !”

* The long graves in Gwanas; no one kaowa to whom they belong, nor
what ig their history.— Hrich Archevlugy. )
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In one part of the excavation, a cist of kistvaen
has been opened ; an enormous stone setyrito
have covered its mouth, but its contents rejlain a
.secret. It is much fo be regretied puat the
person who opened this curigus bargv, has not
made the public acquainted with #fhat it con-
tained. Every discover§that tends to throw the
least light on British antiquities, must be hailed
with pleasure by every man who pretends to the
smallest degrée of taste, intellect, or meutal
acquirement beyond the grovellmo perceptions
of the untaught clown.

Atalittle distance from the temple to the north,
and on the brow of the sime eminence, is a sitigu-
lar entrenchment, of which no antiquarian has
yet taken any udtice, nor mention been made in
-our County History. The vallum is low, but it
incloses a cousiderable "space. TFortunately it
has, as yet, been spared by the plough, and is in
perfect preservation. o This I conceive to have
been a tribunal-seat of the druids, and where
they met at the regular stated periods to decide
on public and private controversics, sitting as the
supreme judges,—so great was their power and
influence,—in all cases of homicide, inheritance,
and boundaries. Here they appointed rewards to
the deserving, and pumshments to the guilty.
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Here the yictors among the British youths, who
cmterded in their various athletic and manly

gamies, received from the hand of the chief the

envied pnize of their vocation, Here the bard

received\¢he oaken garland and the flower-

wreathed leyrp.of pearl and gold, as the gloried

reward of h“'ﬁathscendent muse. To this day,
we have the shadow of these open courts in the

Assembly of the Keys, on a mount in the Isle o1

Man ; and in the Hundred-courts held in several

parts of this county. This Jud«ment-seat is in

the shape of a trefoil, and the entrance is due east.

During all the public ceremonies of the druids,

they stood gazing on the 'sky to thoeast. This

was the case, 1 believe, with all the heathen

priests who lived westward, at least, of the Hel-

Jespont. This seems to have rclation to that
tradition so current among all natlons, .of some

illustrious personage heing born in the east, who

should reform all abuses, and reign as Priest and

King in peerless splendour over the whole world.
At is also very simgular, that ¢ Preserver, or
Saviour, is represented by a sort of tr&T0il with a
Jong stém in the Egyptian hieroglyphics.” ¢
From the amplitude of the temple, cromlech,

* Vido Supplemwent to the EncyclopediaBritannics,—article, Lgypt.
VoL. “Io F
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and tr nbunal atGorwell, the lofty and commandmg
-sntuauon ou which they were placed, the débp and
abrupt valleys that encompassed it on eveyy side
thickly mantled with imperv/Bus wood®, gnd from
the newbbourmg Tofty Iull-clty of
that commanded a view of nearly alfthe moun-
tam-fortu_:sses in the kingdom urotl‘ig{ans,
I am strongly iuclined to believe that, as the
Roman legions under Vespasian advanced in their
conquests to the west, this was the last strong
retreat of the druids in this part of the ‘country.
Here they made their Tast determined stand, and
fought with dreadful resolution for their altars
and their gods: but the invincible eagles of
Vespasian marched onward, like a dev8uring
flame; Duarniam, though encircled . with dyke
surrounding dyke, with rampart heaped .on ram-
part has fallen, and E'rgerdon is taken by the
conquerors of the world! The dark cloud of
war rolls enward to the.west 3 it thickens around
the fatal hill of Gorwell. See you vot the distant
flashing in the morning beam of the light-armed
auxiliaries of Vespasian, as they march over the
northern hills: they aré followed by bands -of
foot and cohorts of horse, completely armed. for
the ficld. Now descend to the plain the pioneers,
and those who level the forests for the march of
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tile army, followed by the heavy-laden carriages.
New again tlne mountain flames with armoui-
light! Titus and Vespasnan are seen on the glit-
tering hewhts, surrounded with the select guards
of foot all horses The plumes of the mail-gir¢
riders waveslike the bounlls of the storm-shaken
fonest. moun'T'them float the silken banuers of
viciory, and bebind them flock the commanders of
the cohorts and the tribuves. Now brightly gleam
in the sunlight the ensxgn_-comp'tssed eagles of
gold, the worshipped gods of the Roman warriors,
and the bright globe of Augustus, the proud
symbol of the conquest of the world. The Buc-
cincetores and Tubicines march behird, a_n'd','the
pealin’g voice of the Roman trumpet comes sweetly -
floating on the mountain winds. A legionary
host forms the rear, and the hills are covered
with the lightning of their arms. The tide of
battle rolls down the steep, like a thunder-cloud,
to the valley of the Bride ]

Hear you not the axes ring, and (he leugthened
crash of falling woofls on the lovely banks of the
Bride? The brave Morini gather 1ogether in
fierce array; the dreadful charict-drum of the .
Britons roars through the sacred groves of Gore
well.  Their horsemen rush into the valley,
and tlie charioteers descend with the speed of

-F2
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4

eagles the declivities of the hills. The battle y¢Tl
echoes to the shores of the ocean., The druideses
and sacred virgins, with tmches of fire and their
-dishevelled tresses streammg on the winds, rush
in frantic fury amid. the ranks of deathfand urge
their countrymen to the fatal stru&gle' The
battle continues with determined obstmacy : nor
is it, perhaps, too much. to assert that it was on
‘this eminence where the renowned Tltus, the
.immortal conqueror of Jerusalem, who fought a8
,a military tribune in this part of the island under
his father, rushed in desperate valour upon the
furious- Britons, and greatly rescued’Vespasian ‘
from the most imminent peril ! :

At length the Roman genins prevmled and
bore every thing before its irvesistible might !
‘The druidess, the diviner, aud the bard lay wel-.
tering in their blood amid the pillars ‘of their
beloved temple, and the charioteer fell beuneath
the carnage-clogged wheels -of his own’ chariot ;
the routed Britons fled across the narrow valley
of Gorwgl), and its waters wére tarned into blood,
and choked with the corses of the slain! The
fugitives ascended to the hill-fortress of Abbots-
Lury ; Lut Vespasian rushed onward, 'md it fell
like the otlier citics of the Dritons before his all-
conquering sword !

A solitary druid cs%apc;] she scene of slaughter,
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and fled” towar ds the. wild regions of Cornubia $
ns he crossed* yon lofty hills, that now seem to
melt in the 0|owmo~ embrace of the evening
clouds, he cast back a farewell look to this hill of
death, to the temp];, of his gods, to the-hallowed
bowers of ‘his own deal-loved valley-home, and .
with streaming eyes thus deeply sighed :—Ye
‘once-blest shades, for the hst time 1 behold your
blood-stained bowers ! Ye must now become the
dlwelling of the proud stranger, the foeman of
Bnt'un, and never agam shall the foot of dvuid
press yon holy hili! No more shall the smoke
of the evenmg smcrlﬁce ascend to the setting sun
ﬁom-thy summit, nor the harp of- ‘the inspired
bard be ever heard again in thy polluted groves !
Farcweﬂ my country ; eterm\lly farewell, ye
«Iohébtfnl haunts of my youth! The holy relics
of our gods and our chiefs shall survive the
stranger’s ravages, and live the dark memorial of
our.religion throughout the long successive ages
“of Time ; but the djmness of the past shall rest
like a thick cloud for ever upon® tht:z, and all
record of those sceues that have been acted there
of pleasure and wo, be lost in the unfathom'\ble
gulphs of eternal oblivion !
I remain, dear Frank,
Yours, &c.
-SYLVATICUS.
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LETTER LYV.

. Lo Cotlage,
My Dear 'F:mrqv, cor )
Turoua#H your late removals and my |llness, our
correspondence has suffered a, lonrrer discontinu--
ance than it has ever don,e smce lts commencement.
In that mterval 1mp01tant events have .occurred,
and T have. strange news to-tell you, which you
shall bave m*one lmportant senteuce,' —I1 ~am
married. And who, R what is the wife you
have chosen %, Ihear you ask.’, I wnll tell "you,
for the little story of Maria is somewhat romantic;
She is the orphan daughter of the late Jerome
We—=,; an attorney residing in the city of London,
who possessing an excellent practlce, oncé lived
in great '\mucnce. His prodigal liberality led-
him to keep an.open housesand frée table for'
numerou's"f)retended friends, who had seen better
. days, and through various contmgenchzs ‘were
reduced to extremely narrow means ; till his, own
finances became so limited, that he was compélled
to resign his & eqmpnge, and lessen his establish-
-ment. His lady, wim was g widow and of a most
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rspectable ﬁu;nily,.and said to Baye been exces-
sively fond of vgaiety and display, died in giving
birth . to Maria; and-such was the husband’s
extravagant sorrow at her loss, that he almost
immediately fled from. hls house, leavmg all his
preperty and. busiuess to the care of servants and
specious fuemls, and in his paroxysm of grief
wandered, without object or care. During his
bewildered rambles, he visited Flintshire in North_
Wales,. the -residence of hls father, who was a
“Roman Catholic, and kept a priest in hls own
__farxly. Before he reached his father’s abode, his
horse fell with him overalock and the animal-
broke both his, fore-legs. Mr, W,veceived con-
'snderable injury, and it was ]on«r ere he could be
persuaded to return to his own ]wuse in London,
After a’ lapse of several months, he at length
summoned rqsolutnon suﬁ'lcmllt to revisit his once
Thappy and convnvnal home. “Pn bis arrival, he
' fouud every. thmo- mcon"usto and. mlsery His .
property had fallen a prey ¢ t&the rapacity of
- servants and, the most cruel of rétstives. . His
office was deserted hig’ clerks fled, his practice
lost, and the treacherous friends of his prosperity
left him a prey to, anguxsh and despair!
Overwhelmed with misfortunes, he soon’ died
broKen - hearted, in indigence and obscurity,
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weeping over his infaut Ol‘pl']a.ll, the Yrivndloss
and unconscious Maria. He was *descended of a
very ancient warlike house, the ancestor of which
came into this kingdom with Canute, the.cele-
brated Danish monarch. , This legend has been
handed down from generatlon to generatiof in
the family, ‘the * representatlve of which was
Maria’s father; whose arms, which T have in my
possession engraved on”an ancient silver seal,
are thus emblazoned when in their proper colours,
An ancient shield, field argent, charged with a’
bend sinister sable, between two scarps dancete-

Crest, aslags head or, issuing out of a _coronet
with diamond-pointed rays, argent. Here ¥ can’
niot help digressing a litile, to show by the
following quotation from a modern publication,
how idle is the vaunted pride of birth, and how
little the noblest families in this kingdom have
to bodst as_far as regards their veal antiquity.
“ The families of ghe aficient-Saxon and Nor'man.
race, chiefly hygdhg mutationsf time and of state,
are eithor 4Hecome extmct, or reduced to the
lowest verge of fortune, Those few therefore
whose descent is tracenble, may be carried bigher
than that of the present nopility; for 1 know
none of these last, who claim peerage earlier than
the reign of Ldward L. about the ycar 1295,
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Xenct it follows, - that. for antiquity, - alliamce,
*and blood, the advantage is evidently in favour
of the-lowest classes. Could one of those
ll'i,ustnous shades return to the earth and inspect
liuman actions,« he might. behold one of - his
descendants dancmg at the lathe ; another: tip-.
pling with: his dark brethreu of the apron; a
third hambly sollcmno* from other families such
favours as were formerly granted: by his own; a
fourth imitating ihodern grandeur, by contracting
debts which he never designs to pay; and a fifth,
uff of departed light! poaching like a thief in
the night upon the very manors possessed by his
ancgstors.”* This verifies the Spanisk-proverb, that
¢ In a hundred years time, princes are peasants;
.and in a hundred and ten, peasants grow princes.”

* The dnughter of King Offa, Quoen of the Wkt Saxons, bogged hier bread
from door to door with a litte girl on the contiffent, and perished miserably.
« A credible traveller reports, that he saw afjConstantinople & descendant
of the empaerdr of the family of the Paleoligi, §ho wore the imperial disdem
wlion the Tarks conquerad 1ty B pqpr ready to van upon any
errand for a swall reward, Ttjsa cufous coj noe, that in tho village-
church of Landulph, in Cornwall, is the following 1uNgiption an a plate of

brass, fixed in 4 matal monument near tho altar,: — ¢ Here 15%th the body of
Theodore, Paleologus, of Pesaro in Iuly. descended from ye Imperyal iyne
of yo late Christian Eiuperors of Greece, being the sonne of Camilio, ye
sonne of Prosper, ye sonne of Theodore, yo sonne of John, yo sonne of
Thomes d brother of G ing Paleologus, the 8th of that name and
lest of yt lyne yt rayned in Constantinople, until subdued Ly the Turks ;
who married wt Mary, ye deughter of William Balls of Hadlys; in Souffolke,

Geat, snd hod iese 8 children ; Theodoro, John, Fordinsaudo, Maris, and

Dorothy, and departed this 1y (e at Clyfgp, ye Slst of Jan, 2636.”

F
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The absurdity of vain-gloriously displéy_ing ly,:i
genealogical tree, is most apparens in this,—that
the further it is traced back, the neaver it comes
to the same- original root from which all mankind
have sprung. But perbaps there are still some
who, like the proud Duke of Somerset, pity Adam
for his lack of noble ancestry; forgetting that
God himself was his immediate Father. Far more
agreeable to this sublime origin of man are the
opinions of the Chinese, than tliose imbibed from
the feudal system of the barbarous nations of the
north :—<%There is no notion’ of inequalitygin
China,” says -the author of The Travels J a
Philosopher, < but that of talents and merit. , The
Chinese have not even a name in their language
to éxpress the puerile distinctions of noblesse and
plebeian, men -of family, and men of mean birth 3
these are no whele to'be found but in the jargon
'of new people, stif} barbarous, who having forgot
the common origif of al mey, insult and debase
the whole specigf; th’e'na'ﬁqn.whos_e government
is A_:mcien.t, ating 'its commencement with the
first ages of the world, is sensible that all men
are born equal, all brothers, all noble.”

“ Les hommes sont égaux; cest ne point la naissance,
C'est Ia seule vertu qui fait la difference.”



A MODERN GENIUS, , 131

\Aboue the period of Mr. W’s demise, his father
Jost nearly the whole ‘of his, property by becoms
ing’a bondsman for a  worthless relative, who
ﬂ;v‘t the continent loaded with- the spoils he
i purloined frem the credulous and unfortu-
nate. His other, and now his only son, resided
in Dorsetshire ; and though living on: a slender
income, no sooner did he hear of his father’s
losses, than he sent for him and his aged mother
to- come to.the village where he lived. .He
\e{ived- them with epen arms, and kindly pro-

vyNed for their necessities.. He now learnt the

edh of his i;nxhappy elder brother: and with a
hearg glowing with the. tenderest benevolence,
resolved, if possible, to find out his little female
orphan, Maria. .To that end, he issued advertise~
ments and offered rewards for her discovery.
After considerable expense, nfuch trouble and
anxiety, she was found at thdhouse of -a person

of the name of Dgawsetp on INackheath, who is:
supposed to have ?}}}i&' the

father’s property during his absence ) 3
she was conveyed to her kind and loving® uncle
in Dorsetshire, who proved to her, during his
short life, a second father.

Mr. Thomas W. was married to a woman of 2
strange compound of chargcter, utade up of con-
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trarieties. Genetous to a fault to _étrangéts, hes
house was ever open to the unfortunate and un-
known. She fed and clothed a ]ittle.wandé‘rjng
- Welch boy for two years, and at length segt ¥im
at much expense to his fijends  She _took in-a
poor ragged beggar-boy, who strolled -about the
country friendless and homeless, and brought
him up till he was old and hardy enough to
‘obtain his living as a sailor.* Yet with such
amiable qualities, she was parsimonious and
niggardly to those of her own family. The mos?
industrious woman out of doors in things wjth
which she ought to have had no concern, andthe
most indolent, slovenly, and careless creaturg th'\tf
ever existed in her household affairs; always
saving with a miserly hand useless trifles, and
squandering wagtefully large sums; suffering
every thing to gdyto ruin, and putting- off every’
necessary domesti§- duty to a convenient scason,
which unfortunat@ly for thgge about her never
arrived, She ne of the, most loyal beings
' e—a perfect hieroine; who would

-# Tt is pleasing to add, that in after yesrs this youth returned _to the place
where be had been so kindly treated ; and full of gratitude, found out in her
age and indigence, his former bonefactress. He belongod to a men of war ;
he made a will in her favour, and went back to his ship. Soon afterwards,
he fol) from the rigging on the deck, and was taken up lifeloss ; but by'some
means, of which I am ignorant, she never received the slightest advantege .
from bie death.
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uot hdve hesu'tated,‘ha'd occasion required, to have
eutgred the lists of chivalry, and died in the ranks
figlfing for her beloved sovereign; though she’
re hlely lived i in open defiance of his laws, and
e of the gregiegt and most darmw smug-
glors on the coast! With such an economist for,
a wife, it is no wonder that Mr. W’s affairs soon
became in a deranged state, to improve which he
took a small farm, and speculated deeply in
illicit trade. Mrs. W. became the very queen of
ugglers. Every day she regnlarly mounted
ﬁ%\ milkwhite palfrey, attended by three or four
, and scoured the adJacent cliffs and shores
to giye warning to the contraband merchants on
any appearance of their foes, and to.hail the
approach of outlawed vesséls crossing the Eng-
lish Channel from the islands pf Guernsey and
Jersey. Her husband purchagfd a ship' for the
purposes of smuggling, and ghe actually herself
te % the ‘command, pade voygkes to France, and
r .urned with car;(:%e en goods, In
one of these perilous'adventures, sh® t¢0%\ Maria
with her to Cherburgh ; and on their returi, they
were in danger of shipwreck in a storm in the
West_Bay, betwixt Portland and Lyme. The
vessel was shortly afterwards seized, and with it
Mrs. W. lost her captainship.
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Mr. W, survived his brother but a few years,
and at his death  poor Maria beeame a second
time an orphan. Thus far I have given Youa
brief history of my wife and her fortulfs f—it
henceforward becomes igegtified with tl e vics -
situdes of my own: :

A short time previous to our marriage, I expe-
rienced a very narrow escape from drowning, We
were both at Weymouth ; early in the evening I
had to cross from the old town ‘to Melcombe,
Being in haste, I turned with full speed an angk
of the narrow street, and ran down ‘an openyip.
which I imagined led to. the drawbridge f but
what was my consternation and alarm to find, that
in less than a minute I had leaped from the quay,
and was plunged over head and ears into the
sea. 1 could nqt swim, and although the change
was so sudden ang! astounding, I had recollection
sufficient beneathkhe waves to know.my perilous
situation, and I ngtally bade adieu to all things
beneath the s F‘,hk‘wever', so ordained
by a:rﬁel watchful P‘ovﬂ,;née, that a female
living near the spot, saw me run by, as she stood
at her door, and heard my fall in the water, She
shrieked for help, and a sea-captain passing at
the time plunged instanter into the waves, caught
me by the hair, and Jicld me firmly in his grasp.
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Piher ﬂelp soon came, and we were both dragged
up the side of the ‘quay on dry land. Had the tide
n its ebb;'it would have been impossible
o have been saved. How can I be thank-
fffenolsh for the a;o)grful mercies of my God!

was led with the loss of my hat, in a dripping
condition, -to the house of a friend of Maria, who
received me with a state of.mind much éasier to
be conceived than expressed.

1 a, yours truly,
SYLVATICUS.
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LETTER LVI

L—— Cottage.
.My DeaAr FRrignD,

SiNce my return hither, my early friendship
with the Rev. J. Banister has beeu renewed with
increasing kindness on his part, and 1 frequently
pass a pleasant day in his library, which is well
stored with valuable books. You will be soine-
~what surprised when 1 tell you that 1 have been
paying .my devoirs to Madam Thalia as well as
Melpomene.  Yes, I some time ago ‘wrote a
Drama in five acts, interspersed with songs and
comic scenes. (My friend went through the piece
with me, and wécarefully revised .and corrected
every scene, fittifo it, as we concelved for repre-
sentation. I ha ded by a gentleman,
4 e emy veturn hither, to
put ﬁo the hands ,a Mr. Simmons, an actor
of Covent-Garder, who, he said, was ®a man of
honour and integrity. [ followed his counsel,
and transmitted it by a friend who went to Lon-
don some time since. After waiting a tedious
period, attributablesp perh:u)s, to the destruction
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of she’ theatre by fire, I received the following

I have to ask your pardon for my long silence,
ut business must ple«‘d wny excuse. I fear in the
present state of the Theatre, I shall not havean oppor-
tunity to present.your play to the Managers. I am
very sorry, as I am well convinced it would succeed. I.
wdl send it to you unmedxately, excuse haste.
1 remam, Sir,

Your's, &c,

SaML. Smmovs.

v

Ex.cinsg this brevity, for I am unwell ; my next
‘epistle shall be longer.
Yours sincerely,

SYLVATICUS.
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LETTER LVII.

L— Célttzée:

. Aras, my friend, what new scenes of distress open
upon me! The management of Mrs. W. since
the death of her husband, has- hurried on her
affairs to a ruinous climax. True to her charac-
ter, she is one of the most honest women in the
world ; and where she owed a trifling obligation
or a farthing, was punctiliously strict in thé idis-
charge"\of her- debts; but strangely infatuated,
and blind to the real state of her circumstances,
she has been, it is now discovered, almost ever
since the death ¢f Mr. W. in the constant habit of
borrowing variods sums of money of her neigh-
bours, from the fsquire to the clown, which it

This legal or.J can call it by no
bette{ﬁ&ne,—no sooned Hfitame generally known,
than ‘demands poyre ike a flood upon her.
She was arrested ; every thing she possessed was
seized and sold ; she was thrown into prisou, and
her numerous creditors will never receive five
shillings in the pound. Poor Maria, by this sad
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ilre of her aunt, has lost an excellent house,
i, and fitlds, which should have fallen to
the death of this her.relative; bat which
Mg deasehold only, were taken with the rest,
nd ultimately sold fo the lord of the manor for
fa stun far short of its real value.

Poor Maria! I am sorely grieved on her ac-
count. Her auntin a prlson,herself as  women
wish to be who love their lords,” on the’ verge of
being confined, and I must shortly be compelled
to forsake my village-home, my quiet cottage
syeetly embosomed in woods and groves, for the
]Nul unfeeling world, and still more hateful
staged Nor do I suffer alone: my friend is even
in greater affliction, tlnn myself as you will per-
ceive by the following

¢ 4, St. Vincent's Parad; Hotwell, Bristol.
My Dear FRIEND,

1 received your letter soo after my return here
from London. I am hapq_ to s¥y that the néws you
have heard respecting®mQiRal®ry suit, I can confirm:
it has ended  exactlyags have wished. I§desire
to be thankful to that gra ther, who has been
better to me than my fears., to my dear Mrs. Ban-
ister, I am sorry to send you only dismal txdmgs She
is sinking rapidly to a premature grave, and feels her-
self drawing very near her emsl. Her mind-is quite
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tranquil and resigned ; her resngnatmu is mdeed wery
consoling to all about her. My own f%elmgs you," my
dear friend, can better judge of than I describeg) - My
spirits are exceedmgly agitated and I am unfit fJr ¢ ery
thing. Remember me kindly to ~—, and yofir fathe
and mother ; may you, the}, and myself meet: wkere
there will be no tears or-death, These awful warnings
should make us'live for eternity. 'I hope you do not live
without daily prayer ; that if you should die young, you
may be prepared for a dying hour and a happier world.
I do not expect to return to W. for three or four
weeks. I have business to settle in London, which I
was obliged to leave when I hurried hither ; T therefr.e
1expect to be there in May for a short penod at N&' 27,
Fish-street Hill, *
I remain, my dear friend,
‘ Your’s to serve,
J. BAXISTER.”

"But in the midst of all my troubles 1 fly to the
Muscs, and find ¢dn olation in their sweet society.
Asa proof that 1 afh not \;nmmdful of my poetical

-talents, I send yo wing poem,
g THE VIS ST. JOHN.»

What proi)het-bar , what sacred hermit sits
Beside the desolate island’s caverned rocks,
"O’er which the giant palm-tree’s evening shade
Waves to the freshening breeze? The sunlight spreads,
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In it} departing pomp, a golden hue
on the feathery branches, as they-fan
‘mighty-visioned seer, filling the air,

‘a delicious coolness; and the locks -
ild? of the holy anchorite, that stream
P.ike 2 bright silvary ensign on the winds,

, A,

L 4
Loud on the sun-enlightened tor doth scream

The mountain-eagle, and the sea-mew’s voice
Echoes along the island’s lonely cliffs.

The prophet of th’ Apocalypse dwells there
In exiled solitude. But glorious shapes
People that blessed isle ; and seraphim,
Clothed in the pomp of immortality,-
N\wait his nod, turning the savage rocks

ARd serpent-haunted ‘woods to Eden bowers
In fhill beatithde. Visions sublime,

“ And forms unlike to aught in earth or sea
His sight bedazzle; while all Heaven reveals
Oraculous its dreadful mysteries, §

And round him its terrific glory fifngs !

The dewy darkness of the eSgning falls
On sea and shore ; but ¢b¢0ne that stands
Beside the seer in @ l‘ea y decked, .
‘Whose form, tranggen divine, doth alﬁ
The schs of men surpass. Rl‘lzgrays of heaven
Enshrine his god-like face, Where spot or taint
Of earthly imperfection ne'er was found. -
His hyacinthine locks shaded a brow

Such as nor Titian nor famed Guido drew

141
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In their sublimest flights : his.eye outshong

The morning’s azure star, and on his cheek

The rose that blossoms round the Trec of Life -
Before th’ Eternal Throne, its bloommg sprea‘f\
His wings displayed the rzinbow’s decpest tifts,
And, circling him; the carbuncle’s red glow ¢
With diamond fires' a mirfirled halo burned.

A gush of glory o’er the dark rocks streamed,
Till, like the orient when the ruddy morn
Breaks in her thousand dies, they blushed with light.
He waved his amethystme plumes aloft,-

And from them shook a flood of starry gems,
Filling with rich perfumes th’ embalmed air.

Such flowers as clustered o'er the bridal bower
Of Adam in his sinless paradise

Rose round that hallowed spot :. and still, "tis s“xd
Blossom, ‘and pear], and gem beneatl} the mo3n
Mingle their emerald gleams and blushes sweet,
But fade ere morning dawn from mortal sight.—

‘Hark ! what rich tones
Burst on the stillness of thag holy isle?

_Strains far more sglemy than the thunder-swell
At midnight heani amid the Alpine glens, =~
Wheg all beneath W cl(gs ts silent gloom
D:ﬁé than' are the v {1 alope the skirts
Of mighty forests, w' he storm walks {orth’
In all its indignatiSi—yet more sweet
Than the wild song the far-off river sings,

Amid its gray rocks, to th’ unclouded moon ;
More musically plaintive than the breeze
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Thadthrough the yew-tree houghs at summer eve
Sighs o'er the new-made grave where beauty lics,
pme o'er thé prophet’s ear, till his full soul
With ecstacies is rapt! 2
-~
~ "Tke spirits of Llessedness are ot those clouds
That gather round his head : their harpings swell
n unison divine, till sea and garth
With the deep Hallelujah of the skies
Resound triumphantly.—And now the roar
Of twice ten thousand thunders rolls along
The hollow firmament. The clouds divide,
And as the lightning from theit shattered skirts
Streams harmlessly upon the prophet’s head,
eaven in its unimagined pomp thfolds
Al gives its glories to the nptumed eye
O’ el great*Evangelist. -

Am_i' now there came

"A rider on a steed of giant mould?

White as the snow on Ararat’s untrod steep :
Pawing the clouds, ag down the concave bright
He bore the warrior of mysteriocus name,

One of, the fabled coursers he did seem

That draw the, sun’® proud Thariot, while the light,
The thinder-light he fdm his glittering mane *
Shook enost roful«en’t'ly. The FarrnruwL OwE
Who him bestrode, a dreadfl falchion grasped ;—
The burning brand of Fate, that down the heavens
_Came wavering like a lava-track of flame.

His eye was the red foich of war, that seemed
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A bickering comet in its devious course;

His brows, enwreathed with many sunbeam crowts,
His high dominion spoke. His vesture, dipt

In smoking blood, streamed on the troubled aig,
Like a deep-crimson banner o'er the ranks ‘

Of white-horsed warriors in his dreadful train.

In flaming characters upen his thigh,

‘Each one a blood-star, written is his name,~—

Tue MIGHTY LorD oF LORDs & KING OF KINGS !

A seraph voice amid.the skies is heard

- That sounds from pole to pole.— Gather yourselves
Together, all ye children of the sun;
Ye eagles of the cliff whose drink is blood,
Ye screaming vultures of the desert, haste,
With all the fowls of heaven that skim the air -
On iron pinion, to the feast of death !
The banquet of the host in battle slain,
The solemn supper of the gore-stained dead
For you is now®prepared. Howl, ye grim wolves,
Forsake your denis and snuff the tainted air!.
Rejoice, ye tigers of the moyntzin wolds ;

"Up from the river's reedy banks ascend
Ye spotted leopards ; haste ye shaggy bears,
And geet in horrid ctf:;ocatian,-—meet
Tg rend the armour frqm ’Ehexsteel-clad chief,
And mangle with your tusks the mighty dead,
To lap the cozing blebd of warrior-men,
And gorge the flesh of captains and of kings!

. ‘On rushed the mighty vision; dark the skies
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Were fijled with dust and smoke. The awful voice
Of sevenfold thunders mingled with the yell

And shout of battle, and the fearful cry

. Of death, defeat, and flight. The heavens were wrapt
In gheeted flames of vengeance! Onward rode

The sun-clad conqueror in resistless might,

Nown trampling all his prostrate foes in blood !

Hell from beneath, in her dark lurid fires :

And horrors uniinagined, yawned to sight,

, And in their fall received them!” Deep laments
And wailings terrible mixed with the song’ ’
Triumphant and the harpings now that rose
Seraphical, amid the whirlwind’s swell, ’

In mystic chorus from the victor’s host !

:. ' \ \'. P,

Adisu, my friend! Where I shall be when
next you hear from me, God only can tell. -My
home, my dcar-loved home must soon be a stran~
ger to me, and death only, perhaps, will put a
amiserable period to my wanderings. Pity my -
untoward destiny, and beheve me, in sorrow and

‘joy, to be

Mest sincerely yours,

SyLvarticus.

VoL. 11, @
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LETTER LVIIL

"Le—— Cottage.
Dear FRANK,

Situatep-as 1 now was, it forcibly occurred to
me that with the little money I had remaining,
and my ability in scene-painting, I might collect
a company, take a town, and become Manager.
“This I proposed to Mam, and she readily assented
to my plan; agreeing with me, that as I was
‘wholly unacquamted with any other profeeswn
or business, it was the only thing 1 could engage
upon with any hope of success. ILwill not give
you a tedious detail of the trouble and the various
journeys which ‘T took, to secure a respectable
towu in which to commencg my managerial career.
Suffice it to say, that I at length obtained the
borough of 8 in D= slm'e, hired the place .
usually appropriated to the | purposes of a theatre,
had’ it bandsomely fitted up with an elevated
stage and boxes, and what is more,—paid my
carpenter’s bill before the work commenced,-with
a certain number of weeks’ rent in advance. I
then bought a quagptity of canvass, and began
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painting my scenery. But I should have told you,

that during my rambles to procure a town, I met

with an old actor of Mac Lear’s, usually called

by the performers Daddy Gray. He had for

som¢ time been a sort of manaO'er himself; but

grown weary ‘of “his .post, he ghdly promlsed

w1th all his company to join me as soon as my

plepm‘atmns were complete. About the same -
time I also eugaged two or threc other performers

from a little itinerant party, whose captain-gene-

ral’s name was Buttler. This man was notorious

for his love of playing great parts; and to show

his versatility of genius, used to double the part °
of Father Philip in The Castle Spectre, with- Earl

Osmohd, forihing altogether one of the richest

burlesques ever displayed on the stage. From

his company I engaged two yqung men, and a
Miss Whitefield, daughter of the late Mr. White-

field of Covent-Garden theatre, and hkewnse a

, man for my door-keeper, &c.

Whilst I was busily engaged in painting my
scenery, and the theatre was getting ready, this
very Mr. Buttler, an exceedingly mild, fair-spo-
ken gentleman, came to S. and entreated me to
engage him aud his wife, as all his company had
forsaken him ; boasting much of his abilities as a

. scene-painter, I foolishly complied with his im-
6?2
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“ portunities, kept him a week, pald all lns,ex penses
at the inn where he slept and advanced him three
pounds to bring his wife and luggage to join me
at S.- But somehow or other, this: sweet-spol\en
worthy, this choice hero of* both. the sock and
buskin, took it into his head never to return with
either his wife or baggage, and absolutely forgot
ever to repay tbe three pounds-he so kindly bor-
rowed of me. ~ Just at this time, too, I fell. into
the company of a young mau of dashing appear-
ance, a native of the neighbourhood, possessed,
as I 'was informed, of considerable property. He
had just set up as manager"at a town not very
far distant, having formed a%ompany principally
from’ private theatres in London. I soon began .
to listen with complacency to his proposals for
uniting our interests, and to commence a joint-
stock ' concern, or theatrical partnership. “This
was all ‘prematurely cono‘uded without time for
inquiry or reflection, ever a bottle of, wine, and
the dayﬁxed when both compamcs were to enter
the town, and begin the campaign in full strength. -

At the appoiuted time, all the different parties
arrived from widely remote dlstrlcts ; and as
widely remote did they appear in their manners,
dresses, and characters. Indeed you might have
supposed, as they entered the town, that they had
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been a motley troop of pllgnms going to Canter-
bury. Tt would require the inimitable pencil of
a Hogarth to describe with accurate effect the
assembly of actors and actresses on-the appointed
day of rehearsal. _First, there, was my partner, or
blother-mana«rel, who L now,——alas, too late!—
d|scovere(l had been apprenticed to a tailor in the
same town ; and who, without the most distant
pretensions to theatrical ability or experience of
any kind, in a mad fit of love or jealousy, or both,
a few months ago rashly quitted the shopboard,
and became a fame-hunting actor. Having some:
property bequeathed him by his 'deceased father,
he tesolved to lay down the thimble aud shears,
and shine forth in all the pomnp of stage regality.
Then there was his first actress, with the romantic
name of Miss Clementina Arabglla Percy, a tho-
rough-bred cockney, all feathers and flounces;
_and as her sweet person was to be set off with
-more thau ordinary splendour on her first appear-
ance among strangers, she wore a string of mock
jewellery avound fier neck, composed of glass
and copper. This young lady, with little gray
eyes and a face shaped like one of the old British
war-h'ltchets, aspired to all the principal charac-
ters in tragedy, and could not think of playing
rany second part to Miss Whitefield, although the
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Iatter had heen nearly asmany years on the stage
as the former had months. Miss Whitefield,
who had all the exquisite consequence of a little
woran, with an expressive countenance, a pair.
* of fine eyes, and considerable perit to boot, agi-
tated to a violent ‘degreesthe single feather that
drooped ‘gracefully over the roses of her left
cheek, and protested she should’ consider herself
entitled to lead the business i in the line of heroines,
as she had been engaged by me for that purpose.
Next, there was anolher of the tailor-manager’s
ladies, whom he had broutrht down lmmedlately
from {own to play the first old women. Mrs.
Kamble had once been very handsome, and* was,
still a- orood-]ookmg female ; she had been a-
singer, but her voice, like her lovers, had cruelly
forsaken her, ang her acting, th&urfh chaste, was
of the tamest and most insipid kmd But here
was a second tremendous COleIOD 1 had unluck-
ily engaged from the company of old Daddy Gray
another female, who expccted this business. This,
my friend, was a Mrs. Carey,? whose daughter I
had also employed as a dancer. Nothmg' could
formn a greater contrast in pevson and appearance,
than did Mrs. Carey and her daughter with Mrs,

~® The real.mother snd aister of the great Alr. Koan, who at that time was
8 poot strolling actor Hke his reln‘iro'
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Kamble. They looked wrietchedly poor, meagre,
and half-starved; the tailor’s. lady sleek, plump, -
carminely blooining, and decked out in the finest
London style. She turned up her « honourable
nose” at Mrs. Carey, insisted upon . playing all -
the first charactersein her lme, and threatened, if
refifsed, to appeal toa maglstrate having played
in the town some, years before, she brought one
of her old gallants, a limb of the law and a person
of influence in S., to back her pretensions, and
we were compelled to asseiit to all her demands,
and throw Mrs. Carey on the shelf. As for her
weal\-mmded‘ daughter, she seems to be, totally
unfit,for any thmg under heaven, except to read
novelsand romances.

But our dificulties did not end here. There
was a clashing among the male branches of the
community. Two young men, whom 1 bad en-
gaged, were always wrangﬁé: and sticking up
for principal parts. ®ne of them had scorbutic

‘eyelids, a pug nose, and *flaming carotty locks ;

the other was very, short, indifferently straigbt
about the legs, with a knowing cast of ‘the eye;-
yet they both thought most favourably of thieir
attractions, and each one proclaimed himself the
only proper representative of the youthful heroes,
both comic and tragic, in the compary ! Add to
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these, the brother of Southey and his wife. Yes,
Frank, I assure -you one of our performers was
the brother of the Poet Laureate! The infatuated
young man had been an officer in the army; and
served for a time in the Peninsular war; but his
" commission, the prospect of preferment, and the
regard and countenance of his family, all were.’
sacrificed to am unconquerable passion for the
stage. This younger Southey, with a croaking
voice,- a spare 'ﬁgure, and meagre countenance,
fancies he shall soon rival a Cooke and a Kemble
in the Osmonds and Macbeths of the stage, holds
his head as high in the theatrical world as his
brother does in the poetical, and hugs hiypself
in' the delightful idea of being able ere Ibng to
refaliate all the neglect and scorn with which the
Laureate treats gn'm. '
Southey, too, hag a rival among us in his Jine ;
and that was a little shdrt fellow who was always
hopping about the stage IiRe a magpie, and re-
peatedly visiting every corner of it during the
time he was on. Not contemt with aspiring to
tragedy, he also sung comic songs, and chopped
out the sentences betwixt his lank jaws fike min-
ced hay from a machine. Besides these, we had
a rough, jolly old fellow of the name .of Kent;
an ancient stager,~a very hack of the old school.
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He lnd been dlscharged by my co-partner, but he
notwithstanding followed him to §. and fastened
on us like aleech. Nor could we shake him off:
he was a Free Mason, and as there was a numerous
Lodge in the town’who all took his part, we weve
coutpelled to support him ; and not him only, but
his son too, a little bluff, stupid, impertinent boy,
whom his :0ld corpulent father had drilled with
hard exercise into Young Norval, and went about-
the country exalting him as an inimitable Roscius,
although it was purgatory to hear him recite a
single speech. This old fellow- came professnon-
ally jn. coutact with Dadd y Gray, who was angther
of thewld scheol, the height of whose enJoyment
scemed a]ways to be, to have on a new spangled
dress, ‘Tenacious to the Iast deggee of his share
of actmo', he would not givaAip a line to old
Kent; who with a voice #€gruff as thunder, and
the weather-beaten pfliz of a jolly tar that has
'twice made the circumnavigation of the globe,
used sometimes t0storm and rally him, but all
to no purpose. -

With®a company formed of such opposite and
incongruouis ‘members, where so many jarring
jriterests were always clashing with each other,
you cannot, I am sure, be surprised to learn that
envy, and bitterness,;and malice, and all kinds of

9
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- evil-speaking were dreadfully predomindnt, No-
thing but d isorder, mutiny, and thé vilest scandal '
was heard on every side ; the townspeople, igno-
rant of the villany of many in the company, at first
took part against the- managers; who, grossly
libelled by those they.supported, were greeted
with hisses whenéver they appeared on the stage.
But the receipts of the house would not pay half
. the salaries of such a host of claimants. My
money was now all spent; I had paid.to the last
farthing.; ‘and the house was only kept open by
the credit of the other manager, who was known
to have some property in the mneighbourhood.
Things could not last long in this way. We Yow
divided the company, and sent a part to perform
at another townywhere we had the private theatre
of the French o ‘férs, prisoners of war on parole,
who very bandsome commodated us with the
free use of the house ant scenery. But even
this would not support dur expenses; while the
perpetual anxiety and toil I ynderwent, and the’
. quarrels of the performers, rendered my life one
continued scene of perplexity and miserys This
was not relieved by the conduct -of my partner,
who having credit for what liquor he wished, sat
from morning to night singing ridiculous songs,
and drowning in rum, and shrub all sorrow for
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his losses: he regularly weunt' reeling -to bed, .
totally regardkess of the company or its concerns.
1 now vxs:ted my home, and staid with Maria
a few days, who was very ill. On my return,. 1
found that in ‘my absence my. blother-proprletor
had collected the performers at his lodgings, and
made the greater part of them drunk: he set
them fighting, so as to require the interference of
the constables ; while in a fit of jealous fury, one
of the actresses had pretended to stab herself with
a-carving knife, and absolutely did wound her
bosom so far as to cause the blood to flow through
her gown, but was prevented by Some one pre-
sent’fgom_ doipg herself any further violence, At
sight of the blood, the tailor-manager screamed
himself into hysteric fits, and kept bawling for his
dear mamma to save him from bfing murdered.
All this was a death-b 0 every remaining
hope of ‘success; an determined to cut the
* business as’ short as possible. The performers .
took their benefits : some were successful, others
totally failed. Am:mgst'the rest, old Kent, who
had played, no character of consequence during
the season, securing the patronage of his Masonic
brethren, had a house overflowing in every part,
and cleared a considerable sum. My night came,
but my old fortune followed me: it was no
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benefit to me. I who had laid out o many
pounds in the town before } received a single
farthing in return, who had lost all my money in
the place, who had regularly paid net enly my
own bills, but, free of every legal obligation, those’
of many of the perforners; I, who had toiled
through so much anxiety, who had done all that
was possible to be done to give satlsfactlon, had
not even the expenses of the night in the house !
1 need hardly tell you, that I quitted the liberal
town of S, my noble partner, and the company,
as soon as possible ; happy, though pennyless
and strlpped of all I took with me, dresses,
scenefy, and books, to escape from such a.lhass
of baseness, mgratltude, and falsity.

1 am, my dea\Frank, in storm and in sunshine,
~ Yours unc_hangingly,
SyLvaTICUS,
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LETTER LIX.

" Thorney, Isle of Ely.

My Dear FRIEND, - ‘

You will, no doubt, be surprised to see my present
address.. Far removed indeed am I from you,
and all whom 1 hold in the bouds of affection. I
arrived here last week’ after a long and miserable
journey, some account of which 1 chall nd\y give
you. About five weeks after the close pf my
Jate amprofisable speculation, Maria was safely
delivered of a son, At that time all the money
we possessed in the world. digr not amount to
-twenty shillings, and J had ngAriends of whom 1
could borrow ; and ev. I could have found
any willing to lend/t would have been of little
' avail, as' it was impossible for me to remain any
longer at L. Poor, Maria, to conceal our distress,
was compelled to dismiss her r_nurée at the end of
a fortmight, aud our small moveables of value
began to disappear with awful rapidity. We
concealed our poverty, for those by whom we .
were surrounded, would only have triumphed at
our distress, and upbraided sne for my misfortunes.
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I lingered at home day after day, un\yiﬂing to
Jeave my wife and new-horn infant'desolate and
almost unprotected ; while the ill-disguised re-
luctaiice which Maria el to let me go, shone
forth in tears from her eyes, a8 she repeatedly
urged my unavoidable- departare. "
At length the dismal day ayrrived; but it
requiréd a more than common fortitude firmly to
sustain the trial. Unconscious infant, little didst
thou think what thrilling sorrow, what pangs of
fear, what yearnings of hope thy father felt for
thee, as he stooped to imprint a farewell kiss on
thy soff cheek ; what prayers he breathed from
his inmost soul, as he hung o’er thy unbreKen
slumbers, and bade theé a mournful adieu. Poor
babe, it may be aid of thee thou wert nursed in
the cradle of adWNysity, and baptized with thy .
parents’- tears, Maria Wgompanied- me on my
Journey six milés. She couM go no further: a
weeping infant claimed e presence and tender
caresses of its unhappy mother. -That firmness
of mind which had borne her strongly up to the
present moment, now totally forsook her, amd she
fainted in my arms. 1 bore her to a little rivulet
.which flowed near the spot, and sprinkling her
face with water, brought her to her senses and a
full consciousness of Jeer misery. At length'she
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found herself relieved by a fresh flood of grief.

1 recalled to her memory the imperative necessity
of our parting for a time, and the strong claims
which a husband and a child had on her fortitude.
She calmly replfed, For your sake and my
infant’s, I will return to nty desolate home ; and
‘though I shall eat my'scanty crust in_ sohtude
and sorrow; 1 will clasp my babe to my aching
bosom, and hope for better days. Yes, his infant-
smiles shall cheer me, and be my comfort in your
absence, Go: I am firm now. God Almighty
eternally bless and preserve yoy from, every
.danger, May you soon obtain a comfgrtable
situatéon : delay. not to write, and oh —"

She would have said « farewel] :” the word
died on her pale lips, and she tigied-from me to
go.” To have replied on my/fart, would only
have lengthened the mipsfy of parting; with a
last embrace I rushedrom her, and went on my
way in anguish inexpressible. I dared wet look
back, till [ had passed many miles of the dreary
road. From a vising ground I then cast a linger-
ing look towards my native hills, and the dark
green” woods that swrround the valley of my
home. What were then my feelings? can words
do them justice? No, my dear friend; you may
imagine, but no one ever cam express the sorrows
.of my Reart at that moment.
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On my arrival at the next sea- port, Lwas about
to embark on board a vessel for Portsmouth, that
being ‘by- far the cheapest mode. of travelling
when, as I was standing on the quay, a lleutenant
and part of a pressgang surrout'ded and dratvged

_me away to their rendezvoris. This was extremely
vexatious; but I soon found that I was arrested
on strong suspicion of being a French officer who
had violated his parole of honour, and was com~
pelled, before I could obtain my freedom, to send
for a gentleman of the town to identify me. This
was sufficient to procure my liberty, and 1 imme-
“diately embarked for Portsmouth. The passaen'- :
.gers consisted of hogs, calves, sheepsand poultry,
old and young, women, men, and children. There
was much mirtBy and more noise among such a
strange medley. ut midnight, the old women
in the cabin, as it wad™grned, made a general
tea; the captain joined them; the song, the
vulgar joke and laug‘n went round, and the
facetious captain entertained shis passengers, as
he sipped his brandy-flavoured tea, with some of
the most outrageously lying tales and wonders,
both serious and comic, that were eéver heard on
sea or land.
. To free myself from such disagreeable society,
I went on deck. I “was a Jovely night; scarce
a hreezo ruffled the slumbering waters and the
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full mogn as she pursued- her silent course in
majestic beauty through the bouudless depths of
the heavens, enshrined the ocean in quivering
splendohf. The stars, like the golden thrones of
the sernphlm, bene around: her on every sule,
and seemed to pay ’ homage to her- superior light.
Not a svund met the ear, save the soft npplmo- of
the waves against the sides of the bark, save the
faint-sigh of the widnight breeze amid the flag-
ging sails; except when the occasional burst of
laughter issuing from the light-hearted crew in
the cabin, disturbed the holy tranquillity that
reigned around. My homeward-veering thoughts
borg me in that still hour to my own loved cgttage.
0, wilat is the soul but thought, divested of dull
matter 2 1 saw my wife weeping g#fer-the couch
of her 'sleeping innocent; I sapf all things as
though I liad been there ; Lgafisoled, I cheered
her, and thought she aggfiered me with a pleasing
hope of better days yet to come. From the
deptlis of immensity a voice seemed to say, as I
gazed on the skys “1 am everywhere, and my
protectlon is omnipotent !

My spmt returned from her wanderings swifter
than the wing of the lightning, and I marked on
one 'side of the vessel the cliffs of the Isle of
Wight towering aloft in dim and’ shadowy
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majesty, and bathing in the silvery mqonlight
their gigantic summits; and on the other .the
gloomy walls of Hurst Castle situated on a narrow
rocky peninsula of the Jow coast of -Hampshire.
Within that dreary and rugged fortvess, the ill-
fated Charles I. for. a cgusiderable period was
closcly immured. Haurried from the Saxon towers
of Carisbrook in younder island, he was conveyed
“across these narrow waters and received on the
.drawhridge of that castle, as the heavy gloom of
a winter’s stormy evening, dark emblem of his
fate, lowered on the melancholy scene. Its un-
feeling commander, as Sir Thomas Herbert,
groomyof the chamber to his Majesty, informs,us,
“received him with small observance; his*look
was stern, hi\bair and large beard were black
and bushy, he h¥d a partizan in his hand .and
(Switz-like) had a“wggat basket sword by his side.
Hardly could one see a nWof @ more grim aspect,
and no less robust and rude behaviour; some of
his Majesty’s servants were not a little fearful of
him, and that he was desigited for mischief.”
Uuhappy Charles! great were the sufferings thou
didst endure within those dismal walls! The
wintry tempests and surly waves howled around
thy prison towers, and dark and cheerless was thy
unkingly ebode, But what were the fury of
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stormy eJements gud the gloom of winter that
clipped thee vound, compared to the tempest
within, the agony of the mind ! A king dethroned,
thy subjects‘in rebellion, thy armies annihilated,
thy regal state exchanged for the miseries and
deprivations of captmq thy authority usurped .
by ignoble strangers, the wife of thy bosom and
thine innocent little ones driven far from thee,
and the fearful dread of secret assassination per-
petually haunting thee by day, and filling thy
dreams with horrors ;. being; as thou truly obser-
vedst, umnured “ina place fit for such a bloody
purpose.” . ,
Shall [ complain, 1 mentally éxclaimed, when
a king has endured so. much? How light, how
unwort]ly a sugh are my suﬂ’ennt%mpared to
his! Let me murmur no more; it learn to bear
with perfect patience those *wﬁls I am destined
to undergo, and béiter g5 may ere long succeed.
Tlie morning now began to dawn in all its
beauty :- a light breeze sprang up, gently curling
the green waves ; tlit white mists were gracefully
lifting their fleecy veil from the stupendous
heights “of the opposite island; and the fine
woody landscape on the coast of Hampshire
stretched in one continued prospect of diversified
‘beauty. To the east were seen, like a wintry
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forest, the masts of an |mmensg crowd of ships,
from the moying citadel of war grmed with its
triple tier of thunder-breathmg cannon, to the
humblest craft of the sea-faring wmerchant ; above
all the sun arose in the strength of his glory,
and gave increasing aniigation ‘and beauty to the
prospect.

Arrived at Portsmouth, 1 the next day applied
to the manager of the theatre for a situation.
The company: belonging to that circuit is consi.
dered respectable, and I was anxious for the saké
of my wife and child to obtain employment so
near my home. But I failed in my purpose, and
continued on my journey towards Brighton. On
my way I turned aside to view Por tc'hester Castle,
the ancnenwm station of Portus Magnus, and
the Caer Perishof the Britons. Its venerable
Saxon tower, or n, througln‘all the chahgés
of time and. vicissitu of war, has rémained
nearly the same it was when first built, and is a
majestic and noble remnaat of antiquity. I soon
reached Chichester, the Regno of Richard of
Cirencester. But if Holwood Hlll, accordmcr to
the commentator of that Itinerary, be thie capital
of the ancient Regni, which - certainly accords
with the manner of the ancient hill-cities of the
Britisbh, then X am inclined to think with Dr. -
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Stukeley,  that Chichester was the Mutuaitonis.
of Ravennas,. situated.on' ' the hither or near
Antona.” As a proof that this was a Roman
station,. a large inscriptive stone was dug up
here in 1723, which Dr. Stukeley thinks belonged
to,a temple built by «Cogidubnus, a prince of
that part of the Dobuni which had submitted to
Claudius ; and who, in compliment to the empe-
ror, called himself Tiserivs Cravoivs CoGIl-
pvBNvs.* This temple appears to have been
dedicated to Neptune and Minerva, Dr, Stuke-
ley-thinks this prince ruled, under the emperor,
over the subdued or civilized Dobuni, his own
tribe, and had the Ancalites, Bibroci, andeSegon-
tiaci, whose ‘country ‘lay between the,Dobuni and
the Regni, bestowed upon him. /D

This city, laid in ashes by %ion and northern

* Dr. Stukeley says, “ T sup) him to have been 8 Regulus of the
Dobuni,” This, if correct, s further proof thot Chichester could not
have been Regno : becanse we are told by Dion Cassius, lid. 1x, that Aulus
Plautius having put to flight Cataratacus end Togodumnus, sons of Cunno-
belin, part of the Boduni (the same people as the Dobuni) who were subject
to the Catuelloni, submitte® to the Romans ; and the name Cogidubnus, or
Cogiduvnus, Coc 0 Dubn or Duvn, (vide Basters Glostar. in varbis Cogi-
dmnus 6 Dobyni, ) signifying expressly in the British language PRINGEPS
posvadkvm, .

Thie same author gives the fnscription on the stone at Chichoster as fol-
Jows:—‘ Neptuno & Minervee Templom pro Salute Dorous Divinee ex
Angtoritate Tiberii Clandii Cogidubni Rogis, Legat Augusti in Brittania
Coleginm Fabroram & qui in eo Sacris (or Horrorati) sunt, de suo Dedica-
werupt Dobonte aream Pudenti Pudentini Filio.”
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" pirates, Cessa, son of the warlike Saxon chief
Ella, re-edified and made it the sept of his king-
dom, which during. the Heptarchy. was called
south Saxony. Its cathedral was built by Bishop
Selfrid, in the reign of Richard 1. 1Tt is not Jarge,
but the spn‘e is lofty and eleo"mt. In the mtc—
rior is a handsome monument erected to “the
memory of the immortal” Collins, the gr eatest
boast of this ancient city. But the cloisters of
the cathedral were to me the most interesting
spot; for here, I have been told, the unhappy
. Collins often wandered to and fro in his abstracted
musings, which rendered the place to me doubly
hallowed. .

0, how gnany lofty spirits, how i many sdperior
minds have\fallen victims to adversity, .and.
perished miserdbly either in abjeet want or mad-
ness! O, let e misfortunes and sorrows of
others, so far superior N\yself teach me hum-
ble resignation to the mpysterious dispensations of
Providence. Shall I complain that no powerful
patron did ever condescend tb extend a fostering
hand to my lowly Muse; or even vouchsafe one
approving smile on her productions ? that the
world listens not to the simple notes of my oaten’
reed, when the first productions of an author who
could produce that beautiful Ode to the Passions
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totally ailed -of success? when the sale of his
second  work, was not sufficient to pay for the
expense of printing it? lil-requited,bard! a
noblé pride animated thy bosom, when the be-
quest of a relative enabled thee to return the
copy-money to tby beokseller, and;—like -Sir
Walter Raleigh with his manuscript of the second
part of his World, the former portion of which
‘like thy beautiful Odes had been left on the ware-
house shelves by an ungrateful public,~thou
didst comnit the remaining copies with' indigna-
tion to the flames! But thy miseries are ended ;
thou art at rest, and thy name hassurvived the
ignorance and ingratitude of thy times!

Bul to retirn to myself. Hearing ag Chichester-
that there was a company performixg at Midhurst,
I went thither to see if I could obtain in-it a
temporary engagement. 1 arrived there on a
Wednesday evening eily enough to attend the
performance. But as I have before given you
descriptions of itinerant acting, thoubh'l verily '
believe this was the worst ever seen, it is neces-
sary that 1 should be very laconic in my eriticisms
on the Midhurst company. It consisted of two
managers, Messrs. R. and M., the one a shoe-~
maker and the other a barber, with their wives,
who were sisters, and co-heiresses to the ragsand
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sticks of some deceased veteran‘of the wandering
sock and buskin. To these were,added a little
old man, without energy, voice, or talent; a young
one about four feet nine inches in height, with
" one of the most vacant and expre»slees courite-"
nances ever beheld ; and here again I’ found the
motber and sister of Kean, the man of mn«rhty
name at Drury-Lane.

The substitutes for scenery were two picces of
canvass, vilely daubed over with the likeness of
nothing in heaven above, nor in the earth beneath,
said to have belonged to some French “officers
who used to perform plays for their amusement.
The giece I saw represented, was The Honeymoon.
The barher-manager attempted to suppﬁrt the
part of t:\uke Aranza; and his sister-in-law—
who, by the bye, was a very pretty woman,—the
haughty Duchesd. But really such acting, stch

struttings, such readinp§ such pronunciation, I
never witnessed before, The dignity of the supe-
rior characters was all sunk in the native mean-
ness of their representatives, and the comic ones
most grotesquely caricatured. In short, they
were players, “ not to speak it profanely, that
neither having the aecent of Christians, nor the
gait of Christians, pagan, nor man, did so strut
and Dbellow, that I thought some of Nature’s
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journeymen had made men, aid not made them
well, they imitated humanity so-abominably.”
Disgusted with the company, 1 the next day
left Midburst, but not till I bad surveyed with a
melancholy, pleasure the castellated mansion of
Cowdrey. It had’ been in times. past a splendid
seaf, but now stands in blackened ruins, having
been destroyed by fire. The towers and part of .
thé walls ave still perfect. The sounth-east tower
appears in good repair, but the other parts have
a naked, mouldering, and melancholy appearance.
The face of the great clock above the grand
entrance still remains, unconswned by. the devour-
ing-element, I will describe to you what jt has
been fom Dv. Stukeley, who likewise visited
Midburst, which he conceives to have been the
‘Roman station Mida. “ At Midhurst is a fine
old seat called Cowdrey, belonging to the
Browns, Viscount Mont=cute. It ,sgailds in a
villcy encompassed with lawns, hills, and woods
thvown intoa park,theriver running underneath..
*Tis alarge house of stone, consisting of one
court. The hall is ceiled of Irish oak, after the
ancient mauner. The walls painted with archi-
tecture' by Roberti, the statues by Gbupé, the
staircase by Pelegrini. The room at the end of
the hall is of Holbein’s painting, where that
YoL, 1T, o u
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famous old artist has described the exploits of
“Henry VIIL before Bulloigu, Calais, lns landihg
at Portsmomh ‘his magnificent entry into London,
‘&c. ‘In the rooms are many excellent pictures’
of the ancestors of the family, and other history
' painting of Holbein’s, relating’ to then' actions in
war, The whole circuit of rooms above ‘siairs
are stately and well farnished, adorned with many
pictures. There is along gallery with the twelve
Apostles as big as thelife. Another very neatone
wainscoted with Norway ‘oak, where are mai'ly‘ an-
cient whole-length pictures of the family'in their
proper habits, whlch is a very elegant notion.
There are four history-pieces, two - copys of
Raphael’s marriage of Cupid and Psyche;-several
old religio® _and military paintings from Battle
Abbey. ‘Theroad to Midhurst to us appeared’
Roman, and therefore strengthens the supposition
of its being Mida,” This account of a castle,
written more ‘than a hundred years ago, is now
“both curious and interesting, especially to those
who have seen the present muins, in which not a
vestige remains of its former beautlful pamtmgs
and splendid furniture.
Having left Midhurst, it was evening when I
reached Shorebam, which I passed through with
the intention of continuing iy journey that night
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to Brighton. T bad, however; walked only two
miles of my last stage for the day, when T was
overtaken by a-number of men armed with sticks
and bludgeons. They followed close at -my
heels for some mumtes, till suddenly pushing.
forward, several of theip crossed the road before-
me, aud the whole formed round me a ring with
their uplifted weapons, while one of the stoutest
instantly seized me by the collar. I now began
to be considerably alarmed, not knowing what
was their design, or for whom they might have
mistaken me. For the first moment I thought
they had been robbers; but when. I observed
thelr numbers, I considered that to be very une
hkely, and <oncluded they must be mugglers,
who had mistaken me for an info{ér or some
vigilant excise-officer, and were going either to
murder me, or revenge themselves for some
supposed injury. Thps unpleasantly situated I.
‘demanded 'to know who, they were, ‘who they
supposed me to be, and what authority they had
to stop me on the King’s highway. But the
only answer I could obtain was, that I must go
with them. Two others then violently grasped
both my arms, and began dragging me back.
Resistance was totally useless; I therefore told
them if they would release me, I would quietly
a2
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submit to their “ will; otherwise they should
wholly carry me, for I would not be dragged.
They then relaxed their hold in a great degree,
but still_kept a most profound and - mysterious
silence to all my inquiries, Believe me, Frank,
1 did not feel very comfortable at this time, not
being able to conceive what could be their-
motive or deSIgn, or l|0W this stran%e “affair
would end. It began’ to get very darky and I
was husried . across fields, through bye-lanes, -
through mud and water, in a most unpleasant
manner ; at length 1 perceived we weré cntering.
a town, which relieved me from the most Jhorrid
of appreheusions. :

1 soon found "that I had been brought back to
Shoreham, and was pleseutly led to the press-
gang rendezvous. HereI learnt thatI was again
arrested under an impression that 1 was a French
ofticer, who baving broken his parole, was .in
‘search of the means for transporting himself to
“the opposite coast. It seems the penetration of
these worthics had been congiderably aided by
the somewhat warlike appearance of a pair of
sky-blue pantaloons; and secure in thewr own
judgments, ‘they were disposed to treat me with
but little ceremony. Seecing they intended me
no better accommodation than their wretched
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gu'u*d-l'ouse afforded, I insisted on beiny instantly
taken, late as-it was, before a magistrate. This
" was not ‘granted me without considerable hesita-
tion ; but probably apprebénsive of the consé-
quences of a mlstpke, they reluctantly complied,
angd I set off closely gslarded as before for' the
residence of the neighbouring justice. A short
time setjved to convince, him that 1-was no
Frenchman, and I was dismissed from the custody
‘of the fellows who' liad brought me back to
Shorehamy but the only%recompeuse I could
obtain was, that they were to conduct themselves
with civility, and see me safe back again to the
town, * which place I reached overceme with
:inx:ety and fatlgue. .

. The next morning I arrived at Brighton, but
-found the theatre closed and the performers all
gone. I could not afford to waste any time at
tliis town, and ‘can therefore give you'no account

of it; nor if I could, would- it afford you much
pleasure. Brighton, like most other watgring-
places, is the resort of the gqy, the idle, and the
dissipated. Few of these have any regard for the
sufferings and sorrows of their fellow-creatures,
or any thing to spare from the sordid indulgence
of their own sensual gratifications for the relief
of indigent’merit, In short, Brighton seems to
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have litile to. interest the' antiquarian, and less.
the man of sentiment aind feeling.

From thence I set. off to Lewes, the county
town of Sussex, where I found a respectable
-company performing, some of the members of
which received .me in a very friendly maoner ;'
but I could obtain no engagement there, tbe
manager having na room for a new actor. I
soon left Lewes for the metropolis, and. was
dlrected to Finch’s theatrlcal register-office, as-
the certain place of ' obtammg a situation. I
arrived a second time iri London after a long and .
weary journey. What occurred up to the time
of my arrival here, you shall know by my next.

epistle, K

I am, dear Frank,
Yours,

SvLvaricvus.
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LETTER LX

Thorney.
My Dear Frieno, .
Oy my ‘arrival in Town, I became acquainted
with a young man, an actor, who like myself was
out of a situation, ‘and ‘who by his polished
manners and friendly behaviour won nie much to
‘his company. T had to wait two or three weeks
before a suitable - situation in any provincial
theatiical corps offered itself, during which time
we visited together several public places to me
of great  interest, particularly Westminster Abbey
and St. Paul’s. Nor was I scarcely less struck
with the vastness of Westminster Hall; the largest
building'in the world whosé roof is unsupported
by pillars.  I'could not butreflect on the different
magnificent aud @wful scenes,” which have been
performed at remote periods within these walls.
Here the gallant, the undaunted patriot, Wallace,
the deliverer and glory of his country, was placed
in a high chair, and decorated with a mock crown
“of laurel before his unjust judgess~the apject
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fools' of a wily monarch’s unboanded embition.
Thre qnging crowds flocked hither to ‘behold him,
“and here he was. basely condemned to. die, with
accumulated tortures, the death of a traitor. Here
many parliaments have been held in full and
solemn state; and here, in 1399, Richard IL
who three centuries after its first erection by

Rufus, in 1097, re-edified it and built a grand

gateway, was cruelly deposed by the aspiring'.
Bolingbroke. Ilow thronged with the greatest

nobles of the land, was this hall on that solemn

occasion!  Mitres, and coronets, and crowns

caught the rays of the sun through those windows,

and ‘cast a dazzling light on every side. On that
day hew ruvug the sonofous voices of farious and,

‘contending warriors of regal blood ; what proud

swellings of heart, what ambitious desires filled

the dariug Bolingbroke when in that day of tumult

he here seized the sceptre of England, and York

pronounced the fatal words “ Long live Henry, of
that name the Fourth.” - 1 eannot but drop a tear
for injured majesty,as I behold the meek Richard

advancing from yonde;‘ entrance, with the officers
bearing tbe imperial’ erown before bim. How
calmly does he resign tlie diadem to which he
was born, and which till now he had worn, inte
the usurper’s hands,
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¢ T will undo myself —_
I gwe this heavy weight from off my head,
And this unweildy sceptre from my hand,

"The pride of kingly sway from out my heart
With mine own tears I wash away my balm,
With mine owp hands I give away my crown,

~ With mine oWn tongye deny my sacred state,

With mine dwn breath release all duteous oaths:
All pomp and majesty I do forswear :

God pardon all oaths that are broke to me! .

. God keep all vows unbroke are made to thee!”

Within these“walls, too, where so many new-
made sovereig’ns have appeared at their inaugural
solemnities invested with the sacred regalia of
domiiion, and kings have beeh unmade, the
mock trial of Charles 1. took place in January,
1649. Here sat the patient monarch, placed as a
culprit at the bar of his own judgment-hall, and
meekly received the sentence of death from his
traitorous subjects. ‘From that portal what
splendid procéssions of regal pageantry have
passed, amid showting multitudes, to yonder
venerable Abbey ! What magnificent coronation
banquets have been served up before a long line
of kings within these walls, who, siuce the Nor-
man conquest, have swayed the sceptre of Britain !
What an assemblage of rank and beauty, the

ubd
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pride and glovy of these western'isles, have from
age to age met in this hall at the solemu feast !
What a ﬂood of light from sparklmv dlamonds,
mingled with the love-inspiring radiance of still -
brighter eyes, illumined this saloon of (rorgeous
revelry! What a refulgent display of massy
vessels of silver and gold, exqmsxtely wrought
appeared on the loaded  tables?, . What a crowd
‘of nobles, in their rickest robes and gem-decked
tiaras, howed . around the island-king, whose
imperial diadem, as he sat enthroned in god-like
state and splendour, shone like an clustre of the
brightest stars!  Then rang the hall with shouts
and joyous voices, as the Champion of England,
clad in panoply of e;leammg steel and plume-
crowned hélmet, advanced through yonder portal
on his white charger, and at the flower-strewed
foot of the throne, or dais, flung his gauntlet in
defiance to the foes of his royal master, daring to
combat whoever should presuine to deny his
royal titles.

1 paid a visit to the ‘parish church-yard of St.
Ann’s, Westmmster, to find out,. if possible, the
grave of Theodore, King of Corsica. Alas, it is
undistinguished ¥ Scarce half a century has
elapsed since, monarch of a day, thou wast com-
mitted to the earth, and thy bones have been
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already dislodged from their resting place :=a-
fresh tenant occupies thy narrow house, and thy
dust helps to cover the mouldering remains of
some humble mechamcr Born of an allustnous
house, he learnt the arts of ‘war under the ambi-
tious Charles XIi. of Sweden. He was . after-
walds unanimously called to the throne of a
savage, fickle, ungrateful, but oppressed people.
He accepted the offer of a crown from' the
deputles of Corsica, and in 1736 arrived at Aleria
in that island, on hoard of a ‘ship of 24 guns,
carrying English colours, This ship was accom-
panied by two other vessels laden with provisions
and ammunition, consisting of fourteen thousand
sacks of grain, six pleces of brass cannon, twenty
thousand muskets, bayonets, and other xmple-
ments of war, fourteen' thousand umforms, an
equal number of shoes and hats, and a chest full
of gold, containing one hundred thousand sequms.
He was received as a; -tutelar angel, conducted to
Corte, the capital of the 1s1and and in a general
assembly of the mast illustrious of the kmgdom,
elected king of Corsica and Capraja, under the
name or’ Theodore the First.

"But short was the glory of this honr. After
performing prodigies for the improvement, advan-
tage, and liberty of his people, after becoming
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the avonder of Europe, hé was grossly slandered
and reviled by the inalignant Genoese, who had,
previous to his arrival in Corsica, been long the
tyrant masters of the island. His perfidious
subjects revolted, and his friends and allies for-
sbok him. 1In this tiine of advers:ty, danger, and
trial, he boldly but rashly resolved to call. a
general assembly. With an air of fearless
grandeur and noble intrepidity, that causes -a
just terror to succeed an ignorant audacity, he
informed the Corsicans that, seeing the succours
did not arrive which he had so long expected,
he was resolved to go and solicit them himself ;
that in the mean time he would choose able
persons to: govern the -kingdom in’ his abence.
He exhorted them to keep to their duty, and
renew no more the infamy of their rebellions ;
for othérwise, he would quit them for ever, and
acknowledge them no move for his subjects. He
added that in accepting the crown, he had no
other ambition than that of deliveri ring them, even
at the expense of his repose aud his life, from the
Genocse yoke, under which they had too long
groaned ; that what was painful to him to speak,
and still more to bear, was, that they themselves
were an obstacle to the accomplishment of his
wishes, and that their restless and seditious
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temper was the principal clog that hindered him ¢
that ‘he was, glad to let them: know that the
pompous title of king had not in the least inflated
him with pride and vanity ; that heé had not lost
sight of himself i in that sphere in which he had
lived without ostentatlon, and like a private man,
and that he could again resume that rank without
regret; for though his finances were exhausted, he
still retained an intrepid heart superior to all the
hardships of indigence: that far from blushing,
he gloried in being like the Fabricii, looking on
honour and remown ‘as bis only treasure. This
short harangue, full of nobleness and modesty;
and "which denoted at the same time a brave
contempt for the throne, produced so smgul'\r an
effect on the minds of his hearers, that one can
hardly ascribe it to any thing but those secret
revolutions, which the aspect.of ill-fated virtue
sometimes makes even on the mcst perverse
“hearts. The Corsicans astonished at the confi-
dence with which he put himself into their hands,’
who barboured such bad intentions against him,
changed ‘their murmurs into protestations of
attachment, and their complaints into encomiums :
they confessed their faults, expiessed their
repentance, calling. him their Benefactor, thejr
Saviour, aud their King : they promised to ohey
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him in every thing that he should command, and
to shed for him the very last drop of theix blood.

Notwithstanding these assurances, Theodore,

thinking he ought not to rely on the promises of
a pcople inconstant, wild, untractable, and inca-

pable of submission’; persuaoed also that he

should soon have France, Spam, the ng of
Naples, the Pope, and the Republlc ‘of Genoa to

withstand, still persisted in his first design of
quitting the "island, where it was impossible he

could support himself without foreign succours

of men, arms, and money. He then embarked at

Aleria, where a few months before he had been

rapturously saluted with the title'of king, and
amid the tears ofa repentant people hade ferewell

to his sea-encompassed kingdom, which he never.
again re-visited. In bis absence the French i m-

vaded the island, but they were bravely repulsed

by the Corsicans for three years, At length, the

Gallic commander publishing a report of the

death of Theodore, accomplished by treachery

what he failed to achieve by*arms.

In the mean time Theodore proceeded to Con-
.stantinople, but his solicitations meeting no-
. success at the Porte, which was entirely taken up
with carrying on the war in Ilungary, he wandered
from country to country under various disguises,
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in order to evade the pursuifs of hired assassins
that followed him everywhere without mercy,'
thus persecuted he could not exert his genius,
nor put in'execution theschemes he had meditated.

At Jength he reached England, at a time when,
by the death of the Emperor of Germany, Europe
wa3 plunged into a general war; and by making
the court sensible of the .importance of Corsica,
and how serviceable it would be to strengthen
the British power in the Mediterranean, he ob-
ained large promises, and a ship of war to carry
him to the English fleet in that sea, from which
he was to receive every practicable assistance.
He reached the'shores of his island-kingdom, and
received the-assurances of the fidelity,aid devo-
tedness to his cause ‘of the whole people. But
the polmcs of Austria and Sardmla, for whom
England drew the sword, favoured mot his
desmns, and he was never snﬁ'ered to land. He
obtained permission of the . English Admiral to
disembark’ at Leghorn, from whenqe he went to
Sienna, and again. returned to London. At the
establishment of peace, France being then the
leading power in Europe, his cause became hope--
less. Yet, though the King of England forbade °
his subjects to ho]d any correspondence with the
Corsicans, he refused to deliver up Theodore to
the cruel Genoese, -
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But the rain of this great and illustrious man
was determined on. The minister of Genoa, John
Baptlst Gastaldi, resident in London, knew he -
was greatly in want of money, and prlvate]y
ordered some merchants to supply him with what
he ueeded.: For -this debt “he was quickly
arrested, and notwithstanding the prnvulcges of
his character, and the pasqport given him by thie
king, he was thrown into prison for the paltry
sum of four hundred and fifty pounds. ‘Thus
this avenger of hberty, this same Theodore who ‘
some . ye'n's before knew how to raise among
barbarians ‘a hundred thousand pounds sterling
to deliver the Corsicans from the tyrauny of the
Genoese, by a strange fatality could not ficd this
so inconsiderableasum to supply his own wants

_and eave him from the bitter miseries of a prison
'in an opulent nation,—shame to relate !—a natnon
that prides herself as the champion of liberty,"
and hoasts. of her rrenerosnty to all the children of
misfortune! Poor Thieodore, the gallant, the
magnanimous, the noble-niinded Theodore, suf-
fered a thousand indignities without murmuring 5
he knew the inutility of complaints, and the bard
necessity of submitting to his fate. Without
sceptre, without dominion, without possessions,
without friends, he found resources only in Pro~
vidence, and in the teader affection of his beloved
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gon, whom Theodore had flattered himself; by
the help. of Great Bntam, he should make the
heir to a throne. :

The treacherous, the unworthy Corsicans
abﬁhi]oned him to’ his wretched fate ; and those

who,in his elevation adwired him as a superior

genius, ‘horn. with the happiest dlsposmons of
body and mind, adorned with every science, and
become, by frequenting the courts of the greatest
personages in Europe,. consummate in pohtncal
civil, and "military aﬂ'mrs,-—m his misfortunes
looked on him as a man that- had ‘neither great-
ness of soul nor sensibility of heart; -as one who
was béholden for his clevation, to the caprice of
fortune, rather than to his own mefiis, *

* “ The giddy world with fortune comes ar;d goes;
Wealth still finds followers, and misfortune fogs.”

At length by an'act of insolvency, he wis released
from his dismal confinemert of seven years, The
weight of his miseries and cruel dls'\ppomtments

.soon after bowed him to the grave, and he died

in extreme- indigence, disparaged, despised, dis-
credited by all the world ; pitied and regretted
by his son alone, the only adm:rer of his virtues,,
and the fatal heir of his misfortunes. Thus in
the eighteenth century perished broken-heartea
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in England, one whose brows had beznbound
with the golden wreath of royalty, and whose
virtues and ‘talents rendered him worthy of the’
highest honours in Europe. Pcace to thy ashes,
thou ill-starred prince! The grave has long
closed on thy sufferings and ended all thy caves:
and though thy hones are mingled with those of
the clown and the pauper, thou sleepest as sweetly
as the embalmed monarch whose mausolenm,
adorned with gorgeous enrichments, lifts its
proud dome to the skies, the wonder of the world.

The following unworthy lines by Walpole, are
engraved on a stone fixed to the wall of St. Ann’s
church :

«The grave, great teacher,.to a level brings -
Heroes and beggats, galley-slaves and kings ;
-That Theodore this moral learned ere dead,
Fate poured its lessons on his living head,
Bestowed a kingdom, and deny’d him bread.”

But to return to myself. Duringour rambles,
my new companion devised“and proposed many
schemes for our both residing in the -metropolis,
and bidding farewell to the stage for ever.
Among other things, he held out the strongest
allurements and forcible arguments to induce me
to become a gambler, and, as he said, soon make
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my fortume. I freely confess, Frank, I was easily
won over to his wishes, and it was agreed that
we should, share the profits and losses of our
unworthy enterprise. He was to initiate . me in
the mysteries and arts of the table, as far as he
was master ‘himself, and I agreed to accompany
bim nightly to the scene "of every thing that is
terrible to the feelings of the virtuous. I had
still some mopey left, and bouowed a little more
from a relative. who resudcs in town, -whose kind-
ness, I conceived, I shoYlldlsoon be able to repay
with interest. I handed to my ‘companion all I
could muster, with which to open our new
c'unpalo'n.

Never shall’ I"forget the first mobu of my
entering the gambling-house! It was in one of
the streets opening into Leicester-square. X felt
a deep compunctious visiting of conscience ; 1
reflected on what I had read and heard of the
fatal consequences of being a professed O‘amblet‘
Ithought on my tender mother s religious instruc-
tions; I thought on ray wife and child; I thought
—till thought became excessive pain. This, to-
gether with the fear, the hope,’ the anxiety, the
novelty of the scene around me, quite-over-
powered and bewildered my senses. I however
Saw my new acquaintance stake the first division
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of our little sum, and trembled with fear. He'
lost. 1Iturned pale ; but he bid me not regard
'it, as he did not doubt of soon retrieving the loss
with ample gain. He ‘called for spirits, and
influenced me.to drink more than I had been
accustomed to take. The next throw he won.
I felt my icy fears melt all away before the ardent
-sun of Hope, The vapom of thespirits I had
drank flew to my brain, and tlxe!ﬁ"xttlwofi thc‘
dice, which before madé'Me guake, was suddenly
changed into -dcho htfuln musnc. Around me was
much mirth and laughter,” mingled with sighs,
groans, and curses. Some ° faces were br iefly
lighted -up with all'ihe marks of extravagaut joy ;
others leeply clouded with d:sappomtment,
care, madness, and despau. In the midst of this
hurried and half frantic crowd, a melancholy
remeiabrance of my distant quiet home rushed
across my soul, and I thought how different I had
been brought up iu the religious seclusion of an
obscurevillage :—a sigh broke involuntarily from
wy bosom, but my friend had again won, Visions
of riches, easily obtained, began to float before my
imagination, romantic prospects seemed now about
to be realized, and I madly believed that I had
at !as‘t reached the paradise of El Dorada, and that
a gambling-house was the modern latid of Ophir,
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After spme slight reverses of fortune, I pre-
vailed on my youthful acquaintance to quit the
room, and we returned to our lodgings in high
spirits, with several pounds more in our pockets
than we had when we left them. For several
succeeding evenings our loss and gain were
alternately varied,- and at the end of a week we
found our stock considerably increased. But
one night, one fatal night, or perhaps happy night
for me, my .companion had a coutinued tun of ill
luck. We were both distracted, .and 1 despe-
rately urged bim to stake the last pound. He
did so, and we lost all we had in’the world!

How changed now was this house of gold. this
Dorada-paradist, to the horrid den of &nguish,
rage, and despair! We fled from the accursed
abode of ruin and plunder, alike unpmed and
unthought of by those who were rejoicing ifi the
short-lived triumph of success, and the ywretched
victims of a despair equal; to our own, The
agonized state in which I retarned, I never can
describe or forget! ® The next morning I was
compelled to part with all .my clothes, except
those on my back. I forswore the gambling-table
for ever, flew to the theatrical reg:ster—ofhce, and
hearing of the situation I now am in, bade fare-
well to my companion, quitted London, and came
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down hither the whole way on foot, thmugh frost
and snow. . e
Here, then, for the fast time I play the first
line of business, and am at length the hero of the
drama. The applause I m«htly meet with
exceeds my most sanguine expectations, and 1
am now resolved ,more than ever to become a
gieat-actor.” Those stars that shine so bright, in_
the theatrical hemisphere, have risen on the world
from as"humble obscurity as mine, and persever-
“ance and application will work every thing ‘but
miracles.. The people of this town are by far the
most frlendly, generous, and polite of any 1 ever
yet hove encountered. I was much pleased Jast
week to'hear from the leads of the church, by
torch-light, on a fine calm evening, several Christ-
mas carols sung by the choir, accompanied with
various musical instruments. As I stood in the
distance, it bad a fine effect; and as the sacred
melody floated on the star-light breezes across
the vast savannahs and willow-shaded lakes that
surround the town on every side, it séemed in
fancy’s ear a recapitulation of those seraphic
strains of peace and good-will -to men which
stréamed through the midnight air on the plains
of Canaan, when fell arouud the shepherds a
celestial glory from the- melodious vision of
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tbronomo pomps tbat sailed on golden clouds
along thg chambers of the, winds, proclaiming the
lurth of the Rcdeemer of mankmd

"This place is aw island sntunted in the midst of
immeunse marshes ; the prospect around is dull,
msnpld and unmterestmg, affordmo none of that
swaet diversity of hilland valley, forest and moun-
tain, With which the. 6tlne1;:f)arts of England so
generally abound. Here was a monastery in the
days of the Saxons, and Malmesbury paints this
spot as ‘a second Eden. It was surrounded with
fine woods, meado ws.of eternal green, smooth and
level as a river, and covered with golden flow-
ers, groves'of apple-trees, which'with theirbeau-
tifuily tinted-blossoms perfumed the a&., “and the
vines hung waving frony their poles, or creptalong
the ficlds, loaded with purple . clusters; but so
remote was its sitnation from the rést of the'world,
that he adds, ¢ when a man comes, heis applauded
like an angel.””

-1 have been to v1ew the ruins of Croyland
Abbey.  Alas! hew little now remains of this
once‘ma«rmﬁcent monastery, founded more than
a thou§and years ago by Ethelbald, King of
Mercia, Previous to- its first ervection, Guthlac,
his chaplain, ‘retired as an_anchorite from the
bustle and-Darbaric splendour of a Saxon court
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“to the dreary silence of this anfrequented spot,
surrounded with gloomy forests, lakes, and track-
less bogs. There were, some years ago, the
remains of a stone cottage, called Anchor-church-
house, not very far from the abbey, where was a--
chapel built on the site of St. Guthlac's hermitage.
During the rebellion, the pmhamentm‘) -forces
made this desolated pile their garrison. " They
soon demolished its beautifil windows of painted
glass, which till then adoried its noble church,
and hastened on by their barbarous dilapidations
the final ruin of this noble edifice. Fragments of
walls, foundations, pillars, galleries, tombs, arches,
towers, and the western partof itsonce lofty cathe-
dralstill remain, a crumbling and fading testimony
of the piety, architecture, and magnificence of past
ages. Here was buried the sainted dust of Wal-
theof, Larl of Northumberland and Hunungtqn,
who was beheaded by the Norman conqueror.:
Here were enshrined the bones of St. Guthlac,
and a thousand relics of saints and martyrs, in
cases of gold and temples of silver, thickly
incrusted with the most precious gems of the
east. Here were entombed kings and p‘,riuces,
mighty chiefs, poutiffs, earls, and knights; but
their proudly-garnished monuments are erumbled
and vanished like their ashes. In vain the
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laborious hand of the sculptor curiously adorned
theirtombs ; in vain the banner, spear, and helmet
were hung abové their faarble effigies. Ensign,
belmct, armorial slvicld, and- imaged sepulchre,
all are gone, swept into ruinous oblivion ; not one
monumental stone, or legend remains to tell their
nainds or history.—Vain endeavour to perpetuate
your memory to the latest generation, ye on whose
nod a thousand slaves obsequiously waited, whor
‘thought'yoﬁr bones would slumber here in ban-
nered state, till the trump of the archangel should
ring through these trembling aisles, and burst
with its earth-shaking thunder the cerements of
the dead ! _
ThcrexthoughtT,as I Jeant against a ru.nof the
church, passed in procession to the high altar, the
abbot and venerable monks on the sad morning
of 870, when in the midst of their solemnitics, as
the choral voices lifted the matin-hymn of praise,
the fatal news arrived of the approach of Den-
mark’s destroying hosts, who had defeated the-
brave youth of Hoiland; under their galiant leader
Earl Algar. This battle had coutinued for a
whole day: The English, far inferior in nambers,
on the feast of St. Maurice, had beaten back the
north-men to the gates of their entrencbments;
and now augmented by the union of several chjefis
voL. 11, ‘ I
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and their bands scattered over the country, by
keeping in a compact body, of a wedge-like.
shape, rendered all the assaults of their pagan
foes unavailing. Wearied with the bloody toils
of the day, the north-men feigned a retreat: the
Saxons in spite of the commandsand entreaties of
their experienced leaders, now dispersed them-
selves in pursuit of their enemies: the Danes
allied, but no skill of their commanders could
re-unite the English; discomfiture immediately
followed; their daantless chiefs for .awhile
maintained the unequal combat, till they all fell
amid a bleeding mountain of friends and foes! -
The melodious notes of the organ have sud-.
denly ooased: the morning hymn of praise is
chaing‘éd to the loud wail of sorrow and fear, to
the plaintive tones of supplication to heaven for
deliverance from the swords of the advancing pa-
gans, All is burry and alarm, dismay and weep-
ing. In haste they gather together their sacred
relics, their holy picturés,* jewelled chalices,
cups of gold, embroidered, vestments, charters
and valuable manuscripts, and with the table of
# Tha church of Wereraouth wos ornamented with pictares of the Virgin
Mary, the Apostlcs, and of the Visions in the book of the Revelations, by its
foander, St.Bennet, Bishop, as Bede expressly says in his History of the
Abbots of that monastery, St. Austin and his fellow missionaries bore a

€ross as their ensign, with's painted-picturo of Cbrist, whon they preached
before King Ethelbert,
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the iligh altar, plated with gold, place them in
a large Foat. '\I'heir domestic utensils they fling
into the _water.* The flames of the distant
villages ane now seen ascending in the air; the
smoké of desolation darkens the sky; and death
and universal destruction gradually close around
‘them —The clamorous shouts of the approaching
enemy are heard on the 'winds, and the voice of
the war-horn of the friends of slaughter comes in
blood-freezing tones on their hstemng ears! The
athletic -and the youthful speedily embark with
their treasure, and reach the wood of Ancraig on
the south of this island, where Thorney now
stands ; there they find refuge with Toretus the
reclusé, and" his hermmcal brotherhood.  The
venerable abbot, with the aged monks, and a
few children, all too old or too young to fly, re-
mained in the church, and awaited with calm
resignation their fate,' Iseé them now ; all clad in
their sacred vestments, and assembled in the choir
to perform divine service befove the altar, The
choral strains of satred music again are floating
from aisle to aisle; again the liymn of praise and
prayer ascends to Christ and the saints, and again
the heart-uttered supplication for deliverance
from' death and sacrilege trembles on the pale

* This is correctly historical. ~Soo Ingulphus,

12
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lips of the defenceless assembly. The children
lift their little hands in earnest catrea’y to'the
Virgin for protection, and theﬁ voice of the abbot
is drowned in tears, '

Hark !—The blood-drinking tigers are at the
gates: the hideous ‘yells of the destroyers ring
around the echoing walls of the ablbey: they
burst asunder the doors, and rush in like a tor-
rent of fire! Not unresisting age, wor innocent
childhood, performing the dutics of religion in
the temple of God, can disarin these hellish bar-
barians of their rage. Exulting to find the priests
of the cross on whom to exercise their remorse~
less rage, they rush down the crowded aisles :
their horvid swords flash a hideous light as they
advance, theiv raven-painted standards are waved
aloft in triumph, and the sanctuary is profaned
with savage shouts and shricks of fear. On flew
the Danish chief Oskitul to the steps of the altar,
and with his sword cleve to the chine the holy
abbot as lhe there knelt in prayer: the heads of
the martyred monks are lopped from their shoul-
ders, and thelittle funocents pierced‘ihrough with
lances. Those who escaped from the horrid scene
were cruelly tortured, to extort a discovery of
the tréasure of the monastery. The prior was
murdered in the vestry, and tlie sub-prior in the
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refectory. The blood of its guiltless inmates was’
shed in Avery part of the abbey. Not a.being
was spared, except one little boy, whose cherub-
like beauty awoke’compassion in the bosom of the
ferocious chicf mdloc, and indaced him to spare
.md guard his life amid the general massacre.—
The monuments, the slmnes, the altars were all
demolished ; the tombs violated, in tlne{hope of
finding hidden booty. On the third day they
fired this magnificent pile,and their savage shouts
of triumph ascended with the struggling flames
amid the insulted skies. It soon becaine a smoul-
dering heap of ashes, and the destroyers set for-
ward in quest of other temples and cities to plun-
der, and fresh victims on whom to mﬂlct the
excesses of their bloady inhumanity !

The next object of their destruction, was the
still more magnificent Abbey of Pcterborough,—
« the glory of the architecture of the-age; whose
library was a large repository of books, wlncll the
anxious labour of two centuries had collected !”
There, also, all its’inmates, without any mercy,
were put to the sword, and its conflagration con-
tinued fifteen days. After quitting Peterborough
for the south, the little boy -of - Croyland es-
caped from his cruel preserver at the passage
of the Nen, where the baggage and immense
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plunder of the north-men, under the «aie of
Sidroc, -were overturned into a dgap wlifirlwoop.
‘While the pagau troops were busily employed in
recovering from the waters pavt of their blood-
stained treasures, the boy fled into the adjacent
woods, and wandenno all” nmht, reached this
place by day-break. Here he beheld the St_l"
smoking ruios of the abbey, and the mutilated
remains of his mardered friends. 1 see him now
sitting amid the dilapidated walls, and liftfng
his tearful eyes to the rising sun. With what
Jjoy he sees the monks returning from Thorney
to extinguish the fire, and bury their martyred
brethren! Ilow heart-rending is his tale of their .
death, of Me unexampled crueltics_practised by
the demons of homicide! '
Favewell, O Croyland ! thou art again in ruins;
thy beatity is again consumed, and all thy splen-
dour departed from thece. Dut never more shalt
thou rise from thy ashes; thy continual decay
shall never he repaired, nor thy mao'mﬁcence be
renewed ! '
I am, dear Frank,
_Yours,

SyLvaticvs.
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LETTER LXI

_ Leicester,
I\Iv Frisxp,
Tug satisfactory expectatious I wasled to indulge
in my Jast from my engagements at Thorney, were
unfortunately but of short duration. For soon
after T had addressed you, the manager transfer-
red the business of the company to the little town,
‘or rather village of Wansford. This place being
totall { unable to support a theaire, a_new -ar-
rangement was adopted, which-not only deprived
me of the power of assisting my family, but
barely-afforded subsistence for myself, and sub-.
jected all ‘to many privations. In the place
of regular salavies, we were now put oa shares;
that is, each.performer had a share of the nightly
receipts of the house, which here often did not
amount to} eighte:zn-pence!_ The manager had a
‘triple gllowance' for his scenes and dresses, be-
“sides his own for performing, and therefére did
- not feel the miseries we endured. The vexations
and uncertainties of so precarious a mode of sub-
sistence were, however, gonsidetably softened
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‘from the acquamhnce I formed wnth a re8pectable
schoolinaster ‘and his wnfe- therproxld them-
selves kind and genelous frieids, and 1 often
visited the family, and p'utook of their cordial
ho@pntahty After waiting for.the advantage of
a benefit, 1 took my depmtule others speeslily
followed and 1 believe the manager has now pot
more than two or three remaining with him..

On quitting the Wansford comedians, I came
bither, in expectation of finding the theatre open ;
but am again disappointed, theseason heing closed,
and the performers all gone to a considerable dis-
tance. 1 yestelday received a letter from Maria:
her aunL\s released from confinement, an.d uow
resides with her ; but herself and her child are
both ill. Let what will be the consequence, I shall ‘
the day afier to-morrow set off for D——shire,
T shall Walk the whole way, and go in as direct a
line as 1 possibly can, by the guidance of the
map, through Oxford ¢o Salisbury. -

I shall devote this and the next evening to the
pleasure of giving you some few uleas which
struck me, on vnutmg two or three mtelcstmg
places since last 1 wrote. 1 am at the house of
the kindest landlady 1 ever met with., She says-
‘her son, an invalid about my own age, is on the
coast of Donsetshlre Jor tlu. benefit of the sea-air’
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:\nd ba'..hing. Poor woman, she laments his ab-
sence, gnd his being wholly among. strangers. '
O his :;‘coun’\she is friendly and kind to me;
and her charges, bappily for my pocket, ave more
moderate than those of any inn I was ever at be-
fore. 1 have a ntother too, who, like her, loves
het son, and sorrows often for his departure; and .
now [ seem to feel more than ever, what her anx-
iety must be for me, an unfortunate wanderer.—
But ah, dear mother! I have ever in pity spared.
you a knowledge of my real sufferings and dis-
tresses: to you I have only told the bright side
- of my history, well knowing what thorns of sor-
row would pierce yém- bosom, were the gloomy
shades of agohizing' care and continual disap-
pointment with which it abounds, fully displayed
to your view. Maria, too, will endure all in si-
Jence and submission to the will of Proyidence,
nor utter one complaining word. to heighten a
mother’s sorrow for the absence of an only child.
But let me return to my promise. On my way
hither, I visited Fotheringay Castle, the last pri-
son of Mary, Queen of Scots, and sat for a consi-
derable time musing in sadness amid its highly
interesting ruins, It was originally the baronial
dwelling of Edmund Langley, Duke of York,
- whose bones lie in the ancient collegiate church
‘ 15
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.of Fortheringay. Here ‘th'e celebrated Richard
III. was born, Oct. 2, 1452. It was 2 stl:ong
fortress, . with a lofty keep; sunﬁunde‘l with_ a
wall, double ditch, and the river Nyne overlook-
ing to a wide éxtent the neighbouring country.
Hoary fabric of other days, It a small portion
remains of thy.former 3trength and grandeur,
while every stone of thy relics seems to utter a
-voice of lamentation and wo ! The pavement of
thy ruined hall has been stained with regal blood;
thy turret-chambers, that held in cold and cheer-
less durance the beauteous queen of two power-
ful kingdoms, are levelled tosthe ground! Thou'
prison of an anointed princess, thou dungeon of
the regal captive, thy towers are dismantled; and
thy gates and bars taken away for ever ! No more _
‘shall the sigh of the prisoner be heard within thy
‘rampagts, nor blood of kingly line be shed in thy
raven-haurited halls! The peerless beauty of the
age in_which she lived, the wife of two kings, the
angel-like centre of royal splenglour,' the match-
less idol of chivalry, the brillia‘nt‘ magnet of all
that was magnificent, sprightly, aud gay in the
Juxurious court of France, the radiant star of the
north, the winner of all hearts that gazed on her
beauty, after languishing out long years of dis-
appointed hope, anxiety, and alarm, a miserable
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captive i in these gloomy towers, ended her days
on the- sc;\ﬂ‘old ! . ;

It wastevente, as-I sat meditating on a frag-
ment of the castle.s. Methought a female of inex-
pressible sweetness and beauty glided amid the
dusky ruins. She approached me: I felt her
star-bright eye like a divine spell on my heart:
. Who shall deserihe her form 2 '

¢« Her brow, another Ida, on whose top

Beauty, and maJesty, and wisdom,sit.
Contendmg for the prize ; her radiant locks,

That o’er her forehead’s white float gracefully, .

Like waves of gold chafing an ivory shore ;

Her lovely lids, fair as those fleecy clouds’

Whese dazaling whitenéss gems-the summer sky;
And like them. only chided at,: because :
*Tis heaven’s 6wn blue they hide; hereyes, whoselustre
A terider melancholy seems to shade, .
Save when deep thought, or deeper feeling, hlls
Those spirit-searching orbs ; and then. they flash
The mind’s magnificent lightnings, and her face
Grows spiritually fine, as though her soul

(Like a bright flame enshrined'in alabaster)

Shone through her delicate and transparent skin,
Revealing all its glory.”

_She heaved a sigl;.;' and musicy divihely wild,.
passed faintly by on the breeze, .The vision of
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beauty spoke, and my soul was ravished with the
purest harmony. Her words, that melted o the
perfumed air, softer, sweeter th( the ¥strains of
the Zolian harp, methought were these: “ Gentle
youtljzfear me not;—thou art one who drinkest of
the Castalian fount; and I eder loved those in
whom the inspiration of genius shone forth like
the moon that embosomed the cternal light of the
sun, to gild our wintry path through the night
of darkness and storms,—as Rousard, the favour-
ite bard of Gallic sovereigns, and Rizzio, child
of song, with. many others can well testify, Poor
youth, thou. hast been unfortunate : I read a tale’
of suffering and disappointment \mmarked.by
the giddy world in thy tear-dimwmed eye; hut
peace and joy may yet be thine. My fate from
the cradle to, the scaffold was wrapped in the
gloomigst clouds of sorrow, care,and despondency'.
Aund O, how few and short were the lucid beams
of happiness and repose that broke through the
tempests to gild my crown of thorns! My father
fell in battlc when Ilay in thg cradle of infancy
unconscious of his fate : but love and voluptuous
pleasure mingled their transiént splendours to
illume mny path, when first 1 touched the Gallic
~shores. Short was the fleeting hour of revelry.
and bliss! 1 became a widow, and the voice
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of my own nation called me to the throne of my
ancestors. With reluctance I quitted the gay
and bevy‘tqhin scenes of France; involuiitary
tears bathed my cheek as T stood on the vessel’s
deck, which bore me from that dear-loved country,
‘and caught the last glimpse of her white cliffs
swillly fading from my sight, in the dim and
rising mists of the evening ocean? How som-
bre, cold, aud cheerless appeared the barren shores,
of Scotland on wy return ! Silent and sorrowful
did I pass onward to my gloomy palace of Holy-
rood, sighing for those gone-by days, when all
was. laughing beauty and magnificence around
me: nor could the astounding shouts and heart-
bredthed acclumations of my glad people, though
muclr 1 loved them, cheer my peusive spirits.
Young, and what earth calls beautiful, I won the
hearts of all the Scottish nation, though religious
phrensy and ungovernable ambition embroiléd its
chicfs in eternal feuds; and my hand was sought
in marriage by the might)'r potentates of the con-
-tinent. But I sawethe youthful, the elegant and
accomplished Darnley, and love again spread a
short dify-dream of enchantment and glory around
me. Alas, how transient were its splendours!
I.was betrayed, my fond pussion insulted, my
heart trampled on by a sottish tyrant, whom my -
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fonduess and power had raised. to an equal parti-
cipation of kingly honours on the throne of Scot-
land. The blood of the guilt!‘es!ﬁizzil rested on
his head, and he fell a victim to the ambition of
others. Posterity has blackened my. inemory,
but my innocence is recorded on high. Woes
followed fast upon me : my third husband, forced.
by the lawless barons from my arms, was driven
a wretched fugitive from his_country, and com-
pelled to obtain a living by plunder on the ocean;
he miserably perished, raving with despair, a
captive in the dungeons of Norway, Then was I
made a prisonelr in my own kingdom, my child
was takén from me, and the diadem torn for ever
from my brows! I escaped fromemy captivity,
but misfortune still pursued me. O, what. ago-
nies did 1 endure as Istood on the ancient stone,*
and beheld the defeat-of my army in the fields of
Langside; when I saw my brave followers, who
had flocked to my standard resolved to set the
crown once more on my brows, smote down and
confpelled to flee before .thé face of my’ ci-glel
foemen. ~ Despair seized -my soul! ‘1 fled.on
wings of fear to Dundsenvan, and crossed the
fatal Solway Frith, England seemed my only.
. : '

#.'This stone, perhaps a Celtic monument, is atill'to bo seen in = litle
.copse near tho ruins of Cathcart Castle,
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refuge, and I fondly hoped, in the arms of a sister
queen, to havg found a shelter from all my éne-
mies, the Salmx friendship for all iy woes.
“But ah, how cruelly was 1 mistaken! Instead .
of a regal court, a prison received me; and for
the arms of friendship I felt the envenomed stings
of ah insidious serpent. ~ Years of miserable con-
finement were worn away in unjust accusations,
cabals, and the most barbarous policy and dissi-
mulation of my enemies. At length love once
more awoke in my heart for the gallant, the ge-
nerous, the compassionate Norfolk; nor could the
tears of captivity extinguish the holy flame. . Alas!
those hopes his passion inspired, like the last faint.
rose ofedeparéed summer, soon withered and pe-
rished beneath the wintry storms of my'rﬁlentles‘s
destiny. His life was forfeited for me, and in my
unhappy- canse he perished, in the bk)_cgp.,of' life,
on the scaffold! The horrors of imprisonment
were now rendered more rigorous and intolerable,
A thousand schemes were.employed to render me
odious to'the worlg, and assassins hired to take
away my life.- After a doleful captivity of seven-
teen yehrs, with a broken heax't and ruined con-
stitution,.I was confined in a common jail, within
a-ruinous chamber, so shattered and cold as to
be scarcely habitable even in sammer. There
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‘was I compelled to endure, unrelieved by medical
aid, bodily as well as mental afflictions, and every
misery and indignity unfeeling powed could in-
flict ; while all opportunity was denied me by my.
stern keepers to perform those acts of charity and
kindness to the poor around ihe, which had con-
stituted my only solace in my long and wretched
_durance.” At length my persecutors, to coﬁsul:n-
mate their malice, by an act of the senate of Eng- .
land vendered me accountable with iy life, not
only for my own deeds, but also for the treason-
able deeds of others, over whom I could have no
controul. A conspiracy against my vival of Eng-
land was formed, of which acquitting Heaven
knows I was most innocent; and en its discovery
my enemies resolved, by virtue of their late act,
to arraign and condemn me,—me, a foreign and
sovereion prince, who came not hither in arms,
but an unhappy fugitive to seek protection and
redress from a sister-,(lueen. '

“ In yonder hall did that unjust tribunal sit to
hear and try my cause. I gonsented to appear
before it ; and unassisted by advocate or friend,
was I compclled to plead my own innoctnce, and
defend my honour. Butin vain. Notwithstanding
my fortitude, resolution, and refutation of their
high impeachments, T was found guilty and con-
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demned o die! Debased, degraded, ﬁnlaely ac-
cused, and dupt‘wed of the consolations of the
church, in this ‘hall I fell a martyr to my veligion !
Here closed the loncr eventful life of suffering and
disappointment of the far-famed Mary ochotl'md !
" Happy was that morn ‘on,which 1 was usheved to
the sable scaffold ; and bappy was the hour in
which I bowed my bead on the block, and the
flashing axe was stained with my blood !”

The voice of music ceased, like 'the last soft
tones of the melodious organ breathing the even-
ing hymn, amid the twilight aisles of the spacious
cathedral. My eyes were dimmed with tears, and
cast on the ground; and when I raised them to
- look onCe more on the shadow of majesty, the

beautiful spirit was gone. But as 1 cast a glance
“toward the ruined ball of the castle, methought I
beheld it filled with weeping spectaters; the
awful scaffold was erected in the centre, and “the
grim headsman stood by itovith the gleaming in-
strument of death. From the entrance of the hall
advanced in slow anl solemn procession, the Earls
of Shrewsbary, Kent, Derby, and Pembroke, with
the Hmh Sheriff; the Dean of Peterborough, and
their numerous attendants. Then came the ill-
fated Mary, leaning on her two attendant ward-
ers; her sorrow-faded eye seemed lighted' up
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with an unearthly joy, and her tear-washed cheek
suddenly blossomed with the cgl8stial, rose of a
sublime faltb, that told her the period of her woes

was come,.and the crown “of martyrdom pre-

pared to deck ‘her brows, She was splendidly
attired- in black velves, adorned with crimson
and flowers of pearls; a white veil gracefully
flowed from her lofty head-dress to the ground ;

an Agnus Dei hung by a pomander chain at her,

neck, her heads at her girdle, and she carried a
crucifix of ivory in her hand. Behind her came
Melvil, the master of her household, and some
few of her domestics, who at her earnest entreaty
. were permitted to attend her at her lagt hour;
they wept aloud as they followed their beloved
mistress to the place of death. She turned to
Melvil, and again I heard that voice of plaintive
music Mwmely sweet, saymg, “Weep not, good
Melvil, there is at present greater cause for re-
joicing. Thou. shaltethis day see Mary Stuart
delivered from all her cdres, ¢ and such an end put
to her tedlous sufferings as she has long expected.
Bear witness that- 1 dle constant in mys religion,
firm in iy fidelity towards Scotland, and un-

changed in my affection to France., Commend

me to my son ;- tell him I have done nothing
injurious to his kiggdom, to his honour, or bis
[ )
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rights, a‘pd God forgive all those who have thirsted
without cause for my blood !” Mounting the
steps of the scaffold with an undaunted air, she
heheld with perfect Composure the instrument of
death ; she ‘sat in the chair prepared for her,
while the -warrant for her execution was read
aloud and then knelt down and prayed inaudibly ;
till, rising, she for the last time blest the world
with the dying tones of her melodious voice as
she prayed for the catholic church, for the pros-
perity of her beloved son, whom she had not
seen nor beeu permitted to embrace for so many
years, and for a long and peaceful reign to her
cruel and artful persecutor, Elizabeth. “1I hope
for mercy,” saill she, « only through the death of
Christ, at the foot of whose image I now willingly
shed my blood.” Pressing the crucifix to her
lips, she continued, “As thy arms, O Jgsue,* were
extended on the cross, so with the outsuetcked
arms of thy mercy receive,me, and forgive my
sins1’’ - So saying, she knelt down, and laid her
neck on the block. *1 saw -the gleam of the axe,
and closgd my eyes: I heard the heavy and
horrible deatln-blows, and. a frightful voice soon
exclaimed, “So perish all Queen Elizabeth's
enemies ! ”
I am, dear Frank, Yours, &ec,
SyLvArICUS,
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LETTER LXIIL

. Leicester,
My Kinxp FRrieso, )

Tiis town is the Ratee Coritanorum of the Ro-
mans. Dr. Stukeley, nearly one hundred years
‘ago, discovered traces of the Roman wall quite
round it, aud likewise considerable remains of a
temple dedicated to Janus, which he calls a noble
piecc of antiquity, and considers the adjacent
church of St. Nicholas to have been “ built on the
-very area of it, and out of its ruins:” but such is
.the increase of houses here since his time, that I
could discover nothing of cither. 1 visited the
site of Sadlary de Pree’s Abbey, where Cardinal
Wolsey was buried : scarce avestige of the
monastery is now to b seen, yet it brought recol~
lections of other days. There was tlre last resting
place of that man of unbouhded ambition, long*
the favaurite of the most haughty and tyrannical
potentate in Europe, grand primate, chancellor,
and cardinal of England, and an aspirant to the
pontifical chair of St. Peter ; ‘whose palaces were
more splendid than those of the monarch he

Y
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served, wltose attendants were nobles, and whose
retinue exceedet! in. grandeur and uumber even
his roy'll master’s! .

How different was his coming lntber, to his-
arrival at his palacg of Hampton COlllt, when he’
‘there, received in state the French Ambassadors
in 1527, when his chambers were hung with the
-vichest arras, and the walls adorned with an
immeuse profusion' of gold and silver plate;’
“When,” as Cavendish says, in his life of this
prelate, « e commanded the principal officers of
his houschold neither’ to spare for any cost,
expense, or travayle to make such a trimmphant
banquet as the I‘x enchinen might not only wonder
at heré, Dut also make a glorious report of it in
their own country ; ‘when theiv service came up,
in the magnificent chamber of state, in such -
abundance, both costly anll full of su and
with sucha pleasaut noyse of musick, tlnt%iéy
(as it scemed) were rapt intg a heavenly paradise. ’
Before the second course, my lord Cardinall came
in, booted and sputred, all sodainely amongst
them, and bade them proface ;* at whose coming
there was great Jjoyy with rising every man from
his place, “hom my lord caused to sit still and

* A French salutation abridged from Box prox vous fuass, i, 00 Much
good may it do you.
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keep their rooms, and beinig in his apparell ‘as he

rode, called for a chayre and sat down in the

middst of the high paradise, laughing and being
‘as merry as ever,I saw Bym in all my lyff'e.
Anone came up the second course,,wuh so many
dishes, suttleties, and devlses, above a lmndred in
number, which were of so goodly proportion and
so costly, that I thinke the Frenchmen never saw
the like; the wonder’ was no less than it was

worthy indeed. There were castles with images,’

in the same Paul’s church for the quantity, as
well counterfeited as the painter should have
painted it on a clothe or wall. There were beasts,
birds, foules, and personages most likély made
and counterfeited, some fightind with® swords,
some with guns and cross-bows, some vaughting
and leaping, some dauncing with ]‘adies, some on

’} bagk in complete“bqrnesse justing with long
and“sharpe speares, with many more devises.
Among all, one 1 notgd was a chesse-boord made
of spiced plate, with men: there of the same and
for the good proportion ; andebecause the French-
men be very cunning. and expert in that play,

my lord Cardinall gave the same.to a o‘entleman ~

of France, that he may convey the same into his

country.. Then took my lord a bole, of golde,j

filled with Ipocrasse, and, putting off his cap,

3
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said, I dryuke to the king my soveraigne lord,

and next’unto the king your master, and there-

with did drynke a good draught; and when

that done, he desied the graund maistre to

pledge lnm, cop and all, the which was well

worth 500 markes, and so caused all the boords to

pledge these two royal ‘princes: ‘then went the

cups so merrily about, that many of the French-

men were faine to be led to their beds. Then
rose my lord, and went into his privy chamber

to pull off his boots, and to shift himn, and then

went he to supper; then returned into the cham-

ber of presence to the Frenchmen, using them so

lovingly and familiarly, that they could not

commegd hi‘n; too much; and whilest they were

in communication and other pastimes, all their

liveries were scrved to their chambers; every

chamber had a bason and a ewer of sjlver, a

.great livery pot of sylver and gn‘u-t;’yea, and

some chambers had two livery pots with wine and

beere, a bole, a goblet, sad a pot of sylver to

driuk in, both for t!xcir wine and beere: a sylver

candlesticke both white and plain having in it
two sizes, and a staff torche of waxe, a fine man-
chet, and a clieat loaf. Thus was every chambey
furnished through the house, and yet the cup-

boords in -the two banquiting chambers were not

touched.”
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How striking is the contrast of that hour of
magnificent and king-like festivity, to the day
when he "alighted at this gate fromd his rude

litter, when . ,
¢ The reverend abbot,

With all his convent, honourably received him ;
To whom he gave these words : " < O father abbqy,
An old man, broken with the storms of state, = °
Is come to lay his.weary bones among ye ;

Give him a little earth for charity!’”

In vain didst thou erect a * tomb-house” with
its splendid monument, surpassing in pomp the
mausoleum of kings;* where in state thou
‘ proudly hopedst thy ashes would repose till the
evening of time, the worshipped, attragtion of
the bare-footed pilgrim and the superstitious
devotee. Thy relics reposed unot beneath its
gilded images and statues of exquisite workman-
ship ; l’(halptured walls, adorned by the artist
avith the richest treasures of the pencil, weve
destined never to beceme thy sepulchral-home.
Thy bones have been sacrilegiously uncoffined,
and thy dust scattered to the’ winds of heaven !
Thus endsthe tale of greatness, and thus the power
and glory of this world pass away ‘into utter®

oblivion.”
¥ “ Wolsey’s tomo-housa in Wingsor Castle, for the s(ama.ry of which

Benedeuto of Florence received 4,250 ducats; and for the gilding only one
halfof the monument, 380/, was e'xpeuded. Tim ceilipg was painted by Verrio.”



1

A MODERN GENIUS. 217

After viewing the few and scattel ed fragments
of the ‘convent,e] st off in quest of the celebrated
field of Bobworth, which I reaclied in less than
an hour. * What a s@ene for contemplatlou ! my
nmomatlon cameg me back to, the last days of
the Iast Plantagenet. How solemn was that
evemng which preceded the last battle of the
roses, fought _on.tlns_ﬁeld, when the tyrant Richard
withdrew to.his tent, musing onthe dread events
of the morrow, which must see him the conqueror,
firmly seated, without a rival, on that throne
which he had waded throuwh so wuch innocent
blood to obtain ; or stretched, cold and crownless,
amid the heaps of bleeding .pile, an object of
execratnon and horror to maukind. .

It wason this awful night, according to a letter
which I have read from Dr. Thomas Brett to Dr,
William Warren, };resident of Trinjgeleh, that
the king took his last farewell in his tent of
Richard Pl'\ntagenet ‘his uatm'al son, who him-
self thus describes that interview. “I wasboarded
with a Latin schooknaster, without knowing who
my pareégs were, till I was fifteen or sixteen years

" old ; ouly a gentleman who acquainted me he was
no relatwe of mine, came once a quarter and pald
for my hoard, and took care to see that [ wanted
for nothing. One duy this gentleman took mey

VOL. IL K
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and carvied me to a gre'\t fine house, whege T pqss*
ed through several stately rooms, in.one of wlnch
he left me, bidding me stay there. Then a ‘man
richly dressed, with a star antl gar ter , came to me,
asked me some questions, t alkcd kindly to e,
and gave me some money. - Then the fore-men-

_tioned trenﬁ.lemau returned, and conducted me
back to my school.

-« Sonie time affer, flie same gentleman came to
‘me again- with a horse and proper accoutrements,,
and told me I must take a j'oumey with him into
the country. We went into Leice_stershire,fand_
come to Bosworth field, and I.was carried to-
King Richard’s tent. The king embraced me,
and told me I was bis son. ¢ Buf child,’ #aid he,
‘to-morrow I must fight for ‘my crown, An_d
assure yourself if I lose that, 1 will lose my life
too: ba%pe to preserve both.,” Do youstand.
on-yondeér hill where you mnay see the battle out
of danger, and when I have gained the victory, -
come.to me;; I will then own you to be ming, and,
take care of you, But if I sheuld be so yufortu-
nate as to lose the battle, then shift as well as you
cau, and take care.to let no one know tbat 1 am
your father for no mercy will be shown to any
‘one so. nearly relgued -to me.” The king then

presented me witl a, puise of gold, and. giving



A MODERN GENIUS, 219

me a figewell embrace, dismissed me from: his -
tent. I follewed: the king’s directions; and,
when T satv the battle lost and the king killed, I

hastened back to Lohdon, sold my, horse and fine

clothes ; and. the Dbetter to ‘conceal myself from

all suspicion of bemo son, to a. king, and that ¥
mwht have the means to live by my honest
]aboul 1 put myself: apprentice to a bricklayer.

-But having a competent skill iu the Latin tongue,

I was unwilling toJose it; and having an incli-
nation also to reading, and no dehOht .in the
conversation of. those I am obliged to work with,

1 generally spend all the time I have to spare in

reading by myself.”

The *letter” says, « When Sir Thomas Moyle
built Eastwell House, near London, about the year
1544, he observed his chicf bricklayer, whenever
he left off work, retired with a book. ST homas
had curiosity to know what' book -the man . read,
but was some time before he-could discqver 1t-
he still putting the book up if* any one came
toward him. IHowever at last, Sir Thomas sur-
prised lnm, and snatched the book from him, and
looking into it, found it to be Latin, He then -
:.examlned him and finding he pretty well under~
stood that language, he inquired how he came
by hxs learning. Hereupon the man told him, as

K2 .
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Le bad been a good master to him; he would
venture to trust him with a secret hé had never
before revealed to any owe. He thén related
the above story. Sir Thomas ’said, ‘You are now
old and almost past your labour; 1 will give you
the running of my kitchen as lono' as -you liye” '
He answered, ¢ Sir, you bave a numerous family ;
1 have been used ta live retired, give me leave to
build a house of one room for myself in such a:
field, and there, with your good leave, I wxll live
and die”’ Sir Thomas granted his réquest, he
built his house, and there~continued to his death.
Richard Plantagenet was’ buried the 22d day of
Deeember, anno utsupra ex registro de Eastwell,
sub 1550.. This is all° the register*mentions of
‘him, so that we canuot say whether ‘he was
buried in the church or churchyard ; nor is there
now anysdig memorial of him except the tradi-
tion in ‘the famlly, and some little marks where
his hiouse stood. This story my late lord, Heneage -
Earl of anbbelsea told me in the year 1720.”"
Thus lived and died in low afd poor obscurity,
the ouly remaining son of Richard 111! ’

On that memorable and important day of the
224 August, 1485, a day which ended the long
and horrible coutest of the ruses, bustle and
hurrying to and fro were here seenin the camps
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through, the gray twilight of dawn. The king,
completely aymed .in his rattling garb of steel,
came forth from his phautom-haunted tent,
mounted his milkswhite charger, rode through
the hurryiﬁg and half-formed ranks, and arranged
‘the order of battle. Nor is Richmond idle. The
voices of both thie king.and the prince I seem to
hear floating .by me on the morning winds, as
they harangue their shouting hosts, and cheer
them to'the furious onset. The two armies now
af)proi\ch each other; a narrow and dreadful
space lies between. them. Richard, the bravest
soldier of the day, is seen with the diadem of
England blazing above his helmet, his spear
gleanftug like a fiery comet, and his crimson
robe streamivg on the early breeze. Riding on
his white steed from rank to ‘vank, his voice -
thundered forth— .

“ Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold yeomen.!
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the hedd !
~ Spur your proud hoises hard, and ride in blood !”

The armies no longer maintained a fearful pause ;
they b.egan.t'be scene of human bloodshed by a
discharge of arrows: but soon their quivers were
empty, and they closed on each other sword in”
hand. Then did the astounding din of battle ring
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through thy field, venowned Bosworth! The ranks
of Rickmond fought with the most enthusiastic
ardour ; but those of the king were heartless in
the cause of so cruel a tyrantwhile thie neutvality -
which the Stanleys nnmtamed, ‘posted ‘to the
_south of thie royal standard, greatly discour: :wed'
many. As yet the sun hadl ‘ot ‘veached
meridian, and only the froint ranks bad been
engaged. Richard, eager as the hungry lion to
scize his prey, advancing towards the van of
battle was informed, that Richmond was ‘posted
behind yonder hill, with a sleuder guard of war-
riors. _He immediately spurred ‘his hoxse to the
top of that ascent, wbence he was shown the red |
rose of England ~sthe regal -flower *of (he Lai-
castrians.  He grasped his spear, fixed it in the
rest, aid exclaimed aloud, “ Let all true knights
attend megand I will qu)ckly decide this quanel
but if nmme follow me, I will try the cause
alone.” Down -rushed - lhe fierce usurper like a
whirlwind i its resnstless fary, attended by
numerous warriors of fame and distinction. Thus
by a bold manccuvre, e thought.to have speedily
dispatched the weakly-guarded. Ri¢chmond, and
“thus bave won the ficld by a single blow. His
courage was invincible, and his sword seemed as .
resustlms as the bolt launched from -the ﬂame- .
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winged thunder-cloud. His first encounter was
with Sir William Brandon, the standard-bearer
of Richingnd ; at orie stroke of his furious brand,
.he clove his head astmder,  Sword: to sword he

met the athletic and warlike knight, Sir John.

~Cheney, whom with an over whelming impetus
he mstantly unhorsed. Ruslnn«r onwards towards
Richimond, he hewed down all opposers; ‘but the
Cambrian " prince dastardly shrunk from the
terrible conflict, and- suffered. his followers to
intervene betwixt him aud death: but his retreat
had been in vain, had not Sir William Stanley,
‘observing liis danger, with. three thousand soldiers
closed immediately around the king and his brave
followeﬂ's. Here Richard hemmed in by superior

numbers,” still fought with determined wvalour,

till all his friends- were either prostrate on the
gore-drenched field, or fled from . the jynequal
strife; Alone he stood amid a host of deadly
weéapons, undaunted and firm as the rock that

braves the foamy swell of the tempest-tronbled.
ocean. At length he fell,—glonp_us]y fell, it

‘must be admitted, in spite of the hatred we bear
to his c‘lmracter ~=overconte only by numbers, and
covered with a thousand mortal stahs ! . '
1 remain, dear Frank,
Yours sincerely, -
" SyLvATICUS.
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LETTER LXIII.

. : * L— Cottage.
Dear Frank, oo
Ox quitting Leicester, 1 set off tﬁrough North-
ampton for Oxford. About two miles from the
former place, I visited the village of - Weston-
Favel, that I might see the vicarage house, the
-spot honoured by the residence of my favourite
aathor. Here breathed his Tast sigh the divine
Hervey 1—1 s‘;nall not stop to describe my melan-
choly feelings, as'1 wandered frowm tomb Yo tomb
in the churchyard of that village ; nor the strong
emotions. of my mind as [ entered Oxfoul that
ancient,aud 'renowuned_seat of learning. The
many g wrem'\racters in the annals of literature
who have fréinsthence ansen on the world, and
shone like, stars of the first maguitude, and the
light of whose renown has through the lobg and
shadowy night of time Dblazed with unfadm«v
lustre, rendered Oxford to mea second Jcrusalcm.
This is my. pilgrimage, tlxougin 1, to the sacred
fountain of wisdom. Alas for me! I most ouly
behold its inspiring. waves, but my thirsty soul
cannot stay to quafl the cheesing draught !
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Ispent a few short hours in vnewmtr the out-
side of the many noble co]lerres which adorn that
fine cityy but time nor circunistance would
permit my bcholding auything more, As I
passed along the magnificent High-street, deeply
did I sigh over my hard fate; which had precluded
me Yor ever from entering one- of those learned -
seminaries, that like superb palaces rose around
me on every side: nor could I repress the tear
of bitter anguish, as I quitted its gates, o reflect
how the source of divine lore had. been sealed
to me, and how deeply the few and scauty drops
which my eager soul had tasted, had been em-.
brued with almost every poignant misery that the
heait of manscan endure. .

From Oxford 1 journeyed on to Marlborounrh
and from thence to Salisbury. Here I could not
but prolonrr my stay a few hours, to yisit the
intevesting remairs of the ancient cny of Sorbio-
dunum, one of the noblest vestiges of. the old
warlike dwellers of Yhnis- Plythlan to be found at
this dayin the whole island. In spite of the
different modes of fortification and architecture
used By the successive nations who conquered
and dwelt in this sublime fortress,—the queen of
the west,—the nova Roma of Bntam,—-»lt still
Yetains its primitive formation; and though the

K9
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palace of the Ceesars, the classical and beauti-
ful temples and .amphitheatres of the *Romans
with their .durable walls of -flint and drick, the
heavy. and -barbarous trranileur :of the Saxon
towers and gateways, and ‘the nrlcbly ornamented
cathedral with itsJofty spires, 2nd the impregna-
ble castle of the Normans that rose above the
surrounding plains,an immense citadel amid the
clouds, gualded with portculhs, bastnon, turret,
and massy ‘battlement, have all vamshed from
 the place whereon they stood, and scarce :one
stone is left on another to ‘mark-its faded magni-
ficence, yet-the or lgma1 ramparts of the E’ptons
remain entire, -and it still appears in neatly its
pristine_state,—the strong capital of the<dledui,
—the mighty hill-city of the wild shepherds and
-skin-clod hauters of the vast plains ‘and forests,
that suggounded:it on every side. *In those-days,
within the naked butprodigious circumvallations,
were erécted the clod-formed hooths and teyits of
the '\borigiuai Britons ; S where, with their families
_and _ cattle, tlrey defended thcmselves from the
_sudden and furious incursious of their barbarous
and exterminating enenties. ®

This city forms. an immense circle on the
sammit of a hill, ncar the western foot of which
flows the Avon, Its outer rampart is low, with
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two entjances,—one to- the east, and the other to
the west, gusgded by'bastious orlunettes of earth,
and to tlds suceeeds a deep ditch. The sccond
rampqrt appears of*a wonderful ‘height, on which
~once stood a wall twelve ' feet in tlnckness, with
twelve lofty towers at Jegular intervals, whose
foundations -Dr. Stukeley plainly - discovered.
Within this wall stood the nobk; city, with its
Norman cathedrial on tle novth-west, ifs circular
streets, and splendid mansions, It was divided
into two parts, a- wall vunuing north and south,
the ditch and rampart of -\?fnicll are yet partly to
be seen. Above this’ city Tose on another hill in
‘the éentre, surrounded.with a deep trench and
loft}i fallunt, ithe g-rand citadel of the Romaus,
the British capitol, the palace of the Ceesars, and
the towered castlc of the Saxon -and Nerman
kings, A double ﬂ:glnt of steps led wp to the
grand. portal - of this magnificent se'\t of power
-and dominion, not a fragment-of wluch doth now
remain. What an auo'ust and most splendid
appearance must shis ancient city have made at a
distance, in the zenith of its glory! ‘Bat its
pomp 15 departed, its

¢« Cloud-capt towers, its gorgeous temples,

Yea,-all that it inherited have dissolved,

And like the baseless fabric of a vision,

Left not a wreckbehind ! ?
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As I'sat mnsmg berieath the waving ash. and
wild thorns that grow on "the gregn rampaxts of
this_lofty palace of the-west, I fancied -that 1
beheld Constantius Cl;lorusf the father of Con-'
stantine -the Great, who made this city his
principal residence, 'ulvancmg hither in tnumph ‘
alongg'[\e Icening street: that comes up to the
eastern entrance. The restorer of Britain.to the
lmpel ial dmdem, from wlnch it had been’torn by
the’ manful arm' of the 1edoubted Carausms,
comes exultmmﬁom the battle, where he hath
‘overthrown' the hateful Allectus; - who,’ havmg"
‘murdered his bosom friend Carausius, the em-
peror of Albion, usurped the purple. The blood
‘of "the tyrant is on his sword, tire gmdand of
victory on his brows: before him march the.
‘cohorts in their glittering . armour ; the martial
.mstrumgnts of the Tubicines are. fnemd to.sound
in deep and Tuneful concert the song of triumph;
snd the hills repeat on every side the shouts of
Joy- for tlie second conquest of Britain, The
_priests precede his chariot in golenmin procession,
with victims'bouud with white fillets and wreaths
of flowers to be offered in sacrifice to the gods;
chariots covered with garlands are seen loaded
with the spoils of the foe;. and the splendid:
armour of Allectus, with the crown of Britain,
are borne aloft by *the stoutest wamor in the
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Tanks. .Next moves the conqueror himself in his
car of. glory, over which the image of victory
outspreads its golden wings; behind him advance
the chiefs of his namerous host, adorned with
their armillee, ‘phaleree, and blaznno' torques -of
gold: betwixt théir plume-crowned helmets and
theVexilla, or splendid banuers-of silk of various
colours, flash ‘the trolden eagles of battle, like
the- westering ~sunbeams between the gem-hued
clouds of a gorgeous sky. Ten thousand follow
in various arms of brass and steel, and form an*
interminable ljic of blckermo' light, stretchmg
like a vast ‘lava-track across thie sky-bounded
champaign, The city outpours its multitudes to
meétImm ; the shouts of his welcoming ascend
to the clouds, and roll in thunder through, the
streets of Sorbioduunawm’s lofty city. He monnts
the marble steps of the palace of pripees ; he
ascends to the capitol. -1 see hifl now in his
glittering robes of trimnph ; his purple paluda-
mentum streams like a brood-dled bauner on the
winds; he waves,his conquering arm aloft; he
salutes the citizens, and the mingled shouts . of
the anihy and the people are heard beyond the
solitary temple of rocks, beyound the blood-stained
altars of Cor Gaur.* The victor enters the impe-

© * The Btitish'namé of.Stonohenge.
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rial halls of the Ceesars ; he sacrifices to the gods,
and sits at ‘the banquet of -wargiors, amid .the
splendid ceenatio, on beds of purple awd gold.

Scenes such as these have been witnessed, O
Sorbiodunum, within thy gates ; for here likewise,"
after his -mighty conquests in®the north, reposed .
the emperor Sevefus from the toils of war, and
feasted with his mighty men in more than regal
pomp. But Low silent art thou now ! The viol
and the harp are.heard .no more within thy walls!
'Of the multitudes ithat thronged ithy gates, no
name or trace is left; they are nl}, departed with
thy glory, and thy only music is the song of the
lark as he soars ahove thy topmost mound, and .
the simple lay of thre rustic as he phoughe up the
ground where stood thy temples and palaces, as
he sows with eorn thy forsaken streets: while
the ravgn sits on the last.naked fragment of the
imperial paldte, and utters her illboding dotes to
the passing winds !

After the invasion of the ‘Saxon Cerdic, who
fogmded thekingdom of Wessex, this city was taken
by his son Kynric, about 552. Uther, the Celtic
king, who reigned over the south of Britdin, and -
Natanleod were both dead before the fall of
Sorbiodunam. The last general, or prince, féll
in battle, leading the greatest avmy of the Britons



\

A MODERN GENIUS, 231

i

that had cver assembled 'to check the progress of
the Saxons, against Cerdic. He wns slam with
5000 of |is followers; and so me'\t was the
disaster, that the regjon far around -the scene of
" conflict was, for ages -called by his name. This’
place has been Touy disputed by authors; but as
_the Baxon name of the New Fo rest was Ytene,
which certainly has a- great aflinity with Natan,
pronounced Neetecn; it is almost certain that the
New Forest-was the scene of that memorable
action. .

Alas for Sorbiodunum ! Before the ferocious '
'hordcs of pagan’Saxons, thy beauty and great-
ness fell!  Thy lofty walls could not defend thee
.from the beleaguring foe,—the savage sea-king,
aud the heirible enfrenzied Berserkir;* who,
when he fought, howléd like infuviate beasts of
prey, and rushed on 1o every crime and cruelty
which frantic rage could act, d¢holished thy
gates, and +entered thy blood-died - palaces with
hideous shouts and flathing seaxes!{ Thy
young men were slain in thy streets, and the
.shrieks of violated virgins and matrons ascended

# Tho fury of tho Bersorkir of the north was a horrible artifice of battlo,
designed 1o intimidate the foe. OdinMs said to have practised it, and
boasted of it as a magical trick. Saxo doscnbe: the Berserkir fury in his
sevonth book, pp. 123—4.

t Scaxen,~tho crookod sword of tho Saxon,
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in vain to he'weu! Thy churches became the
- temples of Véodin: the thunder—be'mno images
of Thor were ]lfted up on thine alta;q, andl the
life-stream of ‘the hapless gaptive polluted the -
sacred dwelling of the Most High!
Who ¢an think of those days of slavery, deso-
lation,  and wo, and %ot even at this distant
- period, drop a tear for the sad widows pf Britain,
who from these walls looked anxiously forth to
hail their lords’ return fiom yonder plains. There,
under the false show of seeming peace and amity,
had Hengist the Saxon spread the fatal banquet'
for the kmgs and chiefs of this envied island, and -
with them beld council amid the grand and
venerable temple of the druids: the signal given,
thé Saxons’ bloody knives at once destroyed the
flower and pride of Albion’s princely warriors,
. +
“ At tTat dwad hour in Caesz),r's:35 city gatés,
The Briton wives and ‘mothers sat ; at eve
They from ‘the plain hagl homeward, turned, to rock
Their infants’ Yosy sleep, or trim the couch
For him beloved and loying; sqne, from joy,
Sleepless sat watching the gray shadows fall,

In luxury of impatience. * M 4
That hour one horn, with long ‘and solemn blast,
Went wailing up’ the lfeavens. .

* Salinbury—-Sarisburgﬂ. Qy ? Cewesaris-burga,
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But thgse fond women hail that brazen sound.
Joy’s harbinger, sweet signal of return.

LA Steps are heard,
And figures indistines are m the gloom
Adva.ncmg “yet no festal pemp, proclaimed
By music’s merry, breath ; but mute and slow,
Ag from dark.funeral. . & % . *¢ *
.Saxon the first ; how weanly slow they pass!
Still are they Saxon, Saxon still, the last
Saxon; 3 in wonder they, nor yet. in fear, -

Question the dark air with their searching eyes,
Incredulous arraign the deepening gloom,

That with an envious melancholy shroud .

. Palls the long-laocked for, late- feturning. . Them
Ah! deeper darkness covers; to their homes
Never more to, return' Lo, all at once

- The bfoody Khives, borne boastful, their red light -
Flash murtherous! known is all ere aught is feared.

o * . ¢ From thése walls
At morn three hundred breathing valiant. men
Went proudly forth ! ” ) ‘- '

.From this moht “of cyrnage, v1olat|on, and
blood thou dldst yet rise glonous, and shibe
forth like the sum after the “nocturnal tempest,
o Solblodunum, aiid becamest the resndence of
many Saxon kings! What warlike pomp, what
regal show of power was exhibited in this palace
‘to dazzle the eyes of the poor Saxous; who in -
after ages were in their turn compelled to submit
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to the iron yoke of the Norman conquergr, when
" he summoned to this city all the great and noble
of the land, to swear to him fealty and homage at
the footstool ‘of bis sword-gist throne! His court
was thronged with warriovs of many nations, all
striving to outvie each ogher in the military pomp
of the day, in the numberand splendid appearance
of their vassals and retainers, \Vhat feats of
.chivalrous skill kWel_'e' then shown at the gf:an(!
tournaments_of Sarisburga before the delighted
citizens, the princes and nobles of the kingdom,
and all the flower. of European knighthood !
What sounding of trumpets, what waving of
armorial banners, what ruslung of barbed steeds
within the lists, what ringing ofshlelds, clasme‘
of spears, and shouts of applause, were then
heard.from the battlements of this seat of kings!
— T pasg! The walls and towers of'Ceesar'S

. palace are vanished, the reo'll chair of state is
gone, and he that filled it in the pride of conquest
and dominion, become dust! The war-accoutred
knight, whose . bosom was *fired with martial
courage and boundless ambition, is cold and
vegardless of his renown as the clods that rest on
lus mouldering . bones: those, multitudes that
gazed with clamorous joy on the transient hononis
and achievements -of the brave in arms, are
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perished Jike the early flower, and vanished as
the cloud hefore the dwirying blast: while the
“eye'of maiden beauoty, that shone like thé morn-
ing star to behold the%allant deeds ofits favoured -
I\nm ht, has long beeu set in eternal darkness!
'llns castle has also been the scene of domestic
miser) y and the injustice of lawless power, when
the haughty barons.possessced an almost unlimited
authority. Who that beholds these ramparts can®
foraet the fair Countess of Salisbury, who in her
lord’s absence was coufitied in these towers by
the usurping kinsman of her valiant husband, and
threatened to be dragged a shrieking victim to
the insulted -altar of hymen. But the valiaut
Lonnue-&p(e, 4 warrior, of the sepulchre and the
champion of the cross, long held a captive by the
- Saracens, and supposed to have been slain in
fight, had now retutned from the Holy Lawd. In
the disguise of a weary and way-worn pllomn,
he gained admittance at, eyentide within those
loity gates, Ile found his be_loved Countess still”
faithful to her honowr: he overcame her ruthless
pexsecutor, and released her from. an odious
c'xptmty to the joys of connubial felicity in the
arms of a beloved and long-abscut husband.
But the curtain of oblivion hath dropped alike
on all the sceues of private misery and suﬂ‘ering,
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of imperial pomp and kingly dominatipn, which
successive ages; rolling on in their steadfast course,
have here revealed. The grand drafia of - histo-
rical and national events Bas closed on thee, O
. Sorbiodunum, for éver! * The' acts of kings and
the decrees of awful sgnates shall never more be
recorded within thy walls! Yet enough of thy
former greatness still remains to tempt the lover
of antiquity to visit thee at the pale hour of even-
iig, when the shadow of thy renown awakefs:in
his bosom an imperishable intercst; when the
departed spirits of the mighty dead "llde around
thine eternal ramparts, and sigh’ with him'in
concert over thy loneliness and desolation !

" Breturned to Salishury and slept,and sét off from
lhenéo-em'ly in the morning, and reachced L——o
the sqm‘é pight,—a distance of thirty-nine miles.
Thus & had_been enabled to walk the whole. of
my journey. It was nearly the dead hour of
midnight, when I oyce more ‘rcached wy native
vnllage.. The inoon shone brightly on the em-
howered spot, as with a throlbing heart I engered
its precincts,  All was perfect silence. The
trees were motionless, and not one vagmnt breeze
could be lneald to sigh amid their m'my-co]oured
foliage. The inmates of ever y 'cottage were
buried in sweet oblivious slecp. - Happy, happy
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villagers, gour ignorance and situation spare you
all the heart-rauding miseries that genius’ is
destined to tndure. In ‘the way to my own housc,
1 had to p'\ss the vicar age in which' I was born,
and where my parents had lived so many years.
Tt lay a little out of the rgad, and I turned to go
up to the gate that led into the flower-garden;
but what was my surprise to mark the dcsolatlon
around me. The paling was partly broken down,.
the flowers were all dug up, and their beds,
lthat used to be so neat, trampled under foot; the
shrubs were nearly all cut down, and the honey-
suckle and lilac bowers destroyed: even the
venerable yew-tree, more ancient than the house
_itself, some wanton and unsparing had had
barbarously mutilated,—every thing appeared
disordered or destroyed! My heart sunk within
me, 1 went to a window of the paddour, nd as
the moonlight streamed in from the opposite side,
I felt my fears confirmed. The room was cheers.
less and naked, stripped of ‘every thing, aind all
was .silence, dreariless, and desolatlon. “ My
parents are dead!” I ‘exclaimed in an agony :
“my dear-loved mother is in her grave! And
shall 1 never see her more? O, why was L. not
permitted to smooth her dying pillow, and
Teceive her last blessing !” A violent burst of
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tears relieved the poignancy of my distress,
and with difficulty conld I drag ihyself from the

_melancholy spot. A thousand recoll®ctions rose
‘in my mind. Here had past my infant days in
peace and happiness; here,my hoyhood and.
youth, full-of ardent expectations, bright hopes,
and lonvmns after fume and a kunowledge of the
world. Now am 1 returned ;—and ‘what has that
knowledge produced ?

In-the midst of this misery I felt most anxuous,
yet fearful to proceed to.my own home. In.a 4
few minutes, however, I reached the cottage. A
light was burniug in Maria’s room. Ah! thought
I, there is the chamber of sxckness, perhaps she
is unable to rise and let me in: \Vlth a nuso-lvmg
hand I lifted the knocker-of the door ; an mqulr-
ing voice was quickly heard. It was Maria's,
and I Telt resived. The door was hastily opened,
and we rushed into each others arms. Where is
my little boy ? is healive? And my parents,
are they both dead? and I sunk into a chair
exhausted. No words can sfeak the anguish I
endured - at learning the death of g valued
father, and of friends the ‘most disinterested—
Mr, and Mrs. Banister. Nor' could I ‘hear
without indignant emotions the harsh deter-
mination of the curate, ‘which had eJecte(l wy
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relatives from a residence they had for so many
years uninterraptedly enjoyed, to make room
for more favoured persons. Painfully coutending
emotions shook my flame, tears —due to the me~’
mory of those for whom they flowed—wetted my
cheek and it seemed vain to hope for one gleam
of consolatlon. But a beloved wile, the most
affectionate of mothers, and my little Edwin were
yet spared me, and I was grateful. Anxious to
behold my child, I hastened to the chamber; I
saw him smiling unconscious in his. happy slum-
bers; my bur ning lips pressed his rosy cheek,
and I felt—what a fond father's heart alone can
Know. , )

On my’ way hither, I saw a newspaper adver-
tisement,announcing the intention of Mr, Colburn
to publish a sevies of Rejected Plays, and inviting
authors to trausmit to him their piecgs. Phis to
me was joyful tidings. The day after my arrival
here, I sent up a fair copy.of my last Dramaj
-and the Editor, after requesting by letter permis.""
sion for some curtadment, has promised that it
shall specdily be brought before the public.
Thus, tlxouo h I have ever failed with the stage,
T bave at ler ngth succeeded with the press. With
the copy of some lines, written' since my return,
I shall conclude my letter.
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THE DORSET HERMIT.

After the cruel martyrdom of Edmund, King of Easf Anglia, by the
Danes in 870, his brother, terrified at the horrible colamities of the times,
fled into Dorsetshire, and there lived an he¥mitical life on bread and water.
—Vide Malmob 250, and Brompton 307.

Who comes from his cavern of rocks and gréen mess, .
To kneel at the foot of yon rudely carved cross,

That stands in the forest of Purbeck’s deep vale,*
"Where the oak spreads its shade, and the blossoms so pale
Of the hawthorn commingle with the wild-briar rose,
That guards with its thorn the wood-dove's repose ?
"Tis Edwin the Hermit, of Odin’s famed line,

To whom the fierce northmen pay honours divine ;

His kindred of regal descent ‘are no more;

His gold sceptered Dbrother lies drenched in his gare.

Peace eternal to the soul

Of the martyred Anglian king:
Thou hast reached the shining goal,
Th(_)?l hast heard the welcoming
Of the seraph-choir on high,
As thy spirit Ppward rose,
Cleaving yon ethereal sky

In car of fire, triumphahtly
Scorning all thy savage foes!
Peace eternally be thine
Brother of a kingly line !

% Fdwald is said to have taken up his abode near Cerne, whers Ailmer
afterwards founded a monastery of the Benedictine order.
. -
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Thou a nobler realm hast won ;
+#ind a richer diadem,

Brighter than earth’s brightest gem,
SBlendid as the beam o’ th’ sun,
Blazes on thy sainted brow :

And thy hands, a golden bough

Of the martyr’s palm doth grace,
Greatest of thy godlike race.

Peace eternally-be thine,

Brother of a scéptredﬁ]ine !

Still, still do I the ruthless Danes behold,
The blood fiends! as they bound thee to a tree,
My dear-loved brother. Still the lash I hear
That to the bones laid bare thy quivering flesh.
I see their arrows reeking-with thy blood.
Bift theu enduredst it bravely, and to scorn
Didst laugh their fellest malice, till on high
Gleamed the keen battle-axe, and on the ground
Rolled thy gore-clotted-head.*
Peace eternally be thine,
Brother born of kingly line.
.
Pomp of earth, a lopg farewell !
Sceptre, diagdem, and throne,
Warlike trump and battle-swell,
#Shout victorious, foeman’s groan,
Panoply and guard of state, |
Banner, shield, and sword of fate,

. This was the exact manner of St. Edmund’s death,”
VOL. 11, L
C
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Pride of kings, a long farewell’!
Here a hermit will I dwell ;

Here before this cross of ston®
Bow in adoration down,

When the morning’s r®seate gleam
Smiles upon yon wandering stream,
When the star o* th’ west appears,
And the flowers #re bathed in tears.

My drink shall be only the blue-gushing spring,
My food the wild herbs of the forest and field ;
Far sweeter to me than the feast of a king,
Whose banquets of splendour no comfort can yield.

No more shall these eyes the horrid death-flash
Behold of the brand that gives the blood-gash ;

No more shall the war-horn and trumpets deepevail
Disturb my repose in this leafy lone vale.

No more shall I hear the brazen shields ring,

Nor the Pell of ghe pirate and the savage sea-king ;
Nor death-song of Odin o’er captives fresh slain,
To the harp of the Scald on the war-covered plain.

To the cross when I kneel, my mﬁgic shall be

The hymn of the birds on the verdant oak-tree ;

My canopy of state the honey-sickle flower, o

That breathes its rich balm to the bright morning hour-

The roe-buck and fawn my companions shall be,
And the purple-winged dove, with her soft minstrelsey,
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Amid the green bowers shall soothe me all day,

“Till the nightingale chants her sweet moonlighted lay ;
And as on my couch of dead leaves I recline,

The ocean’s wild organ wakes its many-tuned chime.*

! . e

Btlieve me, dear Frank,
S . .
Yours in eternal friendship, .
SYLVATICUS.

v

* A paseage in Aldhelm’s Poem De laude Virginium, cleatly proves that
the organ was knowa to tho Anglo-Saxons in the seventh century.

L2
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LETTER IX1V,

Chepstow, Monmouthshire.
Dear Frank,

My present address I am sure will much ‘surprise
you. What an eternal wanderer am I become !
1 bave been again driven from my peaceful’
‘home, where I had fondly hoped I should have
been enabled some way or other, at least for a
certain period, to have resided. But alas! I bad
scarcely rested one month in humble and happy
quiet, ere the horrible terror of beifg baltoted for
a common soldier in the county militia, hurried
me once more 1 knew not whither. Maria urged
my sp®dy fljght, and on the 27th at midnight, I
again quitted with only one pound in my pocket,
n‘ny‘home, my family,,my all, in seaych of an un-
certain and remote situation !

O, my friend, 1 have already spoken of parting
from a wife, a child, and a mother ; but this fare-
well seemed yet more touching, more heart-
rending than any before. 1 neither can, nor shall
attempt to describe what agony of mind I endured
as I turned my back on my home, and left my
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native yillage buried in sleep behind me. I
passed the chirchyard ; I found my father’s grave;
I threw n'yself on it, and bathed the green sods
with my tears. © The night became an emblem of
my fate,—dark, wjld, and stormy. Peace to the
ashgs of my: father; farewell my poor widowed
mother ; farewell my wife, my child, perhaps for
ever! I arose, and wandered on like a troubled
ghost through the gloom. I ’had not proceeded
far, before the rain fell in torrents; and the:
tempest continued unpityingly to. roar around
me, as I crossed the bleak and desolate heath.
Ab me! I deeply sighed amid the storm, when
will my, sufferings end; when shall I be at peace
for ever? After endurmg the pelting of the
angry heavens for nearly two hours, 1 found a
cold shelter beneath some spreading pines till
daylight ; and thencalling on a relative, a rich
farmer, 1 was enabled to change and dry my
clothes; Cold was my redeption in the house of
this man of wealth; and had he been made
acquainted with the sorrows that preyed on'my
heart, it would have been still colder. I soon

quitted, his roof, and continued on my journey.

In two days I reached Bath, where I slept ata’
small but decent public inn, not very far from
the Abbey. In the morning I rose, at no early
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hour, and to my mortlﬁcatlon found that a person
who slept in an adjoining bed, had talen away
my hat, and left a very old and shabby one in its-
place. Inguiry and expostulation were alike
vain, and I was compelled to purchase a new one,
which lowered my ﬁnances to three or four
shillings. After dlho'ently seeking for every
-'infory'nation respecting theatrical companies in
the neighbourhood of Bath, I quickly left that
city for Thornbury; my expectations, however,
‘of finding performers in that town were not
realized. I passed on to Gloucester, where 1
met with a similar dlsappomtment and my
money was now all spent. I had no heart or
spirit to visit any of the antiquitie§ of tfat once
« Bright City” of .the Romanized Britons. ¥
quitted it the following morning for Chepstow;
in Monouthghire, where I was informed I should
most certainly find the theatre open, On my
reaching the bridge ofyGloucester, I found a toll-
gate erected, through which no one was permitted
to pass without paying a penify. [ unfortunately
_had not a single copper left, and the gatg-keeper
sturdily refused to let me proceed. ,As I stood
pondering on the means by which to go forward,
a gentleman and his servant, on horseback,
approached, boldly rode through, and refused to
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pay either for himself. or attendant, Handing
his card of address, he told the keeper that if the
corporation of Gloucester chose to erect new
bridges, they should pay the expenses them-
selves; and not attempt to levy a tax on ‘the.
 public without the aid of parliament. While the
toll-vatherer and the gentleman were thus in
altercatlon, I took an opportunity of rusme'
through the gate unobserved, and went on my.,
way without further molestation.

‘In the evening I reached the village of 3
about five mlles from Chepstow. This was the
second day that I had gone almost without food,
and I gow found myself exceedingly sick and
faint; to add to my miserable’ situation, I was
whdlly without the means of procuring a bed for
‘the night, and seemed utterly unable to proceed
any further. As I passed through the village,
disconsolate and wretched, I saw a respectable-
looking academy for youlg gentlemen. I deter-,
mined to call, and if I saw one trait of humanity
in the countenance of the master, to discover to
him the unhappy situation I was in, and request
a night’s lodging. ' Under such impressions as
few, I believe, bave ever felt, I summoned up
sufficient resolution to knock at the door.

A servant ushered me into the parlour, where
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1 saw the master, Mr. ——. He was Rusied in
making preparations for his young gentlemen to
perform the tragedy of Adelgitha. °1 felt my
heart revive. 1 told him my situation,—told him
1 had been an assistant in a scfool, and purposed
joining a company of comedians at Chepstow.
“ Can you draw ?2” said he. “I can.” « Sit down
and take your tea, my fine fellow; then go to
the inn, have a comfortable bed, and in the
morning come and give my daughter a lesson or
two in drawing ; 1 will pay you for it, and feel
obliged to you too.” O, my friend, I could use
many florid similes to aid the description of my
feelings, but how flat, how insipid would they all
seem to experienced reality. 1 found this gen-
tleman companionable and intelligent, without
the least spice of the pedagogue. He told me
he intellded te play Lothaire, in Lewis’s tragedy,
himself, though certes he had a much Dbetter
figure and face for thestyrant Michael Ducas.

I went to the inn, slept comfortably, and the
next day; after giving the young lady a lesson or-
twd in drawing, proceeded on my way to Chep-
stow, repeating to myself the following beauitiful
Jines of Langhorne._

» ¢ Through Error’s maze, through Folly’s night,
The lamp of Reasondends medight ;
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Where stern Affliction waves her rod,

My Reart cpnfides in thee my God !

‘When Nature shrinks, oppressed with woes,
3 .

E'en then she finds in thee repose.

To thee my humble voice | raise ;

Forgive, while ] presume to praise.

.Aﬁliction flies, and Ho;;e returns,

Her lamp with brighter splendour burns ;
Gay Love, with all his smiling’train,
And- Peace and Joy are here again!
These, these 1 know ’twas thine to give ;
I trusted, and behold, I live! )

To thee my humble voice I raise,
Forgive, while I presume to praise.

0, may I still thy favour prove!

Still grant me gratitude and love !
Let truth and virtue guard my ‘heart,
Nor peace, nor hope, nor joy depart !
But yet, whate'er my life may be, ®
My heart shall still repose on thee! -
To thee my humble voiceg] raise,
Forgive, while I presume to praise.

I am, dear Frank,
Yours, &c.
SYLVATICUS.

LY
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LETTER EIXV.

: Chepsiow.
My Kinp Frienp,

I FouND in this town a pretty full company, and
was  immediately engaged by the manager. I
opened in the part of Sir Edward Mortimer, in
The Iron Chest,and succeeded beyond my hopes.
So favourable a reception did not fail to call
forth a.world of envy against me among the.
performérs; and I have to reckon among my.
bitterest foes, an actor named .Harvey, who plays
the first line of business here, and who boasts of
the friendship of Kean, and talks fully of an
-engagwment,on the Drury-Lane boards for the
coming season.

_ I'bave now the pjeasure to inform you; my
friend, that my play of G——— is at'length punb-
lished. The remarks of the Editor, I am sure,
- will afford you gratification. But mzserere nobis !
what a cutting and paring away have I'found in
the drama, as it now stands; while the -close of
the piece is so curtalled that I scareely knew it,
and all the interest and stage-effect, on which I
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prided myself not a little, are completely swept
away, %I am,resolved, however, to try its success
on the stage, even as itis, and take it for my
benefit. The manager favours' my wishes, and a
JTespectable young man, ind the daughter of’
Mr. of this town, have undertaken to per-
forth: in it two prmcnpal characters. But hear
the London critic.— '

“In this Drama, . the ‘anthor appears to have:
contended against the force of his own genius.
Out of some accidental respect for the outrageous
productions of the German school, he seems to
have resisted the natural flow of a rich poetical
vein ; and, with the possession of that discrimina-
tive power in the delineation of character, which
is the true dramatic faculty, he has attempted, as
it were in spite of himself, to produce a story full
of improbabilities. G is, we undemtand,
juvenile essay, It certainly affords proofs of a
free and vigorous fancy, guflicient to warrant us
in saying, that if the author will repress his taste
for the morbid violence of passion, and endeavour
to regulate his compositions by the ‘severer laws
of the ‘drama, he will not fail to produce some
interesting and beautiful work.. :

"% In the plot, 'the reader will probably see a
considerable resemblance to that of The Castle
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Spectre; and although the story may not be so
well developed, it will .not be denied that in
poetical conception, the serious parts of the
dialogue are far superior to any thing in.Mr.
Lewis’s play.”. This is the first time any produc-
tion of mine has endured the oideal of criticism
its kindness and encouragement, by me-caunot
easily be forgotten.

But I would fain give you, my friend, some
description of this place and its pleasant neigh-
bourhood. You have read Bloomfield’s Banks
of the Wye ; but O, how feebly and slightly does
he paint its innumerable and singular beauties.
1 yesterday went with a friend, to visit the
delightful grounds of Piercefield. :The ramantic
scenery of this paradise of the west, beggars all
.my pgwe'rs" of description: I can only present you
with af eble outline of its varied and transport-
ing features. Fancy, then, to yourself, a crystal
river, with boats and’ barges floating up and
.down its deep but o-entle waters, winding in
perpetual mazes betwixt marhle-coloured chﬂ"s,
in many places immense and precipitous, and
‘clothéd with forests of various trees claa iu the
richest verdure; hollow glades cast into the.
dedpest shade, and forming an exquisite relief to
the sun-lit mountain and silvery sparkling here
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and ‘there of the partially illuminated waves;
river-baiks sprinkled with a thousand flowers,
and lined, with groves that seemed the sacred
haunt of nymphs and rural gods; heaven-assail-
ing rocks that formed to the wondering eye a
naked range of bastioned walls, embafﬂed towers,
and®gothic turrets; an immense amphitheatre of
steep precipices, surrounding islets, and penin-
sulas of eternal green, adorned with grove-em-
bowered cottages and hedge-rows of elms ‘and
honey-suckles, encircled by the bending of the
noble stream; while from other parts the delighted
eye beholds the same river flowing on in its ser-
pentine course to the majestic Severn, the town
and bridge of Chepstow bestriding the rapid
current, with numerous ships in the distance, and
the dark and ponderous towers of the castle of
Strongbow ; while far beyond them theumighty
Severn and. the remote shores of Somerset appear
fading into dimness amid the soft clouds of the
blue horizon. In short,all the striking grandeur
of Alpine scenery.appears delightfully mingled,
in this charming wilderness, with the softer
beauties of the lowland landscape, forming a
richer paradise than the far-famed vale of Tempé,
~—a sweeter retreat thau the lovely valley of
Bayder, the Crimean Arcadia !
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But who, my dear Frank, can pace these lawns
and woody avenues, without dropping u tear to,
the memiory 'of the noble, the benevolept, and too

_hospitable Valentine Morrice. Here he wandered
when he took his last farewell of -this enchanting
scene, whose surprising beauties were by him
improved and first made known to the world,' O,
in that hour, what must have been his feelings !
Driven by an excess of noble liberality and’
charlty to quit his country,. and this his beloved’
retreat, as the carriage that bore him from hence
for ever past through yonder town, he was fol-
lowed by the tears, the prayers, and blessings of
the wretched and the indigent ; and as he crossed
yon bridge, and’ caught a last parting gli.npse of
these variegated DLowers that surrounded his
-once-beloved home, the muflled bells of Chepstow
‘tower Teng out a mourn'fu.l adieu to the bene-
factor and friend of mankind :" the echdes fof the
cliffs repeated the melancholy vdice of grief, and
the hanging woous sighed back ‘the heart-break-
ing sounds. This was too mush. Iis fortitude,
that had hitherto borne him up, now gave way,
and he burst into a flood of tears, He retired to
‘the West Indies; -but misfortune still pursuing
hims, be returned to his native land to-languish
miserably in a prison. The wife of his bosom,



- & ‘MODERN GENIUS, A5

who sold all her clothes and jewels to purchase
bread, hecame through excess. of grief deprived
of reasoy; and he was released, after years of
confinement, but a short period before death
kindly closed his tale of accumulated sufferings.
.Alas, poor Morrice! I involuntarily sighed, as I
quitted the lovely bowés of Piercefield.

We now made the best of our-way to the noble
ruins of Tintern Abbey. _This venerable pile is
situated in a deep dell, luxuriantly wooded, on_
the banks of the Wye. The -exterior promised
little ; but I cannot express what I felt, when a
portal in the great western door was thrown open
for our entrance, and the grand. though ruined
cathedral with its « lengthened aisles,” its colon-
ades of gothic pillars, and magnificent eastern
window,—one of the finest in Eumpe,—-appeared
in long and sublime - perspective to 0y -view,
The abbey is roofless, but the walls_are nearly '
perfect, and the noble window above- the western
entrance,* with all its maltiform tracery, is yet
beautifully pr eserved from the slowly crumbling
and destructive hand of time.

Theé ribbish, having been carefully removed
from the level of the abbey, a fine carpet of vivid
green sward covers the whole area, from which
the light-clustered shafts, the massy columns in
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the centre on which rested the tower, and the lofty
and_pointed arches of the noblest-architecture,
rise with a most singular and fine effect Around
many of the elegant ]fvillal"s the rustling ivy
- luxuviantly wove its dark-green_festoons,"—'the
garland ‘with which antiquity binds its venerable
brows,—and above the upper range of windows
numercus shrubs, waving their br’mches ofi ‘the
-plaintive breeze, flung a mehncholy shadow over
the stately ruib® +'On- the fore-wround lay piled
in heaps the -muitilated column, the arabesque
capital, the archivolt moulding,  the headless
effigy- 6f the abhot,-and -the limb-lopped statue of
the renowned - hero,—faded memorials of once-

venerated sanctity and warlike porep ! And a8
the delighted eye glanced "through the eastern
window, the wood-clothed hills on the opposite
banks of the Var, whose tops were richly tinged
witli the ‘glowingfints of an.evening sky, while
below a sombre gloom, enveloped their bowery
skirts, appeared with an imposing and solemn
effect, and gave an exquisite: finishing to the
inimitable picture. .

This abbey, in the form ‘of a cross, is ‘two
hundred and thirty feet in length from east to
west, while the transept isa hundred and sixty,
It was founded in 1131 for Cistercian monks, by
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Walter de Chre; and in William of Worcester
it is said, that in 1268 the abbot and monks for
the first tile eutered the choir and performed
divine service, where youder the high altar stood;
vefulgent with gold, illumined with blazing
tapcgs, and redolent with smoking incense aud
blooming flowers.”

It was evening as we entered. the abbey, which
rendered the effect doubly impressive. The notes
of the solemn organ floated not along the choir ;
but there were thllght melodies in the air, that
seemed the mystel ious hymn of other days. The
plaintive voice of the evening winds, gently
waving the folmge-!hat -mantled the lofty arches
and slndowy walls, mmoled with the soft mur-
murs of the nemhbour—waves while in the ash,
that spread its branches over the northern tran-
sept, the thrusli sweetly warbled his farewell
hymn to departing day. I stood wraptiin inde=
scribable musings, oppressed with sensations not
casily defined : and, as I suddenly turned to the
east, the full moon rose above the forest heights
on the cpposite bauks of the romantic Wye, and

"shed its soft, sweet,#mélancholy light over the
sublime and shadowy pile. O, what a scene,
cried 1, for the painter and the poet! Then it
was that I beheld, through the telescope of fancy,
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the proud cathedral restored to all ifs anclent
splendour. Tts tombs were re-edified, its superb
chantries rose again in all their gothlc adorn-
ments, the statues of Norman beroes reposed on
their sepulchres, and the cross—]egged knight and
pllgnm-wamol lay ir funereal state amil “its
shadowy aisles, while the feudal banner streamed
down the walls in consecrated prlde. The grand
altar blazed with gems; thé luminariesghed their
sacred beams through the enlightened concave of
the” vaulted choir; pilgrims from distdnt lands
knelt before the golden shrines, and the sanctuary
shong with the awe-inspiring pomp of ecclesias-
tical processions.

. F
¢ Tapers bright
Throtgh lofty windows pour their light ;
And raised by chanting quires, a sound
Celestial spreads a charm around.

Here, amid soothing solntude,

In vales romantie, silent, rude,

Religion, shrined in holy walls,

And watching every bead that falls,

Shall wean the beating heart from pain,
_And still the wild tumultuous vein ;

Shall spread around the faded face

Her holy calm, her solemn grace ;
-And touch the soul with heavenly fires,
Midst echoing a’sles and raptured quires.”
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How long I might have lingered at such au hour,
insuch 4 scedle as then presented -itself ‘before
me, had aot my friend taking me by the arm
reminded ‘me it was time to retire, I cannot
tell, With a"hea\;y sigh for the irrevocable fate
of a?‘l created glory, 1 quitted the abbey ; and no
pilgrin with scollop-shell and sandal-shoon who
had passed it':s. portal in days of yore, e'er fel
more regret at quitting’its sacred threshold, than
1 did at that moment. -

We now strolled for half an hour on the che-
quered banks of the Wye. What pencil cait
-delineate the softness apd beauty of its-enchant-
ing scenery ;—the silvery tints of the mountain
forests, the déep shadows of the hills on one side,
and their moon-enlighted Lrightness on the other;
the quivering gleam of the waters, where the orb
of night looked full upon them in al}, her riddiance,
and their deep-blue dimness where. the. sombre
‘shades of forest, cliff, anc rocky tor fell like a
funereal pall on their low murmuring waves.
Above the trees thut surrounded it, the. ruins of
the catbedral proudly rose with the most pictu-
resque effect; nor was there wanting music to
complete the witchery of the hour: the nightin-
gale embowered amid the abbey groves, sung
sweetly mournful o’er the decaying ruins; while
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“the winds sighed in'coricert a wddly m)’stenous
hymn, amid the Lollows of the rotks and woods.
Methought, -as 1 stood on the “river’$ bank, the
tinkling of thie vesper-bell of the royal Hermit
floated softly down the stream, and mingled with
the harmony of the bregze. a

In the seventh centuary, Tewdric, king. of
Glamorgan, gave up to his son Mowric his
throne and sceptre; and on these_embowered -
shores, amid the rocks of Tintern, dwelt a holy
solitaire,

-« A little lowly hermitage it was,
Down in a dale, hard by a forest side,
Far from resort of people that did pass
In travel to and fro, a little wid®
There was a little chapel edified,
Wherein the hermit duly went to say
: Hyg holy thmgs each morn and eventide :

Thereby a Pcrystal stream did.gently play,
Which from a sacred fountain welled forth away:"

[ ]
But the tones of the-war-horn awoke the echoes
of this lovely solitude, and called him again to
the palace and the field. The Saxon king of
Wessex had crossed the Severn, and trmmphed
over the oppressed Cymry.* Tewdric listened to

*

. * Betwixt Tintern and M h is a lofty tain called tie Kymin,
which no doubt devives ils name from the Cywry, or Kimbri, and proves
they were the original possesters of this islend.
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the voice of his people, and laid aside his -ascetic
weeds for the ssteel-locked vest and the sword of-
battle, Hg met ghe ‘Saxon foe on the banks of
the Wye; he drove them from his kingdom; and
compelled the pagan hordes {o're-cross the Severn.'
« £ mortal wound,” says a modern 'mtllor now
befote me, “arrested him in the full enJoyment
of his glory ; and he breathed his last wishes for
his . country’s safety at the confluence of the
Severn’ and ‘the Wye. The local appellation
Mathern, the abbreviation of Merthyr Tewdnc,
pointed out his remains to_the sympatlly of
posterity.” In the sixteenth’ century his body
was found unconsumed and the fatal blow on his
head was visible.”  Should time permit, I intend”
making a pilgrimage to his tomb. Highly
dehghted with our day’s excursion, of which I
have attemptéd some account, we Jiow returned
from our evemng walk to the Beaufort Arms at ‘
Tintern; where we slept. i
I am, as usual,
owith every friendly regard,
Yours,
SYLVATICUS,

S ‘The martyr Tewdric. ,Usher quotes the Regmer of Landoff for this
confliet, P « 505 ; Langhora, Ch‘on. p. 148, .
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'LETTER LXVL

Clcepstou;,
Dear Frank, ' ‘
‘Ox the' evening before last, it fell to my lot to
‘take my benefit here. I believe I told. you in.a,
‘former letter, that I intended to take my own
play of G—— for that night. 1 did so; and the
novelty in a provincial town of the piece being
“written by the actor for whose benefit it was to
be performed, together with two persons of the
place appearing on the stage for the first” time,
contributed not a little ta, ﬁll the theatre, The
anxnety of an author on the first night of his
~piece, is far eatier to be 1magmed than described.
I slept but little the night previous to its appear-
ance, and was the first®at its rehearsal the next
morning ; when I found that the manager had
deceived me, and instead of playing the principal
comic part for which he had announced himself
in the bills, be had given it to a boy, the son of
Goddard, one of my greatest enemies, The
young volunteers from thé town were very per-
fect in their charactegs; but hjow the rest of the
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company and theu' parts in the ‘play ‘were
acquaintegl, lt p'as no easy ‘matter to’ Judrre,
they mer elz read through their “speeclles.

The lono- wished Jor, yet dreaded bour, at
length arrived. The bell rahg, the curtain drew
up,‘.md the play cbmmenced The first scene,
whick though of little cdnsequence, was a sad
prelude of what was to follow. Of the second
scene I will give you an extract from the printed

copy,as a specimen of the serious parts of the
drama.

Rozzario. My father brings Lavenia here to-day,
The gay and beauteous daughter of a duke,
To be my bride. But no, that cannot be. | °
My lovey my plighted faith, my honour pledved
All, all forbid it! Lovely, beauteous flower!
Ethereal plant of heaven ! that blooms so sweetly *
On the bleak shady bank of penury,
I'll move thee hence into eternal sunshme,
No more to feel the chilling blasts of want.

®
Enter STEPHANO,

Thou much-loved pagtner of my joys and cares !
Not the white cliffs around his native land,

~ Which ¢he returning exile’s hope-cheered eye
In distant prospect grebt, from the green waves
Dim rising as the vessel homeward glides,
Can conjure up in his enraptured soul
Emotions dear as those this bosom feels
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At sight of thee. For since that night of triumpls,
When on the plams of Zara thou dldst fly, !
The Pag'm tents; and Jomed the Chrxstlan arms,
And 'mée from foul assassination sa.ved ‘
Thy merits in my breast hav8 lighted up
Fnendshlp § pure ﬂame, that every. day burns bnghten
Steph It is, and will be ayé a mutual warmth,
Since you with one so Iowly can vouchsafe
The; heart-consoling mterchange of fnendslup
Roz. The life you saved I swear, is wholly thine.
Steph. Then by that hfe which Heaven through
me preserved,
By sacred friendship, by thy fame, I charge thee
Tell me the cause of that mysterious sadness,
‘Which has ‘of late embittered all ,thy+hours.
Ah! is it love ? who with his golden shaft
" Stabs keener than the iron knife of murderd™
Roz. Since our arrival at this stately castle
Some' weeks ago, I chanced in pensive mood
-Alone to wander westward of its towers,
Throlgh,a sequestered.vale,, :
*There, on a mossy bank] with cowslips decked
That in a lake their pginted image kissed,
I saw a nymph, whose beauty, though a.rrayed
In humble garb, shone with celgstial charms,
Like heaven’s bright sunbeams gilding a dark “clotid.
A snow-white flock she tended, which by her side,
Beneath the verdant shade, on violets couched.

* The two following lines stood in the ongmal MS. but were omiued by
the Editor,
Yet with the wound'instils Hilpe’s cordial balm,
"Till softonedeevery pang tp np!uro turns,
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But O, ye powers! when from the willow boughs
Her lutd she teok, and to some plaintive air
Tuned the sweet strings, the minstrels of the grove}
‘Who to the setting syp’s mild drowsy eye

Their gaudy plumage spread, sat mute to listen.
e sleeping zephygs woke to fan her bosom,

Angd wantoned sportive with her golden tresses ;
While Echo murmured at the harmonious notes
She could not mimic with her utmost skill.

Steph. Humph! Ha! I foresee what's coming.
Roz. * O ! her lovely fingers * .
The tuneful chords touched with so soft a cadence,

" As evening winds breathe on th’ Zolian harp,

‘When swan-like on the strings they die in music.
he

These two_characters were cast to Harvey and
_‘Goddard:  Harvey knew not the ghost of a line,
(to use a theatrical plirase) and Goddard was
reeling drunk. Only thivk of the agonies I
endured to hear'these, two wretches, igndrant as
the veriest clown of the .plough, vomiting forth
their ungrammatical jargom and vilest ribaldry,
and endeavouring to the utnost of their power to
turn the whole into’ ridicule. Some other parts
of the pigce, wherein I appeared myself, supportgd
by two or three of those who were perfect in their
characters, "'redeemed in some measure thg dis-
grace into which “it must otherwise have wholly
tallen ; and ‘thouglf.the rest, of the performers,
VoL, 1 M
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from beginning to end, strove to.the utmost of
their power totally to damn it, yet soveral scenes
notwithstanding. were crowned with’ triumphant .

.applause ; and the envy of fhy unmerited cnemles

became so obviops, that several gentlemen in the
boxes-declared to the m'mager they should like
t6 see them receive for their reward a good, duck-
ing in the Wye, Thus ended, after years of
disappointment, the' first appearance of one of
the dramatic productions of my pen on the stage!
Manet altdmente repéstum.

Before 1 close this letter, T fain would give
you a slight description of Chepstow, or Exfris
ghocl castle, It is the remains of an immeunse
and mngniﬁcént fortress, situated to, the north
west of the towd on the ‘brow. of a steep and
recky precipice, beneath which the Wye flows
onward fo tise Severn, and where the water, at
full tide, vises nearly fifty feet. To the south, on
the land-side, it i5 s@rrounded with a vast wall
and massy towers of surprising strength, and, their
dilapidated, though still ldfty'batdements‘ are
&lowned with a forest of shrubs and widely
spreading trees.  The entrance is flanked by two
large‘puular towers, but neither the drawbudge
nor pmtcul]ns remain. The first court contains
the ponderous; and what I ¢pnceive to have been
the Saxon tower, and the original pat of ‘the
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castle before the Norman additions. " In the ample
‘chambers of this’ tower, lived and died a prisoner
at large, th& regicide Ilem‘y Martin; here, though
a state captive, he enJoyed that pleasure and
liber ty which his ¢gimes were far from deserving:,
In this ward are also the. grand “baronial hall of’
state, the kitchen,and numerods other apartments..
The second court is a garden: the third contains
the-chapel, a beautiful specimen of Norman archi-
tecture, the interidr.of which- was once adorned.
with a fine range of statues ; the niches in which
they were placed are still perfect. The foureh
ward, which has an entrance without the town
wall, angl ovgr which is- still fo be seen the fur-
nace for melting lead to pour down on the heads
of the assailants, is separated by a moat and
drawbridge from the vest of the castle. Camden
and Dugdale consider Williamn I’n&osborn, Earl
of Hereford, to have been the founder of this
castle. That it was' erecfed by the Romaus, as
some antiquarians have asserted, is, I think, im-
probable. Be its ancient foundéts whom they
may, scénes of feudal pomp and barbarous cruelty
have repeatedly been enacted within its walls.
. How often has the Norman baron led forth from'
these gates his armed retainers and vdssal bands,
to ravage and desolate the Cambrian borders.,
M2
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The - neighbouring foreét of Wentwood, those
wild and strong recesses of the Britons, have
oftén echoed to the war-horn of the Earl of
Estrighoel ; the -banks of the: winding Usk were
died - with the blood of warriors; the waves of the
Rumney ran purple to,the sea with gore. Then
sang the bards of Cambria :—

’

¢ Being assembled for our country,
Let us elevate our banners above the mountams,

"And push forward our forces over the borders ;

And lift our spears above the warriors’ heads,
And rush upon the destroyer in his army,

"‘And sla.y both him and his followers 7”

The shouts of the Britons came

¢ Like a wave raging against the shore.

I saw the bravg warriors in array ;

And after the morning, how mangled !

I saw the tumult of the penshmg Mosts; *© -

The blood springing forward and moxstenmg the éy'bund

. Waearied on the earth, no longar Verdant,

1 saw, at the pass of the ford, -4 R ‘e

The blood-stained men droppm" their arms,
Pale with teyror !

1 admlred the brave chief of Reged ;

{ saw his reddened brow,

When he rushed on his enemies 3
Like the bird of rage was his sword on their bucklers :

It was wielded with deadly fate.”
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JIn. yonder .hall sat at the midnight banquet
with the dnce-renowned Strongbow, the nephe,
or great nephew- of Fitzagborn, and his warlike
guests, the lascivious” Dermot,the tyraut king of
Megth. Expelled his dominions for his injustice
and qruelty, he here strongly.solicited the aid of
the powerful Norman Earl to reinstate him.in

“his kingdom ; promising to give him his daughter,
the lovely Eva, for his bride, and acknowledge
Lim the heir to his kmd'dmu;, ' The. ambitious
Strongbow, captivated with the'pxospec’b of &
diadem, vowed to restore the' cxiled Dermot to
his country and his throne. How rung the
barouial hall at that hour with the din of Strong-
bow’s warrior train, as they lifted their wine;éups
and shouted, # Victory ou the plains of Erin ! A
crown to the lord of Estrighoel 1 In this salvon
were concerted the p]ans that finally led- to the
subjugation of the kingdom of Ireland, aid
united that beautiful island for ever to the Eng-
lish diadem. Then were these walls hang with
tapestry and shields of beamy gold ; and where
now the rank grass and tendrils of the rustling
lvy wave on the breeze, glanced the trellised
coat of mail and the rustred panoply of burnished
steel, the barred helmet, the splendid surcoat of
silvered satin, richly embroidered with armorial
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beariiigs, and. the proud banner ,of state that led
the vassal ranks of the Norman to ‘conqtiest.

*Tis vanished all!" the obliterating wing of
Time has swept over the cagtle, and the silence of
death résts on its ruins ! The exploits of chivalry
and the scenes' of loye associated with these
towers, which as they past, like the moving and
beautiful delineations.of a panorama, awoke a
strong sensation and interest iu the.day.of their
renown, are all forgeften as, though they had
never been! Its heroes, beneath the flashings of
whose eye a thousand slaves trembled with fear,
avhile on. their nod..waited fire and sword, the
ministeis of. their vengeance, are dust : m)d"jts
high-born beauties, whose smile like the LSun-
heam on the morn-awakened. flowers, won allh’
hearts on whom it _fel], have been for ages mould-

ered info ashes ! -
I amn, dear Frank,

Yours, &c.
SYLVATICUS.
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LETTER LXVIL

Brecon, South Wales.

.

My nvER RESPECTED FRIEND,

X uave quitted the Chepstow company, which
after the intolerable conduct I detailed in my
last, you possﬂ)ly have anticipated. The caprice
and injustice of the manager and the unhand-
somé treatment of the performers rendered my
situatioy comfortless, and I left them wnthout
regret.

I am now wandering, a lone pilgrim, m»sezuch ,
of another theatrical estabhsbment towards
Aberystwith, through the centre of South Wales,
~that beautiful country of the bard-and the
harp, where every river,*rock, -and grove is o
e interesting and rsacred ;; for here the indi-
genous Butons,amul their mountains and forests,
held ont for ages against the invading Saxom
And here the sons of the ancient Cymry, the true
offspring of the Celtic tribes of this island remain
to the present day. In every wood I faicy.1
hear the wild myséerious harmony of the druid
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lyre; by every isolated rock I seem fo behold a
band of oak-bound priests, performing their awful
‘rites of sacrifice ; and in every ruined® castle-hall
I view some British prince deated amid his house-
. hold warriors at the banquet of mead, while the
silver harp of his favgrite bard rings wntl) the
heroic adventares of the sons of strife.
As I know you are familiar with Welsh scenery,
I shall only give you a sketch of two or three of
the principal places, which 1 have visited in my
-delightful though solitury pilgrimage ; and first
I shall speak of Caerleon, to visit which I
departed considerably from my route.  Quitting
Caerwent, the Venta Silurum’of Antomne, which
now .c"gmams scarcely a Roman Telic save’ its
dllapulated walls,—the celebrated mosaic pave-
ment being nearly all destroyed and vanished,—
I was Bratifies by my visit to Caerleon’;* once
Jsca Silurum, and a Roman colony on the banks
of the Usk,, or Isca, *As I descended the steep
brow of the adjacent hill to the miserable remains
of .this once-magnificent Romo-British city, I
could not but exclaim aloud; “ Where, O €olonia,
. are thy lofty walls, which Giraldus tells us were
st .
* Owen affirms its name to be derived from the unfon of two rivers ;—

dnor'Llion,-the city of waters: but more probably from Caer and Leon,
«the corruption of Legion,~—thg city of the lgglon,
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three miles in circumference 2 where are-all thy
splendid palices with their glittering roofs of
gold, theif noble porticoes, their tessellated thalls
and exquisite statudry ? where are thy' pillared
tgnples, thy tepid baths, thy inscriptive. altars,
thy, curious fountains, thy marble aqueducts, thy
nnpenal amphitheatres, and thy gigantic towers 2
Vanished ‘with tfeir builders! and a poor scat-
‘tered village is all that remains of thy former
greatness, thou who sat’st “the queen of the
western Cymry, -the sovereign of Britannia,
Secunda ;* thou who wast &trong and *mighty
for the battle, whose «rati;s were wont to be
thronged with passmg multitudes, and thy streets
with the marshalled ranks of the Augustine
legion, whose plume-heaped helmets of steel and
golden eagles of war cast a reflected blaze along
the walls of thy palaces,-—how am thou’spoiled !
"Thy proud hosts are gone down to the slaughter,
and all thy nobles to thedand of shadows! Re-
nowned daughtel of Silurum,.how art thou fallen
from thy glory! The noise-of the stamping of
thy stwong war-steeds is heard no more in thy
desolate streets; the rumbling of thy chariot-
wheels shall no more disturb the dreary quiethess,
of thyruius! Here bas been indeed a spoiling

* Sec®Richard of Otrencoster,
MH
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and a great destruction ! The standard flats no-
longer on thy tower of strength, thy broad walls
are utterly broken down, and thy lefty -gates
consumed with- fire;_ thy nfighty men sleep a
perpetual sleep, unmindful of thy widowed state §
thy warriors, thy captains and rulers are all gone
down to forgetfulness !

The original Roman walls, like those of all the
stations of that people, formed a parallelogram,
though but of small dimensions when compared
with, the accounts we have of its suburbs, which’
are said by many to have been nine miles jn cir-
cumference. Some of the.naked fragments of
these walls, all deprived of their f'lcmgs, are yet
:t0 be seen more than thirteen feet in heloht, and .
twelve feet in thickness. This was once an
archi-episcopal -see, and here was also established
a splendid Brisish yniversity. Alas! not a trace
remains of its colleges, its metropolitan cathedral,
churches, ori conventsd Where now are the
Roman roads, those moble monuments of that
"mighty people’s art and power, which led from
hence to so many stations in &he most «distant
patts of the islaud 2 Where is the Julian way,
that Jike a chain cobnected thee, O Isca Colonia,
‘with. the City of the Sun,* and the remote towers

Bath,
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of Moenapia on the storm-beat shores of thé Ver-
givian dea 2%° The diligent eyeé of the antiqua-
vidn can scarcely trace a'vestige remaining, where
the steel-girt legion’ passed in glittering array ;.
apd the cohorts./of horse in long and miartial
ling pranced proudly to,the enlivenirig melody of
the Roman trumpet, the powerful cymbals, with
their flute and hdop of jingling rings,t the deep-
toned horu, and the warlike bagpipes.}

One or two melancholy relics still remain ;—
the shattered walls-of the citadel, the immense
tower mentioned by Giraldus. It stood on a
very lofty rock or natural mound, much fike the
thnigiafn-l}ritish castle of Launcéston, and.
must bave been ‘of a prodigious height. This
fortress 1 conceive to have been'originally of
Celtic construction, long before the Roman inva-
sion, like many others"in this ismnd, built sfter
"the Pheenician and Syrian manner. This keep’
the Romans made use of for their preetorium, and
surrounded it with a lower oblong court, accord~
ing to the usual *form of their castramentations.

# The scato the south of Ireland. 4+ Found in the ruins of Herculaneura,

* $ This musical iustrument is very ancient, and was known to the Hobrows,
Speaking of finding among certain ruing in this conatry, a bronzs figure of a
" Rpman soldier playing on 8 pair of bagpipes, King says ¢ It most clearly .
scertains the ase and oxistenco of this instrument amongst the Romans, on-
‘their very first asvival in th island.” f



276 THE TALE OF

Heére dwelt, after'the departure of that people,

the regal chiefs of the Silures, theé princes of the’
Tancient Cymryan blood of Greffith, <ho were

denominated the Kings of Gwent, and Lords of.
Caerleon. Here King Henry with his ariny, s

‘he marched to the conquest of Ireland, was
Teceived in state by Rhys, the prince of* South-
Wales, and feasted in the halls of British chivalry.

' What tales of deeds heroic were, then told and

sung within these walls! Whatscarousals; what

lifting of the wassail-bowl, what ‘draining of the

gold-bound hirlass! What valorbus boastings,

what. hopes of conquest, plunder, fame, and

sword-won domains. in Erin’s 'distant and' then

almost unknown kingdoms;: did "those fierce

‘Norman wartiors entertain, who then iu martial

-pomp thronged this ancient fortress, ~The’ tales

of Roman conqiests, to whose power the whole

island ouce submitted, were to them .strange

legends of antnqulty, “and now, behold! the

distance of ages has placed them also and their

proud achievements on the dim horizon of past-

time ; where they mingle with all those whro have

gone before them, and: scarce a. single figure, -
however once enveloped with military glory, can
be distinguished from the deep dim mass of sink-
ing shadows !



A MODERN GENIUS, 77

There is- yet another remain I must mention to
you,—tht grand amphitheatre, which you may,
beassureds I did not forget to visit. It has several
ranges ot stone séhts yet remaining, though
coyer ed With soil aml turf; on one of those I sat-
wraygt in delicious reverie, till all the Roman
grandeur of theatric pomp envelopéd me as in a
cloud of glory, and the sternly awful forms of the
mighty conquerors of Britain came before .me ;
while— -

[The remainder of this letter is torn off and lost ; as
i5 also the epistle that should have jfollowed the next
in order, and referred to in the Jollowing page.]
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LETTER LXVIIL

Aberystwith.
Dear Fraxk,

Ix my last T gave you an account of my strolling
‘to Usk, the Burrium of antiquity, through which
ran the Roman road from Caerleon to Viroconium,
now Wroxeter, of its fine old bridge, its moulder-
ing castle, - the remains 'Qf its priory, and the
noble encampment of Craeg-y-gareyd* abeut a
«mile to the west of the town ; from which the
distant mountains round Abergavehhy_, the sky-
assailing Sugarloaf, the majestic Skyrridd Vawr
with its forked summit ainid the clouds, and the
proudly‘swelling Blorenge tipt with a wreath of
flowing gold by the beams ‘of the descending sun,
formed a prospect on ohe side of most peeuliar

grandeur: nor wag jt without its corresponding
- f '

L3 o

* T am now convinced that this camp, the irregular entfenchments of
* which arg throwa up on the summit of o procipice, that if ¥ remcmber
rightly is covered with waod, is notaRoman as some authors suppose, but
” the strong and ancient bill-city of the Britons. There are seven large
barrows within the ramparts, which sufficiently speak its origin. The
Romans built their station of Burrium, or Usk, at adme distance (like Dur-
novaria) from the British town, and near the water side; the Celtic cities
being made their summer oamps,, ¢
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sublimity to the east, where an immensity of hill,
and dale? and ’plain stretched far away towards
Iereford and Glouceqter,{ spotted with sunshine
and dnnness- while*the’ sweet valley, through
w}nch the Usk meandered amid its delicious and
beautlful scenery, 1eposed in the deep shade of that
‘dehohlful picture with the most enchanting effect.
' How much do I vegret that I could not visit
the superb ruins of Raglan castle;: but time nor
circumstance would permit me to 'go far out of
my road. Oun my arrival at Abergavenny,
another Roman station‘, the Gobannium of Anto-
nivus,.I immediately weut to visit its castle. It
stands to.the south of the town on the banks of
the river, and has been a seene of deep sand
bloody treachery. William' de Braose, who was
lord also of Brecon, after having been here taken
prisener with his, vassals and ratmneré’ by the
‘brave Cambrian prince, Sitfylt ap Dyfuwald, and
again set at liberty with all his possessions
restored to bim, invited the Welch prince and his
son to g grand banquet in the halls of this Normao
castles Behold the feast ‘prepared in barbaric
pomp, the mead cup.merrily circling among the
‘unsuspicions guests; while amid the pauses of
vociferous mirth, the harp of the minstre] is heard
striking a prelude-to the legendary war-song.. In
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that hoiir of false joy and treacherous hospitality,
“the:dark-browed chief -of the Normans, as Dyfu-
wald lifted thé hirlass of hydrowel tu his lips,
arose from his seat, and piunged the assassin’s
dagger into the bosoms -of the innocent prince
and his son ! ~The suddeu cry of death drowned
the song of the wminstrel, and the banquet horns
of the traitor overflowed with blood! Theu rose
the shouts.of, the murderous Normans to the bat-
tlements of the castle, and the vaulted roofs rang
with their savage exultation over -the bleeding
-corse of the Celtic prince ! Not content with this,
the tyrant surprised the palace of his murdered
guest, and slew his onry remaining son clasped
in the arms of a shrieking mother! But the
smonster escaped not the just vengeance of heaven
he was compelled to fly these towers, to resign
all his ill-got psossessions, and wander a wretched
.outcast and a beggar in a foreign land, while his
son perished by famine 1n the dungeons of Windsor.
Bat to return to the town. Sweetly embosomed
by the .three Alpine mouutains of the Blourenge,
.the Skyrrid, ;and the Sugarloaf, witl: their
-neighbouring bumbler kills, Abergaveuny stands
.on a geatle rising above the river Usk, that here
through a vale, fugmriunt io woods, groves, and
.flowery pastures, spreads its translucent waves to
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the laughing sun with such.beauly and effect as
T may ndt attempt to delineate. Nor must I stop.
to describ@ half the varied landscapes which this®
romantic country of fhe aiicjent Cymry offered to
my view, on my journey from Abergavenny to
Bregon. At Crickhowell, I was interested with
the fragments of Alashby Casile. Of its legend
I .am utterly ignorant, but it ‘was, no doubt,
originally a British fortress; and as the insolent
Normans penetrated into the heart of this harrassed
country,became the scene of many a gallantaction.
There'isa gothic archway here, which the gentle-
.man to whom it belongs pointed out to me, tbrough
which the silvery windings of the Usk in long
perspective have a most picturesque effect. This
little town hangs on the skirts of a mountain; to
sthe north is the Table-rock, a hill of a singular
shape, at the back of ‘which rises%the stupendous
sumumit’of the Cradle-mountain ; while to the
_east appears the cloud-capit cone of the Sugarloaf,
To the south is the smiling valley of the Usk, over
'whxcb a narrow ancxcut bridge of fourteen arches
leads to the pleasant village of Langottoc ; around
it appear many fine seats richly embosomed in
groves and woods, and beyond a range of moun-
tains lift their beads imo the southern sky; the
sources of several Cambriay rivers,
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‘After leaving Crickhowell and passing’ the
monntain of Bwlch,~from whence with"a deep’
$igh, I took a farewell view of the Elysian valley
of the Usk, never perhaps to bebold it-again,—1
entered on a plain of a very opposite character,
in"which the solitary lake of Langor spreade its
slugigish and melancholy waters seven miles in
circuinference, surrounded with dark and dreary
mountains » on its eastern shores appeared the
'dismal ruins of some baronial castle. * At length
T descended into the rich vale -of Brecon, and
arrived at Aberhonddd, the capital of SouthWales.
Brecon, like Abergavenny, crowns a gentle emi-
nence on the banks of'the Usk, surround=d with
@ valé charmingly diversified with woody knolls,
meadows of golden flowers, lawns of eternal
green,and groves of the brightest verdure ericlosed
with an ampbitheatre .of distant mountains;
among which, the majestic Van rears its divided -
summit like another Parnassus, overlocking the
sweetly sylvan and truly poetic valleys of Cambria.

On the banks of the Hondy, which here mingles
it4 headlong stream with the waters of the Usk,
stand the® poor rémains of Aberhonddu’s once
stately castle, It is said to* have been founded
by Bernard de Ncwmaréh, another of the ma-
rauding aind bleod. thirsty NHormans; “who, in
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the reign of William Rufus, made an incursion
‘with a Rumerous band of vassals and retainers
into these bappy. valleys,. and murdering the
British chief of thesg domajns, retained his son a
pining captive within those towers t¢ the day of:
]ns death In the lapse- of ages, this castle
became the occasional residence of Buckmwham,
the base tool of Richard III. In those days
what a display of barenial powp and chivalry was
seen within ‘these walls ; what splendid dissipa-
tion, what riotous festivity, what carousals, what
gambols, what gorgeous tilts and tourneys have
been witpessed here at the celebration.of the
Cbristiyu anuiversaries. At yule-tide what sacred:
mysteues, maumeries with miracles, and legen-_
dary histories .of noble families have been per-
formed in thé halls of this castle of chlvalry by
the mounks of the qelghbourmo‘ prlmy of St,
John, arrayed in the splendid vestmeuts ef
the altar; or flowing tabards emblazoned with
armorial devices ¢f splendid- eolours. Then
brightly blazed "the great yule-log of oak;
while «froin the echoing roof hung the magic
mistletoe, the last relic of druidism. « Then the
wandering minsirels, the jesters, and the mums
mers entertainéd the henchmen, the menials, and
_vassals with thehr masic, wit, buffoouery, and pleasa.
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ant romances, till the lofty hall shook with the din

.of merriment, But other.scenes have been per-’
formed here: to that tower was conimitted-a

prlsoner, Morton, Bishop of Ely ; and hither re-

tived the disappointed and ambitious Buckinghari

froin the court of Richard; who, no longer needmg

bis bloody services, grew weary of his repeated

importunities. In the chamber of that tower,

almost the only relic of the castle’s former grand-

eur,- the proud ,duke with .the: mitred. Morton

complotted the downfal of Richard. Yes, within

these, walls were.laid the plans of that grand con-

spiracy, :which .had for its object the tearing the

imperial diadem:from“the usurper’s brows; and

placing it on those of the white rose of England,
—a prince of the ancient line of Cadwallader.

+ Whiat pieparations were here then' made; -what
a gathermg" of“vassals § what an assembling of
warriors; what scouring of armour! Then what
waving of golden banneis, what ringing of trum-
pets and shout of soldiers,’ as the rebel- duke
mounted his. war-}:apariséned stced and led from:
these gates, to which he was never again to1eturn,
his ,Cambiian army .towards the banks of: the
Severn. ' Grandeur, behold thy doom, and: turn
lxeart-slckened at the transignt glories of this false
world! A few naked, rugged, crumbling walls
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are all that remain>of the palace of ambitious
'B‘m,km('»‘hamf And he,—where-is he 2——The
melanchoby voice of stormy winds, and the mid-
night hootings of the®owl, are now the only musi¢
beard in the once gorgeous Wine-chamb;:ré of
Aberhonddu s puncely piles :
But T must be brief. From Brecon I proceeded
to Llandovery, on a delightful road, through
mountain passes and the most rolnantic valleys,
From Llandovery. my rout contiiued to Lampeter,
a poor uninteresting place;, and theance to a vil-
lage called Landewi-Brevi; where I slept in a
wretched cottage on a bed of straw, and supped
ou a black mess of soup composed ‘of Leans and.
various, other vegetables boiled together with .a
little fat, and stale cakes of bannock. But I have
always found great kindness from.the Welch
peasanti'y, even when they could®not speak one
word of Eunglish. I was anxious to visit :Lan-'
dewx, having read that id the church of this poor
deserted village a synod of bishops was held'in
522, in which St: David warmly opposed ithe
errorseof the Pelagians. But it could not have
been the church which is now standing. 1 how-
ever saw‘a huge petriied horn, which is said to’
‘have remained .in- it ever since that period ; and
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! N
ovér the window of the north sidc of the chancel

is the following iuscription :—

HIC JACET IDNEPT FILIUS
QUI OCCISUS FUIT PROPTERP SANCTI.
Herelies Ednerth, put to death’ for violating this
Sanctuary.

L

1 find a college.wag also erected here, 1187, by
one Bishop Beck; but the very foundations are
vanished: Dirceted by a‘native peasant, I visifed
the neighbouring site of an ancient city called
Caer Kestish, where a number of Roman anti-
quities have at. vavious times been discovered.
This' is the -place whiclr Mr. Horsley and Dr.
Gibson assert to have been the Lovantinum of
Ptolemy. It was evening when I reached the
gpot. All was stillness around me: not a sound
or vestige of a* human ‘being could be heard or
seen. 1 sat down on the fragment of a stone,
which had once been héwn by tlie 'hands of the
mighty Romans. A most painful sensation op-
pressed my heart: for here were no dilapidated
walls, no crunibling towers, no ruined amphithe-
atres, not even the foundation of a temple remain-
ing,—not one stone left on another! Yet here
once’ flourished a Roman city !
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From Landewi I proceeded towards Tregaron,
an insigaificait town, and thence to Pont ar Fy-
vach, or the Devil's bridge, over a wild and
drecary country; butSome of its heights afforded
aview of the mighty Plinlimmon, with along range
o'fyrn’uuntains in North Wales, and the fine bay of
Cardigan. At the Devil’s bridge T had the
curiosity, though not without danger, to descend
the woody precipices and view the falls of the
Myunach, whose deep-mounthed thunder I heard at
a cousiderable distauce. The Pout ar Fynach is,
in fact two bridges, one above the other, each
forming a single arch thrown acress a narrow, but
dark and tremendously deep chasm of rocks
piled on rocks, which form a fine confrast to the
waving green wood that half enshrouds them.
At a fearful depth below is heard the continual |
din of the mountain torrent ; and & you approach
the low’parapet to \look over, you involuntarily
recoil at the first sight“of its foaming waters
writhing with ceaseless rage amid its rocky
labyrinth, and roaring like a wounded lion, as
.though it would undermine and hurl its etetpal
barriers into the abyss. The lower bridge, of
which the Devil is said to have been the wouder-
ful architect, was built by the monks of Strata
Florida abbey, abeut seven, hundred years ago,
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The trifling ruiis of- this monastery, once the
venerable archives of the ancient Britisa chroni:
cles, and the last resting place of a lung Tirie of
the Welch princes, I am.iniormed are still to be
secn, at somne dlstance from hence, amid- the
woody recesses of mmqmt'unous wilds; but not
one memorial of their warlike gteatness or public
virtues remains to tell the pilgrim where sleeps
the dust of the Cymryan kings. 1 now descended,
by the help of the twigs and roots of trees, to the
bottom of the gulph profound when a sublimely
savage and awful sc€he appeared. More than a
.hundred feet-gbove my head, betwixt banging
~woods andr ornamented with elegant festoons of
ivy, appeared the two arches of the bridges-be-
striding the hideous chasm ; at my feet, with the
voice of a thousand thunders roared the madden-
ed river, rushiyg, whirling, boiling, and tumbling
amid'its caverns of eternal gloom, A soft wblte'
cloud of spray, as if it ¢nshrined the awful genius
of th® mountain flood, hovered above the dark
waters, and threw a pale kind" of rainbow arch
across the wave-worn crags and wood-crowned
hollows of this terrific abyss, forming a picture
of such savage grandeur as the boldest Italian
pencil has never yet equalléd! thtmo this
gulph, 1 ventured to descend.on the other sidé of



A.MODERN GENIUS, 289

-the bridge as low as I possibly could to the
-channel of theriver. Here an unimagined scene
-of Nature’s magnificence burst upon me. Here
the awful.cataract, whose perpendicular height is
more than two hundred and ten feet, appeared in
al{ its ‘astounding’ and overwhelming sublimity.
Heréfromits rock-piled barriers,dark asthe slowly

passing thunder-cloud, the Mynach precipitated

its angry waters in four grand cascades of twenty
feet in descent, the centre fall having a most pic-
turesque-and superior magnitude. These sheets
of liquid diamond, formed a second fall of more.

than sixty feet, and a third of nineteen feet; thew

reposing for a moment from its toil, the whole con-
‘gregated 'mass of waters rolled in one tremendous

-and appalling volume over a craggy ledge one.

hundred and twelve feet in height! ~ The upper
streams formed so many beautiful fiying buitresses
of the purestsilver, to a stupendous pile of rugged.
and gigantic rocks of the,most sombre bue. Im-.
pervious woods thicken around .this profound
abode of eternal thunder, and the guardian god-
dess of the Mynach seems here again to rise from
her infuriate waves, veiled in ‘her misty robe
white” and fleecys.as the morning cloud; while
the, echoes of the cat:'\r.act’s' deafening roar are
YOL, L. N

\
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rebounded’ from rock to Tock, till they expire
amid. the solitary depths of the distant forests.!
Twelve miles from h.ence‘! arrivedat Aberyst-
with, the end of my present journey. Thus,
through the kindness of Providence, have I safely
travelled on foot from: sea to sea, through "ihe
centre of South Wales, in a few days ;—a journey,
the lonely wearisomeness of which has been ‘more
than repayed by the interesting plaées of antiquity
which I have visited, and the variety.and beauty
of the prospects that met my view, at almost every
turn. As I passed up the street of Aherystwith,l
heard some person calling after me by my legiti-
mate cognomen. A voice from heaven could for
the moment have scarcely more sucprised me. 1t
must be some mistake, .thought I; my ears have
deceived me; for wha should possibly know me
in this remcte corner-of the world. I turned
about, and to my astonishment beheld a person,
nearly allied to a branch of my own family,
approaching me, who formerly resided in the
. neighbourhood of L———. This young man, I
found, now lives in the vicinity of Aberystwith
But I must contlude, and with my best wishes for

your prosperity, . e

' I remain, Yours, &c.
SyYLvATICUS
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LETTER LXIX.

4

' Aberystwith:
Dear I‘RANK, “»

I rounp as'I e‘:pected a company of performers
here, and the town nearly full of visitors. The
manager was absent on my arrival, but his aétors
seem to be very different beings to those wretches
whom 1T left -at Chepstow ; for ‘having felt very
unwell after my arrival, owing principally to the
fatigue of walkmg so much in the heat of sum-
mer, 1 found ‘some’ of thein very attentive and
kind to me.

Here are the shattered remains of a magnificent
castle, built on the site of a palade of the great
Cadwallader.  Strongbow was the original .
founder of this castle, which being demolished
by Gwineth, prince of North Wales;” was re-edlﬁed
by Edward I. in "1277. In the next century
Glendowr possessed it, till it was taken by
Henry IV. You see I am still on classic ground.
The view from tHese ruins, the hill on which they
stand forming the grand promenade, is very
noble,—-—extendmg from the promontory of Caer-

N2
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narvon and the island of Bardsey-on the right, to
‘the coast of Ee@ﬁroke on the left ; «to the west the
fine bay of Cardigan stretches forward till it
meets the horizon,. enlivened with numerous
vessels gliding across in every direction the bil-
lowy expanse; while northivard beyond . tue

estuary of Dovey, an enormous line of gigantic
mountains, with the loftier Cader Idvis overtop-
ping them in proud mﬂJesty, lift their mlghty
summlts into the clouds. ,

I have been to visit Plas Grug, once the strong
palace of Owen Glendowr, which stands about
half a mile from this town, Its ruins principally
.consist of a wall, enclosing a square area, aud a

strong and lofty square tower, This, aoubtless,
ds of British construction, and bas been the resi--
dence of several Welch princes. The fortresses
of the ancient.British chiefs, generally consisted
of a strong embattled tower, Here' dwelt the
« great Magician,” the,redoubted Glendowr, who
says that at his birth,

4 The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes ;
The goats ran from the mountains, and ‘the ‘nerds
- ‘Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields.
" These signs have marked me extrdordinary,
«And all the courses of my life do show
Lam not in the roll of common men.
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Where is he living,—clipped in with-the sea

That chides the banks of England, Scotland, Wales}—

Which culls me pupil, or hath read to me ?

And bring bim' out, tkat is but woman’s son,

‘Can trace me in the tedious ways of art, .

“And hold me pace’in deep experiments.”
5 .

Here on these shores he: called his « spmts from
the vasty deep:” but we may doubt with Hot-
spur whether they would come when he did call
them. Here the three 'u'ch-rebels, Gleudowr,
Hotspur, and Mortimer, apportioned to themselves
and divided on their maps the fair provinces of
England and Wales.

-~ .

«Into three limits” [says Mortimer] ¢ very équallye
England, from Trent and Severn hitherto
By south and east, is to my part assigned :

- All westward, Wales beyond the Seyern shone;
Andall the fertile Jand within that bound,
To Owen Glendowr : and, dear coz, to you
The remnant northward ly_lzlg off from fl‘rent.”

o

Here the lovely Cambnan princess, the daughter
of Glendowr, whose tongue

« Made Welch qg sweet as ditties highly penned,”

took leave of hier beloved Saxon, the noble Mor-
timer of kingly line, the rightful heir to the
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British throne, who had been brought a captive
by her father to these towers, smartin g beheath

“:Those wounds,

Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly. he. took
When on the gentle Severn’s seugy bank,

In single opposition, hand to hand,

He did confound the best part of an hour

Tn changing hardiment with great Glendowr.
Three times they breathed, and three times did they

- drink

Upon agreement, of swift Severn’s flood ;.

‘Who then affrighted with their.bloody looks
Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds,

And hid his cricp head in the hollow bank
- Blood-stained with these valiant compatan*s.”

As 1 stood musing in the twilight on these
scenes of other days amid the ruins, the soft
sweet winds ¢f evening came coolly from the
ocean; and as they sighed around the rugged
battlements of the unfréquented tower, methought
Glendowr’s minstrel spirits hovered above me, and
filled the-air with the wild melody of their invisi-
ble harps.——Tis vanished into nothingtiess ;-all
that has been, and all that now appears, shall
pass away as the shadow of a.cloud! Yes, the
rough and lordly warriors, and ‘the soft beauties
of that hour of -parting and Zears, of conspiracy
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-and preparatory war, have faded for ever from
the worlc, like the unearthly music that filled so
sweetly the: chambers of this regal tower!

On the return of tle manager to Aberystwith,
I appeared on the stage in the ‘part of Osmond, in
The C’astle Spectre, and was favourably received
by the audience. The .manager, Dunn, imme-
diately engaged me, and put into my hands a
week’s salary in advance. But the overbearing
insolence and vulgarity he displayed, prepossessed
~ me but little towards him. On the second night
of my performance, he' shone forth in his true
character ; for as 1 was conversing with one of
the actors respecting the part 1 'should have to
perform With him on the succeedmg play-mgbt,
Dunn rudely interrupted me, and with an oatly
and a ridiculous swagger authoritatively declared,
that he would never allow a performer®in any
" theatre of his to dictate or arrange how the scenes
in a play should be acted.+ Sickened by such an
unprovoked and ‘insolent attack, and unable to
submit to, such intolerable government, I.threw
down the paltry sum I had received from him,
and quitted the p]ay-house, resolved néver again,
toset mny foot in a theatre belonging to such an
ignorant despot.

Thus, my dear, friend, after taking so long a
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journey, I am again adrift on the wide ocean of
life. 1 have written to London, from wkich I am
now distant more than. two bundred miles, to
desire the keeper of the theatrical register-office
to procure me a situation without delay. I sball
set off on foot for the metropolis. to-morrow
morning, in as direct a line as I can, hopirig to
meet with a vacancy in some company by the,
way. But under all my tnals and: disappoint-

ments,
I remain,

Yours most sincerely,
' SYLvATICUS,
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LETTER LXX.

. - Cheltenham.
My Ko Frienp, .

Arrer quitting Aberystwith, 1 again crossed the
Devil’s bridgé ; and baving heard thata company
was at Ludlow, in Shropshive, directed my route
through the centre of Radnorshire for the town of
Kmo'hton. O, what a w1|d barren, mountainous,
moorhnd country, did I wander through! - The
roads, if.roads they may be called nlust surely
be impassable in the winter; wild heaths and.
desolate forests, with not a hut to -be seen for
many miles, extended on every side; and not a
‘peasant that I chanced to meet could speak a-
word of English! Thowever reached Rayader-
gowy, a small town in Radnor, on my first day’s
warch,—about thirty-two miles. On*the second
.day I lost my way, and wandered among the
frightful wilds and mountains .of this dreary
county, Ou almost every lofty hill appeared
the camps of the ancient Britons. Here, envi-
roned by the everlasting fortresses of nature, they
made their last stand for dear-prized liberty

ND
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against the subduing Romans and I conld not
but consider this dreary region, though fonely as’
the savage ‘forests of Americg, sacred gronnd for
here it was that the iramortal champion of British
Jiberty, the great Caractacus, wandered with his
barrassed troops of hardy veterans, till overcome
by Ostorius, e wds compelled to fly for refuge
to those who basely betrayed bim into the hands
of his too powerful enemies.* C

At length after the most wearisome wanderings,
continuing to direct 'my march eastward, I ap-
proached at set of sun towaids the confines' of
‘Shropshire. I had been-compelled to ford two
rivews during the day, in one of which I flicundered
into a hollow nearly up to my shoulders; and
almost sinking with fatigue, I caine to a miserable
village, where I learnt there was an inn about a
tnile further on-the road. This place of public
accommodation 1 reached at dusk, and found it
‘to be a poor miserable hovel with- on]y one com-
mon room to receive guests, whosewvisits, from the
appearance of thie house and lack of company
durmg the whole of my stay there, must, I con-
‘ceive, be like those of angels’— few and far

% The Rditor of Comden in his additions, conaiders that the true Cael
Candoc, or principal fortress of- Caractace.s, was in Sbropslnro, two miic?
* south of Clun and three from Coxal,
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between,” 'The hostess was a tall ra,w-b\oned.
woman, coarse in ber manuers and squallid in her
appearance, with .three .or four squalling' dirty
urchinis about her. She however told e I could
have a bed, .made.up a large peat fire to dry my
_clothes, and after a time cooked some eggs and:
bacon . for my supper. ..I-had about me betwixt
seven and eight pounds in silver, the remainder
of the profits of my benefit at Chepstow. I had
it in silver on account of the difficulty often met
with; of getting distant, conntry bank notes
changed. But I found the sum .weighty and
cumbersome; and thought of the danger of
being rcbbed, and thrown pennyless on the world,.
I therefore rashly resolved to pack the money. up
in something, and send it to the White Horse
Cellar in London, as soon as 1 arrived at Ludlow,
shonld I'not obtain a situation. with the company
there. I looked abi'.!ut me at this miserable ale-
house, and saw on a shelf a small tin caddy which
I purchased of thg landlady for eighteen-pence.
Reserving to myself a sum necessary for my
direct journey to the metropolis, I deposited in it
the contents of my pocket. The sound attracted
the woman’s notice and she exclaimed, ¢ Ay, ay,
I know now what you want my caddy for: you
have been about tlie country buying up all the
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guineas you can find. Why you’ve got your
-pockets full of them, and are going to send them
.off to Lunnun, I suppose. . Yes, yes, 'you must
make a fine penny that way, I dare say.” It was
in vain that. I -repeatedly assured her it was nat
guineas which 1 had packed up ;- she continued.
firm in her belief that I was' nothing less than a
guinea-merchant; I now obtained of her, some
papet, in which I enclosed the caddy, and sealhig
it, put it into her hands,—foolish enough, you
will say,—to keep for me till the morning. A
little aftersdark, my host came in from his field-
labour, and.sitting down by the fire, took the
homely supper which his wife had prepored for
him. His countenance was not of the most
pleasaut cast, and he appeared gloomy and sulky,
not.deigning to drink out of my cup of miserable
ale, the only beverage the house afforded, though
I invited him more than once. Melancholy and
fatigued, I requested at an early hour to retire to
rest. The landlord sullenly complied with my
" desire, and. taking a candle, lighted me-across a
sort of out-house or lJumber-room to my chamber.
Here a fresh scene of wretchedness presented
itself. The stairs by which we ascended were
rude, broken, and covered with dirt. The cham-
ber, if such it might be:called, had no door to it;
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and its only furniture, was an old broken chair
and a IOw pallet o bed stuffed with' straw, and
nearly as hard as a board. A large bag was
hung before the window,.or rather aperture, -to
Jeep out the midnight winds ; and a filthy horse
“clgth and a blauket were the only covering to my
niiserable couch. Glad, almost any where, to
rest my weary limbs, I took off my clothes, put
out the light, and lay doww on my wretched bed,
consoling myself with the thought that it was but
for one night, that morning would soon awake
me to, new and pleasanter scenes; and recom-
mending myself - to the protection of heaven,
presently fell asleep.

Agitated by a strange and unaccountable sen-
sation, somewhere ‘about midnight, I suddenly
awoke. I felt alarmed, and instinctively rose up~
in the bed. The danger of my°si_tuation rushed
upon my mind. The woman’s firm belief that
the caddy was filled with gold, the dismal loneli-
ness of the housg, the poverty of its savage inha-
bitants, with the thought that should the woman,
overcome with avarice and curiosity, once break
the seal of the caddy, she could not have the face
. to.restore it to me,—all came with fall and terrible
force on my newly awakened senses. While
thus, fearfully ruihinating, without any weapon
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or means ‘of defence, I plainly heard, b} ‘the’
creeking of the boards, some person softly walk-
ing to and fro ‘in the next chamber, and
frequently a faint half-audible whisper fell on'
my eagerly listéning ear. .'ome one now creeped-
softly past the staircase, and shortly after, to my
unspeakable horror, I dlstmctly heard a ‘person
digging with a spade on the outside of the house.
All' the horrors of a violent death now stared me’
full in the face, and a cold perspiration streaméd
from every pore. Al the- frightful stories I had
heard ‘relatfag to strangers being murdered in
lone houses, crowded on my memory; and I felt
perfectly assured. that the murderous lendlord
was at that momeit forming my grave. Bidding
an eternal farewell to my wife, my child, and all
‘my friends, who without a miracle must for ever
remain iguorant of my wretched end, and recom-
mending my soul to God, I gave myself up to
the terrible fate that seemed to await me.
- He who has received the sentence of denth, and
waits for the bloody éxecutioner, can alone tell
the agony of that dismal hour. Iseemed deprived
of all' power*to rise or attempt my escape; and
involved in utter darkness, I kept looking towards
the opef entrance to my cbamber, in momentary
expectation of my murderers. Often ‘did I seem
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“to hear, after.the digging had ceased, the footstep.
of some one stealing up-the'broken stairs; till by
turns m'y%iood ﬂ‘ow;edfas cold as ice, and: then
burried to.my palpitating heart with the heat of
a thousand fevers. At length I attempted to
dress myself; -but falling over' the broken chair
by the side of my bed, and. tumbling the candle-
stick on the floor, such was my confusion and:
trepidation, that I could not find half my clothes.
Continued whisperings again assniled me, and T
heard a sound like something heavy falling on
the ground in the lumber-room below me. I
beard no footstep in my chainber, nor felt any
‘one seize hold of me as I every moment expected.
I then sat down on the side of my bed, for I con-
sidered all attenipt to escape as utterly.useless.

How long I retqained in this state, I cagnot tell 5
every thing bowever became perfectly still, and:
1 felt more composed. At length, to my unspeak--
able joy, I saw the first gleams of morning steal
through the holgs. in the bag hung. before the
window ; 1 jumped forward, tore it down, and O,
how T'blest the coming dawn! I then presently
dressed myself, and sitting down on- the bed, fell
into a sort of troubled slumber: when I awoke it
was broad daylight. I soon descended from my
chamber of horrors, and found my. host up, sitting

23
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in a chair, and seemingly in much pain. Tinquiréed:
if he had not been up the greater part of the
night. With some hesitation he auswered in the’
affirmative, stating that he had been suddenly
seized a little after midnight with such spasms in,
his legs, as renderéd him.unable to walk acrgss
the house without the help of & stick. Demand-
ing my caddy, I gladly received it with the
seal unbroken, and instantly quitted the house.
There was something so very mysterious in this
business, that I am convineced some foul play was
intended ; and ‘that the iuterposition of an -ever-:
watchful Providence alone preserved my life. It
seems to ine; either that this man was seizgd with
what he called *a terrible pain in his legs,”
“which deprived him of their use ; or, finding that
I was awake from the noise which I made when
atternpting to put on my clothes, he became, like
Macbeth, “infirm of purpose,” 'and could not
afterwards screw his “‘courage to the sticking
place,'” and therefore abandoned, the bloo'dy pur-
pose he had designed. .

'On arriving at Ludlow, I found a company, hut
no room for an additional actor; and was once -
more obliged to continue my’ journey towards
London. I could nét, however, ‘quit that place
without viewing its interesting castle,~a - most
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maguificent ruin.  From its ancient Celtic name,
‘Dinan Llys Tyw sog, or the Pal'\ce of the Prince,
.1 have n¢® doubt but it was originally. the resi-
dence of -some of tlid pringes of Pengwern, or
Powysland. Here was the seat of the Viceroys of
Wa]es, and sometlmes of, the heirs to the English
, throne. It stands on the rocky termination of a.
lofty hill; overlooking the confluence of the-
Teme aud the Corve, and surrounded with a wall-
and strong towers, even yet in tolerable repair.
On passing the outer gate, 'which opens from the
castle into the town, ybu enter_the court-yard or -
outer ballium, which Js very large and contains’
the hall of justice, place of records, and many
other bmldmgs left. to moulder.in decay. Here
the castle garrison took up their abode, during
the occupation of this once-important fortress. In
the north-west coruer- of . this_atea, thé hoary
towers of the palace still lift their sublime battle-
"ments " in . solitary grandeur, commanding an’
extensivé pro§pect and surrounded by a second
immicnsely deep fosse hewn out of the fiving rock
and vast ramparts, above which the ash and
sturdy oak spread their leafy branches, embower-
ing the thrush that sweetly tunes his evening
song over the mouldering wreck of greatness,
Passing the iuner.gates, above which are the
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arms of the Sidneyfamily and beneath them an

inscription, T entered this grand palace of princes.
" Alas! .what a melancholy mass of imposing

ruins surrounded me! In-the middle of this

second court-yard was a. fountain; on one side

stands the grand chapel, the end of which is cir-

cular 3 aud fronting the entrance are the remains

of the splendid ball. But its numerous coats of
arms, with ‘the lances, spears, firelocks, and old

armour which Dr, Stukeley records as having seen

at the begiining of the last century, are all swept

away ; and nothing but rubbish, and the square:
pouderous towers and thick-ribbed walls, lifting

in naked cheerlessness their ragg’ed; summits to

the clouds, are now to be seen.

Around these mural ramparts, how “often has
the blood-swollen-tide of battle rolled ; and the
midnight trampet of the beleaguering foe aroused
the sleepy warders. .Around these walls galloped .
on his warhorse the -muil-clad Stephen, when he
bravely rescued from the soldiers of the.Empress
the pl’incély Henry of Scotiamj, as ‘With .a grap-
pling .iron they tore him from bis horse, und :he
hung suspended betwixt heaven and earth. Here
assembled his host of the Marches the ambitious
Richard of York, when he openly asserted. his
right to the crown : and here dwelt his innocent
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grandson Edward VI. Here with pomp and
glorious cir cumstance of royalty was the youthful
prmce firstproclaimed England's monarch. Aby
fatal were those trilnpet tones that then rung
round the palace walls; fatal the strains of the
mmstlel harp, that .echged in that festal hour
thlough this hall. They rang his early kuell:
from this gate did he depait in pomp and triumph
to mount a throne ; but he stepped into an un-
timely grave, which the ‘blood-died hand of an
uncle had already prepared for him. What days
of splendid chivalry have liere been seeil, when-
‘prince ‘Arthur, with his consort ‘Catharine of
Arragon/held here their court!” What an assem-
blage of English and Spanish’ beauties then
graced these gorgedus halls; what valiant knights
of love and honour tln'onged their portals! What
fond whisperings, what tender -sighs of’ bnght-
eyed damsels bave been breathed ‘within these
"palace wdlls! What a°rich and, voluptuous
mingling has'there been here of the mellifluous
notes of Coltic harp und- Spanish guitor, touched
by the> snow-white fingers of Iberian maids to
tales .of chivalrous romance and love! Pomp,
pride, valour, beauty, whither are ye all fled ?
My heart paing and sickens at the reflection }

. But there are two eircumstances’ which .will
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eternally consecrate thy mewory, when every
stone of thy saperb fabric, thou palace of Ludlow,
shall be crumbled to dust: for here it was that
the incomparable masque’ of Comus was first
represente(l, in 1634. Yes, in this magnificent
hall of princes, by the heautiful Alice, danghter
of the Earl of Bridgwater, president of Wales,
were these beautiful lines warbled forth

“ Sweet echo, sweetest nymph that liv'st unseen .
Within thy airy shell, -
By slow Meander’s margin green,
And in the violet-embroidered vale,
‘Where the love-lorn nightingale
Nightly to thee her sad song mourneth welk.”

Ab, never again shall these walls return the
echoes of such sweet sounds !

It seéms, my friend, that Milton founded hls
story on a real incident. The two sous of the
Earl and Lady Alice, on their way froni a-family
residence in Herefordshire to the castle of Ludlow,-
were benighted in the forest of 'I-Iaywoog;.énd the
lady for a time lost. Lawes, the friend of Milton,
who taught music in the family, requested Milton
to write the masque, which he set to music, and
acted the character of the attendant spirit; while
the lady sustained the part which she had previ-
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ously performed in real life. Here, too, it was
that Butler, secretary to the Earl of Carbery,
wrote his poem of Hudibras——What move need
be said to render this,pile one of the most inter-
esting, as it was once one of the most magnificent
ia Europe! N

Cheltenham is a fine gay place; but it containg
little to intérest me, Ireceived at this post-oflice
a letter from the agent in town, who informs me
he bis a good - situation for me in Jonas and
Penley’s company at Peckham, where 1 now
hasten my weary steps.

I am,
With every sincere wish for your happiness,
i3] °
SyLvaTICUS.
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LETTER LXXJ.

.

} Last Bourne.
Dear Frank, ;
‘ON reaching Peckham, I found that the manager
had announced my first appearance in the bills
for a preceding night; not arriving in time,. I
lost my engagement, and was compelled to come
hither, a distance of sixty-five miles, to join another
division of the company, under the management
of Jonas. Mrs. Mac Gibbon of Covent-Garden
and her lisping, ignorantly i:npeéionné?llilsband
are two of our performers, as is also a Miss Cooke
of Drury-Lane, a very handsoine girl. Mrs, Mac
'Gibbon'is certzinly a woman of talent and con-
siderable mind ; yet there is a meanness of expres-
sion about her countenunce, and a y_v'ant of majesty
in her figure, which detracts greatly from that
effect her acting would otherwise produce. The
night on which I opened here in the Duke of
‘Gloucester, she played Jane Shore with great
feeling and correctness: her dying scene was
finer than any thing of the kind I have ever seen.
Her husband. notwithstandine: he some time since
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grufily lisped through Macduff at Covent-Garden,
is wholly destitute of any real dramatic genius,
and can never be an actor. Brunton of Covent-
Garden is also playiyg here for five or six nights.
I see nothing in his per‘form‘ances to admire ;
-aothing worthy iitation. A proud couscionsness
of self-importance and’ a superiority of stage
finesse, joined to a natural ease, the effect of
habit, and a constitutional sprightliness, which
throws a sort of pleasing halo round his otherwise
commonplace style of acting, seems to buoy- him
up from sinking into the fevel of his provincial
brethren who act with him. I play most of the
second characters to him, and have now much
professional study. ' -

I left my letter unfinished thieo weeksago, and
have now to inform you that this theatre is about
to be closed, and the company discharged. Thus
after toiling through the fatigue of so immense a
Journey, in anotder fortnight I shalt be aguin
destityte of a situation, without being allowed
even the chance of a benefit. O, my friend,
I am truly sickened, disgusted with this profession
and its followers, The humblest hut and the
coarsest fare, how. enviable, how preferable to
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this life of: uncertainty, aud perpetual chauge.
What a distance is this from my home! Butl
am resolved to return by the nearest voute along
the coast once more to that. sequestereil cottage
which contains .my wife and child. I now feel,
that I would rather shut myself up with-them iy
the deepest obscurity, would even rather we
should all perish together by deliberate élarvatiou,-
-and complete that sad tragedy which poor Boissy.
the French poet was prevented by the timely aid
of a friend from accomplishing, than follow any
longer the profession in which I am now engaged.
What have I found among this people, iﬁgo whose
society my fate has so long thrown me, and whom
.in my early romantic imaginings I could not help
regarding as a class of superior beings! Why from
the highest to the lowest,save and excepting some
few individuals, nothing but the basest tyranuy,
falsehood, envy, and all deceivableness of. un-.
righteousness., And d9es all the world conspire
to crush me, and strive to check Iy progress
towards an honest fame? Is tl:ere no honour, no
. truth, no kindness any where to be found? Does
the fear of rivalry destroy all the good and amia-
‘ble feelings of the heart in every liberal profes-
sion? O no:—I have erred, and mistaken the
road to true renown. I should have followed the

»
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path of the Muses, and long ere this the noble
host of ligerary characters, the light and glory of
my couutry, would have stretched forth the hand
of fellowship, and &indly assisted me in my
arduous and uphill journey. Then would those
fOstering smiles, so hbenlly bestowed on other
sons’of genius, risen fr om obscurity deep as my
own, have been my cheerfing reward and crown
of rejoicing in the day of triamph, Adieu for
ever to the theatre! Shadow of fictitious splen-
dour, “ unreal mockery” of pomp, favewell! In
a few days I shall turn my back on its portals,
never again to enter it as a votary of Thespis.
\Velcome, rather, the labours of the field, the
‘ unremlttmo toil of the cottage peasant!

‘Like the repentant prodigal, I will return to
my deserted bome. I will sit down and devote
my whole time to the productior of a Poem of
length, on some interesting story. I feel an
assurance hourly strengthening in ‘my bosom,
that He, who has S0 long been my guide, my pre-
server, will some way or other in the Thystericus
dispensations of his eternal providence, find out
the means for our sustentation till my work is
completed. One patron is yet spared to me,—
the Rev. J. R . To him will I go, confess
that 1 have erred -and strayed like a lost sheep,

VOL. I1. o
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and assure him of my resolution never again to
return to the stage. Ile will, he niust forgive my
imprudent aberrations, and promote and foster
my laudable undertaking.a

The next time, Flank you hear of me, it will
be from: the little cottage in the valley of wooifs,
far from the world, its empty pleasures, its unsa-
tisfactory vanities. Home! what magic in the
sound! what joyful anticipations fill my throb-
bing heart! Accept the enclosed spontaneous
tribute of my muse, and believe me 4

Ever sincerel y yours,
SyLvaATICUS.

HOME.

Homs! In that little word what'magic dwells !
Who hath not felt its influence? When his eye,
Far on the moon-light surge, the seaboy lifts '
"To the bright queen of héaven, his heart-heaved sigh
‘Blends with the passing night-breeze; and the thought
That yonder blessed light shines sweetly round
His distant cottage-home comes oer his mind,
Awakening fond remembrances of those
His soul loves dearest. He who o’er the waste
Of wild Zahara, faint with burning thirst,

‘Wanders at shut of eve, no fountain near,
As on the sands he lays him ddwn to die,
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Thinks of his home with agonizing tears,

-And breashes with his last sigh a prayer for those
‘Whom he Jas left behind. *The captive, who
In dungeons of eternal garkness chained
His bitter days hath worn away in wo,

MWhen on his coucheof straw kind slumbers close
His Jear-w ashed eye, still in his happy dreams
Beholds again his home, and i m the arms

Of its loved inmates feels returnmg joys

Till his worn frame no longer can endure

Tk excess of fancied bliss, that soon awakes
Him to the due reality of grief.

Fen the proud conqueror in the battle-day,

As round him swell the shouts of his glad host,

Thinks of the joy that in his bannered halls

Await him, when triumphant he returns
In laurelled cer to his ancestral home.

Evening is in the valley ; all is still
Shve the sweet blackbird’s parting hymn to ddy,
And the'deep vespers of the torrent gush
Flashing from far amid the woodland glade.
The exiled Swiss is on that torrent’s marge
Wa.tchmg the glone§ of the western sky, -
Where some angelic limner seems to paint™
Bright scenes of paradise, with pencil dipt
In tints that mark the sunbow. And there floats
Adown that valley, on the listless breeze,
Soft stranger music from some minstrel’s reed ¢
O, ’tis the music of his native land
That falls upon tW’ enraptuted exile’s ear

02
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Paining his soul with ecstasy. Ask then
If in that hour his distant home be dear ?

Take from his fields of ice apd hut of snow
The pallid dweller of the arctic climes,
And place him in some sunny islaed where
Eternal summer reigns, where hill and dale
‘With blossoms are empurpled, and the air
Is rich with th’ odours of its spicy woods ; .
Yet in its vine-bowers, hung with luscious fruit,
Mango and fig-tree groves, and orange shades,
He for his ice-cave and his deer-skin couch, '
Embosomed in the whirlwind of the north,
That rushes o’er the inhospitable waste
And deserts of interminable snow,
Mocking the-dismal howl of savage bears,
Would deeply sigh, a wanderer from his home !

1, too, have been an exile far from home !
Far havé I wandsred from my native vale
Q’er land and stormy sea, in quest of friends,
Honour, and fame : and gow from the pursuit
Heart-sickened, I to thee for comfort turn,
Dear home! To thy sweet forest shades I.fly
From Envy, Disappointment, and the frowns
Of petty Tyranny., When far away
Amid the festive scenes of gay resort, .

Or in the hours of midnight dolitude

When sorrow and mishap flung on my heart

Their load-of wretchedness, still, still to thee

My’ gay or saddened thoughts would veer, and bear
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Me to the dear-loved quiet of thy hearth.

‘0, how Idong {0 view thee once again;.

To lay my weary head benecath thy roof

In peace upon that pillgw, which the hand

Of love shall for me smooth : there fondly kiss
The damask rose that blooms on the soft cheek
Of my sweet slumbering boy, and mark the moon
Stealing betwixt the foliage of the groves

My hermitage embowering, hér pale ra);

To fling within my casement, and my couch

With silvery beauty shower. Sweet there to rest,
And think on the fierce turmoil of the world

‘Far off, with all its baseness, guilt, and pride,
And all the dangers and the toils I've past.

Like him who, safe on some sea headland’s height
After long voyage, views the storm descend,

The ocean, pale with wrath, arise, and strew -
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His sounding shores with wrecks! Sweet there to rest,

While Dian’s minstrels of the forest-bowers
Sing me to sleep with their melodiousshymns !°
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LETTER LXXII.

_ L— Cottage.

My xinp Frienp, ‘
On the last Sunday in -September, I turned my
“back on.East Bourne; and bade, I ‘humbly hope
in God,an eternal farewell to the theatre. I had
a long walk over the downs, and on my ar nval
in Brighton, passing through one of the streets,
1 heard a voice calling on my name. On turning
round, I perceived my former acquain‘ance at
Wansford, Mr, Beverly, who warmly invited me
to his lodgings. I readily complied with his
request, and found that he had rel'mqulshed the
stage, and follwed solely the profession of an
‘1tmemnt miniatare-painter; 1 was really much
astonished, when he showed me some of his
specimens, at-the very great tajent which he dls—
played as.a seli-taught artist. Nor -was Mrs.
Beverly, it seems, idle. In every town which
they'vmted Imwas led to understand she gave a
mgﬂ% grand cutertamment consisting of songs,
recitations, comic and tlaglc, and readmfrq from
Milton. Mercy on me ! thought I, what pre?



A MODERN GENIUS. 319

sumption ! “.gYes,” said Mrs. Beverly, «you

are just tome in time. .I am going to give a
theatrical Olio_ to-morrow night, in the grand
rooms at the Old Ship Tavern. I have already
sold .thirty-two pgmids worth of tickets among
some, of the first fimilies here, and shall to-morrow
sell a great many more.” Here she took snuff
from her reticule in profusion, and launched out
into a ﬂodrishing, ‘eulogium oun her own abilities 3
talked of the large sums she and her husband
had made by their individual talents, since they
had given up the theatre ; w]iat patronage she
obtained from the principal inhabitants of Clii-
chester, gnd what compliments his 101 dslnp the:
Bishop of that city, who lonoured: hier perfor-
mance with his presence, paid to her Miltonic
readings ! I could scarcely believe my own ears.
Surely, said I to myself, this woifian must have
hid her wonderful talents under a bushel all the
time that I have known Tler,_ disdaining to shine
forth in a barn; for both her singing and’speak-
ing have generally seemed to me beldiv medioc-
rity, whenever I had the honour of hearing her.

Beverly very kindly pressed me to stay with
them till after Monday night, and I willingly
complied. The evening ' came, and I was all
eager curiosity to see how Mrs, Beverly would
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acquit herself, and give a mono-theatrical enter-
tainment to a first-rate audience at Rrighton.

I found the rooms at the Old Ship’ Tavern of
stately dimeasions, and saperbly lighted up for
‘the occasion. Mrs. B. had chosen the i'nne‘r
saloon for the scene of her performance, and at
the upper ¢nd was a handsome screen placed,
behind which she retired at every change of
character. A full mllltary band attended by the
command’ of their officers, and played 'most
delightfully. Carriages began to arrive, and the
company, who appeared principally of the bon
ton, continped to flock in till the room was
néaley full. - The music ceaseds 1 was all anx-
jety. Mrs:. B. came from behind the screen,
better dressed than I had ever seen lier. She
began a recitation :—loud whispefing on every
side. T trembfed for her'! Apy!ampse :—that's
cheering : T trust she’ll do better in her. next
speech.” Then came a song. “ Chevrotter et far
.una tosse di. capmﬂ" said an Itgliawr lady sitting
just before me. Yes, thought I, her shake hias
too much of the goat’s congh about it.indeed.
She does not keep to the time; the master of the.
band who acco,:npauics her, I see, is in agonies.
However, .the audience were very g frood-natmed
She has got through it somehow, without being
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hissed. A ¢omic address which followed, was
spoken‘very fairly, and won thunders of applause,
Next, CBllins’s Ode on the Passions :—Fear,
personified with condiderable effect; Jnger, bor-
,Jdering ‘on the ,burlesque; Despair, dismally
enqugh'; Hope, very sweetly, and with many
redeemmn' points ; Melancholy, too drawling ;
CILeerfulness, very pleasitigly ; and Joy, Wlth a
happy characteristi¢ sprightliness. On the whole,
the recitation of this beautiful Ode was by far
the best of her performances; and the style in
-which she gave a display of several of the varied
passions, did considerable credit to her judgment
and abilities, Other songs succeeded, and she
again repeatedly got into altissimo, from which
she fluttered down with discordant screamings,
like a wounded bird from its mry flight.,
Then.came the Miltonic readmgs but, alas!
mth so mich previous exertion, Mrs. B’s voice
began to -he crazed and worn into hoarseness,
and thus rendered totally unfit for such an office:
The deeply tuneful tones of Mrs. Siddons can
alone®give full effect to the sublimely awful
speeches of Satan and his peers, in the gold-em-
blazoned palace of the infernal regions. In fact,
Murs. Beverly bad neither commanding figure nor
powers of execution sufficient to- produce ,any .

09
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other sensation ‘on her hearers, than that of indif- -
ference or pity. In short, I cannot but think,
that though her fashionable audience were. so
pdlite as to cheer her with foud and numerous
tokens of their approbatlon, yet.from the:

“ Qunps, and cranks, and wanton wxles, !
Nods, and becks, and wreathed smiles,”

which were. to be seen'and heard on every side,
that Mrs. B. gave as little satisfaction that even-
ing as did the Signora La Maccherini, (whose
countrymen had exaggerated and falsely repre-
sented her . abilities,) the first night of her
appeérance atthe Opera.  After the deperture of
the company Beverly regaled myself and two or
ﬂlree of his friends with some of the best wines
~the Old Ship cou]d produce from her lockers, and
the Brighton Herald the next day spdke in very
flattering terms of Mrs. B’s dramatic talents, and
the great satisfaction her songs and re'idmgs bad
glven t}\e-vusxtms of Brighton.

I soon dher bid adieu to Mr. and Mrs. Beverly,
and setting forward on my journey, I reached
my home in safety. It was at the set of sun that
1 ronce more caught the first glimpse of my
‘hative valley. O, how many long and weary
niles, I mentally exclaimed, have I travelled
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since last I saw that sweet secl uded spot ! Happy
valley of my home ! there no proud, petty, igno-
rant tyrant reigns! Now do I feel how dearly I
love thee, and despise that world,—to me a howl-
>ing w:]demess,-rthh which I once so ardently
longed to' become acquainted ! O, may I never
be cruelly driven from thee again ! Ab, I
behold my embowered cottage: a smoke curls
upwards from its chimney on the evening breeze;
it waves like a graceful banner of love, to wel-~
come me a weary way-worn pilgrim to my
blessed home., What pleasure will soon be
mine ! -
I was at.the cottage oate- 1 passed through
the little’ shrubbexy, I knocked at the door.
mournful faces alone met my view, and I had to
learn of the recent death of the aunt of Maria;
and that my little boy was: suﬂ"ermg from the
éffects of an ‘accident, by which he had been
severely bm'nt.

1 am, yours,
SYLYATICUS,
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LETTER LXXIIT.

L

Cottage.,
Dear FRrRANK, ' :
You are anxious to know what I am writing of.
I will tell you in three important words,—AN
Eric Poem. “An Epic Poem!” T hear you
exclaim. Yes,an Epic poem;and Milton,the chief
favourite of all my favourite poets, is my great
" model. How valuable are now to me my studies
and readings, and the notes which 1 made-during
my wanderings; for I am without. patronage,
without friends, without books, without access, to
“any ]lbmry, ang, almost without, money ! Yet
while I have such examples before me, of merit
and industry rising fromp the depths of ‘obscurity
to renown, as Adrian 1V., the Emperor Basil,
. Cardinal leenes, Adriau VI, Franklin, Aken-
side, Bloomfield, Burns, Cervantes, De " Foe,
Virgil, Tamerlane, Watts, Matthew Prior, Allan
Ramsay, Frauklin, Gifford, Hume, Churchill,
Samonozof the Russian Pindar, and numerous
others, forming a galaxy of literary and heroic
glory, I will never despair. 1 have -ohtained



A MODERN GENIUS, 325

nearly a hundred subscribers, though not with-
. out difficulty, and some unpleasant rebuffs. One
gentlemail, the Hon. , to whom I applied,
was greatly surprisell af the presumptuousness of
JLalling the effusigns of my ‘muse, by the-sublime

and, high-sounding title of epic. “Do you
know,” said he, with an air of arrogant conde-
scension, that'only four or.five epic poems have
ever been attempted, through-all the ages of
the world ; and that only three of those can be
. said to deserve that name 2 How can you, then,
possibly dream of attempting such an impossible
achievement 2’ 1 could have told him that there
had bean more than fifty epic poems attempted
since the days of Ilomer; that the Greeks were
not without their imitators of the great onrma]

though they and their works are almost ugkuown,-
except lepluodm us the Llpowrammhtwt who
has . obtained some _poor, fame by dropping the
]etter A. out of the first'book of his Odyssey, and
the same with the rest of the alphabet through
the twenty-four cantos of his ‘whimsiral work

L codld have mentioned the names of Bavius,
Ennius, Varius Pedo, Albinovanus, Silius, Sta-
tius, Lucan, Vairess Flaccus, the last of "the
Roman epic wnters, aud Sed ulius, who about the
year 480, in the reign of Theodosius and Valen-
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tinian, wroteé an heroic poem on the life of Christ,
called the Paschal : and even amid the darkness
of uncivilized society and gothic barbarity was
written the poem of Eeozghlf by some’ Saxon
‘Scald, which is called by Sharon Turner ¢ the
oldest poem in an epie form that now exists in-any
of the vernacular Iangu:ages of modern Europe.
To these might be added the classic strains of
Joséph of Exeter, styled the learned miracle of
his age, who wrote three epic poems ; not to
mention several modern authors among tlie
different European nations, all of whose poems
strictly belong to the heroic class, however
remote they may be frém the original ‘standard.
Arabia, India, and Persia also boast of their. epic
poets; and the Saltan Mabmood, says Dow,
‘promised Sheik Phirdoci a golden mohur ' for
every verse of an heroic poem, when.that divine
bard produced thé unparalleled poem called the
Schak Numma, which cousisted of sixty thousand
couplets. But it did not beconie me to hold my
rushlight to the sunbeaming wisdom of the Right
Honourable. “Have you read,” continued lte,
« Milton, Homer, Virgil, Tasso, and Camoens in
their original languages ?” I replied, that I had
most certainly read the poems of those great
authors, and many other epic ' compositions to
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boot, though but few of them in their original
languages ; nor did I conceive that to be at all
necessary *for the true understanding ,of epic
cdmposition. « Ab,*well,’® said he, « you may
dave geniuis certainly, and I have no objection to
the $aking a eopy .of your lofty and ambitious
muse ; but permit me to advise you to call your
poem by any other name than that of epic i” [this
was given with a smile of unspeakable benevo-
lence] «at the same time, I could not think of -
allowing my name to be handed about.in the list
of your subscribers, as a patroniser of such unwar-
rantable presumption.” This advice might cer-
tainly have lieen very wise, and very kind, and
very good; but 1 am so unfortunately pertina-
cious, as to determine not to follow it,’and must
abide by the consequences. Let the world,— -
nay posterity,—though such an appeal, I fear, is
greater presumption still,—decide between us.
I bave paid a visit to my former friend, the Rev.
Mr, R~—. 1 pat iuto his hands three or four
books of- my epic poem, and stated that having
‘accorcfing to his oft-repeated wishes and solicita=
tions, for. ever quitted the boards, all my hopes
and dependance was on tlie success of its publi-
cation. I entreated "him to do me the favour of
reading-if, and making any ¢orrections he might
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deem' necessary : but alas, from- one so very
dilatory, and so much in fear of catching cold
that he was obliged carefully to air every page -
of the MS. by the fire befsre he could venture
to peruse it, it was worse than folly to expect any
very extraordinary exertions towards the fure
therance and saccess of my laborious undertaking.
Mr. R—— kept iy manuscript by bim, till I
was quite tired ef waiting ; and'at last returned
it, saying that.he had exerted himself and got
through the first book of twenty-five pages, but

.could not say whether or no it possessed as

much merit as my first poem on the Invasion of
Bonaparte. This was not very cheering certainly,
frou‘l‘ one, too, whom I had been taught to consider
as an excellent judge of poetic merit. Yet I

-still press forward, unaided, unsupported, and

unknown. But how exist, you will say. Why
not, my friend, quite on air. A legacy of a few
pounds left me most opportunely by a fémale
relative, enables us with strict economy to obtain
bread;-a garden supplies us with vegetables,
and these should be quite sufficient to satisfy the
wants of a versifying bhermit. The proud and

“envied honours of the world, so much. and

eagerly sought after, are to me the most trifjing

. vanities j—
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“ For nunds of poets, from their own high sphere
" Look dywn on earth s distinctions, high and low,
Sunken o soaring, as the equal sun
Shed light along the Jale and mountain’s brow.”
o

« I am Jost in the grandeur and magnitude of
my theme ; and amid the silent and unfrequented
‘shades ofuy embowered cottage, past ages with
all their shadowy forms of. beauty aid martial
pomp arise, before me. A by-gone world, the
relics of which are dust, lives again in the
glowing colours of imagination, replete with
'the betwitching characters of romance, with
wonderful adventure and surprising feats of
arms ; while,over all, the mysterious agency. of
heaven sheds the real splendour of .miraculous
machinery. . Such a noble theme have I found
for my muse in the Old Testament.——Baut let
me proceed with' my tale. I1°must confess,
Frank, that to keep out of debt, our comforts are
few, and our daily privations many and great;
while Maria's delicate health, which sorrow and
nervous debility have gr eﬁtly impaired, renders
them the more distressing, and all my future:
prospects ave indeed buf, dark and dreary.

The Rev. Mr. R—— did me the favour, soon
after he retorned my manuscript, to recommend
me and. my ploducuons to one of his clerioal




330 THE TALE OF

brethren, the Rev. Mr. H of B , POS~
sessed, it is said, of great property, extensive
influence, and pulpit popularity. T consequently
took a journey to B-~——, aad waited on Mr. H.
with the first four or five cantos of my mgnuscript
poem. I found him at lweakfast; the reception
I met with was cold in the extreme : thexmanners
of this preacher of benevolence and goodwill
towards mankind, were to me lofty, repulsive,
and forbidding,  After politely keeping me
standing the whole time I was with him, he
kindly condescended to take my manuscript, and °
promised me the honour of a perusal. I waited
"a long and anxious period for his yreturning it,
which at length he did with a note, stating that
he had read the work as.far as I had proceeded
~An it, and that it stood in need of many corrections;
therefore his advice, like that of Horace, was to
keep it by me some years before I attempted to
push it into the world. Such, Frank, was the
cold, the chilling advice, witheut one cheering
line of encouragement; one commendatory syl-
lable, or cousoling word of kindness or pity to
counterbalance its soul-depressing effects which
I réceived from a minister of the humble, the
compassionate Jesus, enjoyitig considerable popu-
Jarity, extensive influence, 'and all the blessings
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t‘\hat riches«can béstow, fully acquainted with Ihy
unhappy%ituation, and Knowing all my hopes
depended dn the speedy publication of my poem.
This counselling, however gorrect in a literary
poiiit of view, wag death to'me. Never can I
forgqt the dreary evening on which I received
- his notemwsdnn the bitter agony of disappointment,
the sad and painful vetrospect of the past and:
despair of the futuare, friendless and hopeless, I
tove it into atoms, I threw myself, by the side
of my little boy, who lay unconscious of his
father’s miseries, slumbering sweetly on the
pillow of repose, and bathed his cheeks with
scalding %earg of anguish. I seemed mpre than
balf resolved to rid myself of a- wearisome exis«
tence, which had been so many tedious years
replete with misery and vexatioh, a:nd desperately
rush at once into a world unknown.—

’ O, my friend, those only who, after years on
yeais of trial, and hope cruelly deferred, have
felt misfortune sueceed to misfortune, and disap-
pointn.)ent continually blasting all their fondly
cherished expectatious and aims, who have, no
kind friend at hand to cheer them in the hour of
insupportable anguish, who have keenly felt

«The whips and scorns of time,
The obpressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely,
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The pangs of despised love, the law’s delay,
The insolence of office, and the spurns  ~
That patient merit of the unworthy takes,”

those only can tell How dreadful is the struggle
when assailed by poverty and ¢espair; when the
grave presents its peaceful bosom as the otily
(retreat, the last calm refuge from all fiieir mise-
ries.
smiling in my face, clasped liis little arms around
‘my .neck. This %eemed almost too much for
nature to support. And could I leave him
fatherless and unprotected to that world which
lhad been to me so cruel? No, no, I cried, my
sweet, my innocent child, we will not part!
Never will 1 leave thee, never forsake thee! Let
what will betide thy wretched father, he will not
»cowardly shrink from those miseries he was born
to endure,—

At this moment my child awoke, and

. .
« Rebus, in angustis facile est contemnere yitam ;
Fortiter ille facit, qui miseresse_gotest." ¢

O God, forgive my wild despairings! Thy pro-
vidence has been hitherto watchful over me in
numerous instances; and thy fatherly goodness,
though sometimes tempest-hid, is boundless and
perpetual ds the light of the heavens, Then it
was that I felt an impulse rush upon my soul
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that- scemed more than‘human; a datermined
)resoluti(m, by God’s assistance, to surmount
every diffieulty by Study and perse‘verance ; to
endme calmly eveyy privation, and steadily
press forward to the comp]etlon of my arduous
SRinder t'lkmo- 1 félt, too, a wonderful confidence,
wilidh seemed a happy pres'm e, like a splendid
&un-OIeam be'\mmtr o’er the stormy darkness of
my wayward destmy, that I should be enabled
to finish my work, that it would ‘ultimately be
successful and received with favour by the public,
.and that, however unpropitious and overcast
with the blackest clouds the dawning of my
literary career might be, the time would arrive

when the brightness of prosperity would break
from the thick tempest and, like the crlmson
rays of the evening, shed a departing OImy on
the closing scenes of life. o

« Did yoa koow all, my friend, you would say 1
have need of superhuman consolation, and a
more than comion faith with regard to futurity,
to bear up ﬁrmly against what I at present
endure, to enable me to" compose under circum-
stances so trying as mine, Indeed it may’ be
said, that the ink with which 1 write is often
lnmgled with tears ;—for I do not suffer alone.
It is the depth of svinter, and we are scarcely
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able to ebitain fuel for firing; ko that I am some-
times obliged to write in bed. Yet notwith-
standing all this, my dear friend,- I am still
saﬁguineenough to, believe the time will come,
when I shall exultingly say with the poet,—

T« In my soul, '
That nobler field, high wonders manifold””
Laboured to light and lustre : for what thought
Unwinged by inbreathed godhead e’er might dream
Of glory to be born from this broad night
Of desolation and deep darkness,—strive
For faint impalpable and airy good
Through the thick clouds of evil and of wo,
" Strong, stately, constant, like an eagle set
To drink the last light of the parting’ sun””

1 am,
With every wish for your prosperity,
" SYLVATICUSs
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LETIER LXXIV.

L Cottage.

BmR FRIEND,
)
WaeNever 1 see or meet the purse-proud ones
of the eartl,—and there are not a few in this part
of the world,~they always remind me of the
poor Indlans, who when they happen to have a
number of cowrie shells. left them .by some
deceased relation, turn up their noses With sove-
Yeign coptermpt at all their poorer neighbours,
So those who chance to possess a few thousand
guineas, be they ever so vulgar, ignorant, or
sordid, consider themselves as superior beings;«
and utterly despise all those, whatever may be
their talents or merits, who unfortunately have
only a very few. But let them pass. I have
always a smile pf pity for such supercilious
beings. The time will soon come, when they
will b& as much forgottenn and unknown as the

poor animals that feed in their stalls,

The winter spreads its dark wing for flight,
and begins to retreat towards the arctic regions, '
Tt has been tome a’Tong and comfortless period §
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but it did not freeze up the Tastilian fount ty
which I have had, despite the winds an<l storms,
coustant access. ’Tis past, and spring, with its
delightful influence, again-vevisits our clime, [
still press forward towards the completion of my
great qchieveinent- but an epic poem-is not tv
be written in a day, and, my friend, lqjlmvo‘some
.ﬁesh relics of antiquity which I must t.\lk to
* you about,

There are along the mouldermw cliffs of the
ocean, at no great dlst'mce from us, most smfrul'u'
remains of some maritime nation or nations, who
dwelt» on -this coast more than two thousand
years ago, These relics are discoverable on the
edge of the cliffs of Kimmeridge and Worthbar-
row, opposite two bays or inlets of the sea, and

- consist of a fine black mould Jaid on a bed" or
pavement of “flat stone$, on which are marks
of a chisel. In this mould are found charcoal,
-numerous pieces of pottery, (some few specimens
being the fragments of fine Samean or Greciar
vases), corroded iron, animal bones, sea shells
and what is vulgarly called coal-money, This
latter is formed of a brittle and peculiar kind of
coal, with which the cliffs of Kimmeridge abouud,
into round pieces curiously and well turned in 3
lathe, and -warked on the’broad surface with
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neatly-wrought foles, some squaré and others
round. aThat the Kimmerians, from whom the
ancient Britons were descended,. resided at or
‘uear the bay of Kimmeridge at some period or.
other is most certainly evident, from the place
*retaining their uame to this very hour, whilst it -
isWhally banished from the orthography of almost
every other spot in Britain. ~This of itself is
singularly interesting. But as the remains at
both these places are most certainly not British,
or Roman, or Romanized-British, it seems clear
to me that they were Bheenician or Grecian
settlements,—pethaps both. Pythias Marseills,
an ancient Greek geographer, who lived two
hundred yeats before the Christian ern, mentions
Britain and the neighbouring isles, and had even
‘visited them. Herodian informs as, lib. iii. c. 471.:.
that thé Pheenicians imported hither at first glass
beads, salt, little trinkets, earthenware, and toys ;
and they carried back tinywhich they transported -
as far'ag India.* There is also every reason to
think thaf they carried frora ‘hence lead.t Now
as thege settlements were on the verge of a vast
forest, part of which coutinued a royal chase

* Diodorus Siculus, I1b, v,
+ That lead was known to the ancients wo find in Exodus, c. xv, v, 10.
“They sank as lead in the mighty waters.”

VOL. 11, P
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down to the time of James I., they may also havc‘
traded in f'u;’s and skins, Britain beimg full o

wild animals.. And may not these cusous pieces.
termed coal-money,which are formed of a material
so plentiful on the spot, be some of those very
toys made by the ingenious Phaenicians, wntb
which they traded to other nations 2 For no
earthly purpose besides do they seem designed. ,
A piece .of the material has been. found theres
plainly. marked, apparently by a compass, with
mathematical lines, angles, circles, &c., and this
could not have heen. the work of a barbarous
people like the Britons. That the Pheenicians
were deeply versed in thé arts and scn.ences, is

fully proved in the account given ih the Bible of
the building of Solomon’ s temple. Al that was
beautlfu] splendid, noble, and tasteful in archic
tecture, appardl, vessels of gold and silver, glass

and toys was called, io denote its excellencey

Sidonian; and Abomefus of Tyve, by the sub-
tlety of his questions, put to confusnon even the

wisdom of Solomon’: while lohg before the was

of Troy, Moschus of Sidon taught the doctrine of
atoms. Arithmetic and astronomy are said by

many to owe their origin to the Phaenicians;

and which, no doubt, they taught to the British .
druids.
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At Klmmend&e nelther urn nor human inter-
“ment has yet been “discovered : but the rexmms
of the saerifice of a young bu]lock -were found
tbele Tately, p]aced'm a g¢ist surrounded by flat’
stoues- and w:th it the fragment of a vase, and
numerous pieces'of co'\l-money * A stone bowl
‘Mbwdest workmanship, with a part of 'it
broken off, has likewise been dug out of the
same spot.

At. the other settlement, or colony, of Worth.
barrow, after a tempest in which a considerable
portion of the cliff fell, a fisherman, who resided
near the spot, some years ago discovered a kind
of rude coffin or cist, formed with upright flat
stones, and dovered with the same matcvial, which
contained a human skeleton most singularly
placed with the skull resting on an urn filled,
with coal-mmoney. The whole ®f these highly
interesting memorials of other ages and nations
he regardlessly  hurled® into the deep, whose
solitary wave, ro.lling on the shore beneath, and'

.-
i

. SiERichard Colt Hoars, in o letter inserte. in one of the public papers
of the day, after visiting and exawining this remarkable spot, says, “1f I
wight hozard a conjocture, 1 should say thot these sacrifices (as of old)
. Wero made on the departure of vessels from the port to ;igocnre a safo and
happy voyage.” Of the coal-money he ndds, “ They were as cerlainly the
work of some civilized nation well versed in mechanics; for they are sl
tried by the lathe, and the ornaments are as sharp as if done by the best
"workmen of modern days.”®
P2
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the wild cry of the soaring se.an'lewa are all that
disturb the deep franquillity of that oifce-busy
scene of merchandise and traffic. ¥lere was
also taken from the ¢liffs @ large stone with a
hollow hewn out of it, forming a complete rock-
bason. It is plainly mapifest, from -the various
remains, that both Kimmerid ge and WWrrow
have been the settlements, ‘resorts, and marts of
both civilized and barbarous nations. %

At Worthbarrow tbere has likewise been found
a small urn well baked and containing ashes, on
the top of which were two small boues placed in
the form of a Roman X, in one angle of which
was a piece of the coal-mouey, and on the coal-
money a bras coin, but whether Pheenician or
not, cannot be determined. Another large urn
was llkemse dug up, the lower part of which is
in my possessiof; it was handsomely ornamented
with the lozenge and chevron, but certainly not
British. This, too, was*full of ashes, aud on the
top were placed the jaw-bones of two sheep, they
being, though right and left,: of a different size.
The top of this urn was covered with a piece of
the coal material. Here have also been found 2
stone patera with numerous bones of animals and
birds, as I bave before stated ; and very near the
same cliff, is a tumulus,
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. To the south wof the bay is a lofty natural bar-'
row, togt, or “hill, whose precipices of stone and
gypsum jat far out into the bosom of the turbu-
lent breakers. This was most assuredly the hill
of burnt-offerings, the .high-place of Pheenician
sacrifice. Here*have been exhumed numerous
W bones of various animals, and _the
horns Ol'oxen. At the begiiing of the asceat to
this wave-worn promontory, are still to be seen
a rampart and ditch ; and higher up in the centre
of the acclivity, is a fine bold horn-work or bas-
tion, which guarded the only approach to the
sacred hill of worship. Towards the summit are
several hollows, over which the booths and tents
of the priests were, no doubt, erected.

Hither to this surge-laved mountain repaired
the Sidonian mariners to offer sacrifices to their
god C‘hrysor, who first launched the wenturotw
prow on the mighty waters, and whose worship
was constantly established wherever they had
colonies. How often have the victim-consuming,
flames ascendedefrom this holy mountain on the
evening air, reflected, Jike the fiery streams that
gush from the volcano’s top, in the softly-mur-
_muring waters that reposed in stillness amid the
deep concavity of the bay below; where rode at
anchor the Pheenician gauli and triremes, or long
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galleys, Joaded with the gemstof the east, the
purple of Tyre, the glass of Sidon, the perfumes .
of Aralifa, the gold of Saba and Opbirathe ivory
of Afric, the tin of the Cassjterides, the furs of
Durotrigia, the coal-toys of Kimmeridge, and the
pearls of Butam. The song oftlfe chief mar mem,
who were prmcee of the ocean, rose on the. a5 en-
ing winds from the hill-top, as they etotﬁ avound
the blazing altar, to the Dii Pataici, tutelary gods
of their vessels, and all the deities of the earth-
encircling deep. The strains, as they rolled over
the waters wildly sweet, were swelled into a full
and solemn chorus by the united voices of the
-seafaring crowds, who thronged the vessels as
they lifted their sails to the favouringbreczemnd
stood ready to vaise their anchors, bound fu’ the
distant ports of Gaul, the coast of Punic, ﬂnq nqhﬂ;
wbElishas the bynks of the Nile, the shores-of
Canaan, and the tempest darkened Billows of the
"Cimmerian sea.* Deep and loud mas the song
Jhat pealed along the hollow cliffdof Flowers-
barrow, and died in music around® the surge-heat
rocks of Muope.
_ How melancholy to stand on the verge of those
precipices, which are daily mouldeuug,, and will

* The Rlack Sea, called by Herodotus and Ovoams Mare Cimmerium,
whlch was visited by the Plicenicians,
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‘continiie to moulger till not a wreck of antiquity
remains,, wheh the orb of day, which once saw
that mart growded' with the sons of commerce,
and the bay filled with the barks of merchandise,
goes down in brightn'ess over the hills of Bindon.
®The hollow voice of the ocean, .that seems to
uWMa wailing for the fite of nations, is then the
only, sound that meets the ear; all besides is
silence and dimness, save when the hilt of sacri-
fice is again illuminated with the signal-fires of
the smuggler, to warn the outlawed vessel from
the coast. O, then how doth its ruddy flame
awaken the remembrance of ages and of kindred,
tongues and people gone dowhn to that “ undis-

. ;
covered coumntry, from whose bourne no traveller
returns ! ?

’
2

. Knowing your opinions respecting the defestgl,
1 . g .
Slave-Trade, which has heen so long a disgrace
to the Christian name, I send you the following
lines,
and remain,

av

Yours in sincerity,
SyLvaricus,



344 THE TALE OF

AROZAMBA, 4
OR THE SLAVE-SHIP..

Tne waves are loud, the wild winds higl#

And the ocean flouts the tempes‘-sky ;

The sla\'e~shlp rides. the billowy swell,

And steers for the land of the setting sun,

The groan, and the sigh, and the last farew éll ]
Through the dark floating-prison run; )
While the storm-bird sits high on the shrouds
Shrieking amid the thunder-clouds, ‘

And the shark below cuts the rolling flood,
Hungry and eager for human blood !

¢« Adieu, thou land of my home, adien!’

No more shall I loved Afric view !

Thou land of ivory, gums, and gold, R
Scourged by the inroads of the white man bold
Far on the ocean’s distant brim

F ast art thou fading from my sight !

0 one ]oo’c more {®— Thy outline dim

Now mingles with the falling night :—

O, one breath more of the Wilmy air,
sre I die in yon dungeon of black despair I—
White man, forbear the whip 1—I go‘

Among my brethren chained below !”

Sighed Arozamba, once a chieftain proud,
Now pent amid the suffocating crowd

Of wretched slaves, raging with agony

Of thirst and bloody stripes. His burning eye:
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Glanged like the (ibgstar’s beam : hope shone not thers,
Its flashywas the stormy lightning of despair.

‘: Roll r.nou.ntains high, thou troubled sea,

And bury us deép in thy immensity !

Ye awful spirits pf the $ame-Wreathed cloud,

Utter your thundereus voices yet more loud !

Wes that illame the ocean dark,
Burn; inder burn this fiend-steered bark !

Then will the tempest-haynted deep assuage
Of horrid thirst our fierce tormenting rage ;
Then shall I from the wave arise again,
Happy and free from the tyrant whiteman’s chain ;
Then on the rose-cloud of the early day,
Fleet as the young sunbeam, shall I mount away
To the land of my home, to its woods and its groves,
Where the elephant haunts and the buffalo roves :
O, then on my chariot of clouds I shall sail
To the mountains of Kong, whose summits repose
Far, far above the stormy gale,
Bathing in liquid gold and rose,
When suns o'er the encrimsqped heaven
Arise in pomp, or set at even!
There with the spirits of my sires,
Mid thronging glories, radiant fires. »
That shoot and stream athwart the sky
In rainbow-hued resplendency,
Above the valture’s loftiest soar,
1 shall listen to the mountain cataract’s roar;
And the voice of the ¥on in search of his pgay,
‘ P
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As he.shakes from his mane the silvgr moon-ray; .

And the river-horse slumbering awakes ftom his dream,

‘Where his huge limbs he stretches m the lotus-c]ad
stream: ° .

Then agaid I shall listen®to thebsay evening song

That steals the sweet rota-tree bowegr: s* among ;

And where with its blossoms of bnght golden hue

Thegum-tree flings its fragrance’to the soft mﬁb.nt dews

And the rich orange-flower and the pine-apple yield

Their odours to scent the palm-shadowed ficld ;

Yes, there I shall hear the sweet ballafoo,

The drum, and the harp’s silver wires,

The Indian maid’s seng, and the wild halloo

Of dancers around their bright fires.

There my Falemé I shall meet,

Torn from my arms by the cwrst slatee.{%—

What rapturous bliss my love to greet!

To kiss her cheek, what ecstasy !

"YTCTe I'Pbear heg to some mountain bower,

Far from the hated whiteman's power ;

Where the beautiful tali-tyee flourishes fair,

And the bloom of the citron embalms the fresh air ;

Where the pawpaw, banana, and oange-trees shed

A sweet cooling shade o’er the moss fountain’s head ;

Where the broad-leaved cobai its delicious fruit yields:‘

And wild-vines and pine-apples cover the fields ;

+ “The flowersof therota shed a perfume a8 delicious a8 the rosu, "~ Mollien-

t A slave dealer®
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With the sweet lotug-berry® and crimson tieke +
And honey rich*dropping from the mangrove-tree !
Then I'll wander in freedom amid the green lawns,
Where the zebus, and the springbok repose with her

' fawns;

o) shall fearlessly roagn the vast desert of sand
Ogalhie wings of the siroccos and visit the land
eﬁ%n&, where the soil with gold-dust teems,
And flow o'er gems and yellow sands the streams !
Enchanted land !~ the fell Mandingoe’s home
Guarded by spirits,—where doth never come
The cruel whiteman ! Thence I'll wing my way,
Like the strong cagle to her evening prey,

To the hidden sources of our floods,

Embosomed deep in sacred woods ;

Where the axetwas never heard,

Nor the slatee ¢’er hath dared
To imprint his cursed foot,

By the baobab’st sacred root;

* *'The lotus is commeon in all Negrokingdoms, and is found on the Garabia ;
butit is in the sandy soil of Kaarta Ludamar, and in the northern districts
of Bambara that it is most abundant. There the natives collect the small
farinaceous berries, which ago of a yellow colour and gg]iéifhs taste, and by
drying them in the sun, pounding them in a mortar, ind forming tom ioto
2 paste with water, compose a sort of bread which resemblos the sweotest
fdingc-rbrgzl in colour and flavour..........The lotusshrab i3 found at
Tigs, and scoms evidontly to be the plant which nourished the Libyan
Lotophagi of Homer and Pliny.”— Perk's Firse Jowrnal.

t The Sounc produces the tiokd fruit, like a cherry iu colour and in
tasto like a mulberry,
L The mouarch of Afvican trecs.~Sos Mollienw’s Tratels in chs Incerior of
Tic
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That towers aloft into the sky .

In matchless, verdant majesty,

On which the pelican builds her nest ;

While in its boughs the purple dove doth rest,
And with the guardian spirits dfelling there*
Melodious converse holds,—charmigg the air
With music sweet as the supset hymn

Of the caravan heard in the desert dim!

There the sigarras wildly sing,

And humming-birds their murmuring +

Blend with the song of a thousand bees, -

Mid the baobab’s leaf-shaded cavities !

There with those spirits of sun-dazzling limb, .
1 shall play on the moonlighted fountain’s brim ;
And dance to the tuneful water’s rush

As from their lilied{ source they gush, )

Eager, like youthful travellers, to roam

Through distant regions far from home ;

TR speed my way O'er seas and isles

To where eternal summer smiles !—-

The winds and seas roar 1;ound this bark,

Like the hungry lion in the forest dar
Frighting the trembling caravan.—
Howl louder yet !—strike, lightning, yon white clan!~"
A yell that drowns the groan of the African »

* The sources of the African rivers are supposed to be guarded by spiritd
+ ** Humroing-birds of various colours sport rouxd the hut of the negro-"/
Mollicn,

. i
1 ¢ Water-liliesof a dazzling white were on the surface ofa brook,"— "
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Rings through the ship !—She mounts the steep
Rough surge, 2 hideous globe of fire !
No more, ye sable daughters; weep,

It is the lgyx.'ant whiteman’s pyre !
Revenge is ours ! that@ightning-stroke®
Slavery’s detested ghain hath broke!
Mid thunders, storms, and winds that rend the sky,
She, Ny { , smoking, now is hurled on high, ’

A horrid beacon flaming through the gloom ;

And now sinks in the red wave’s yawning tomb !
Freedom and glory !—Ended are our woes !—

Shout !. shout ! my loved companions,—down she goes !”

* ¢ The Brarilion Slave-ship Invincidle, after a wrotched passage of fifiy-
six days reached ¢his port, having during the period been twice struck with
lightning,~—on the 1st of January at four in tho ing, which shi d to
pieces the mizen-topmast, and did other damages, killing one marineon deck
and two slaves below ; and secondly at noon, in a heavy squall, on the 30th
of January, which carried away the main-mast to the deck, and kiligionggny
alaves in the hgld,--a mon and boy. The mortaliy on board fhis vessel on
the way up, we believe, has nover been exceeded, Ount of the 440 unfor-
tunate Africans on board at the time of capture, 178 died, in addition to the
4 killed and 4 missing, supposed toghave jumped overboard in'one of the
siorms of thunder and lightning.”—Frow a Sierra Loong Paper of 1627,
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LETTER LXXYV.

oL ——— Cottage.

DEeAR Frank, . , .
This is Easter-Sunday. On this day, inthe year
1341, Francesco Petrarcha was solemnly crowned
with the poetic diadem of immortal laurel, and
all the'rites and ceremonials of ancient custom,
amid the applause of shouting thousands and the
‘congratulations of the noblé and the learned, in
the Capitol at, Rome, .O,. how enviable such a
proud distinction ! = Glorious crownesand® reward
of virtuous emulation and literary achievement,
soul-cheering guerdon of talent and triumphant
merit, Ohow undike the blood-stained wreaths of
the desolating conqueror! Happy, happy coun-
try, that thus vauntingdy distinguishes her sons

»%f genius :—delightful and truly classic clime,
the seat of the Muses, the cradle and nurse of
Painting, and the temple of Music: where all the
sister arts are cherished with tenderest care, and,
crowned while yet in life, with that honour and
distinction which become the gifted heirs of #
guiltless immortality.
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~ But toreturn t9my own age and nation, You
then, Frgnk, are determined, I find, fo employ
those abiligies which Heaven has granted you in
a public manner. You have, T well know, from
boyhood possessed alalent and taste for drawing,
‘and now you hav® commenced as an artist in the

wopoh’s. My ‘prpyers are with you:
zut you know you have never held out very
encouraging hopes to me, nor can I .in return
honestly congratulate you on the path which you
bave chosen, You possess, I believe, the higher
qualifications of the noble art. You have great
industry,' the patience of research, a warm and
lively imagination, with a soul fully alive to all
those deftghtful impressions which the beautiful
and the sublime in nature aud science can inspire,,
Taste, feeling, sentiment, judgment, and genius
are yours ; and you have taken ng small Dains to
cultivate and improve those noble faculties with
which God has endowedsyou. May you, with a
high velish for the epic achievements of ‘your
henven-taught art, equal and even unite in your'
histori.c compositions, the tone and colouring of
Ludovico Carracci, the grandeur and sublimity
of M. Angelo, the harmony and brilliance of
Titian, and the trath of Raphael! May you be
the founder of a ngw school of beauty and sub-
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limity ; and remember the worgds which Il Tiu-’
toretto, whom Titian through _jealusy gxcluded
from his house ten days 'lfter his ,admission,
wrote on the walls of his stud yi—«1I ! (hsegno d
Michael Angelo, e il Zoloritd di Tiziano.”> But1
tremble for you, when 1 consider the difficulties
you have to encounter. Even to delinest.ea
oood outline, the first simple thouOh Mot usefu'l
principle in your art, if you would obtain -
accuracy. and striking expression, requires con-
tinual study and praciice. Then to bid the
canvass glow with historic tales ‘of other ages, to
paint manners, customs, passions, and high heroic
deeds of ‘kings, and saints,’and gods, that shall
silently speak to the heart with irrgsist#ble force
and truth, winning in reply the ready acclama-
tions of wonder, applause, and delight from every
Benoldet, how pleasing,—but '1h how diflicult!
And should you, even after all you have done,
and ten thousand timeg more that you must yet
perform, reach to a high degree of perfection,
what is your reward 2 Why o gratify English
taste, generosity, and tender feeling, you have
only one thing more to do,~and that is to die ip
indigence, obscunty, aind misery ;—for who would
put up the picture of a living English artist in
their galleries ?
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Alas! in. pamtm your picture, T have but too
forcibly drawn my own.”* Where shall we look for
consolatiom? 1 belicve: I' have never‘told you,
that besides my epic poern, I have beén writing a
Traoedy founded on a Saxon tale, which I sent
*some weeks ago Yo the Haymarket Theatre. I

%May geceived the followmg letter ;v

Theatre-Royal, Haymarket,

. “Sir,
The Tragedy called' Ethelred the Usurper has been
read with the greatest attention, and the Proprietors beg
leave to thank you for the offer of that piece, but are of
opinion it would not succeed in representation. The
piece may be had on application at the Theatre next

week.
I am, Sir,

- Your obedient Servant,
J: Wmnofw"

This rejection is suﬂlcnently mortifying and
disheartening : but coutage, wmy friend, my
brother; let us gontinue to press forward i

Spite of every opposition., We are both run-
ning agrace; the goal of glory and venown is
hefore us; let us, then, so run, that we may
obtain at least the euvied prize of immortality. 1
will ¢ndeavour, under all my privations and
miseries, to draw consolation from the following
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passage of Johnson, whén speakmg of 2 poet tm '
“ He rhust content himself with the slowsprogress
of his nanfe ; contemn the applause of his. own
tlme, and | commlt s cla'ms tor the justice of
postenty He must write as, the interpreter ofm
nature, and the legislatgr of m'mkmd and con-
sider himself as presiding over the thoughts “and
manners of future generations; as a heing supe-
rior to time and place.”

Iaving lately viewed the insect tribes which
inhabit the splendid bowers of a plant in fall
bloom, T send you the following lines written on
the surprising and interesting sight; and

_ In the bond of brotherly kingness,
¥ am? yours,
SyLvaTICUS.

‘ THE ADDRESS
OF THE FLOWER,EPHEMERAL TO_ MAN.

Trou moving world of dreadful majesty !
Thou man! of vast dimensions tat extend
Beyond our vision's utmost stretch of sight,
And powers incomprehensible to us;
Who oft beneath thy feet our beauteous globe
Dost crush, as heedless in thy thundermg march
As th’ earthquake that o ‘erwhelms thy proudest towers
Or gather’st it, with all the nutherous tribes
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And nations that upen its surface dwell,
T adorn thy monstrous bosom. God- like being!
Thou little dyeam’st of what a fairy land
‘We dwell in, where delights to thy gross sight
Tuvisible abound, and pa¥adise

"SBlooins in unfading glory.* Thou'canst crush
Temwiqgusand insect-worlds With all their, hosts
Of beautitd thhabitants, and liv'st
A thousand ages of ephemeral life
In undeclining youth i—yet art thou doomed,
With all thy might of power, dominion, pride,
And vastity of form inimeasurable,

. To toil, and care, and sorrow, Lofty man!
With all thy proud distinctions, bow to us.
We know ngr care, nor sorrow, want nor foil.
Look through tlY glass, and view our happy clime
That far exceeds the Eden thou hast lost !
Fields of perpetual green, o ‘er which we stray
!n boundless wanderings, are for us ousmpread,
Adorned with woods, and flowers, and bloomy gold.
Beneath o’erhanging groves, tieat tower on high,
Where tulip-flowers and bright geraniui tints

- Mingle with redolent $rofusion, we
In love’s delights sport the glad hours away,
On beds“f rose and lily-buds reclined,
While summer dwells for ever in our bowers.

3595

* ¢ 1t is credible then, from analogy, that there aze animals feeding on the
leaves of plants like the cottle in our meadows and on our mountsing, which
*eposounder the shade of o dow impercoptible to the naked eye,and which

from goblets fogmed like so many suus quaff aoctar of tho colour of gold
Miver,"—~81. Lierrc’s Studiss of Nature,

and
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What pains are thine to gain a scahty fare
How often the descending tempests blast
Thy vintagé, and thy harvests sweep away

- To famishment a sad prey. lea"ipg thee!.
Not go with.us: we are arrayed in tints
That put to shame the ggrgeous.ﬂbw;ing robes
Of bridal kings: yet we nor spin, nor sow,
Nor reap the scanty harvest. Still for us;
On tables of resplendent topaz spread, °
Delicious manna and ambrosial fruits
Syl).pl); uncalled for a perpetual feast :
‘While goblets that outshine thy sun, self-filled,
With richest liquors wait our thirst to quench,
In shades where every‘-tree bears gem-like flowers,
And golden fountains gush forth honey-floogs.

What are thy princely palaces to those
th(:.h- we dwell, and sport; and banquet gay,
Built for our pl¢asure without toil or cost ? -
Pavilions of the richest dies are ours,

To which thy.finest silks®are coarsely vile,
Studded with béamy gems, and radiant pearls,
And starrj wreaths of diamond-fiffshing light.
Our palaces, self-raised, on pillars stand

Of ivory transparent, roofed with gold,

And emerald, and ruby. Domes sublime

Of blazing carbuncle and sapphire bright,—
To which thy proudest temples, when adorned
In all their sculptured imagery 2nd pomp

Of picturings mosaic, are but rude
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Misshapen worlds of dust and rugged stone,~—
Outstre‘tc}'\abov:a our heads in magnitude
And flaming grandeur, that surpass thy hedven
When lighted with the radiance of the sun
As he departs in glory. .Splenaid urng

wAnd flagons of amethyst there pour untouched *
Mam%wus nectar and the ruby wine-
It opal vase®ind amber-gleaming cup,
Inviting us to quaff as we recline
On beds of silver strewed with living flowers,
Whose bloom and scent our longesf life survive.
There we repose, lulled by melodious sounds
Of waters, that o’er rocks of onyx roll
"And precipices of refulgent gold,
With chrysolite and hyacinthine spar
Crusted in ?)ro&gai magnificence,
Forming a thousand beautiful cascades
Of liquid pearl bright glearning from afar
Betwixt the drooping boughs of waving trees,
With blossom:gems and rése-died fruitage showéred.
Upwa’rd, enshrined in 'crys:tal «olumns, play—
Those columns which support our beauteous world,—
A thousand sparkling® fountains, whose puré streams
On every side, with sunbow-coloured rays,
Diverge#along our'valleys and soft plains,
And water every grove. And oft is seen

“T do not speak thus ftom conjecture : for having exammed one day by -
'b.o tnieroscope the flowers of tleyme, I distinguished with equal surprise and
delight, supeg: flagons, with a long neck, of a substance resembling amothyst,
from thé gullets of which seemed to fow ingots of liquid gold,”~—S¢. Pierre,
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Bright oceans, hanging like thy mfid-day ‘sun,
Emitting brilliant light and dazzling dies, »
And peopléd with their myriads, on the heights
And Alf)ine regions of our vel;élant world.
These watery globes, unlike thy level main,
Ascend in air and floating seas bécome ;

Till they with radiance, like thy morn, ex and
Into a thousand clouds of rosy light.*

-Vain, boastful man! thou liv’st thy appointed time
In-toil and sweat, in agony and tears :
Our youth and age are but thy summer’s day !
Yet ’tis with us a period long as thine: .
A period bright as Eden in its prime
Of blessedness: a festive joyous round,
Unstained with crime or sorrow, want 8¢ pain ;
Splendid as brief : unlike thy wintry day,
@¥grcagt with clouds and tempests, which appears
At its dark clos® of anguish, short as durs!

~ ¢ The beings which live und€r a reflext thus enriched, must have ideas
very different from ours of light, and of the other phenomena of nature. A
drop of dé¢w filtering in the cepillary and transparent tubes of & plant, pre-
sents to them thousands of cascdes ; the 8 drop, fixt as o wavo on the
extremity of one of its prickies, an ocean without a shore; ¢vaporated into
air, o vast acriol sea. They must thereforo seo fluids ascending instead of
falling ; ossuming & globular form instead of sinking to n level; Mid mount-
ing into the air instead of obeying the laws of gravity.”--S¢, Pierre, " °

END OF vVoOR. II,



