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Then came hot JuLy, boiling like to fire,

That all his garments he had cast away ;
Upon a lion raging yet with ire

e boldly rode, and made him to obey :

(It was the beast that whilom did foray

The Nemean forest, till the Amphitrionide
Him slew, and with his hide did him array :)

Behind his baek a scythe, and by his side
Under his belt he bore a siekle cireling wide.

(DESCRIPTIVE.)
is now what our old poets
loved to call ¢sweet sum-
: mer-time, when the leaves
are green and long,’ for
in such brief word-painting did they
) picture this pleasant season of the
year ; and, during this hot month, we
sigh while perusing the ancient ballad-
lore, and wish we could recall the
past, were it only to emjoy a week with
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SPENSER.

Robin Hood and his merry men in the free old
forests

¢ All under the greenwood tree.”

We feel the harness chafe in which we have
hitherto so willingly worked, amid the ‘fever and
the fret’ of the busy eity, and pine to get away to
some place where we can hear the murmur of the
sea, or what is nearest the sound—the rustle of
the summer leaves. We long to lie down beneath
the low-bending, and high overbanging branches
beside the stream, that runs dark and bright
I




THE BOOK OF DAYS.

throvgh shade and sunshine, and watch the blue
dragon-flies sport above the bluer forget-me-nots,
that nod their tufted heads to every breeze which
ripples the water. There fancy floats away, and
wﬁere the drooping willow gives a white shiver as
the underpart of the leaves are turned to the
light, and the brook rolls along ‘singing a quiet
tune, we conjure up the image of sweet Ophelia,
‘her clothes spread wide’ upon the glassy stream,
and seem again to hear her warbling ¢ snatches of
old tunes’ till, mermaid-like, she sinks beneath the
¢ weeping-brook”! Then we hear the bleatin;avnj)f
sheep that come down from some hidden bending
of the water-course, and journeying along we see
an old-world picture, such as tﬁ? gray patriarchs
had often ].OOEG(]. on, and which is familiar to us,
through the Bible-pages, unaltered through thou-
sands of years; for 5161‘6 we find them washing
_sheep, just as they did when David and Solomon
paused tolook at the sheep-washers, beside the brooks
that flow through the valleys around Jerusalem.
The mind wanders away into the twilight of those
remote ages, and we wonder who she was whose
teeth he in his Songs compared to a flock of sheep
‘which come up from the washing’ In our
wanderings through the mnooks and corners of
England, we have seen sheep-washing in such plea-
sant places, that had they been selected purposely
to harmonise with this pictu_resqlue occupation, 1t
would scarcely have been possible to have added
a new beauty to the scene, though trees are always
beantiful when reflected in water, especially when
they also overhang a ground of green, The wattled
hurdles, running in lines beneath the wide-spread-
ing branches, which enclose the white sheep,
making gray patches of light under the boughs,
and upon the greensward ; the sheep-washer stand-
ing in the pool, and the idlers in every variety of
coloured costume assembled on the banks, and
all mirrored in the water, make as pretty a rural
picture as the eye can delight to dwell upon, and
which seems ever changing its hue under the
shifting lights of heaven. Then those brown
sinewy labourers clutch at. the fleecy sheep as
they are driven down the bank—Kkeeping their
heads clear of the water, while they roll them
to and fro, making incessant circles of ripples,
for as one releases a sheep, another seizes upon it,
until the immersion is completed, when it swims
to the opposite bank, and there stands bleating,
while the water drops from its heavy-hanging
wool. Now and then you hear a loud laugh from
the spectators, for the chubby farmer’s-boy, who
has to drive the sheep into the water for the men to
wash, finds one that is obstinate, at which he pushes
with all his might, when the animal gives a sudden
spring, and the boy falls headlong into the pool.
About a week or so after the washing, sheep-
ghearing commences; the reason why ¢clipping’
is delayed for this length of time is, that the fleece
may regain its oily nature, which it can only
do through the wool becoming thorou%hly dry,
when the ghears cut through it easily. This also is
a busy time, and we have seen half a score sheep-
shearers at work at once, the large barn-door
having been lifted off its hinges and raised about
a foot above the ground, to place the sheep upon,
while they were shorn. By night the barn looks
like a large wool warehouse, so high rise the piles
of rolled up fleeces, and some of our English sheep
2

yield as much as fifteen pounds of wool each. It
18 amusing to watch the lambs after the dams are
clipped, the way they go smelling about them, and
the pitiful bleating they make, until the mother
answers, when they at once recognise her voice,
and all doubt in a moment ceases.

Sheep-shearing feasts, like harvest-homes, are
of ancient date; for we read in the Bible of
Nabal, who had three thousand sheep in Carmel,
holding a sheep-shearing feast in his house ¢like
the feast of a king,’ and the custom still remains
amongst many of our English sheep-breeders in
the present day. It is pleasant to kmow that such
old-world customs are still kept up; that when the
owner has gathered the wool that clothes him, and
the corn that feeds him, he should make glad the
hearts of those who ‘have borne the burden and
heat of the day” While this busy work is going
on, the bean-fields are in bloom, and fill the air
around with such a perfume as makes the wayfarer
feel languid, longing to lie down in the midst of
it, and with half-shut eyes dream dreams.

At every passing gust which ripples the fields,
the corn now makes a husky whisper, and there
are white spots on the long ears, which tell that
it is fast ripening, and that bending reapers will
soon be busy with their crooked sickles in the
harvest-field. We now see amid the grass that is
powdered with summer-dust, the most beautiful
of all our wayside-flowers, the pretty pimpernel,
which, though but little larger than the bloom
of the common chickweed, fairly dazzles the eye
like a gem with its rich erimson petals. By the
very rim of the cart-rut, and close by the dent of
the horse’s hoof on the brown highway, it blows, a
thing of beauty, that has mo peer in garden or

en-house, whether blood-red, crimson, or scarlet,
or nothing but the flashing blaze of the red poppy
of the cornfield, can be compared with it a
moment for richness of colour. Country-people
call this wayside beauty the poor man’s weather-
glass, and the shepherd’s clock ; and it never errs
in announcing the approach of rain, for long before
we can discover any sign of the coming shower, we
find its deep-dyed petals folded up in its green
cup. As a time-keeper, it may be relied upon,
always closing at noon, no matter how fine the
day may be, and never opening again before seven
on the following morning. Its leaves are also very
beantiful, of a fine clean oval shape, and on the
underpart spotted. Often near to it, on the summy-
side of the hedge, may now be found the dull

olden-coloured agrimony, with its long spiked
ead up-coned with little flowers, the favourite
‘tea’ of the poor cottagers, and a thousand times
more delicious than some of the rubbish sold as
tea in low neighbourhoods, for it makes a most
refreshing beverage.  Scarcely a leaf can be
found on tree, shrub, or plant, to equal in
beauty of form that of the agrimony, so deeply
and elegantly are the edges cut, and se richly
veined, that they ca the eye from the u
piled head of five-petaled golden flowers, whic
so gracefully overtop the foliage. The fragrance,
too, is quite refreshing ; only bruise this elegant
leaf between the fingers, and it throws out an
aroma that can no more be forgotten than the
gmell of roses. The next favourite as a tea-making
herb among our old country-women, is the wood
betony, now in bloom, and which forms a winding
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terrace of flowers, as the whorls rise step above
step, a pile of rose-coloured flowers, beautiful to
look upon in the sunshine. Nor does the charm
of each little bloom diminish, when examined
closely, as it is found to belong to the lipped family
of flowers, the most exquisite of all the man
orders ; and quaint old Culpepper, writing about it
at his house in Spitalfields above two centuries
ago, says, ‘the leaves and flowers, by their sweet
gpicy taste, are comfortable both in meat and
medieine ;’ he also ealls it “a very precious herb;’
and in his curious book, he tells us where he found
choice wild-flowers growing in the summer sun
about London, in the very places where long
miles of streets now spread, and not even a blade
of grass can be seen.

hrongh long leagues of untrodden flowers the
golden-helted bees now go with a pleasant
murmuring, over sunny openings in the howery
underwood, which shrub and bramble guard, and
beneath overhanging branches by the water-
courses, where the foot of man cannot tread. U
lanes that lead nowhere, saving to green fields, an
over which a wheel seldom passes, saving at hay-
time, or during the garnering of harvest, they grow
and run. Up the hillsides they climb, over the
fences, and into the old woods, where they play
at hide-and-seek behind every bank and shaded
hollow. Great trees throw their green arms over
them, and make a shelter for their beauty under
their shadows, From the faces of steep crags,
inaceessible to man, they droop and wave in all
their beanty ; and in their bells the insects find a
home, and at the golden entrances they play in
the sunshine. They lean over and listen to the
singing of the river all day long, and when they
are folded, still hear its soothing lullaby go
rippling over the reflected stars. The gentle dews
ahpht upon them with silver feet in the moon-
light, and hang golden drops about their petals to
gparkle in the sun, in hidden noecks which the eye
of man never penetrates; for nature leaves no
crypt in her great temple undecorated. Place any
flower under a microseope, and it becomes a world
of wonder : the petals are vast plains, the stamens
stately trees, many of them formed of gold ; and
deep down, on a pavement richer than any that
was ever inlaid by the hand of man, move the
inhabitants of this beauntiful world, winged, and
dazzling to look upon—fitting forms to sip nectar,
and find a dwelling-place in the fragrant flowers.
And what know we of their delights? The mari-
gold may be to them a land of the sun, and its
golden petals the beams that ever shine upon them
without setting.

‘What tranquillity reigns around a green secluded
village on the Sabbath! There seems a Sunday
breath in the very air, so calm and quiet sleeps
everything we look upon, compared with the
unceasing hum of far-away eities, whose streets
are never silent. The very fields are still, and we
have often fancied that the flocks and herds take
more rest on this old Holy day than at any other
time. Not a sound of labour is heard. . The
creaking wagon, with its shafts turned up, stands
under the thatched shed ; and the busy wheel of
the old water-mill rests, gray, and dry, and motion-
less, in the summer sun. No far-sounding ring
comes from the blacksmith’s forge, at the door of
which a few peasants linger in their clean smock-

frocks, waiting until the village-bells sound from
the hoary tower to summon them to church. Even
the bells, as they come and go in the shifting
breeze, seem like sounding messengers sent out
everyway—up the valley, and over the hill—
now heard, then lost—as if they left no nook
unvisited, but carried their Sabbath tidings every-
where. The childish voices that come floating on
the air from the low, white-washed, village Sunday-
school, where they are singing some sinple hymn,
bringrbefore us His image, who said : ¢ Suffer {ittle
children to come unto me, and who walked out
in the fields with His disciples, to enjoy the ealm
of the holy Sabbath. The very murmur that
Nature makes, in the low rustling of the leaves,
and the subdued ripple of the stream, seems—
because they are audible—to leave the stillness
more profound, as her voice would not be heard
if the grit of the wain, the tramp of the hoof
on the dry rutted road, and the ring of the
anvil, broke the repose which rests here—almost
noiseless as the dew falling on the fleece of a
sleeping lamb—throughout t%xe Sebbath-day. The
very gardens appear aslee}g the spade is stuck
motionless in the ground, hoe and rake are laid
aside, and, s&vin]g1 the murmuring of a bee among
the flowers, or the twittering of a bird from the
orchard-trees, all around Hle images of rest—a
land of peace from which brown Labonr seems
to have retired in silence, and left no sound of his
whereabout, but sunk in slumber somewhere,
folds his sinewy arms.

How tempting those great ripe round-bellied
gooseberries look on a hot July day; we
wonder there is one left on the bushes, when we
see so many children about! The red currants,
too, hang down like drops of rich carnélian ; while
the black currants look like great ebony beads,
half-hidden by their fragrant leaves—for all the
early garden-fruits are now ripe to perfection.
Down the long rows the pretty strawberries pee
out, shewing like red-hreasted robins at hide-and-
seek under the foliage ; while overhead the melting
cherries hang down, leading even the very birds to
commit trespass, for they caunot resist such a
tempting bangnet. Sweet Summer has now
attained her perfect loveliness; the roses on her
cheeks will never look more beautiful than they
do now, nor will her sky-blue eyes ever beam
with sweeter lustre. She has wreathed her sunny
hair with the sweetest and fairest of flowers;
and when they have faded, there will be no mors
found to make a frame of blossoms round her
matchless countenance until the leaves of Autumu
have fallen, white Winter awakened from his cold
sleep, and young Spring gone dancing away, hold-
ing up her green kirtle as she trips over the daisies.
As yet, there is no sign of decay around her, only
a few birds are silent, but they have not yet
desa.rted; there are myriads of flowers in bloom,
and great armies of insects hurrying along every
way, as they go sounding through the warm and
fragrant air. Few writers had a deeper appreeia-
tion of the beauties of nature than honest Izaak
Walton ; we can almost hear the rain-drops fall
while reading that beautiful passage where he
describes himself sitting under the hedge of honey-
suckles, sheltering from the shower, ¢ which fell so
gently on the teeming earth, and gave yet a sweeter
smell to the lovely flowers that adorned those
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verdant meadows ;’ and listening ¢to the birds in
the adjoining grove that scemed to have a friendl
contention with an echo, whose dead voice seeme
to live in a hollow trce, near the brow of that
primrose-hill! .

What dreams have we dreamed, and what visions
have we seen, lying idly with half-shut cyes in
some ‘greenwood shaw, sheltering from July’s
noonday sun, while we seemed to hear ‘airy
tongues that syllable men’s names, in the Lnsky
whispering of the leaves! Golden forms have
seemed to epring up in the sun-lighted stems of
the trees, whose high heads were buried among the
lofty foliage, through which were seen openings to
the sky. The deep-dyed pheasant, shooting over
the underwood with streaming plumage, became a
fair maiden in our eyes; and the skulking fox,
noisclessly threading tKe brake, the grim enchanter
from whom she was escaping. The twining ivy,
with discoloured leaves, coiled round the stem in
the far distance, becanme the fanged serpent, which
we feared would untwine and crush her in its scaly
folds. Scouts were sent out after her in the form
of Lees and butterflics, and scemed not to leave a
flowery nook unvisited in which there was room
enough for her to hide. Bird called to bird in
sweet confusion, from leafy hollows, open glades,
and wooded knolls, as if to tell that she had passed
this way and that, until their songs became so
mingled, we could not tell from which quarter the
voices came. Then, as the sun burst out in all its
brightness, the grim enchanter seemed to throw a
golden met over the whole wood, the meshes of
which were formed of the checkered lights that fell
throngh leaf and branch, and, as we closed our
eyes, we felt that she could not escape, so lay
silent until the shadows around us deepened, and
gray twilight stole noiselessly over the scene :

¢ A pleasing land of drowsyhead it was,

f dreams that wave before the half-shut eyc;

And of gay castles in the clouds that pass,

For ever flushing round a summer s{:y.’
THOMSON,

What imaginative mind has not enjoyed these
summer dreams, these poctical flashes of purple,
gold, and azure, that play on the inward cye’ like
colours on a cathedral pavement, streaming through
some triple-arched window, richly stained with
¢ twilight saints, and dim emblazonings !’

Towards the close of July, most of our birds are
silent-—even the robin and the wren are but rarcly
heard again till the end of August. Large flocks
of young birds may now be seen flying together,
and many think that they have been driven away
by the old ones, so congregate for company ; their
assembling has nothing to do with migration, as it
is the case with those that never leave us, as well
a8 with others that will soon migrate. It is just

ossible that they may have become so numerous
i the places where they were hatched as to find
food scarce, so set out together in flocks, to seck
their living where fare is more plentiful. The
chiff-chaff 1s one of the few birds that neither the
heat of summer nor the advance of the season can
silence, for it sings better in July than in any of
the earlier months; leaving oft the two shrill
monotonous notes, which in sound resemble its
name, and giving a peculiar whistle, unlike that
of any other bird. One of the earliest singers in
the morning is the chaffinch, which may often be
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heard before three o'clock during the long days of
summer. The clean white on his wings give him
a splendid apf)earancc. These birds build their
nests with such an eye to the harmony of colour,
that they are difficult to distinguish from the
branches and leaves amid which they are placed,
as they will match the green moss on the bough,
and the yellow lichen on the bark, so closely, that
only the little bright eyes of the bird betray its
whereabout by their glittering. In the midland
counties they are called ‘pinﬁs,’ from their con-
stant repetition of the note conveying that sound.
Though most - birds display great courage in
defending their young, yet hundreds of little
nestlings perish during the absence of their
parents in search of food. Then their stealthy
encmies, who are ever on the watch, pounce upon
the little half-naked things, tear them out of their
nests, and devour them. It is pitiable to hear the
cry of the female on her return, when she finds
her nest empty, and parts of the remains of her
little ones hangin% to the thorns they have bheen
dragged through. We have sometimes fancied those
wailing notes convey the feeling of Shakspearc’s
Macdutf, when he exclaimed :

¢ All my pretty ones. All at one fell swoop !’

(HISTORICAL.)

July was originally the fifth month of the
Roman year, and thence denominated Quintilis.
In the Alban Calendar, it had a complement of
thirty-six days. Romulus reduced it to thirty-one,
and Numa to thirty days, and it stood thus for
many centuries. At length, it was restored to
thirty-one days by Julius Cesar, who felt a
personal interest in it as his natal month. After
the death of this great reformer of the calendar,
Mark Antony changed the name to July, in honour
of the family-name of Cwmsar. ¢This month he
selected for such honorary distinction, when the
sun was generally most potent, the more effectuall
to denote that Julius was the emperor of the world,
and thercfore the appropriate leader of one-half of
the year’—Brady.

Our Saxon ancestors called July Hey Monath,
‘because therein they usually mowed and made
their hay-harvest ; and also Maed Monath, from the
meads being then in their bloom.'—Ferstegan.

CHARACTERISTICS OF JULY.

July is allowed all over the northern hemisphere
to be the warmest month of the year, notwith-
standing that the sun has then commenced his
course of recession from the tropic of Cancer.
This is owing to the accumulating effect of the
heat, while the sun is still so long above the hori-
zon. In a table formed from the careful observa-
tions of the Rev. Dr Robert Gordon, at Kinfauns,
Perthshire, the mean temperature of the air during
the month, in that part of Great Britain, appears
to be 61°. The same average has been stated for
England ; but in London 62° would probably be
more correct.

At London, the sun rises on 1st July at 3.46
morning, and sets at 8.14 evening ; on the 3lst,
the respective times are 4.18 morning and 7.42
evening. At Edinburgh, it rises on the 1st at 3.20
and sets at 8.46 ; on the 3lst, the respective times
are 44, and 88. The sun 18 in Cancer for the
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grczlater part of the month, and enters Leo about the
22d. '

The great heat of the month led to a superstition
among the Romans : they conceived that this pre-
eminent warmth, and the diseases and other calami-
ties flowing from it, were somehow connected with
the rising and setting of the star Canicula—the
Little Dog—in coincidence with the sun. They
accordingly conferred the name of Dog-DAYS upon
the period between the 3d of July and the 11th of
August. Horace, it will be remembered, makes
allusion to this in his address to the Blandusian
Fountain—

‘Te flagrantis atrox hora Canicule
Nescit tangere,’

The fact truly being that a spring necessarily pre-
serves a mean heat all the year round—in Britain,
about 47°. The utter baselessness of the Roman
superstition has been well shewn by the ordinary
processes of nature, for Canicula does not now rise
in coincidence with the sun till the latter end
of August, while, of course, the days between 3d
July and 11th Angust are what they have ever
been. Dr Hutton, remarking how the heliacal
rising of Canicula is getting later and later every
year in all latitudes, says that, on the Roman prin-
ciple, the star may in time come to be charged
with bringing frost and snow. Yet the Dog-d?zys
continues to be a popular phrase, and probably

will Jong continue so. It is undoubtedly under
some lingering regard for the old notion, as much
as from a consideration of the effect of extreme
heat upon canine flesh and blood, that magistrates
of towns so often order dogs to be muzzled ahout
the beginning of July. The verity of the Roman
superstition 18 brought home to us by an antique

ANTIQUE GEM—THE DOG STAR.

garnet gem in the Bessborough Collection, repre-
senting the face of a tongue-loﬁing dog, surrounded
by solar rays, as in the accompanying illustration.

Fivst of Julp,

Saints Julius and Aaron, martyrs, about 303. St
Thicrri, abbot of Mont-d’Hor, 533. St Calais or Carile-
phus, abbot of Anille, 542, St Gal the First, bishop of
Clermont, about 553. St Cybar, recluse at Angoulemec,
581. St Simeon, surnamed Salus, 6th century. St
Leonorus or Lunaire, bishop. St Rumold, patron of
Mecblin, bishop and martyr, 775. St Theobald or
Thibault, confessor, 1066.

Born.—Bishop (Joseph) Hall, 1574, Bristow Park,
Leicestershire ; Louis Joseph, Duc de Vendome, 1654 ;
Jean Baptiste, Comte de Rochambeaun, 1725, Vendome ;
Adam Viscount Duncan, admiral, 1731, Dundee.

Died—Edgar, king of England, 975; Admirable
Crichton, assassinated at Mantua, 1582 ; Isaac Casaubon,
learned scholar, editor of ancient classics, 1614, bur.
Westminster Abbey ; Frederick, Duke Schomberg, killed
at the Battle of the Boyne, 1690; Edward Lluyd,
antiquary, 1709, Ozxford; llenry Fox,” Lord Holland,
1774; William Huntingdon, 1813, Tunbridge Wells;
@. F. voun Schubert, German philosophical writer, 1860,
Laufzorn, near Munich,

ISAAC CASAUBON—WALTON'S INITIALS.

Isaac Casaubon was a foreign scholar of the
highest eminence, who came to England in 1610,
along with Sir Henry Wotton, the English ambas-
sador at Paris, who had lodged in his house at
Geneva, and ‘there contracted, as Isaac Walton
tells us, ‘a most worthy friendship with that man

of rare learning and ingenuity. Casaubon did not
survive his arrival in England above four years.
He was buried in the south transept of Westimnnster
Abbey, where a marble mural tablet was erected
to him by Bishop Morton.

While we have ample record of the friendship—
and it was an angling friendship—which subsisted
between Isaac Walton and Sir Henry Wotton, we
have none regarding any between Walton and

164G

Casaubon, beyond the respectful reference to him
above quotec{ and the presumption arising from
Walton having been the friend of Casaubon’s friend
Wotton. There i, however, some reason u; the
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traditions of Westminster Abbey for believing that
Walton, from affection for Casanbon’s memory,
scratched his initials upon the mural tablet just
adverted to. We do find upon the tablet a rude
cutting of initials, with a date, as represented on
the preceding page. For the mere probability of
this being a veritable work of the hand of one so
dear to English literature as good Isaac Walton,
we have thought the matter worthy of the present
notice.* .

HOLY WELLS.

July 1, 1652, the eccentric John Taylor, com-
monly called the Water Poet, from his having been
s waterman on the Thames, paid a visit to St
Winifred’s Well, at Holywell, in Flintshire. This
was a Place held in no small veneration even in
Taylor's days; but in Catholic times, it filled a
great space 1ndeed.

There is something at once so beautiful and so
bountiful in & spring of pure water, that no wonder
it shonld become an object of some regard among
a simple people. We all feel the force of Horace’s
abrupt and enthusiastic address, ¢ O Fons
Blandusice, splendidior vitro, and do mot
wonder that he should resolve upon sacri-
ficing 2 kid to it. In the middle ages, when
a Christian $inge was given to everything,
the discovery of a spring in a romantic
situation, or remarkabi)e for the brightness,
purity, or taste of its water, was forthwith
tollowed by its dedication to some saint;
and once placed among the category of holy
wells, its waters were enduned, by popular
faith, with powers more or less miraculous.
Shrewd Thomas Powell, writing in 1631,
says: ¢ Let them find out some strange
water, some unheard-of epring; it is an
easy matter to discolour or alter the taste
of 1t in some measure, it makes no matter
how little. Report strange cures that it
hath done; beget a superstitious opinion
of it. Good—fel?owship shall uphold it, and
the neighbouring towns shall all swear for <%y
it” So carly as 963, the Saxon king Edgar
thought it necessary to forbid the ¢ worship-
ping of fountains,” and the canons of Anselm
(1102) lay it down as a rule, that no one is
to attribute reverence or sanctity to a foun-
tain without the bishop’s authority. Canons,
however powerful to foster superstition,
were powerless to control it; ignorance
invested springs with sanctity without the
aid of the church, and every county could
boast of its holy well.

Some of these were held specially effica-
cions for certain diseases. St Tegla’s Well
was patronised by sufferers from ¢ the falling
sickness ;> St John’s, Balmanno, Kincar-
dineshire, by mothers whose children
were tronbled with rickets or sore eyes, The
Tobirnimbuadh, or spring of many virtues, in
St Kilda’s Isle,.was pre-eminent in deafness and
nervous disorders; while the waters of Trinity
Gask Well, Perthshire, enabled every one baptized
therein to face the plague without fear. Others,
again, possessed peculiar properties. Thus, St

* The initials and date were first introduced to publie
netice, by Frank T. Buckland, Esq., 2d Life Guards, in
the Iiéicld newspaper,

Loy’s Well, Tottenham, was said to be always full
but never overflowing; the waters of St Non's
ebbed and flowed with the sea; and those of
the Toberi-clerich, St Kilda, althongh covered twice
in the day by the sea, never became brackish.

The most famous holy well in the three king-
doms is undonbtedly that dedicated to St Winifred
giol ell, Flintshire), at whose shrine Giraldus

ambrensis offered his devetions in the twelfth
century, when he says she seemed ¢still to retain
her miraculous powers” Winifred was a noble
British maiden of the seventh century ; a certain
Prince Cradocus fell in love with her, and finding
his rough advances repulsed, cut off the lady’s
head. ﬁnmedjately he had done this, the prince
was struck dead, and the ecarth opening, swal-
lowed np his boéy. Meanwhile, Wli)nifreﬁ’s head
rolled down the hill ; where it stopped, a spring
gushed forth, the blood from the head colouring
the pebbles over which it flowed, and rendering
fragrant the moss growing around. St Bueno
picked up the head, and skilfully reunited it to
the body to which it belonged, after which Winifred

ST WINIFRED'S WELL, FLINTSUIRE.

lived a life of sanctity for fiftcen years, while
the spring to which she gave her name hecame
famous in the land for its curative powers.

The spring rises from a bed of shingle at the foot
of a steep hill, the water rushing out with great
impetuosity, and flowing into and over the main
basin into a smaller one in front. The well is
enclosed by a building in the perpendicular Gothic
style (dating from the beginning of the reign of
Henry VIL), which ‘forms a crypt under a small
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chapel contiguous to the parish church, and on a
level with it, the entrance to the well being hy
a descent of about twenty steps from the street,
The well itself is a star-shaped basin, ten feet in
diameter, canopied hy a most graceful stellar vault,
and eriginally enclosed by stone traceried screens
filling up the spaces between the su[pports. Round
the basin is an amhulatory similarly vaulted’*
The seulptural ornaments consisted of grotesque
animals, and the armerial-bearings of various bene-
factors of the shrine ; ameng them being Catharine
of Aragen, Margaret, mother of Hemiy VII., and
different memhers of the Stanley family, the
founders hoth eof the erypt and the ehapel above
it. Formerly, the former contained statues of the
Virgin Mary and St Winifred. The first was
remeved in 1635 ; the fate of Winifred's effigy, to
which a Countess of Warwick (1439) bequeathed
her russet velvet gown, is unknown. On the
‘stones at the hottom of the well grow the Bissus
tolethus, and a species of red Jungermanic meoss,
known in the vulgar tongue as Winifred’s hair and
bleod. In the seventeenth century, St Winifred
could boast thousands ef vetaries. James II. paid
a visit to the shrine in 1688, and received the shift
worn by his great-grandmether at her execution,
for his pains. Pennant found the roof of the vault
hung with the ecrutches of grateful cripples. He
says, ‘the resort of pilgrims ef late years te these
Fontanalia has considerably decreased ; the greatest
number are from Lancashire. In the summer,
still a few are to be seen in the water, in deep
devotion up to their chins for hours, sending up
their prayers, or performing a number of evelutions
round the polygonal well ; or threading the arches
between and the well a prescribed number of times.’
An attempt to revive the public faith in the Flint-
shire saint was made in 1805, when a pamphlet
was published, detailing how ene Winefred White,
of Welverhampton, experienced the benefit of the
virtue of the spring.” The cure is certified by a
resident of Holywell, named Elizaheth Jones, in
the following terms: ¢I hereby declare that, about
three months ago, I saw a young weman calling
herself Winefred White, walking with great diffi-
culty on a crutch; and that on the following
merning, the said Winefred White came to me
running, and witheut any appearance of lameness,
having, as she teld me, been immediately cured
after once hathing in St Winifred’s Well” It was
of no avail ; a dead belief was not to be brought
again to life even by Elizabeth Jones of Holywell.

St Madern’s Well, Cornwall, was another popular
resort for those who sought to be relieved from aches
and pains. Bishep H:ﬁl, in his Mystery of Godl:-
ness, bears testimony to the reality of a cure wronght
upon a cripple hy its waters. He says he ‘took
strict and impartial examination’ of the evidence,
and ‘found neither art nor cellusion—the cure dene,
the anthor an invisible Ged” In the seventeenth
century, however, the well seems te have lost its
r?utation. St Madern was always propitiated by
offerings of 1gins or pebbles. This custom prevailed
in many other places beside ; Mr Haslam assures
us, that pins may he celleeted by the handful near
most Cornish wells. At St Kilda, nene dared
approach with empty baunds, er without making
gome offering to the genius of the place, either in

* Archeeological Journal, iii, 148,

the shape of shells, pins, needles, pebbles, coins,
or rags. A well near Newcastle obtained the name
of Ragwell, from the quantity of rags left upon the
adjacent bushes as thank-offerings. St Tegla, of
Denbighshire, required greater sacrifices from her
votaries. To obtain her %ood offices, it was neces-
sary to bathe in the well, walk round it three
times, repeating the Lord’s Prayer at each eircuit,
and leave fourpence at the shrine. A eock or hen
(aceording to the patient’s sex) was then placed in
a basket, and earried reund the well, into the
churchyard, and round the church. The patient
then entered the church, and enscenced him er
herself under the communion-table, with a Bible for
a pillow, and se remained till daybreak. If the
fowl, kept all this while imprisoned, died, the
disease was supposed te have been transferred to
it, and, as a matter of eourse, the believer in St
Tegla was made whole,

Wells were also used as divining-peols. By
taking a shirt or a shift off a sick person, and
throwing it inte the well of St Oswald (near
Newton), the end of the illness could easily he
known—if the garment floated, all weuld be well ;
if it sank, it was useless to hope. The same result
was arrived at by placing a weodeu bewl softly en
the surface of St Andrew’s Well (Isle of Lewis),
and watching if it turned from er towards the sun ;
the latter being the favourable emen. A fore-
knowledge of the future, too, was to be gained by
shaking the ground reund St Madern’s Spring, and
reading fate in the rising bubbles. At St Michael's
(Banffshire), an immortal fly was ever at his pest
as guardian of the well. ‘If the sober matron
wished to know the issue of her husband’s
ailment, er the love-sick nymph that of her
languishing swain, they visited the well of St
Michal. Every movement of the sympathetic fly
was regarded with silent awe, and as he appeared
cheerful or dejected, the anxious votaries drew their
presages.’*

Of St Keyne’s Well, Cornwall, Carew in his
Survey quetes the following descriptive rhymes :

¢In name, in shape, in quality,

This well is very quaint ;

The name to lot of Keyne befell,
No over-holy saint.

The shape—four trees of divers kind,
Withy, oak, elm, and ash,

Make with their roots an arched roof,
‘Whose floor the spring doth wash.

The quality—that man and wife,
Whose ehanee or choice attains,

First of this sacred stream to drink,
Thereby the mastery gains.’

Southey sang of St Keyne—how the traveller
drank a double draught when the Cornishman
enlightened him respecting the properties of the
spring, and how

‘You drank of the well I warrant betimes?
He to the Cornishman said ;

But the Cornishman smiled as the stranger spake,
And sheepishly shook his head.

‘I hastened as soon as the wedding was done,
And left my wife in the poreh ;

But 1’ faith she had been wiser than me,
For she took a bottle to chureh !’

* Statistical Account of Seotland.
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When Erasmus visited the wells of Walsingham
(Norfolk), they were the favourite resort of people
afflicted with® diseases of the head and stomach.
The belief in their medicinal powers afterwards
deelined, but they were invested with the more
wonderful power of bringing about the fulfilment
of wishes. Between the two wells lay a stone on
which the votary of our Lady of Walsingham
knelt with his right knee bare ; he then plunged one
hand in each well, so that the water reached the
wrist, and silently wished his wish, after which he
drank as much of the water as he could hold in
the hollows of his hands. This done, his wishes
would infallibly be fulfilled within the year, pro-
vided he never mentioned it to any one or uttered
it aloud to himself.

While the Routing Well of Inveresk rumbled
before a storm of mature’s making, the well of
Oundle, Northamptonshire, gave warning of per-
turbations in the world of polities. Baxter writes
(Weorld of Spirits, p. 157)—° When I was a school-
master at Oundle, about the Seots coming into
England, I heard a well in one Dob’s yard, drum
like any drum beating a march. T heard it at a
distance ; then I went and put my head into the
mouth of the well, and heard it distinctly, and
nobody in the well. It lasted several days and
nights, so as all the country-people came to hear it.
And so it drummed on several changes of tunes.
When King Charles IL died, I went to the Oundle
carrier at the Ram Inn, Smithfield, who told me
the well had drummed, and many people came to
hear it.’

Not many years ago, the young folks of Brom-
field, Cumberland, and the neigh%om'inw villages,
used to meet on a Sunday afternoon in l\iay, at the
holywell, near St Cuthbert’s Stane, and indulge
in various rural sports, during which not one was

permitted to drink anything but water from the
well. This seems to have been a custom commion
to the whole connty at one time, aecording
to The June Days Jingle.—

¢ The wells of rocky Cumberland

Have each a saint or patron,
‘Who holds an annual festival,

The joy of maid and matron.

And to this day, as erst they wont,
The youths and maids repair,

To eertain wells on certain days,
And hold a revel there.

Of sugar-stick and liquorice,
With water from the spring,

They mix a pleasant beverage,
And May-day carels sing.

Londou was not without its haly wells; there
was oue dedicated to St John, in Shoreditch, which
Stow says was gpoiled by rubbish and filth laid
down to heighten the plots of garden-ground near
it. A pump now represents St Clement’s Well
(Strand), which in Henry IL’s reign was a favourite
idling-place of scholars and city youths in the
sEmmer evenings when they walked forth to take
the air.

THE BATTLE OF THE BOYNE.

This confliet, by which it might be said the
Revolution was completed and confirmed, took
place on the 1st of July 1690. The Irish Catholie
arm{r, with its French supporters, to the number
in all of about 30,000, was posted along with King
James on the right hank of the Boyne river, about
25 miles north of Dublin, The army of Kin
William, of rather greater numbers, partly Englis
regiments, partly Protestants of various eontinental
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MEDAL STRUCK TO COMMEMORATE THE BATTLE OF TIE ROYNE.

countries, approached the river from the north.
Although the river was fordable, it was considered
that James's army occupied a favourable position
for resistance.

In the course of the day hefore the Dattle, the
Irish armJ ot an opportunity of firing a cannon
at King William, as he was on horsehack inspecting
their position; and he was slightly wounded in
the shoulder. The news that he was slain spread
to Paris, Rome, and other strongholds of the
Cathsolic religion, diffusing great joy ; hut it was

uickly followed by intelligence which changed
that joy into sorrow.
At an early hour on Tuesday, the 1st of July—
a bright and beautiful summer morning—the right
wing of the Protestant army made a detour by the
bridge of Slane, to fall upon the left of the Irish
host, while William conducted his left across the
river by a ford, several miles in the other direction.
The main hody crossed directly, and found some
diffieulty in doing so, so that if well met by the
enemy, they might have easily been defeated. But
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the great mass of the Irish foot did not stop to
fight ; they ran away. For this their want of
discipline, aided by lawless habhits, is sufficient to
account, without supposing that they were deficient
in courage. Such panics, a3 we now know better
than ever, are apt to happen with the raw troops
of all countries. The Irish horse made a stout
resistance ; but when King William, having crossed
the river, came upon them in flank, they were
forced to retire. Thus,in a few hours, a goodl
army was completely dissipated. King James pusil-
lanimously fled to Dublin, as soon as he saw that
the day was going against him. Nor did he stop
till he had reached France, bringing everywhere
the news of his own defeat. So it was that King
William completed the triumph of the Protestant
religion in these islands.

The anniversary of the day has ever since heen
held in great regard hy the Protestants in Ireland.
As it gave them relief from the rule of the Catholic
majority, the holding of the day in affectionate
remembrance was but natural and allowable.
Almost down to our time, however, the celebration
has been managed with such strong external
demonstrations—armed musterings, bannered pro-
cessions, glaring insignia, and insulting party-cries
—as could not but be felt as grievous by the
Catholics ; and the consequence has been that the
fight begun on Boyne Water in 1690, has been in
some degree renewed every year since. In private
life, to remind a neighbour periodically of some
humiliation he once incurred, would be accounted
the perfection of bad-manners—how strange that
a set of gallant gentlemen, numhering hundreds of
thousands, should be unable to see Tow unpolite
it i3 to keep up this 1st of July celebration, in the
midst of a people whose feelings it cannt fail to
wound !

MISADVENTURES OF A STATUE.

The services of King William in securing the
predominance of the Protestant religion in Ireland,
were acknowledged by the erection of an equestrian
statue of him in College Green, Dublin. This
work of art, composed of iron with a coating of
lead, and solemnly inaugurated in 1701, has lived
a very controversial life ever since—never, it may
be said, out of hot water. Rather oddly, while
looked on with intensest hatred by Catholies, even
the Protestant lads of the college did not like it—
for why, it turned its tail upon the university !

So, ever since that solemn affair in 1701, this
unfortunate semblance of the hook-nosed Nassau
has been subjected to incessant maltreatment and
indignity, all magisterial denunciations notwith-
standing. Some of the outrages committed upon
it were of a nature rather to be imagined than
descrihed. On the 27th of June 1710, it was found
to have been feloniously robbed of its regal sword
and martial baton. The act was too gross to be
overlooked. The corporation offered a reward of
a hundred pounds for the discovery of the culprit
or culprits ; and three students of Trinity College
were consequently accused, tried, and condemned
to suffer six months’ imprisonment, to pay a fine of
one hundred pounds cach, and to be carried to
College Green, and there to stand before the statue,
for half an hour, with this inscription on each of
their breasts:—I stand here for defacing the

statue of our glorious deliverer, the late King
William. On account of their loss of prospects by
expulsion from the college, and loss of health by
inearceration in a noisome dungeon, the latter
part of the sentence was remitted, and the fine
reduced to five shillings. But neither severity nor
lenity in the authorities seemed to afford the statue
any protection; just four years after the students’
affair, the baton was again taken away, and though

EQUESTRIAN STATUE OF WILLIAM 1IL

another reward of one hundred pounds was offered,
the evil-doers were not discovered.

Twice a year, on the anniversaries of the battle of
the Boyne, and birthday of King William, the
statue was cleaned, white-washed, and decorated
with a scarlet cloak, orange sash, and other appur-
tenances ; while a bunch of n ribbons and
shamrocks was symbolically placed beneath the
horse’s uplifted foot. Garlands of orange lilies, and
streamers of orange ribbons, bedecked the honoured
horse, while drums, trumpets, and volleys of
musketry made the welkin ring in honour of the
royal hero. Moreover, every person who chanced
to pass that way, and did not humbly take off his
hat, was knocked down, and then mercilessly kicked
for presuming to fall in the presence of so noble a
prinee. As a natural consequence of these proceed-
ings, during the other 363 days of the year, the
then undressed and unprotected statue was so
liberally besmeared with filth by the anti-Orange
party, as to be a disgrace to a civilised city.

To chronicle all the mishaps of this statue, would
require a volume. Many must be passed over;
but one that occurred in the eventful year 1798, is
worthy of notice. A well-known eccentric charac-

ter, named Watty Cox, for many years the editor
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of The Irish Magazine, having been originally a
nsmith, was expert in the use of tools, and
eing much annoyed by the helpless statue, he
tried, one dark night, to file off the monarch’s head.
But the inner frame of iron foiled, as the Dublin
wits said, the literazg filer’s foul attemgt.

In 1805, the 4th of November falling upon
a Sunday, the wusual riotous demonstration
around the statue +was postponed till the
following day. On the Saturday night, however,
the watchman on College Green was accosted
by a man, seemingly a painter, who stated
that he had been sent by the city authorities to
decorate the statue for the approaching festivities
of the Monday; adding that the apprehended
violence of the disaffected portion of the populace
rendered it advisable to have the work done by
night. The unsuspecting watchman assisted the

ainter in mounting the statue, and the latter plied
Eis brush most industriously for some time. en
descending, he coolly requested the watchman to
keep an eye to his painting utensils, while he went
to ﬁu master's house for some more colours,
necessary to complete the work. The night, how-
ever, passed away without the return of the painter,
and at daybreak, on Sunday morning, the statue
was foun({ to be completely covered with an
unctuous black pigiment, composed of grease and
tar, most difﬁcui)t to remove ; while the bucket
that had contained the mixture was suspended by a
halter fixed round the insulted monarch’s neck.
This act caused the greatest excitement among the
Orange societies ; but most fortunately for himself
and friends, the adventurous artist was never
discovered.

The annual custom of decorating the statue, so
provocative of religious and political rancour, and
the fertile source of innumerable riots, mnot
unattended with loss of life, was put down by
the enlightened judgment of the authorities, com-
bined with the strong arm of the law, in 1822;
and the miserable monument suffered less rough
usage, until its crowning catastropho happened in
1836. Omne midright, in the Apri}) of that year, the
statue blew up, with a terrific explosion, smasixing
and extin%}xishing the lamps for a considerable
distance. The body was blown in one direction,
the broken legs and arms in another, and the
wretched horse, that had suffered so many
previous injuries, was shattered to pieces. An
offered reward of £200 failed to discover the
perpetrators of this deed.

The statue was repaired and replaced in its old
position. Like an old warrior, who had seen long
service and suffered many wounds, it gradually
acquired a certain degree of respect, even from its
enemies. The late Daniel O’Connell, during his
year of mayoralty, caused it to be bronzed, thereby
greatly improving its appearance: and ever since
it has remained an ornament, instead of a disgrace,
to the capital of Ireland.

THE CHEVALIER DE LA BARRE,

The case of Thomas Ajkenhead, a youth hanged
in Scotland in 1695, at the iustigation of the clergy,
for the ims.f;inary crime of blasphemy, finds an
exact parallel in a later age in France. A youth
of nineteen, named the Chevalier de la Barre, was
decap(i)tated and then burned at Abbeville, on the

1

1st of July 1765, for mutilating a figure of Christ,
which stood on the bridge of that town, this offence
being regarded as eta,criﬁ3 ¢, for which a decree of
Louis XTV. had assigned a capital punishment.
Even when the local judgment on this unfortunate
young man was brought for review before the
parliament of Paris, there was a majority of fifteen
to ten for confirming the sentence ; so strongly did
superstition still hold the minds of the upper
classes in France. Does it not in some measure
exglain the spirit under which Voltaire, Diderot,
and others were then writing ?

1t is to be admitted of the first of these writers,
amidst all that is to be reprobated in his conduct,
that he stood forth as the friend of humanity
on several remarkable occasions. His energy in
obtaining the vindication of the Calas family will
always redound to his praise. He published an
account of the case of the Chevalier de la Barre,
from which it appears that his persecutors gave
him at the last for a confessor and assistant a
Dominican monk, the friend of his aunt, an abbess
in whose convent he had often supped. When the
good man wept, the chevaler consoled him. At
their last dinner, the Dominican being unable to
eat, the chevalier said to him: ‘Pray, take a little
nourishment ; you have as much need of it as I to
bear the spectacle which I am to give! The scaf-
fold, on which five Parisian executioners were
gathered, was mounted by the victim with a calm
courage ; he did not change colour,and he uttered
no complaint, beyond the remark : ‘I did not believe
they could have taken the life of a young man for
so small a matter.’

THE FIRST STEAMER ON THE THAMES,

The London newspapers in 1801 contained the
following very simple announcement, in referenco
to an event which took place on the 1st of July,
and which was desti]:ledp to be the precursor of
achievements highly important to the wellbeing
of society: ‘An experiment took place on the
river Thames, for the purpose of working a barge
or any other heavy craft against tide by mcans of
a steam-engine on a very simple construction.
The moment the engine was set to work, the barge
was brought about, answering her helm quickly ;
and she made way against a strong current, at
the rate of two miles and a half an hour.

The historians of steam-navigation seem to have
Jost sight ‘of this incident. But in truth it was
only a small episode in a series, the more import-
ant items of which had already appeared in Scot-
land. Mr Patrick Miller, banker, Edinburgh, made
literally the first experiments in steam-navigation
in this hemisphere. [There were some similarly
obscure experiments at an earlier date in America.}
Mr Miller's own plan at the first was to have a
double boat, with a wheel in the centre, to be
driven by man’s labour. Annexed is a copy of a
contemporary drawing of his vessel, whicﬁ was
ninety feet long, and cost £3000. It proved a
failure by reason of the insupportable labour
required to drive the wheel HliDs sons’ tutor, Mr
James Taylor, then suggested the application of
the steam-engine as all that was necessary for a
triumph over wind and tide, and he was induced,
with the practical help of a mechanician named
Symington, recommended by Taylor, to get a
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smaller vessel so fitted up, which was actually
tried with success upon the lake near his mansion
of Dalswinton, in Dumfriesshire, in October 1788,
the boat going at the rate of five miles an hour.

&
'//,‘
s
s
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DOUBLE BOAT.

The little steam-engine used in this interesting
vessel is preserved in the Andersonian Museum at
Glasgow. e T

Encouraged by this happy trial and the applause
of his ﬁimzigldg Mr Mﬂlerpgzr)ught one of thlépboats
used upon the Forth and Clyde Canal, and employed
the Carron Iron Company to make a steam-engine
on a plan devised and superintended by Symington.
On the 26th of December 1789, the steamer thus
prepared, tugged a heavy load on the above-named
canal, at the speed of seven miles an hour. For
some reason or other, nothing further was done
for many years ; the hoat was dismantled and laid
up. From this time we hear no more of Mr
Miller ; he turned his attention to other pursuits,
chiefly of an agricultural nature. Mr Taylor,
without his patron, could do nothing. In 1801,
Lord Dundas, who was largely interested in the
success of the canal, employed Symington to make
experiments for working the canal trade by steam-

ower instead of horse-power. A steamer was

uilt, called the Charlotte Dundas—the first cver
constructed expressly for steam-navigationm, its
predecessors having been mere make-shifts. A
steam-engine was made suitable for it ; and early
in 1802, the boat drew a load of no less than
seventy tons at a rate of three miles and a quarter
per hour, against a strong gale. An unexpected
obstacle dashed the hopes of the experimenters;
some one asserted that the surf or wave occasioned
by the motion of the steamer would damage the
banks of the canal; the assertion was helieved,
and the company declined any further experiments.
‘What took, place after another interval of dis-
ct{;‘xragement and inaction will be related in another
place.

JULY 2.

The Visitation of the Blessed Virgin. Saints Processus
and Martinian, martyrs, lst century. St Monegondes,
recluse at Tours, 570. St Oudoceus, bishop of Llandaff,
6th century. St Otho, bishop of Bamberg, confessor, 1139,

Visitation of the Dirgin Fary.

In the Romish church, the visit paid by the
Virgin Mary to her cousin Elizabeth (St Luke i.
39, 40) is celebrated by a festival on this day,
instituted by Pope Urban VI in 1383; which
festival continues to be set down in the calendar
of the reformed Anglican Church.

Born.—Archbishop Cranmer, 1489, Aslacton, Noits;
Frederick Theophilus Klopstock, German poet, 1724,
Quedlinburg, Saxony; Henry, third Marquis of Lans-
downe, statesman, 1780 ; Joseph John Gnrney, Quaker
philanthropist, 1788, Eariham Hall, near Norwich.

Died.—Henry L, emperor of Germany (the Fouwler),
936 ; Michel Nostradamus (predictions), 1566, Salon ;
Jean Jacques Rousseau, 1778, Ermenonville; Dionysius
Diderot, philosophical writer, 1784, Paris; Dr Hahne-
mann, originator of homeeopathy, 1843, Paris ; Sir Robert
Peel, statesman, 1850, London ; William Berry (works
on heraldry), 1851, Brixton.

KILOPSTOCK.

The German poet Klopstock enjoyed a great
celebrity in his own day, not less on account of his
Odes, many of which are excellent, than for that
more ambitious sacred poem, called The Messiah,
n%on which the fabric of his fame was first built.
This celebrated epic was written in hexameters, a
species of verse little employed by his predecessors,
but not uncongenial to German rhythm. Klop-
stock formed himself on Milton and Young, and' is
styled in his own country the Milton of Germany :
but he soars rather with the wing of the owl than
the wing of the eagle. His ode To Young, as the
composition of a stranger, will be interesting to
English readers, and serves very well as a clue
to his genius.

TO YOUNG—1752.

Die, aged prophet : lo, thy crown of palms
Has long been springing, and the tear of joy

Quivers on angel-lids

Astart to welcome thee.
Why linger ? Hast thou not already huilt
Above the clouds thy lasting monument ?

- Over thy night-thoughts, too,

The pale free-thinkers watch,
And feel there’s prophecy amid the song,
When of the dead-awakening trump it speaks,

Of coming final doom,

And the wise will of heaven.
Die: thou bast taught nre that the name of death
Is to the just a glorious sound of joy :

But be my teacher still,

Become my genius there.

The lnn%lme of this ode approaches to a style
which in English is termed bathos. As a proof of the
wide-spread fame which Klopstock acquired in his
own country, we briefly subjoin the account of his
funeral, in the words of Mr Taylor's Historical
Survey of German Poetry: ¢ Klopstock died in 1803,
and was buried with great solemmity on the 22d
11
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of Mareh, eight days after his decease. The cities
of Hamburg and Altona concurred to vote him -
a public mourning ; and the residents of Denmark,
France, Anstria, Prussia, and Russia joined in the
funeral-procession. Thirty-six carriages brought
the senate and magistracy, all the bells tolling ; a
military procession contributed to the order and
dignity ofp the seene ; vast bands of music, aided by
the voices of the theatre, performed apgropriate
symphonies, or accompanied passages of the poet’s
worlIi’s. The coffin having been placed over the
ve, the preacher, Meyer, lifted the lid, and
eposited in it a copy of The Messiak; laurels
were tlien heaped on 1t ; and the death of Martha,
from the fourteenth book, was reeited with chaunt.
The ceremony econcluded with the dead mass of
Mozart.

THE PROPHECIES OF NOSTRADAMUS.

Princes, and other great people, besides many
learned men, three centuries ago, paid studious
attention to a set of mystie rop%ecxes in French
quatrains, which had proceeded from a Provencal
physician, named Nostradamus, and were believed

to foreshadow great historical events. These pre-

dictions had been published in a series of little
books, containing each a hundred, and they were
afterwards collected into one volume. Our copy of
Nostradamus is one published in London in 1672,
with English translations and notes, bx a refugee
French 531 sician, named Theophilus de Garencieres,
who had himself a somewhat remarkable history.
Wood informs us that he died of a broken heart,
in consequence of the ill-usage he received from a
certain knight. He himself, thongh a doctor of
Oxford, and member of the Royal College of Physi-
cians of London, appears to have been a devout
believer in the inystic enunciations which le
endeavoured to represent in English. He had,
indeed, imbibed this reverence for the prophet
in his earliest years, for, strange to say, the brochures
containing these predictions were the primers used
about 1618 in the schools of France, and through
them he had learned to read. The frontispiece
of the English translation represents Garencieres
as a thin elderly man with a sensitive, nervons-
bilious countenanee, seated, in a black gown with
wig and bands, at a table, with a book and
writing materials before him, and also a carafe
bottle containing what appears as figures of the sun
and creseent moon.

DR GARENCIERES, TIIE TRANSLATOR OF NOSTRADAMUS.

Michael Nostradamus (the name was a real one)
saw the light at St Remy, on the 14th of Deceniber
1503, and died, as our prefatory list informs us, on
the 2d of July 15666. He studied mathematics,
philosophy, and physie, and appears to have gained
reputation as a medical man before becoming
noted as a mystogogue. He was twice married, and
had several children; he latterly was settled at
Salon, a town between Marseille and Avignon.
It was with the view of improving his medical gifts
that he studied astrology, and thus was led to fore-
tell events. His first efforts in this line took the
humble form of almanac-making. His almanacs
became popular ; so much so, that imitations of them
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appeared, which, being thought lis, and containing
nothing but folly, bronght him discredit, and eansed
the poet Jodelle to salute him with a satirical
couplet :

¢ Nostra damus cum falsa damus, nam fallere nostra

est,
Et eum, falsa damus, nil nisi Nostra damus.’

That is: ¢We give our own things when we give
false things, for it is our pecnliarity to deceive, and
when we give false things, we are only giving our
own things’. His repntation was confirmed by the
publication, in 1555, of some of his prophecies,
which attracted so mueh regard, that Henry IL




PROPHECIES OF NOSTRADAMUS.

JULY 2.

PROPHECIES OF NOSTRADAMUS,

sent for him to Paris, and consulted him about
his ehildren. One of these, when king under the
name of Charles IX.,, making a progress in Provenee
in 1564, did not fail to go to Salon to visit the
prophet, who was commissioned by his fellow-
townsmen to give the young monarech a formal
reception.  Charles, and his mother, Catharine
de¢’ Medici, also sent for him on one oecasion
to Lyon, where each gave him a eonsiderable

resent in gold, and the king appointed him
Eis physician. Many of his eontemporaries thought
him only a doting fool ; but that the great bulk of
Freneh society was impressed by his effusions, there
is no room to doubt.

The quatrains of the Salon mystie, are set forth
by himself as arising from judieial astrology, with
the aid of a divine inspiration. ‘I am, he said,
‘but a mortal man, and the greatest sinner in the
world ; but, being surprised oeeasionally by a
prophetieal humeour, and by a long ealeulation,
pleasing myself in my study, I have made books
of prophecies, each one containing a hundred astro-
nomical stanzas’ We are to understand that
Nostradamus lived much in solitude—spent whole
nights in his study, withdrawn into intense medita-
tion—and eonsidered himself as thus attaining to a
garticipation in a suﬁematuml knowledge flowing

ireetly from God. He was probably quite sincere
in believing that eoming events cast their shadows
on his mind.

Nor are we left without instances of his aeting
much as the seer of the Seottish Highlands in the
midst of the ordinary affairs of Life, One day, being
at the castle of Faim, in Lorraine, attending on the
sick mother of its proprietor the Lord of Florinville,
he ehanced to walk throngh the yard, where there
were two little pigs, one white, the other black.
‘The lord inquired in jest, what should eome of
these two pigs. He answered presently: “We shall
eat the Dlack, and the wolf shall eat the white.”
The Lord Florinville, intending to make him a liar,
did secretly command the eook to dress the white
for su({)per. The eook then killed the white, dressed
it, and spitted it ready to be roasted, when it should
Ve time. In the meantime, having some business
out of the kitehen, a young tame wolf eame in and
ate up the buttocks of the white pig. The eook
coming in, and fearing lest his master should be
angry, took the black one, killed, and dressed it,
angloyﬁ'ered it at supper. The lord, thinking he had
got the vietory, not knowing what was befallen,
said to Nostradamus: “Well, sir, we are now eating
the white pig, and the wolf shall not toneh it.” I
do not believe it,” said Nestradamus; “it is the
black one that is upon the table” Presently the
cook was sent for, who eonfessed the aceident, the
relation of which was as pleasing to them as any
meat. *

The prophecies of the Salon seer ¢ Epear to us,in
these modern days, as vague and incoherent rhapso-
dies, extremely ill adapted for being identified with
any actual event. And even when it is possible to
say that some partieular event seems faintly inti-
mated in one of these quatrains, it is generally
aceompanied by something else so irrelevant,
that we are iuduced almost irresistibly to trace
it to accident. One of the predietions which

* Gtareneieres’s Life of Nostradamus, prefixed to English

edition of the Prophecies, 1672,

most eonduced to raise his reputation, was the
following :
Le Lion jeune le vieux surmontera,
In ehamp bellique par singulier duelle,
Dans eage d’or 1’oei1pi1 Iui erevera,
Deux playes une puis mourir mort eruelle,
[The young lion shall overeome the old one,
1n martial field by a single duel,
In a golden eage he shall put out his eye,
T'wo wounds from one; then shall he die a eruel
death.}

It was thought that this propheey, uttered in 1555,
was fulfilled when Henry II, in 1559, tilting with
a young captain of his guard, at a tournament,
received a wound from the splinter of a lance in
the right eye, and died of it in great pain, ten days
after. But here we must consiggr these two com-
batants as properly called lions ; we must take the
king’s gilt helmet for the golden cage ; and con-
gider the imposthume which the wound ereated,as a
second wound ; all of them eonecessions somewhat
beyond what we can regard as fair.

Another of the predictions thought to be elearly
fulfilled, was the following:

Le sang de juste & Londres sera faute,
Brulez par feu, de vingt et trois, les Six,
La Dame antique eherra de place haute
De meme secte plusieurs seront occis.

[The blood of the just shall be wanting in London,
Burnt by fire of three and twenty, the Six,

The aneient dame shall fall from her high place,
Of the same seet many shall be killed.]

It was supposed that the death of Charles I, and
the fire of London, were here adumbrated ; but
the eorrespondence between the language and the
facts is of the most shadowy kind. Anether line,
‘Le Senat de Londres metteront & mort le Roy,
appears a nearer hit at the bloody seene in front of
\{?hitehall. There is also some felieity in ¢ Le
Oliver se plantera en terra firme,” if we ean render
it as, ¢ Oliver will get a footing on the continent,’
and imagine it as referring to Cromwell’s suceess
in Flanders. Still, even these may be regarded
as only chance hits amongst a thonsand misses.
One learns with some surprise that, well on in the
cighteenth eentury, there was a lingering respect
for the dark sayings of Nostradamus. Poor Charles
Edward Stuart, in his latter days, scanned the
mystie volume, anxious to find in it some lint at
a restoration of the right royal line of Britain.

Conneected with Nostradamus and the town
of Salon, there is a ghost-story of a striking cha-
racter, which we believe is not much known, and
may probably amuse the faculty of wonder in a
eonsiderable portion of the readers of the Book of
Days. :

1t was in the month of April 1697, that a spirit,
which some believed to be no other than that of
the great prophet, appeared to a man of the
humbler elass at Salon, eommanding him on pain
of death to observe inviolable seereey in regard of
what he was about to deliver. ‘This done, it
ordered him to go to the intendant of the provinee,
and require, in its name, letters of recommend-
ation, that should enable him, on his arrival at
Versailles, to obtain a private audience of the
king. “What thou art to say to the king,” eon-
tinued the apparition, ¢ thon wilt not be informed
of till the day of thy being at court, when I shall
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appear to thee again, and give thee full instruetions.

. But forget not that thy life depends unpon the

secrecy which I enjoin thee on what has passed
between us, towards every one, only not towards
the intendant.” At these words the spirit vanished,
leaving the poor man half dead with terror.
Scarcely was he come a little to himself, when his
wife entered the apartment where he was, pereeived
his uneasiness, and inquired after the cause. But
the threat of the spectre was yet too much present
to his mind, to let her draw a satisfactory answer
from him. The repeated refusals of the husband
did but serve to shalg)en the curiosity of the wife ;
the poor man, for the sake of quietness, had at
length the indiscretion to tell her all, even to the
minutest particulars: and the moment he had
finished his confession, he paid for his weakness by
the loss of his life. The wife, violently terrified
at this unexpected catastrophe, persuaded herself,
however, that what had happened to her husbaud
might be merely the effect of an overheated
imagination, or some other accident ; and thought
it best, as well on her own account, as in regard
to the memory of her deceased husband, to confide
the secret of this event only to a few relations and
intimate friends.

¢But another inhabitant of the townm, having,
shortly after, the same agparition, imparted the
strange occurrence to his brother ; and his impru-
dence was in like manner punished by a sudden
death. And now, not only at Salon, but for more
than twenty miles around, these two surprising
deaths became the subject of general conversation.

¢ The same ghost again appeared, after some days,
to a farrier, who lived only at the distance ofa conple
of houses * from the two that had so quickly died ;
and who, having learned wisdom from the misfor-
tune of his neighhours, did not delay one moment
to repair to the intendant. It cost him great
trouble to get the private audience, as ordered by the
spectre, being treated by the magistrate as a person
not right in the head. “I easily coneeive, so please
your excellency,” replied the farrier, who was a
sensible man, and much respeeted as such at Salon,
that I must seem_in your eyes to be playini an
extremely ridiculous part; but if you would be
pleased to order your sub-delegates to enter upon
an examination into the hasty death of the two
inhabitants of Salon, who received the same com-
mission from the ghost as I, I flatter myself that
your excelleney, before the week be out, will have
me called.”

“In fact, Francois Michel, for that was the
farrier'’s name, after information had been taken
concerning the death of the two persons mentioned
by him, was sent for again to the intendant, who
now listened to him with far greater attention than
he had done before ; then giving him dispatches
to Mons. de Baobefieux, minister and seeretary of
gtate for Provinee, and at the same time presenting
him with money to defray his travelling expenses,
wished him a happy journey.

¢ The intendant, fearing ]}:ast 80 young a minister
as M. de Baobefienx might accuse him of too great
credulity, and give occasion to the court to make
themselves merry at his expense, had enclosed
with the dispatches, not only the records of the

* Might not perhaps this circumstance, properly scized
have ]cznduced to trace out the affair? L

examinations taken by his sub-delegates at Salon,
but also added the certificate of 51@ lieutenant-
general de justice, which was attested and sub-
seribed by all the offieers of the department.

Michel arrived at Versailles, and was not a little
perplexed about what he should say to the minister,
as the spirit had not yet appeared to him again
according to its promise. But in that very night
the spectre threw open the curtains of his bed, bid
him take courage, and dictated to him, word for
word, what he was to deliver to the minister, and
what to the king, and to them alone. “Many
difficulties will be laid in thy way,” added the
%host, “in obtaining this private audieuce; but

eware of desisting from thy purpose, and of letting
the secret be drawn from thee by the minister or
by any one else, as thou wouldst not fall dead upon
the spot.

¢The minister, as may easily be imagined, did
his utmost to worm out the mystery: but the
farrier was firm, and kept silence, swore that his
life was at stake, and at last concluded with these
words : that he might not think that what he had
to tell the king was all a mere farce, he need only
mention to his majesty, in his name, ¢that lis
majesty, at the last unting-part‘i at Fontainebleau,
hari himself seen the speetre ; that his horse took
fright at it, and started aside; that his majesty,
as the apparition lasted only a moment, took it
for a deeegtion of sight, and therefore spoke of it
to no one.

‘This last circumstance struck the minister;
and he now thought it his duty to acquaint the
king of the farrier's arrival at Versailles, and to give
him an account of the wonderful tale he related.
But how great was his surprise, when the monarch,
after a momentary silence, required to speak with
the farrier in private, and that immediately !

‘What passed during this extraordinary inter-
view never transpired. All that is known is, that
the spirit-seer, after having stayed three or four
days at court, publicly took leave of the king, by
his own permission, as he was setting out for the
chase.

‘It was even asserted that the Duc de Duras,
captain of the guard in waiting, was heard to say
aloud on the occasion : “Sire, if your majesty had
not expressly ordered me to bring this man to your
presence, I should never have done it, for most
assuredly he is a fool!” The king answered emil-
ing: “Dear Duras, thus it is that men frequently
judge falsely of their neighbour; he is a more
sensible man than you and many others imagine.”

¢This speech of the king’s made great impression.,
People exerted all their ingenuity, but in vain, to
decipher the Xu ort of the conference between
the farrier and the king and the minister Baobe-
fieux., The vulgar, always credulous, and conse-
%uently fond of the marvellous, took it into their

eads that the imposts, which had been laid on by
reason of the long and burdensome war, were the
real motives of it, and drew from it happy omens
of a speedy relief; but they, nevertheless, were
continued 11l the peace.

‘The spirit-seer having thus taken leave of the
king, returned to his province. He received money
of the minister, and a strict command never to
mention anything of the matter to any person, be
he who he would. Roullet, one of the best artists
of the time, drew and engraved the portrait of this
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farrier. Copies are still existing in several collec-
tions of piints in Paris. That which the writer of
this piece has seen, represented the visage of a
man from about thirty-five to forty ycars of age ;
an open countenance, rather pensive, and had
what the French term phystonomie de caractere.

THE TIR FEDERAL, OR RIFLE-SHOOTING
MATCH IN SOLEURE.

Swiss have been famed
for the use of the rifle
long before English vol-
unteers  disputed the
prize of all nations with them. Their national
gathering is the greatest festival in the year, and
18 got up in so picturesque a style, that the tourist
may well tarry a few days in order to have an

opportunity of witnessing it, when he may also
ogserve the national manners and costume more
closely than he will be able to do in a hasty tour
through the country. It is held at each of the
capitals of the cantons in turn the first week in
July, commencing invariably on a Sunday. On
Saturday evening, all the hotels are crowded for
the opening procession next Sunday morning.
From six AM. on that day until nine, on the occasion
when the writer was present, the broad flight of
steps leading up to the cathedral at Soleure was
crowded by worshippers. DMass was repeated again
and again to each relay, and then, the religious
duties of the day being over, all gave themselyes
up to pleasure. The streets were one mass of
people waiting for the procession. The.burning
sun of a beautiful summer-day lightened up the
scene, the cannon roared, bands of music added
their sweet tones, and the variety of a hundred
gay and fantastic costumes dazzled the eye of the
amused spectator in the windows. Then came the
cry : ‘Here is the procession” At its head walked
the juniors, with two pieces of cannon and fifty
guns ; hehind them a man in the costume of
William Tell, the patron of riflemen, preceded the
body of markers, who were dressed in bright-red
blouses with white cordings, carrying at the end
of a stick the white disks which serve to mark the
shots. Then came the military band, followed by
the committee carrying the federal banner, bearing
the motto: ‘LiBErry, EqQUALITY, FRATERNITY.
The deputations of marksmen from cach canton, in
the greatest variety of picturesque costume, fol-
loweﬁr: those of Soleure wearing gray felt-hats,
adorned with green rihhons; the ilanseatic towns,
Bremen and Lubeck, sent their quota, dressed in
rich green and gold coats, with a high-crowned hat

SWISS PmANTS AT THE TIR FEDERAL,

adorned with a plume of feathers. Most of those

present had a bouquet of flowers in the front of-

their hats, no doubt given hy some fair friend.

The shooting-ground was about half a mile from
the city, a beautiful plain, surrounded by the
Vosges Mountains, A splendid avenue of trees
led up to the gay pavilion of glass (sce illustra-
tion on the following page), where the prizes
for the successful competitors were hnng. 2l'hey
consisted of watches, rifles, cups, gold and silver
dishes, coffers, and purses ~filled with gold

Napoleons, amounting in all to a hundred and fifty
thousand francs. To the left was the stand for the
shooters, a long covered shed opposite twenty-seven
targets, furnished with long talﬁes for the conve-
nience of loading. At each successful shot a paper
ticket wags given to the marksman, which he stuck
in the riblbon of his hat; at the end of the day
theg were presented and counted up, and he who
could return into the city in the evening with a
hatful received much applause. Not the least
amusing part was to turn to the right, and walk
15
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OLD SCARLETT.

through the magnifieent dining-room, and then
into the temporary kitchens, where hundreds of
cooks were preparing substantial roast and boiled
joints of meat, with puddings and pies innumerable.

he writer eould not help thinking how much
better they manage the commissariat department
abroad than in England, where the cold pork-pie
and glass of ale is the usual refreshment at rifle
veviews. The women take a very active part in the

suecess of their brothers or lovers. Most of them
were without bonnets : the Unterwalden, in their
singular fan-like lace head-dress ; the Bernese, in
their wide-brimmed hats; the Lo&ehe, with the
circle of plaited ribbon, giving a most singular
aslll)ect to the seene; whilst the velvet eorsage,
white habit-shirt and sleeves, silver chains, and
short petticoat bordered with red, is the pieturesque
costume of most of the women (see illustration

NALL OF PRI1ZES AT THE TIR FEDERAL.

on the preceding page). The shooting usually
lasts from Sunday to Sunday, though some-
times, from the number of competitors, it is
prolonged for a few days. The holders of prizes
receive an enthusiastic ovation, each returning
to his family and business with the reassuring
sentiment that he belongs to one vast family,
bearing this device: ‘One for all, and all for
one.’

OLD SCARLETT.

Died, July 2, 1591, Robert Scarlett, sexton of
Peterborough Cathedral, at the age of 98, havin
buried two generations of his fellow-creatures.
portrait of him, hung up at the west end of that
noble church, has perpetuated his fame, and caused
him to be introdueed in effigy in various works

besides the present. And what a lively effigy—
16

short, stout, bardy, and self-complaeent, perfectly
satisfied, and perhaps even proud of his profession,
and content to be exhibited with all its insignia
about him! Two queens had passed through his
hands into that bed which gives a lasting rest to
queens and to peasants alike. An offieer of Death,
who had so long defied his prineipal, eould not but
have made some impression on the minds of bishop,
dean, prebends, and other mnagnates of the cathe-
dral, and hence we may suppose the erection of
this lively portraiture of the old man, whieh is
believed to have been only once renewed sinee
it was first put up. Dr Dibdin, who last eopied
it, tells us that ¢old Scarlett’s jacket and trunk-
hose are of a brownmish red, his stoekings blue,
his shoes black, tied with blue ribbands, and the
soles of his shoes red. The cap upon his head
is red, and so also is the ground of the coat
armour.
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JULY 2.

CHILDREN DETAINED FOR A FATHER'S DEBT.

The following verses below the portrait are char-
acteristic of his age :

¢You see old Scarlett’s picture stand on hic;
But at your feet here doth his body lye.
His gravestone doth his age and dea.ti);-‘;:ime shew,
His office by heis token [s] you may know.
Second to none for strength and sturdy lymm,
A scare-babe mighty voice, with visage grim;
He had interd two queenes within tlus place
And this townes householders in his life’s space
Twice over, but at length his own time came,
‘What he for others did, for him the same
‘Was done : no donbt his soule doth live for aye,
In heaven, though here his bedy clad in clay.’

The first of the queens interred by Scarlett was
Catharine, the divorced wife of Henry VIIL, who

died in 1535 at Kimbolton Castle, in Huntingdon-
shire. The second was Mary Queen of Scots, who
was beheaded at Fotheringay in 1587, and first
interred here, though subsequently transported to
Westminster Abbey.

A droll circumstance, not very prominent in
Scarlett’s portrait, is his wearing a short whip under
his girdle. Why should a sexton be invested with
such an article? The writer has not the least
doubt that old Robert required a whip to keep off
the boys, while engaged in his professional opera-
tions. The curiosity of boys regarding graves and
funerals is one of their most irrepressi%le Ppassions.
Every grave-digger who works in a churchyard
open to the public, knows this well by troublesome
experience. An old man, who about fifty years

<
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OLD SCARLETT, THE PETERBOROUGH SEXTON.

ago pursucd this melancholy trade at Falkirk, in
Scotland, always made a paction with the boys
before beginning—¢Noo, laddies, ye maun bide
awa for a while, and no tramp back the mools into
the grave, and 1’1l be sure to bring ye & forrit, and

let ye see the grave, when it’s dune’

CUILDREN DETAINED FOR A FATHER'S DEBT.

On the 2d of July 1839, a singular trial came on
before the Tribunal de Premitre Instance, at Paris,
to determine whether the children of a debtor may
be detained by the creditor as a Eledge for the debt.
Mr and Mrs ——, with five children, and some

54

domestic servants, lived for a time at a large hotel
at Paris ; and as they could not or would not pay
their account, they removed to a smaller establish-
ment, the Hotel Britannique, the owner of which
consented to make himself responsible for the debt
to the other house. After the family had remained
with him for a considerable time, Mr disap-
peared, and never returned to the hotel, sending
merely a letter of excuses. Then Mrs —— went
away, leaving the children and servants behind. The
servants were discharged ; but the hotel-keeper
kindly supported the five children thus strangely
left on his hands, nntil his bill had run up to the
large sum of 20,000 francs (about £800). A
17
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demand was then made upon him (without reveal-
ing to him the present dwelling-place of the
parents) to deliver up the children; he refused,
unless the bill was paid; wherenpon a suit was
instituted against him. M. Charles Ledm, the
advocate for the parents, passed the highest enco-
minms on the generons hotel-keeper, and said that
he himself would use all his influenee to indnce
the father to pay the debt so indisputably due ;
but added, that his own tpresent duty was to contend
against the detention of the children as a pledge
for the debt, The president of the tribunal, M.
Debelleyme, equally praised the hotel-keeper, but
decided that the law of France would not permit
the detention of the children. They were given
up, irrespective of the payment of the debt, which
was left to be enforced by other tribunals.

JULY 3.

St Phocas, martyr, 303. St Gunthiern, ahbot in Brit-
tany, 6th century. St Bertran, bishop of Mans, 623.
St Guthagon, recluse at Qostkerk, 8th century.

Born.—Louis XI. of France, 1423, Bourges ; Henry
Grattan, Irish parliamentary orator, 1750, Dublin.

Died~—Mary de Medicis, consort of Louis XIII. of
France, 1642, Cologne; Ferdinand, Duke of Brunswick,
1792, Brunswick.

HENRY GRATTAN.

Treland has great honour in producing Henry
Grattan, and she will never be politically beyond
hope while she continues to venerate his memory.
With every temptation to become the tool of the
British ministry, he came forward as the unflinching
advocate of the just rights and independence of
his country; a Protestant, he never ceased to
claim equal rights for an opposite class of believers.
In the lottet% page of Irish history, it is truly a
bright spot where Grattan (1780) obtains in the
native parliament the eelebrated resolution as to
its sole competency to make laws for Ireland. An
irreproachable private life admirably supports the
grandeur of his public career.

An anecdote of Grattan’s boyhood shews the
possession of that powerful will without which
there can be no true greatness: ¢When very
young, Mr Grattan had been frightened by stories
of ghosts and hobgoblins, which nurses are in
the habit of relating to children, so much so, as
to affect his nerves in the highest degree. He
could not bear being left alone, or remaining
long without any person, in the dark. This
feeling he determined to overcome, and he
adopted a bold plan. In the dead of night he used
to resort to a ehurchyard near his father's honse, and
there he used to sit upon the ﬁvestones, whilst
the perspiration poured down his face; but by
these efforts he at length succeeded and overcame
his nervous sensation. This certainly was a strong
proof of courage in a child’—Memoirs of Henry
Grattan by his Son (1848), v. 212.

EXPIRATION OF THE CORNISH LANGUAGE.

The 3d of July is connected gn a very slight

manner, it must be acknowledged) with an event

of some importance—the utter death and extinction
18

of one of the ancient provincial languages of
England.

Many have been the conjeetures as to the person
and to the loeality, where iived the last individual
who could speak Cornish. Dr Borlase, who pub-
lished his History in 1758, says that ¢the language
had altogether ceased, so as not to be spoken
anywhere in eonversation;’ while Dr Bryce of
Redruth affirms that the language had its last
struggles for life, at or about the wild promin-
ences of the Land’s End. This fact Lhwyd, in a
letter, Mareh 10, 1701, corrohorates. Our doubts
are, however, settled by the detailed account of
Dorothy Pentreath, alias Jeffries, who, born in
1681, lived at Mouse-hole, near Penzance, and
conversed most fluently in the Cornish tongue.
Her father, a fisherman, sent this young Sibyl at
the age of twelve with fish to Penzance. 1In
Cornish she sold them, no improbability, as not
until over twenty could she speak a word of
English. The name DPentreath signifies the end of
the sand. The following lines, giving Cornish and
English alternately, will serve to confirm the oceu-
pation of the Pentreaths :

TO NEIGHBOUR NICHOLAS PENTREATIL.
Contreoak Nicholas Pentreath,
Neighbour Nicholas Penlreath,
Pa resso why doaz war an treath
When you come upon the sand,
Gen puseas, komero why wryth
With fish, take you care,

Tha geil eompez, hedna yw £ir
To do right, that is wise,

Ha cowz meaz Dega, dega,
And speak atoud Tythe, Tythe,
Enna ew ol guz dega glirs
There is all your true tythe.

The Hon. Daines Barrington, who travelled in
Cornwall in 1768, had an interview with her,
which is described in the Archaologia, vol. iii.:
‘When we reached Mouse-hole, I desired to be
introduced as a person who had laid a wager, that
there was no one who eould eonverse in Cornish.
Upon which Dolly Pentreath spoke in an angry
tone of voiee for two or three minutes, in a
language which sounded very mueh like Welsh,
The hut in which she lived was in a very narrow
lane, opposite to two rather better cottages, at the
doors of which two other women stood, advanced
in years, and who, I observed, were laughing at
what Dolly Pentreath said to me. Upon this,
I asked them whether she had not been abnsing me;
to which they auswered: “Yes, very heartily, and
because I supposed she eounld not speak Cornish.”
I then said they must be able to talk it ; to which
they answered, they could not speak it readily, but
that they understood it, being only ten or twelve
years younger than Dolly Pentreath.’

Six years after this visit, thongh bending with
old age, and in her 87th year, Dolly Pentreath
could walk six miles in bad weather, her intellect
was unimpaired, and her memory so good that she
recollected the gentleman who had such a euriosity
to hear the Cornish language. The parish main-
tained her in her poverty, while her fortune-telling
and gabbling Cornish also contributed to her
maintenance. She was short of stature, and
towards the end of her life somewhat deaf, bLut
positive that she was the only person who could
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speak or know anything about the ancient tongue
of her country. ghe died Janmary 1778, and was
buried in Paul Churchyard, where her epitaph,
supposed te have been written by Mr Thomson of

Truro, ran thus:

¢ Coth Doll Pentreath eans ha dean,
Marow ha kledyz ed Paul }l))leu,
Na cd an Egloz, gan pobel brs,
Bes ed Egloz—hay coth Dolly es.’

0ld Doll Pentreath, one hundred aged and two,
Deceased, and buried in Paul parish too,

Not in the church with folks %reat,

But in the churchyard, doth old Dolly lie.

Thus much for Dolly. We also learn that the
language was not entirely lost by her death ; for 2
fisherman of Mouse-hole, in 1797, informed Mr
Barrington, that one William Bodenoer was the
last person of that place who could speak in
Cornish. This man, some years younger than
Dolly, frequently conversed with her, but their
conversation was scarcely understood by any one
of that place. Impossible as it is precisely to
fix upon the very last conversationalist, all accounts
agree in making Dorothy the latest fluent speaker.
Though her successors may have understood the
language, they were unable to maintain a dialogue
in the manmner in which she did. A letter from
Bodenoer, dated July 3, 1776 (two years before
Dorothy’s death), will shew the condition of the
language : :

¢ Bluth vee Eue try Gevree a pemp,

Theatra vee pean boadjaek an poscas

Me rig deskey Cornoaek termen me vee mave,

Cornoack ewe all ne,

Cea ves yen pobble younk.

My age is threescore-and-five,

T am a poor fisherman,

I learned Cornish when I was a boy.

Cornish is all forgot

With young people.

Archeologia, vol. v.
Bodenoer died in 1794, leaving two sons, who

knew not enough of the Cornish to converse in it.
If the visitor to Penzance will direct his steps
three miles west of that place, he will hear some-
what of Dorothy Pentreath, and of that language,
which, now forgetten, found in her its last efficient
representative.

EXTRAORDINARY CALCULATORS.

On the 3d of July 1839, some of the eminent
members of the Academy of Sciences at Paris,
including MM. Arago, Lacroix, Libri, and Sturm,
met to examine a remarkable boy, whose powers
of mental calculation were deemed quite inexpli-
cable. The boy, named Vite Mangiamele, a Sicilian,
was the son of a shepherd, and was about eleven
years old. The examiners asked him several
questions which they knew, under ordinary circum-
gtances, to be tedious of solution—such as, the
cube root of 3,796,416, and the 10th root of
282,475,249 ; the first of these he answered in half
a minute, the second in three minutes. One ques-
tion was of the following complicated character:
¢What number has the following proportions, that
if its cube is added to 5 times its square, and
then 42 times the number, and the number 42 be

subtracted from the result, the remainder is equal
to 0 or zero?’ M. Arago repeated this question a
second time, but while he was finishing the last
word, the boy replied : ¢The number is 5!’

Such cases greatly puzzle ordinary mathemati-
cians. Buxton, Colburn, and Bidder, have at
different times exhibited this unaccountable power
of accounting. Jedediah Buxton, although his
grandfather was a clergyman and his father a
schoclmaster, was so neglected in his education
that he could not even write ; his mental faculties
were slow, with the one wonderful exception of
his power of mental arithmetic. After hearing a
sermon, he remembered and cared for nothing
concerning it except the number of words, which
he had counted during their delivery. If a period
of time, or the size of an object, were mentioned
in his hearing, he almost unconsciously began to
count how many seconds, or how many “hair's-
breadths there were in it. He walked from
Chesterfield to London on purpose to have the
gratification of seeing George II.; and while in
the metropolis, he was taken much nofice of by
members of the Royal Society. On one occasion
he went to see Garrick in Richard I11.; but instead
of attending teo the performance in the usual way,
he found occupation in counting the number of
words nttered by each performer. After striding over
a field in two or three directions, he would tell the
number of square inches it contained. He could
number all the pints of beer he had drunk at all
the houses he had ever visited during half a cen-

. He once set himself to reckon how much a
farthing would amount to if doubled 140 times ;
the result came out in such a stupendous number
of pounds sterling as required 39 places of figures
to represent it. In 1750 this problem was put to
him : to find how many cubical eighths of an inch
there are in a quadrangular mass measurin
23,145,789 ({ards long, 5,642,732 yards wide, an
54,965 yards thick ; he answered this, as all the
others, mentally. On one occasion he made
himself what he called ¢drunk with reckoning’
the following: ¢‘In 200,000 million cubic miles,
how many grains of eight different kinds of
corn and pulse, and how many hairs one inch
long? He ascertained by actual counting how
many of each kind of grain, and how many hairs
an inch long, would go to an inch cube, and then
set himself about his enormous self-imposed
task. He could suspend any of his problems
for any lemngth of time, and resume it at the
point where he left off ; and could converse on
other subjects while thus employed. He counld
never give any account of the way in which he
worked out his problems ; ner did his singular but
exceptional faculty bring him any other advantage
than that of being invited to the homses of the
gentry as a kind of show.

Zerah Colburn, who excited much interest in
London in 1812, was a native of Vermont, in the
United States. At six years old, he suddenly
shewed extraordinary powers of mental calculation.
By processes which seemed to be almost uncon-
scious to himself, and were wholly so to others, he
answered arithmetical questions of considerable
difficulty. When eight years old, he was brought
to London, where %e astonished many learned
auditors and spectators by giving correct solutions
to such problems as the following: raise 8 up to
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the 16th power ; give the square root of 106,929 :
give the cube root of 268,336,125; how many
seconds arc there in 48 years? The answers were
always given in a very few minutes—sometimes
in a few seconds. He was ignorant of the ordinary
rules of arithmetic, and did not know how or wh
articular modes of process came into his mind.
]())n one occasion, the Duke of Gloucester asked him
to multiply 21,734 by 543 ; something in the boy’s
manner induced the duke to ask how he did it,
from which it appeared that the boy airived at the
result by multiplying 65,202 by 181, an equivalent
rocess ; but why he made this change in the
actors, neither he nor any one else could tell
Zerah Colburn was unlike other boys also in this,
that he had more than the wusual number of
toes and fingers; a peculiarity observable also in
his father and in some of his brothers.

An exceptional instance is presented in the case
of Mr Bidder, of this faculty being cultivated to a
highly useful purpose. George Parker Bidder,
when six years old, used to amuse himself by
counting up to 100, then to 1000, then to0 1,000,000 ;
by degrees he accustomed himself to contemplate
the relations of high numbers, and used to build
- up peas, marbles, and shot, into squares, cubes, and
other regular figures. He invented processes of
his own, distinet from those given in books on
arithmetic, and could solve all the usual questions
mentally more rapidly than other boys with the
aid of pen and paper. When he became eminent
as a civil engineer, he was wont to embarrass and
baftle the arriiamcntary counsel on contested rail-
way bills, by confuting their statements of figures
almost before the words were out of their mouths,
In 1856, he gave to the Institution of Civil Engi-
neers an interesting account of this singular arith-
metical faculty—so far, at least, as to shew that
memory has less to do with it than is gencrally
supposed ; the processes are actually worked out
sertatim, but with a rapidity almost inconceivable.

JULY 4.

St Finbar, abbet. St Bolean, abbot. St Sisees or
Sisey, ancherct in Egypt, about 429. St Bertha, widew,
abbess of Blangy, in Artois, abeut 725. St Ulrie, bishep
of Augsburg, confesser, 973. St Ode, archbishep of
Canterbury, confessor, 10th century.

Translation of St Wt

That the Church of Rome should not only cele-
brate the day of St Martin’s death (November 11),
but also that of the transference of his remains
from their original humble resting-place to the
cathedral of Tours, shews conclusively the veneration
in which this soldier-saint was held. (Sce under
November 11.) The day continues to have a place
in the Church of England calendar.

In Scotland, this used to be called St Martin of
Bullion’s Day, and the weather which prevailed
upon it was supposed to have a prophetic character.
It was a proverb, that if the dcer rise dry and lie
down dry on Bullion’s Day, it was a sign there
would be a good gose-harvest—gose being a term
for the latter end of summer ; henee gose-harvest
was an early harvest. It was believed generally
over Europe that rain on this day betokened wet
weather for the twenty ensuing days.

2

Born.—Christian Gellert, German poet and fabulist,
1715, Chemnitz, Saxony.

Died.—Lord Saye and Scal, beheaded, 1450, London ;
William Birde, English cemposer of sacred music, 1623 ;
Meric Casaubon, learned and ceutreversial writer, 1671,
bur. Canterbury Cuthedral; Henry Bentinck, second
Dnke of Portland, 1726, Jamaica ; Samuel Richardsen,
nevelist, 1761 ; Fisher Ames, -American statesman,
President of Harvard College, 1804, Boston, U. S.;
Richard Watsen, bishop of Llandaff, 1816 ; Jehn Adams,
second president ef the United States, 1825 ; Tlemas
Jefferson, third president of the United States, 1825 ;
Rev. William Kirby, naturalist, 1850, Barham, Suffolk ;
Richard Grainger, the re-edifier of Newcastle-on-Tyne,
1861, Newcastle.

THOMAS JEFFERSON,

The celebrated author of the Ainerican Declar-
ation of Independence, entered life as a Virginian
barrister, and, while still a young man, was elected
a member of the House of Burgesses for his state.
When _the disputes between the colonies and
mother-country began, he took an active part in
the measures for the resistance of taxation, and
for diffusing the same spirit through the other
provinces. Elected in 1775 to the Continental
Congress, he zealously promoted the movement for
a complete separation from England, and in the
Declaration of Independence, which was adopted
on the 4th of July 1776, he laid down the pro-
positions, since so often quoted, that ‘all men are
created equal, with ‘an inalienable right’ to ¢life,
liberty, and the pursuit of happiness, and that
¢ governments derive their just powers from the
consent of the governed’ When the cause of
independence became triumphant, Mr Jefferson
naturally took a high place in the administration
of the new government. He successively filled the
posts of governor of Virginia, secretary of state
under the presidency of Washington, and vice-
president under that of John Adams; finally, in
1801, attaining to the presidency, which he held for
two terms or eight years. While Washington and
Adams aimed at a strong, an aristocratic, and a
centralising government, Jefferson stood up as the
advocate of popular rights and measures. He
hieaded the Liberal Republican, or, as it was after-
wards called, the Democratic party. He laboured
for civil and religious liberty and education. He
secured the prohibition of the slave trade, and of
slavery over a vast territory, and was in favour of
universal emancipation. ?n Virginia, he secured
the abolition of a religious cstalﬁishment, and of
entails, and the equal rights of both sexes to
inheritance. The most important measure of his
administration was the acquisition of Louisiana,
including the whole territory west of the Mississippi,
which was purchased of France for 15,000,000
dollars. His administration was singularly free
from political favouritism. Tt is remewbered as
one of his sayings, that ‘he could always find
better men for every place than his own
connections.’

After retiring from the presidency, he founded
the university ol Virginia, carried on an extensive
carrespondence, entertained visitors from all parts
of the world, and enjoyed his literary and philoso-
Ehical pursuits, He was married early in life, and

ad one daughter, whose numerous children were
the solace of his old age. At the age of eighty, he
wrote to John Adams, with whom, in spite of
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olitical differences, he maintained a warm personal
riendship: ‘I have ever dreaded a doting age;
and iy health has been generally so good, and is
now so good, that I dread it still. The rapid
decline of my strength, during the last winter, has
made me hope sometimes that I see land. During
summer I enjoy its temperature ; but 1 shudder at
the approach of winter, and wish I could slce
througlll) it with the dormouse, and only wake*with
him in the spring, if ever. They say that Stark
could walk abont his room.* 1am told you walk
well and firmly. I can only reach my garden, and
that with sensible fatigue. 1 ride, however, daily,
but reading is my deﬁjght.——(}od bless you, and
give you health, strength, good spirits, and as
much life as you think worth having’

The death of Jefferson, at the age of eighty-three,
was remarkable. Both he and his friend John
Adams, the one the author and the other the chief
advocate of the Declaration of Independence—each
having filled the highest offices in the Republic

they founded—died on the 4th of July 1826,
giving a singular solemnity to its liftieth
anniversary.

On the tomb of Jefferson, at Monticello, he is
described as the author of the Deelaration of Inde-
k),endence, the founder of religious freedom in

irginia, and of the university of Virginia ; but
there is a significant omission of the faect, that ho
was twice president of the United States.

¢ THE FOURTH OF JULY.

Where a eountry or a government has been
baffled in its efforts to attain or preserve a hated
rule over another people, it must be eontent to see
its failnre made the subject of never-ending triumph
and exultation. The joy attached to tlie sense of
escape or emancipation tends to %)erpetuate itself
by periodical celebrations, in whieh it is not likely
that the motives of the other party, or the general
Justice of the case, will be very carefully considered
or allowed for. We may donbt if it be morally
expedient thus to keep alive the memory of faets
whieh as certainly infer mortifieation to one party
as they do glorification to another: bnt we must all
admit that it is only natural, and in a measure to
be expeeted.

The anniversary of the Deelaration of Inde-
pendence, July 4, 1776, has ever sinee hcen
celebrated as a great national festival thronghout
the United States, and wherever Americans are
assembled over the world. From Maine to Oregon,
from the Great Lakes to the Gulf of Mexico, in
every town and village, this birthday of the
Republic has always ‘hitherto been ushered in
with the ringing of bells, the firing of cannon, the
display of the national flag, and other evidences
of public rejoicing. A mational salute is fired at
sunrise, noon, and at sunset, from every fort and
man of war. The army, militia, and volunteer
troops parade, with bands of music, and join with
the citizens in patriotic processions. The famous
Deelaration is S(ﬁemnly read, and orators, appointed
for the occasion, deliver what are termed Zourth of
July Orations, in whieh the history of the country
is reviewed, and its past and coming glories pro-
claimed. The virtues of the Pilgrim ¥athers, the

* General Stark, ‘the vietor of Bennington,” had just
died at the age of ninety-three,

leroic exertions and sufferings of the soldiers of
the Revolution, the growth and power of thé
Republic, and the great future whieh expands
before. her, are the staple ideas of these orations.
Dinners, toasts, and speeches follow, and at night
the whole country blazes with bonfires, rockets,
Roman candles, and fireworks of every description.
In a great city like New York, Boston, or Phila-
delphia, the day, and even the night previons, is
insufferably noisy with the econstant rattle of
Chinese-crackers and firearms, In the evening,
the displays of fireworks in the publie squares,
provided by the anthorities, are often magm'gcent.

John Adams, second president of the United
States, and one of the most distinguished signers
of the Declaration ol Independence, in a letter
written at the time, predicted the manner in which
it would be eelebrated, and his prediction has
donbtless done something to insnre its own ful-
filment. Adams and Jeflerson, two of the signers,
Loth in turn presidents, by a most remarkable
coincidence died on the fiftieth anniversary of
Independence, in the midst of the national eele-
bration, whiel,, being semi-centennial, was onc of
extraordinary splendour.

THE FAIRLOP OAK FESTIVAL.

The first Friday in July used to be marked by a
local festival in Essex, arising through a simple yet
curious chain of cirenmstances.

In Hainanlt Forest, in Essex, there formerly was
an oak of prodigious size, known far and wide as
the Fairlop Oak. 1t eame to be a rnin about the
beginning of the present century, and in June
1805 was in great part destroyed by an accidental
fire. 'When entire—though the statement seems
hardly eredible—it is said to have had a girth of
thirty-six feet, and to have had seventeen branches,
cach as large as an ordinary tree of its species. A
vegetable prodigy of such a character could not
fail to become a most notable and venerated objeet
in the distriet where it grew.

Far back in the last eentury, there lived an
estimable block and pump maker in Wapping,
Daniel Day by name, but generally known by the
quaint appellative of Good Day. Haunting a small
rural retreat which he had acquired in Essex, not
far from Fairlop, Mr Day became deeply interested
in the grand old tree above described, and hegan
a practice of resorting to it on the first Friday of
July, in order to eat a rustic dinner with a few
friends under its branches. His dinner was eom-
posed of the good old English fare, beans and bacon,
which he never ehanged, and whieh no guest
ever complained of. Indeed, beans and bacon
became identified with the festival, and it would
have been an inteirference with many hallowed
associations to make any change or even addition.
By and by, the neighbours caught Mr Day’s spirit,
and eame in multitudes to join in his festivities.
As a necessary consequence, trafficking-people eame
to sell refreshments on the spot; afterwards
commeree in hard and soft wares found its way
thither ; shows and tumbling followed ; in short,
a regular fair was at last eoncentrated around the
Fair{i‘op Oak, such as Gay describes :

Pedlars’ stalls with glitt'ring toys are laid,

The various fairings of the country-maid.

Long silken laces ﬁjmg upon the twine,

And rows of pins and amber bracelets shine,
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Here the tight lass, knives, eombs, and seissors spies,
And looks on thimbles with desiring eyes.

The mountebank now treads the stage, and sells
His pills, his balsams, and his ague-spells :

Now o’er and o’er the nimble tumbler springs,

And on the ropo the vent’rous maiden swings ;
Jack Pudding, in his party-eoloured jacket,

Tosses the glove, and jokes at ev’ry packet :

Here raree-shows are seen, and Punch’s feats,

And pockets picked in crowds and various cheats.

Mr Day had thus the satisfaction of introducing
the appearances of civilisation in a district which

had heretofore been chiefly noted as a haunt of
banditti.

Fun of this kind, like fame, naturally gathers
force as it goes along. We learn that for some
years before the death of Mr Day, which took

lace in 1767, the pump-and-block-makers of

apping, to the amount of thirty or forty, used
to come each first Friday of July to the Fairlop
beans-and-bacon feast, seated in a boat formed of a
single (fiece of wood, and mounted upon wheels,
covered with an awning, and drawn by six horses.

As they went accompanied by a band of musicians,

FAIRLOP OAK.

it may be readily supposed how the country-people
would flock round, attend, and stare at their
anomalous vehicle, as it hurled nadly along the
way to the forest. A local poet, who had been
one of the company, gives us just a faint hint of
the feelings conmected with this journey :
¢Q’er land our vessel bent its eourse,

Guarded by troops of foot and horse ;

Our anchors they were all a-peak,

Our erew were baling from each leak,

On Stratford bridge 1t made me quiver,

Lest they should spill us in the river.’

The founder of the Fairlop Festival was remark-
able for benevolence and a few innocent eccen-
tricities. He was never married, but bestowed as
much kindness upon the children of a sister as he
could have spent upon his own. He had a female
servant, a widow, who had been eight-and-twenty
years with him. As she had in fife loved two
things in especial, her wedding-ring and her tea,
he caused her to be buried with the former on her
ﬁnge2ré and a pound of tea in each hand—the latter

circumstance being the more remarkable, as he
himself disliked tea,and made mo use of it. He
had a number of little aversions, but no resent-
ments, It changed the usnal composed and amiable
expression of his countenance to hear of any one
gomng to law. He literally every day relieved the
poor at his gate. e often lent sums of money to
deserving persons, charging mno interest for it.
When he Ead atfained a considerable age, ihe
Fairlop Oak lost one of its branches. Accepting
the fact as an omen of his own approaching end,
he cansed the detached limh of the tree to be
fashioned into a coffin for himself, and tbis con-
venience he took care to ¢ry, lest it should prove
too short. By his request, his body was borne in
its coffin to Barking churchyard by water, in a
boat, the worthy old gentleman having contracted
a prejudice against all land vehicles, the living
horse included, in consequence of being so often
thrown from them in his various journeys.”

* Fairlop and its Founder, printed at Totham, 1847,
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William Hutton, the quaint but sensible Richard Watson was eminent as a prelate,

Birmingham manufacturer, was accnstomed to
take a month’s tour every summer, and to note
down his observations on places and people. Some
of the results appeared in distinct books, some in
his autobiograp Xg and some in the Gentleman’s
Magazine, towards the close of the last century
and the beginning of the present. One year he
would be accompanied by his father, a tough old
man, who was not frightened at a twenty-mile
walk ; another year he would go alone; while
on onc occasion his daughter went with him,
ghe riding on horseback, and he trudging on
foot by her side. Various parts of ?Engluud
and Wales were thus visited, at a time when
tourists’ facilities were slender indeed. It appears
from his lists of distances that he could ¢do’
fifieen or twenty miles a day for wecks together ;
although lis mode of examining places led to
a much slower rate of progress. One of the
odd characters which he met with at Matlock,
in Derbyshire, in July 1801, is worth describin
in his own words. After noticing the rocks an
caves at that town, he said : ‘The greatest wonder
I saw was Miss Pheebe Bown, in person five
feet six, about thirty, well-proportioned, round-
faced and ruddy ; & dark penetrating eye, which,
tho moment it fixes upon your face, stamps
your character, and that with precision. Her step
(pardon the Irishism) is more manly than a man’s,
and can “easily cover forty miles a day. Her
common dress is a man’s hat, coat, with a spencer
above it, and men’s shoes; I believe she is a
stranger to breeches. She can lift one hundred-
weight with each hand, and carry fourteen
score. Can scw, knit, cook, and spin, but lates
them all, and every accompaniment to the female
character, except that of modesty. A gentleman
at the New Bath recently treated her so rudely,
that ¢ she had a good mind to have knocked
him down.” She positively assured me she did
not know what fear is. She never gives an affront,
but will offer to fight any one who gives her
one. If she has not fought, perhaps it is owing
to the insulter being a coward, for none else
would give an affront [to a woman]. She has
strong sense, an excellent judgment, says smart
things, and supports an easy freedom in all
companics. Her voice is more than masculine, it
is deep toned ; the wind in her face, she can send
it a mile; has no beard ; accepts any kind of
manual lahour, as holding the plough, driving the
team, thatching the ricks, &c. But her chief
avocation i3 breaking-in imrses, at a-guinea a
week ; always rides without a saddle; and is
supposed the best judge of a horse, cow, &c, in
the country; and is frequently requested to
purchase for others at the neighbouring fairs. She
is fond of Milton, Pope, Shakspeare, also of music ;
is self-taught ; performs on several instruments, as
the flute, violin, harpsichord, and supports the
bass-viol in Matlock church. She is an excellent
markswoman, and, like her brother-sportsmen,
carries her gun upon her shoulder. She cats no
beef or pork, and but little mutton ; her chief food
is milk, and also her drink—discarding wine, ale,
and spirits.’

politician, natural philosopher, and controversial
theologian ; but his popular fame may be said to
depen(‘i solely on one little book, his Az)ology for
the Bible, written as a reply to Paine’s Age of
Reason. A curious crror has been, more than once,
lately promulgated respecting this prelate. At a
telegraphic soiree, helg in the Frce-trade Hall,
Manchester, during the meeting of the British
Association for the Advancement of Science, at
that city, in 1861, it was confidently asserted that
Bishop Watson had given the first idea of the
clectric telegraph. The only probable method of
accounting for so egregious an error, is that Bishop
Watson had been confounded with Sir William
Watson, who, when an apothecary in London,
conducted some electrical cxperiments in 1747,
and succceded in sending the clectric current
from a Leyden-jar throngh a considerable range of
earth, or water, and along wires suspended in the
open air on sticks. But, even he never had the
slightest idea of applying his cxperiments to
telegraphic purposes. In his own account of
these experiments, he says: ‘If it should be
asked to what useful oses the effects of
electricity can be applied, 1t may be answered
that we are not yet so far advanced in these
discoveries as to render them conducive to the
service of mankind.’

Bishop Watson was clected professor of che-
mistry at the nniversity of Cambridge in 1769 ;
and he gives us the following statcment on
the subject: ¢At the time this honour was
conferred upon me, I koew nothing at all of
chemistry, had never read a syllable on the
subject, mor seen a single experiment in it!’
A very fair specimen of the consideration in
which physical science was held at the English
universities, during the dark ages of the last
century. After studying chemistry for fourteen
months, Watson commenced his lectures ; but in
all his printed works on chemistry, and other
subjects, the weord electricity is mnever once
mentioned !

JULY 5.

St Modwena, virgin, of Ireland, 9th century. St Edana
or Edeene, virgin, of same conntry. St Peter of Luxem-
burg, confessor, cardinal, and bishop of Metz, 1387.

Born.—John Broughton, noted pugilist, 1704, Lon-
don ; Mrs Sarah Siddons (née Kemble), tragic actress,
1755 ; C. A. Stothard, antiquarian draughtsman, 1786,
London.

Died.~Queen Magdalen of Scotland, 1537 ; Cardinal
Passioney, librarian of the Vatican, 1761; Sir Robert
Strange, the ‘prince of British line-engravers, 1792,
London ; Mrs Dorothea Jordan (née Bland), comic
actress, 1816, St Cloud.

JOHN BROUGHTON.

That regulated system of combat with the closed
fists, which bears the name of Boxing, and which

may be said to be peculiar to Englanﬁ, dates only
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from the earlier half of the eighteenth century.
The rules, including those notable ones regarding
rounds, and the interval of half a minute between
each, which give such a marked character to the
practice—a sort of humanity relieving its harbarism
—wvere the production of John Broughton, who
kept a booth for the exhibition of boxing in
the Tottenham Court Road ; they are dated the
10th of August 1743. It seems to have been
on the decline of sword-combat exhibitions in
the reign of George L, that the comparatively
harmless amusement of boxing arose. There
appears to be no such thing known at an earlier
date.

Broughton was the first who stood in the position
of Champion—a distinction which he held for
eighteen years. It gives a curious idea of the
tastes of the English of his day, that his most
notable patron was the king’s second son, the
Duke of Cumberland, so noted for his hutcheries
after the battle of Culloden. The duke prob-
ably attended Broughton’s boxing-booth .within
a week of his going forth upon that famous
expedition, in which the fate of a dynasty was
decided ; probably, it was ome of the first
places of amusement he went to after his
triumphant return. He once took Broughton
with ’l;.im on a journey to the continent, and on
shewing him the grenadier guards at Berlin, asked
the pugilist what he thought of any of those
fellows for a ‘set-to;’ to which Brouchton is
soid to have auswered, that he would “have no
objection to take up the whole regiment, if Le
were only allowed a breakfast between each two
battles. ]

Broughton was admitted to have a constant
originality, as well as great power, in his style
of boxing, and he seems to have been a man of
sense and ability, apart from his profession.
He was at the very acme of his reputation,
when he was so unfortunate as to fall into a
quarrel with a butcher named Slack, who con-
sequently challenged him. The champion himself,
and the whole circle of his friends and admirers,
regarded the challenger with contempt, and when
the combat commenced, the betting was ten
to one in Broughton’s favour. But Slack con-
trived, at an early period of the contest, to
hit Broughton between the eyes, and blinded
him, The poor man had undiminished stren th,
but he was not able to see his antagonist. %‘Iii
royal patron, with characteristic hrutality, called
out }t)o him: ¢ Why, Broughton, you can’t fight—you
are heat !’

{*Proud Cumberland prances, insulting the slain.’ ]

It was too true. The fight elosed in fourteen
minutes, with the defeat of the hitherto un-
matched hero. ‘The faces in the amphitheatre,’
says the historian of the day, ‘were of all
manner of colours and lengths’ The duke was
understood to have lost thousands on the
occasion. Slack, by his adroit blow, gained six
hundred pounds.

Broughton survived in obscurity, but in com-
parative affluence, for thirty-nine years, dying on
the 8th of January 1789, at a very advanced
age. The father, as he may well be called, of
this ¢ truly English art, lies buried in Lambeth
churchyard.
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QUEEN MAGDALEN.

The death of the Fremch princess, Magdalen,
consort of James V. of Secotland, is a very affect-
ing incident. The young Scottish monarch had
voyaged to France in the summer of 1536, to
see the daughter of the Duc de Vendome, with
a view to marriage; but, not affecting her on
intimate acqnaintance, e turned his thoughts to
the royal family as likely to furnish him a better
bride. The king, Francis I, received him with
great kindness at a {)lace to the south of Lyon,
and thence condueted him to a castle where his
family was residing. He found the Princess
Magdalen unable to ride on horseback, as her
mother and other ladies did, but obliged by
weakness of health to be camied in a chariot.
‘Yet, mnotwithstanding her sickness’—so the
contemporary Scottish historian Lindsay informs
us—*fra the time she saw the king of Scotland,
and spak with him, she became so enamoured
of him, and loved him so weel, that she wold
have no man alive to her husband, but he
allenarly [only]” Sage counsellors of both
countries discommended the union; but the
young princess easily induced her father to con-
sent, and the consent of the king of Scotland
followed. On the 1st of January, the pair were
united in the church of Notre Dame, in the

resence of seven cardinals and a great assem-

lage of the French nobility, amidst circumstances

of great pomp and popular joy. ¢Through all
France that day, there was jousting and running
of horse proclaimed, with all other manly exer-
cise; as also skirmishing of ships through all
the = coasts; so that in towns, lands, seas,
firths, castles, and towers, there was no man that
might have heard for the raird [uproar] and
noise of camnons, nor scarcely have seen for
the vapours thereof. There was also within
the town of Paris, cunning carvers and profonnd
necromancers, who by their art caused things
appear whilk wes not, as follows: fowls fly-
ing in the air spouting fire on others, rivers of
water running through the town and ships
fechtand therupon.’

With his young bride, and a hundred thousand
crowns by way of dowry, gifted moreover with
twenty war-horses, as many suits of eclegant
mail, two great war-ships, and a vast quantity
of jewels and other minor articles, the young
Scottish monareh set sail for his own country.
Landing at Leith on Whit Sunday, the young
queen, full of love for her husband and his
country, knelt on the shore, took up a handful
of sand, and kissed it, invoking God’s blessing
upon Scotland. She was received in Edin.
burgh with triumphs and shows of unexampled
grandeur, with, what was far better, the affec-
tionate reverence of the entire people. But
the doom had already been passed upon her.
She withered like an uprooted flower, and only
forty days from her arrival, lay a corpse in her
husband’s palace. The death of this beautiful
young creature in such interesting circumstances,
made a deep impression on the national heart,
and it is understood to have been the first

oceasion of a general mourning being assumed in
Scotland.
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St Julian, anchoret, abont 370. St Palladins, apostle of
the Scots, hishop and confessor, about 450. St Moninna,
of Ireland, virgin, 518. St Goar, priest and confessor,
575. St Sexburgh, abbess of Ely, 7th century.

Born—John Flaxman, sculptor, 1755, York ; Sir
Thomas Stamford Raffles, governor of Java (1811—1816),
anthor of a History of Java, fonnder of the Zoological
Society, 1781.

Died.—Henry IL of England, 1189, Chinon Castle ;
Pope Benedict XI., 1303 ; Sir Thomas More, Chancellar
of England, beheaded 1535, London; Edward VL. of
England, 1553, Greenwick ; Archbishop Grindal, 1583,
Croydon ; Humphry Wanley, learned scholar, 1726 ;
Michael Brnce, poet, 1767, Kinnesswood, Kinross-shire ;
George Augustus Elliot, Lord 1leathfield, military com-
mander, 1790 ; Granville Sharpe, philanthropist, 1813,
Fulkam ; Samuel Whithread, statesman, 1815; Sir
Henry Raebnrn, painter, 1823, Edinburgh ; Sir Thomas
Munro, 1827, Madras; D. M. Moir, poet and miscella-
neous writer, 1851, Musselburgh, Scotland ; Andrew
Crosse, electrician, 1855 ; Sir Francis Palgrave, historian,
1861.

SIR THOMAS MORE.

‘When Sir Thomas More was installed as lord
chancellor, in the room of Cardinal Wolsey, the
Duke of Norfolk, by the king's express command,
commended him ‘unto the people, there with
great applause and joy gathered together,” for his
admirable wisdome, integritie, and innocencie, joined
with most pleasant facilitie of witt; praise which
perfectly suited its suhject.

Sir Thomas More united prndence with plea-
santry, great and singular learning with simplicity
of life, and unaffected humility with the proudest
femporal greatness; he preferred the love of his
family, and the quiet pleasures of his own honse-
hold, to the favours of kings or delights of courts.
It was only after the repeated urging of Henry,
that at Jast he consented to relinquish his studious
and secluded life at Chelsea ; and it may truly be
said that lie was never happy after; for, besides
his natural shrinking from puhlic responsibility,
and his disregard of worldly notoriety, he had a
remarkably clear insight into Henry’s character,
and never put mueh faith in his abundant favours.

More was retained in the king’s houschold like
a personal friend, except that there must have
been a degree of tyranny in his being kept thus
continually from his own family. But his plea-
santries amused the king and his queen, and his
learning was useful to a monarch, who was writ-
ing a book which was to be the wonder of Christen-
dom, and which had to be looked over, corrected,
and arranged by Sir Thomas, as Sir Thomas him-
self admits, before Europe could he honoured with
a glance at it. e was employed on several
embassies alone, and in company with Wolsey ;
and finally, much against his will, he succeeded in
1529, to the highest honours, upon Wolsey’s fall.

He filled the office of chaneellor with a wisdom and
unspotted integrity which were unexampled in his
own fime; and yet united with these virtues
such graceful ease and agreeahle manners, that it
geemed to him no effort to be honest, and no diffi-
culty to bhe just. ‘When one woman sought to
bribe him, by presenting him with a valuable eup,

he ordered his butler to fill it with wine, and
having drunk her health, returned it ; and when
another presented him with a pair of gloves, con-
taining forty pounds, he accepted the gloves and
returned the gold, declaring that ‘he preferred his
gloves without lining ¥’

More, though liberal-minded, was a stanch
believer in the pope’s supremacy, and had a great
dread of heresy ; and when Henry opposed the
pope’s will and decrce by marrying Aunne Boleyn,
More resigned his chancellorship. He did not do
80 ostensi%ly on that account, but the king was
shrewd enough to surmise his true reason. Henry
really loved his servant, and did his utmost to
obtain his approval of the new marriage, but the
ex-chancellor preserved a disereet silence. The
king, piqued by the neutrality of one whose opinion
he valued, and on whom he faneied he had bestowed
50 many inestimable benefits, determined to make
the late favourite acquiesce in his sovereign’s will.
More was invited to the coronation, and nrged to
appear, but he refused. He was threatened, but
he only smiled. His name was put in the bill of
attainder against the supposed accomplices of Joan
of Kent, and then eraseg as a favour. But when
the oath was put to him, which declared the law-
fulness of the king’s marriage, he would not take
it, and so was committed to the Tower ; and after
many attempts, first to change him, and then to
make him betray himself, so as to afford just ground
for condemnation, he was tried and condemned
unjustly, and beheaded, to the regret and shamie
of the whole nation, and all the world’s astonish-
ment and disgust.

The body of Sir Thomas More was first interred
in St Peter’s Church, in the Tower, and afterwards
in Chelsea Church ; bnt his head was stuck on a
pole, and placed on London Bridge, where it
remained fourteen days. His eldest and favourite
daughter, Margaret Roper, much grieved and
shocked at this exposure of ler father's head,
determined, if possible, to gain possession of it.
She sncceeded ; and, according to Aubrey, in a
very remarkable mamner. ‘One day, says he, ¢ as
she was passing under the bridge, looking on her
father’s hiead, she exclaimed : “That head has lain
many a time in my lap, would to God it would
fall mto my lap as I pass under!” She had her
wish, and it did fall into her lap ! Improbahle
as this incident may appear, it is not unlikely that
it really occurred. For having tried in vain to
gain possession of the head Dy open and direct
means, she bribed or persuaded one of the hridge-
keepers to throw it over the bridge, as if to make
room for another, just when he should see lier
passing in a boat beneath. And she doubtless
made the abhove exclamation to her boatmen, to

revent the suspicion of a concerted scheme

ctween her and the bridge-keeper. However some
of these particulars may be questioned, it appears
certain that Margaret Roper gained possession of
her father’s head hy some such means, for when
summoned before the council for having it in her
custody, she boldly declared that ‘her father's
head should not be food for fishes!” For this she
was imprisoned, but was soon liberated, and allowed
to retain her father's head, which she had enclosed
in a leaden box, and preserved it with the tenderest
devotion. She died in 1544, aged 36, and was
buried in the Roper vault, in St Dunstan’s Chureh,
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Canterbury ; and, according to her own desire, her
father’s head was placed in her coffin. But subse-
quently, for some cause not now known, it was
removed from its leaden case, and deposited in a
small niche in the wall of the vanlt, with an iron
grating before it, where it now remains in the
condition of a fleshless skull,

Margaret Roper was well skilled in Greek,
Latin, and other languages; a proficient in the
arts and sciences as then known ; and a woman of
remarkable determination and strength of char-
acter. A tradition, preserved in the Roper family,
records that Queen Elizabeth offered her a ducal
coronet, which she refused, lest it should be con-
sidered as a compromise for what she regarded as
the judicial murser of her father.

HUMPHRY WANLEY, THE ANTIQUARY.

This laborious worker in the field of antiquari-
anism was the son of the author of that strange
collection of curious, but ill-authenticated matters,
the IWonders of the Little IWorld, and was born March
21, 1671-2. He was placed to some mechanical
business ; but all the time he could command, he
employed in searching for and reading ancient
manuscripts, by copying and imitating which he
acquired a particular facility in judging of their
authenticity and dates. Dr Lloyd, bishop of Wor-
cester, pleased with this extraordinary taste in so
young a gerson, sent him to Oxford. He was next
appointed by Harley, Earl of Oxford, to arrange his
valuable collections of manuscripts and books ; and
his Jordship's eldest son allowedeanley 2 pension,
and continued him in his sitnation of librarian till
his death. His industry as a bibliographer was
untiring, and various public libraries and eollections
of manuscripts benefited from his labours.

Hum}ihry Was a very unselfish being, and
extremely faithful to his patrons. He was in the
habit of collecting scarce articles for Lord Oxford’s
library.  One day, having procured a rarity, he
went o his lordship’s town-house, where several
cabinet ministers were agsembled, and Wanley was
desired to wait a few minntes. The weather was
cold, and he became irritated by the delay; so
he determined to retaliate by increasing the price
for his treasure. When the ministers departed,
Wanley was admitted to Lord Oxford,

‘I have, my lord, said Wanley, ‘a most rare
article, but it is very dear. It is the property of
a widow, who has two daughters ; they have seen
better days. She wonld scarcely permit me to
bring it, though I left a promissory-note for the
hundred pounds she demanded, in ‘case I did not
return it.’

‘A hundred 1ipounds, Wanley ; that is a great
sum for so small a.thing I’

‘It is, my loxd ; but you have so often asked me
to get it, that I thought I could not do less than
shew it your lordship, particularly as it is quite
perfect, and is the only copy known.

‘It 13 a large sum; however, I must have it
Give me pen, ink, and paper’ A draught was
drawn for ‘a hundred ounds, in presenting which
his lordship said: ¢ ow, Wanley, perhaps you
pug:haseﬁrty is at some bookstall I’

TInphry expressed a seeming surprise, shrugeed
up his shoulders, and left the liekrpx;'ith’the gger,

for what he really did give for it at a bookstall—
suxpence |
26

Wanley died July 6, 1726, and was buried in
the old church of St Marylebone, under a flat
stone.

ANDREW CROSSE.

Andrew Crosse was a country gentleman, who
spent his whole life at Fyne Court, on his patri-
monial acres, six miles from Taunton, on the guan—
tock Hills. His leisure he employed in electrical
experiments made on a gigantic scale, Shewing a
large party, that had come from a distance to sec
his apparatus, two enormous Leyden-jars, which
he charged by means of wires stretched for miles
among the forest-trees, an old gentleman contem-
plated the arrangement with a look of grave disap-
probation, and at length, with mnch solemnity,
observed : ¢ Mr Crosse, don’t you think it is rather
impious to bottle the lightning 7’

¢ Let me answer your question b asking another,
replied Mr Crosse, laughing. ‘Don't you think,
sir, it might be considered rather impious to bottle
the rain-water ?’

Whilst engaged in the construction of a variety
of minerals, by snbjecting various matters held in
solution to electrical action, he, in 1837, hit on a
discovery, which, blazoned abroad in tlhe mnews-
papers, raised round his name a storm of obloquy
which happily his hearty good-nature enabled him
to endure without discomfort.

Having mixed two onnces of powdered flint with
six onnces of carbonate of potassa, fused them
together in a strong heat, then reduced the com-
pound to powder, and dissolved it in boilin -water,
he obtained silicate of potassa, a portion of which
he diluted in boiling water, slowly adding hydro-
chloric acid to super-saturation. This fluid he sub-
jected to a long-continned electric action, through
the intervention of a porons stone, in order to
form, if possible, crystals of silica, but this failed.
On the fourteenth day from the commencement
of the experiment, he observed, through a lens, a
few small whitish excrescences projecting from the
middle of the electrified stone. = On the eighteenth
day, these projections had become enlarged, and
struck out seven or eight filaments. On the twenty-
sixth day, they assumed the forms of perfect insects,
standing erect on a few bristles, which were their
tails, On the twenty-eighth day they moved their
legs, and soon after detached themselves from the
stone, and began to move about. In the conrse of
a few weeks, abont a hundred insects had made
their appearance. The smaller ones had six legs
and the larger eight, and were prononnced as
belonging to the genus A4 carus,

At first Mr Crosse imagined that these insects
must have originated from some ore in the water.
He ref)eated the experiment, taking every con-
ceivable care to subject his materials to Pprocesses
destructive of life, but the acars duly reappeared
under the same conditions. Others tried the expe-
riment, with even more rigid pains to exclude and
destroy imperceptible ova, but still acari came to
life, walked about, fed, multiplied, and only died
after frost, which always proved fatal to them.
The discussion which followed these remarkable
experiments still continues. Some hold that they
are clear proofs of spontaneous generation, and of
the possibility of animal creation wherever the
requisite conditions are supplied. Others firmly
maintain the fmpossibility of such new creation,
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and assert that ova must needs be present, having
eluded the contrivances to destroy or to strain them
out. About the Acarus Crossii, as it was called,
Crosse himself put forth no theory, drew no infer-
ences, and attacked no established belief. He was
very little of a theorist ; he simply said, I did so
and so, and 8o and so was the result. The abuse
lavished on him for the inferences that might be
d{awn from his discovery was singularly out of
place.

Mr Crosse was not wealthy, and his secluded life
at home among the Somersetshire hills was first a
necessity and then a habit. He was far from
unsocial, and he excited in all who knew him the
heartiest friendship. He was twice married ; and
died on the 6th July 1855, in the room in which,
seventy-one years before, he had been born.

A MODERN HERMIT.

In the village of Newton Burgoland, which is a
hamlet of the parish of Swepstone, near Ashby-de-
la-Zouch, Leicestershire, is now (1863) living an
eccentric character, who styles himself ¢The Old
Hermit of Newton Burgoland’ Though he has
resided here nearly fifteen years, his real name,
Willam Lole, is scarcely known ; and a stranger
might search for him in vain, even in his own
hamlet, unless he inquired for ¢The Old Hermit.’
Yfe{; he is no recluse, no ascetie. It cannot be said
of him :

‘The moss his bed, the eave his humble cell;
His food the fruits, his drink the erystal well.

He lives among the haunts of men, in a comfortable
cottage ; he can enjoy a good dinner, can drink
his glass of beer, and smoke his pipe with as much
relish as any man. Yet, according to his own
definition, he is entitled to the appellation of a
hermit. ¢True hermits’ says he, ¢throughout
every age, have been the firm abettors of freedom.’
And, as regards his appearance, his fancies, and his
habits, he is a hermit—a solitaire, in the midst of
his fellow-beings. He wears a long beard, and has
a very venerable appearance. In his dress he is
the veriest dandy, if we regard its profuseness and
singularity. He has a multitude of suits, all of an
original and very fantastiesl description. They
must have cost more than half his income, and
have exhausted his ntmost ingenuity to devise. He
has no less than twenty ditferent kinds of hats,
each of which has its own name and form, with
gome emblem or motto on it—sometimes both.
Here are a few examples :

No. Name, Motto or Emblem.
Without money, without friends,
1. 0dd Fellows. { 1 R
Blow the flames of freedom with

5. Bellows. God’s word of truth.
Will fight for the birthright of
7. Helmet. conscience, love, life, property,
and national independence.

3 To draw out the flavour of the tea
1o Patent THEPE i best—Union and Goodwill.
17. Wash-basin ‘White-washed face, and ecollyed
of Reform. heart.
20. Bee-hive. { The toils of industry are sweet ;
a wise people live at peace.

The shapes of the hats, and the deviees on them,

are intended to symbolise some important fact or
sentiment.

The rest of his dress is as fantastical as his hats.

He has twelve suits of clothes, each with a peculiar
name, differing from the others, and, like his hats,
intended to be emblematical. One dress, which
he calls ‘Odd Fellows’ is of white cotton or
linen. It hangs loosely over the body, except

being bound round the waist with a white girdle,
buckled in the front. Over his left breast is a
heart-shaped badge, bearing the words, ¢ Liberty of
conscience,” which he calls his ¢ Order of the Star.)
The hat which he wears with this dress is nearly
white, and of ecommon shape, but has on it fonr
fanciful deviees, bound with black ribbon, and
inscribed, severally, with these words: ¢Bless,
feed—’—good allowance—ell clothed—all working-
men.

Another dress, which he ecalls ‘Foresters, is a
kind of froek-coat, made of soft brown leather,
slightly embroidered with braid. This coat is
elosed down the front with white buttons, and
bound round the waist with a white girdle,
fastened with a white buckle. The hat, slightly
resembling a turban, is divided into black and
white stripes, running round it.

Another dress, which he has named ¢Military,’
has some resemblance to the military costnine
at the beginning of the present century. The
coat js sloped off at the waist, and faced with
fur; dark knee-breeches, and buckled shoes. The
hat belonging to this dress is no longer in existence.
It was a large conspicuous article, a eomposition
between the old-fashioned cocked-hat, and that worn
by military commanders; but instead of the
military plume, it had two upright peaks on the
erown, not unlike the tips of a horse’s ears. This
hat, which he asserts cost five pounds, was the
pride of his heart. He econsidered it & perfect
gpecimen of exquisite taste and ingenuity. He
Ereserved it with religious care, and never wore it

ut on important occasions,
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On one of these occasions he arrayed himself in
his ¢Military, and adjusted his pet-hat with
consequent?tff' precision. Exulting in his fancied
dignity, he sallied forth from his hermitage : but,
forgetful of the hermit’s humility, he strode along
the road with a somewhat martial air. When, lo!
he met a group of giddy, mischievous youths who
were just Jooking out for a frolic. The old hermit’s

uecr appearance, of course, attracted their notice.
1is fantastical hat, his antiquated military costume,

the whimsical mixture of his reverent and defiant
air, might have conquered the gravity of a Stoic.
No wonder the merry youths were convulsed with
laughter. But nothing less than a practieal joke
would satisfy them. So they rushed round the
old hermit, knocked off hiis hat, tossed it into the
air, kicked it about for a football, and finally tore
it into tattcrs, Thus perished our sage’s pet-liat.
Alas! for pets, whether old hermits’ hats or
young ladies’ pug-dogs, they are sure to eome to an
untimely end. The old hermit still mourns over
his lost hat, and descants of its glories with
melancholy pleasure. ¢ Ah!’ says he, ‘it was a
perfect beauty—a wonderful production! It cost
me many a sleepless night to invent it. Many a
meal I lost to save money to pay for it. I shall
never have its like again. 1 ‘cannot afford it. 1
grow old, and times grow harder with me, Ah!
those audacions lads.  Would they had had some-
thing better to do! It was downright cruelty torob
the poor old lermnit of such a noble hat!” His
mania for symbolisation pervades all his thoughts
and doings. His garden 1s a complete collection of
emblems. The trees, the walks, the squares, the
beds, the flowers, the seats and arbours—are all
sKmbohcaJ]y arranged. In the passage leading into
the garden are ‘the three seats of Self-inquiry,’ each
inscribed with one of these questions: ¢Am T vile ?
AmTa hypocrite? Am I a Christian 7’ Among
the emblems and mottoes, which are marked by
dlﬁ'egesnt'coloured pebbles or flowers, are these':

¢The vessels of the tabernacle ;* ¢ The Christian's
armour—olive-branch, baptismal-font, breastplate
of righteousness, shield of faith, &e. ¢Mount
Pisgah ;’ a cirele enclosing the motto—¢Eternal
Jove has wed my soul;’ ‘A bee-hive;” ‘A
church ;’ ¢Sacred urn;’ ¢ Universal grave ;’ ‘Bed
of diamonds;’ ‘A heart, enclosing the rose of
Sharon ;” All the implements used in gardening.
‘The two hearts’ bowers;’ ¢ The lovers’ prayer ;’
¢ Conjugal bliss;’ ¢ The Hermit's eoat of arms;’
¢ Gossips’ Court,’ with aotto : ‘Don’t tell anybody !’
¢The kitchen-walk’ contains representations of
culinary utensils, with mottoes. *Feast square’
contains—¢ Venison pasty, Round of beef, &c.;
¢The Odd Fellow’s Square,” with ¢ The hen-pecked
husband put on water-gruel”  ¢“The oratory,” with
various mottoes; ¢The orchestry,’ mottoes, ¢God
save our noble gueen; Britons never shall be
slaves,” &c. “The sand-glass of Time ;* ¢The assem-
bly-room ;’ ¢The wedding-walk;’ ¢The Hol

Mount;’ ¢‘Noah’s ark, Rainbow, Jacob’s ladder,’ &e.
‘The Bank of Faith;’ ¢The Saloon; ‘The
Enchanted Ground ;’ ¢ The Exit’—all with their
respective emblems and mottoes. Besides these
fautastical devices, there are, or were, in his
garden, representations of the inquisition and
purgatory ; effigies of the apostles; and mounds
covered with flowers, to represent the graves of
the Reformers. In the midst of the religious
emblems stood & large tub, with a (ﬂleel‘ desk
before it, to represent a pulpit. When his garden
was full of visitors, as it often used to be, he wonld
clamber into this tub, and harangue them in a long
rambling tirade agamst popery, and all kinds of
real or fancied religious and political oppression.
He declaims vociferously against the pope as
Antichrist and the enemy of humanity ; and when
he fled from Rome in the guise of a servant, our old
hermit decked his hat with Jauvels, and, thus
equipped, went to the Independent chapel,
declaring that ¢the reign of the man of sin was
over, He also raised a mock-gallows in his
garden, and suspended on it an efigy of the pope,
whinsically dressed, with many books sticking out
of his pockets, which, he said, contained the doc-
trines of popery. Though he professes Christianity,
and owns tge Bible to be a givine revelation, yet
he belongs to no religious community, and very
rarely euters a place of worship. He 1s extremely
poor, and how he ekes ont a livelihood is a marvel;
for though his house and garden are his own
property, thef yield him no income. His garden,
which might have been made profitable, is so fully
occupied with his whimsical devices, that it pro-
duces scarcely any fruit or vegetables. And often,
wlen laying out some new fancy in his garden, he
would be so engrossed with it, that he would have
Eassed day after day without food, had not one
kind neighbour and another carried him a ready-
dressed meal. He gains a little, however, by
opening his garden to tea-parties, on which
oceasions lie supplies the visitors with tea-services,
and charges them one shilling or sixpence a head,
according to their condition in lifs, But this
ineome, which is very seanty and precarious, lasts
only during the summer season. Occasionally he
prints little pamphlets or tracts, consisting of
mottoes and trite sayings ; but these, though sold
at a high price, can scarcely pay the expense of
printing. He is now in such poverty that he is
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thaukful for any assistance, whieh does not require
him to relinquish his present mode of living. He
lias a brother in competent eircumstances, who has
offered to share his home with him ; bnt, ‘No,’ says
the old liermit, ¢ for what would then become of
my garden? My heart is in my garden. I cannot
leave it !’

JULY 7.

St Pantaenus, father of the church, 3d century. St
Felix, bishop of Nantes, confessor, 584. St Edelburga,
virgin, of Kent. St Hedda, bishop of the West Saxons,
confessor, 705, St Willibald, bishop of Aichstadt, confessor,
790. St Benedict XI., pope and confessor, 1304.

Born.—Thomas, Earl of Arundel, collector of ancient
sculptures, 1592 ; Emperor Nicolas of Russia, 1796.

Died—Edward I of England, 1307, Burgh-on-Sunds ;
John Huss, burned at Constance, 1415 ; Dr John Eachard,
1697, Cambdridge ; Bishop Compton, 1713 ; Dr Thomas
Blacklock, ‘the blind poet, 1791, Edinburgh ; Richard
Brinsley Sheridan, 1816, London.

TIIOMAS, EARL OF ARUNDEL—THE ARUN-
DELIAN MARBLES.

There is sueh a singularity in the idea of an
English nobleman of the early part of the seven-
teenth century interesting himself in art and its
treasures, that this peer stands out in a prominence
much beyond what either his rank or personal
qualities would have otherwise entitled him to.
It does not seccm to have been from any high
conception of the value of beautiful things, that
he busied himself so mnch in colleeting relies of
ancient sculpture in Italy. He was travelling
there—the objects struek his faney, and he thought
of getting them brought home to England. Clar-
endon speaks of him as a rather illiterate man.
More certainly, he was a man of great formality
and stateliness—unbending—even a little anstere
—all of them qualities that one does not naturally
associate with a lover of the fine.arts for their own
sake. From whatever motive, however, he acted,
it was undoubtedly a remarkable service he per-
formed to lis country, to collect so many sculp-
tures, medals, &c., at the time when snch things
were yet abundant, and when as yet his country-
men were so indifferent to them.

The Arundelian Marbles, as they came to be
called, were all stored in and about a mausion
which the earl possessed in the Strand, on the
river side, between Essex Honse and Somerset
Hounse. His lordship’s descendants acceding to the
dukedom of Norfolk, the curiosities and their
mansion beeame in time the property of that
family. There is something melancholy, and a
good deal that is surprising, in the ultimate history
of the marbles,

An act of parliament having been obtained,
empowering the then Duke of Norfolk, to let part
of the site of the house and gardens to builders, at
a reserved gronnd-rent, which was to accnmulate
in order to raise a fund for bnilding a mansion-
house for the family, on that part of the gardens
whicli lay next the river—preparations were made
for taking down tbe old Il)nuldings. The Royal
Society, who had hitherto, by permission of the
dunke, held their meetings in Arundel House, had

removed to Gresham College, taking with them
the noble library which the duke had liberally
presented to them.

¢ Arundel House,’ says Mr Theobald,* ‘being now
about to be pulled down, great part of the furniture
was removed to Stafford Honse, with the musenrn,
&e. And as there were many fine statnes, bas-
relieves, and marbles, they were received into the
lower part of the gardens, and many of them
placed nnder a colonnade there ; and the upper
part of the ground next the Strand let to builders,
who continued the street, next the Strand, from
Temple Bar towards Westminster ; and also to
bnild thercon the several streets ealled Arundel,
Norfolk, and Snrrey Streets, leading from the
Strand towards the river, as far as the cross-street,
called Howard Street, which ran parallel with the
Strand.

fWhen the workmen began to build next the
Strand, in order to prevent encroachments, a eross-
wall was built to separate the ground let to
builders from that reserved for the family mansion ;
and many of the workmen, to save the expense of
carrying away the rubbish, threw it over this cross-
wall, where it fell upon the colonnade ; and at
last, by its weight, broke it down, and falling on
the statnes placed there, broke several of them.
A great %)art of these in that sad condition, was
purchased by Sir William Fermor, from whom the
present Earl of Pomfret is descended. He removed
these down to his seat at Easton Neston, in North-
amptonshire, where he employed some statnary to
repair such as were not tvo much demolished.

‘Here these continned till the year 1755, when
the conntess made a present of them to the
university of Oxford, for which she received their
thanks in due state; and in the year following,
the university celebrated a pnblic act, where, in a
set oration, and a full theatre, the countess was
again complimented. Among this collection was
the famous sleeping Cupid, lying on a lion’s skin,
strewed with roses, as emblems of silence and
secrecy ;3 Cupid laving presented that flower to
Harpocrates, the god ot Silence, as a bribe to him
to conceal the amours of his mother. Below the
foot of Cupid, on the bed, is a lizard—by some
snpposed to be placed here as a known ingredient
in love-charnis ; by others, as a watchful attendant
to wake the sleeper on the approach of danger;
and by others imagined to be an emblem of sleep
itself, from its being torpid during great part of
the year, and placed near a statue of Somnus on a
monument at Rome. But the real design of the
sculptor was rather to perpetunate his nawe by this
symgol, which was Saurus, signifying a lizard.’

Some other of the broken statues, not thought
worth replacing, were begged by Boyder Cuper,
who had been gardener to the Arundel family, and
were removed Dy him to decorate a piece of garden-
gronnd, which he had taken opposite Somerset
Honse water-gate, in the parish otP Lambeth ; this
being then a place of resort for the citizens in
holigay-time : In Mr Theobald’s time, 1757, it was
still called Cuper’s, corruptly Cupid’s gardens, and
whicl: Mr Theobald deseribes as ‘much of the same
nature as Sadler's Wells and Marylebone Gardens,
called also a music-house, as they had always

17:7Letter to the president of the Society of Antiquarics,
57.
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musie attending, and a large room for daneing,
when the company were so disposed” However,
these ‘broken statues’ must have been of great
merit ; for Mr Freeman, of Fawley Court, near
Henley, and Mr Edmund Waller, of Beaconsfield,
happening to see the marbles, were struek with
their beauty, and commissioned Mr Theobald to
treat with Cuper for their purehase, ledving in his
hands a bank-note of £100 ; eventually they were
bought by Mr Theobald for £75, and were sent,
part to Fawley Court, and part to Beaconsfield.

The remaining statues and fragments in Arundel
gardens were removed, by permission of the erown,
to a piece of waste-ground in the manor of
Kennington, belonging to the Prineipality of Wales ;
of whieh piece of ground a grant was obtained, at
a small rent, for a term of years, which was
renewed. Such fragments as were thought not
worth removing, were buried in the foundations of
the buildings in the lower parts of Norfolk Street,
and in the gardens. Mr Aislabie, who inhabited
one of these houses, as Mr Theobald was told by the
duke’s steward, found a breken statue in his cellar,
which he carried down to his seat in Yorkshire ;
and upon the same authority, Mr Theobald states,
there was a sarcophagus placed in the eellar of the
eorner house, on the left hand, in the lower part of
Norfolk Street.

The ground at Kennington, whither some of the
marbles had been removed, was subsequently let
for a timber-yard, and a wharf built thereon;
and when the ground was cleared for rebuilding
St Paul’s Cathedral, great quantities of the rubbish
were taken there, to raise the ground, which unsed
to be overflowed every spring-tide; so that, by
degrees, the statues and fragments were buried
under the rubbish, and there lay almost forgotten
for many years. About the year 1712, this picce
of ground was rented by Mr Theobald’s father, who,
in digging foundations for buildings, frequently
met with some of the fragments; of which the
Earl of Burlington hearing, his Jordship went to
Kennington, to inspect the remains, and prevailed
upon Mr Theobald to permit him to take his
choiee of a few specimens ; these were conveyed
to Chiswick House, where one piece of has-relief
was plaeed in the pedestal of an obelisk which he
erected in his grounds. Mr Theobald next allowed
Lord Petre to dig for fragments at Kennington,
when six statues, some eolossal, without heads or
arms, were found lying elose to eaeh other, and
were soon after sent to Worksop, the seat of the
Duke of Norfolk, in Nottinghamshire,

Mr Theobald also found several blocks of grayish-
veined marble, out of which he cut chimney-pieces
and slabs for his house, the Belvedcre, in Lambeth.
He also found the fragment of a column, whieh he
had eonveyed to his seat, Waltham Place, in
Berkshire, and there converted this fragment of
preeious art into a roller for his bowling-green !

These, however, were but a portion of the
Arunde] eollection. The Duchess of Norfolk, who
was divorced from the seventh duke in 1700, carried
with her a fine eolleetion of eameos, belonging to
the Norfolk family, and valued at £10,000.

In 1720, a sale was made of another part of the
collection at Staflord House. Mr Charles Howard,
of Greystock, had a priced catalogue of this sale, with
the names of the purchasers. The amounts were :
Plct%f)es sold for £812, 17s.; prints, £168, 17s. 4d. ;

drawings, £299, 4s. 7d.; japan, £698, 11s.; gilt
and other plate, £462, 1s. 11§d.; crystal vases,
£364, 3s.; agate eups, £163, 16s.; jewels and other
euriosities, £2467, 7s. 10d.; medals, £50, 10s. 6d. ;
odd lots of plate, £170, 6s. 7d.; cabinets and ehina,
£1256,19s. ; household furniture, £1199, 3s. ; several
other odd lots, £738, 13s. 2d.—total, £8852, 0s. 113d.
Besides whieh, there still remamed, in several
branches of the Norfolk family, many eurious
pieces of plate, jewels, &c.: Mr Charles Howard
ossessed what was termed Arehbishop Thomas

Becket’s grace-cup, but whieh is really of
Elizabethan work. Mr Howard also possessed
the bhigh-constable’s staff, which he presented to
the then Earl of Strafford.

At the revolution, in 1688, Henry, then Duke of
Norfolk, who was a Protestant, eame over with
King William, and soon after obtained an aet of
parhament, by whieh the remainder of the Arundel
garden-ground was leased for a term-of forty-one

ears ; whielt he accordin%ly let to Mr Stone, of

ew Inn, an attorney. The design of building a
mansion was then laid aside, and the money whieh
had aceumulated for the purpose was paid over
to the then duke; and thus disappeared Arundel
House, never to be rehuilt ; while 1ts treasures were
dispersed with little regard for their artistie value
or interest.

RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN,

The remark of Buffon, that Genius is Patience,
was well illustrated in the case of Sheridan. It
fully appears from Moore’s biography, that all the
brilliant passages in Sheridan’s plays were very
carefully elahorated, written over and over again,
and not left till they were ineapable of further
polish.  So, also, the written draughts of his
speeches remain to prove that all the showy passages
were written two or three times over upon small
detached pieces of paper or cards, often without
any material ehange in their form. ¢TIt is certain,’
says Moore, ‘that even his bon mots in society were
not always to be set down to the credit of the
oecasion ; but that frequently, like skilful priests,
he grepared the miracle of the moment before-
hand. Nothing, indeed, could be more remarkable
than the patience and tact with whieh he would
wait through a whole evening for the exaet moment
when the shaft which he had ready feathered,
might be let fly with effeet.

¢A curious instance,’ adds the biographer, ¢of
the care with whieh he treasured wp the felicities
of his wit, appears in the use he made of one of
those egigmmmatic passages, which the reader may
remember among the memorandums for his comedy
of Affeetation, and which in its first form ran thus:
—“He certainly has a great deal of fancy and a
very good memory ; but, with a perverse ingenuity,
he emﬁloys these qualities as no other person does
—for he employs his faney in his narratives, and
keeps his reeolleetion for his wit :—when he makes
his jokes, you applaud the aceuracy of his memory,
and ’tis only when he states his facts that you
admire the flights of his imagination’ After many
efforts to express this thought more conecisely, and
to reduce the language of it to that eondensed and
elastie state, in which alone it gives force to the
projeetiles of wit, he kept the passage by him
patiently for some years—till he at length found
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an opportunity of turning it to account, in a reply,
I bciieve, to Mr Dundas, in the House of Commons,
when, with the most extemporaneous air, he
brought it forth, in the following compact and

ointed form :—The right honourable gentleman

is indebted to his memory for his jests, and to his
imagination for his facts.”’#

SHERIDAN’S FUNERAL,

The brilliant assemblage at Westminster Abbey
on the day of Sheridan’s funeral bore testimony to
the estimation in which genius was held, apart
from the special merit or usefulness of the pur-
poses to which the genius had been applied. Those
who looked to the dramatic career of Richard
Brinsley Sheridan recognised in him the most
brilliant writer of comedy that had appeared since
the days of Congreve and Farquhar. Sheridan
takes rank among those who belie their school-day
reputation by their after-career. Both at Dublin
and at Harrow, where he received his education,
he was ngonounced to be an ‘impenetrable dunce,
with whom neither severity nor indulgence would
avail ; yet this was the ‘dunce’ who produced The
Rivals in 1775, The Duenna and St Patrick’s Day in
1776, The School for Scandal and The Trip to Scar-
borough in 1777, and. The Critic in 1778 ; and then
passed through a political eareer which spread over
the period from 1780 to 1816. His celebrated
Begum Speech, in connection with the trial of
Warren Hastings, is ranked among the most
brilliant orations ever known ; and there can he
little doubt that he might have risen to a high

osition among statesmen had he been trme to

imself. But his moral character was weak, even
depraved. Though he sometimes aided the Whig
party by his eloquence, he gradually degenerated
into a mmere amusing speaker, much enjoyed and
much admired, but winning for himself very little
esteem. His life, by degrees, became an ineffectual
struggle against poverty. He borrowed from all
who would lend to him, and had neither the will
nor the power to redeem the debts. The Prince of
Wales welcomed him to Carlton House as long as
his flashes of brilliaut wit were ready to enliven
the assembled guests ; but when Sheridan began
to fail in health and spirits, the doors were closed
against him, The like occurred at other mansions
where he had been admired but never really
esteemed. He was steeped in poverty for some
time hefore his death. Leigh Hunt mentions that
Sheridan on one occasion, burst into tears at the
degradation of being touched by a bailiff when
arrested ; while all the time he was callous to the
moral degradation invelved in that conduct which
led to the arrest. When he was dead; some of
those in high places regretted that they had
deserted the hrilliant wit during his declining

ears of poverty ; while others, knowing that he

ad not really deserved their ecsteem, wished,
nevertheless, to honour the memory of a man of
undoubted though ill-regulated gemus. A public
funeral was resolved upon. The body was removed
from Sheridan’s house, in Saville Row, to Mr Peter
Moore’s residence in Great George Street, West-
minster ; and on the 13th of July, a funeral pro-
cession walked from thence to the abbey.  Arrived

* Moore’s Life of Sheridan, il 471,

at the chief entrance at the west end of the nave,
the procession was received by the dignitaries of
the ahbey, who preceded it to the place of sepul-
ture in that celebrated nook of the abhey known
as Poet’s Corner. The u'I;all was supported by the
Duke of A_lgle, the Duke of Bedforg, the Earl of
Lauderdale, Lord Mulgrave, Lord Holland, and the
bishop of London, The chief mourner, as repre-
senting the family, was Mr Charles Sheridan ;
while among the other mourners were their Royal
Highnesses the Dukes of York and Sussex, the
Marquis of Anglesea, the Earl of Rosslyn, the
Earl of Harrington, the Earl of Bessborough, Earl
Gower, the Earl of Yarmouth, Lord S'ﬁmouth,
Lord Grenville, Lord Lynedoch, Lord Erskine,
Lord George Cavendish—together with Canning,
Romilly, and others, who belonged rather to the
aristocracy of intellect than to that of hirth. A
small space was found between the monuments of
Shakspeare and Addison, and close to the grave of
Garrick. There lies Sheridan, under the roof of
the venerable building which contains the bones of
Chatham, Pitt, Fox, Canning, Chaucer, Spenscr,
Ben Jonson, Congreve, Addison, Rowe, Gay,
Betterton, QGarrick, Purcell, Handel, Newton,
Johnson, Barrow, South, Camden, Usher, and
many others known to fame.

THE MACARONIS,

In all periods and countries there have been
persons, and even groups or classes of people, who
sought to attract attention by eccentricities in
dress. In England, during the last two centuries,
we have had gallants, bloods, bucks, beaux, fribbles,
macaronis, fops, monstrosities, corinthians, dandies,
exquisites, and swells. Reeves, in his God's Plea
for Ninvveh, gives a curious vocabulary of dandyism
in his account of a ‘gallant’ of the seventeenth
century. ‘He is, indeed, says our Puritan author,

‘the buffoon and bhaboon of the times. His mind
is wholly set upon cuts and slashes, knots and
roses, patchings and pinkings, jaggings and tag-
gings, borderings and brimmings ; half-shirts, half-
arms, yawning breasts, gaping knees, arithmetical
middles, geometrical sides, mathematical waists,
musical heels, and logical toes.’

Amongst the dress-eccentricities of the eighteenth
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century, none was more signal than the macaronis,
though their reign was short, commencing about
1770, and coming to a close about 1775. e year
of their ascendant was 1772, and the engraving
on the preceding page represents a macaroni of
that period ; distinguished by an immense knot of
artificial hair behind, a very small cocked-hat, an
enormous walking-stick with long tassely and a
jacket, waistcoat, and small-clothes cut to fit the
person as closely as possible. Their most remark-
able peculiarity was the large knot of hair, thus
celchrated in a satirical song:

¢ Five pounds of hair they wear behind,

The ladies to delight, O,

Their senses 1%'ive unto the wind,
To make themselves a fright, O.

This fashion, who does e’er pursue,
I think a simple-tony ; .

For he’s a fool, say what you will,
‘Who is a maearoni.’

It would appear that the macaronis originated |

among a number of young men, who had made
the grand tour, and on their return, formed them-
selves into a elub, which, from a dish of macaroni,
then little known in England, being always placed
upon the dinner-table, was called the Macaroni
Cfub. A magazine wrnter of the time, cvidently
alluding to this origin, says: ‘The macaronis are
the offspring of a body, a many-headed monster in
Pall Mall, produced by a demoniac committee of
depraved taste and exaggerated fancy, conceived in
the courts of France and Italy, and” brought forth
in England’ Horace Walpole, however, writing
about the same time, gives the macaronis a differ-
ent pedigree, ascribing their origin to the enormons
wealth, ﬂtely gained by certain persons, through
Clive’s conquests in India, and asserts that their
boundless extravagance soon dissipated it, and
Lrought them to poverty. ¢Lord Chatham, he
says, ‘begot the Last India Company, the East
India Company begot Lord Clive, Lord Clive Legot
the macaronis, the macaronis begot Poverty, and
all the race are still living” In the following year,
1773, he writes: A winter without politics—even
our macaronis entertain the town with nothing but
new dresses, and the size of their nosegays. T hey
have lost all their mnoney, and exhausted their credit,
and can no longer game for £20,000 a night.

The macaronis took the town by storm, Nothing
was fashionable that was not & la macaroni. Even
the clergy had their wigs combed, their clothes
cut, and their delivery refined o la macaroni. The
shop-windows were filled with prints of the new
tribe ; there were engraved portraits of turf maca-
ronis, military macaronis, college reacaronis, and
other varieties of the great macaroni race. At
balls, no other than macaroni music could be danced
to; at places of public amusements, macaroni
songs, of which the following is a specimen, alone
were sung to divert the company :

THE MACARONL
Ar—Nancy Dawson.
Come listen all, and you shall hear,
Of all the heauties that appear,
And move in fashion’s motley sphere,
The fat, the lean, the hony ;
The boast, the glory of the age,
How young and old can now engage;
ch master, miss, and parent sage,

S Is now a maearoni,

Fach tries the other to outvie,

With foretops mounting to the sky,

And some you oft with tails may spy,
As thick as any pony ;

TInsipid gait, affected sneer,

With side-curls high above the car,

That each may more the ass appcar,
Or shew the macaroni.

Each doctor ’s now become a prig,
That used to look so wise and big,
With stiffenéd and swingeing wig,

That got him all his money ;
They*ve all thrown off the grave disguise,
Which made each quaking owl look wise,
For wig, of Whip the coachman’s sizc,

To shew the macaroni.

The lawyer too’s become a erop,
Instead of tail, a Tyburn top,
Alack-a-day ! cach barber’s shop
Now looks but half so funny,
As when the windows once were graced,
Where stately wigs in rows were placed—
But these are days of wit and taste,
Huzza, for macaroni !

The priest that once with rose and hand,
With formal wig, and hat in hand,
Sagacious phiz that might demand,

A bow from any tony ;
Behold bim now all debonair,
With tiny hat and tortured hair,
And while he prattles to the fair,

He shcews the maearoni,

The cits that used, like Jerry Sneak,

To dress and walk out once a weck,

And durst not to their betters speak,
Are all grown jolly crony ;

Each sneak is now a buckish blade,

When in the Park, but talk of trade,

He thinks you mean him to degrade—
Each cit's a macaroni.

Who would not live in days liko these,
In days of jollity and ease,
There’s no exception to degrees,
My lord and John are cronies.
Each order and profession claim,
An equal right, an equal fame,
For nothing’s equal to the name
Of modern maearonis.

The periodical literature, such as it was, of the
time is very severe on the macaronis. ¢No hand-
some fellow,’ we read, ¢will belong to them, because |
their dress is caleulated to make the handsome
ugly, and the ugly ridieulous. His hat, like his
understanding, is very little, and he wears it in
direct opposition to the manly beaver of our
ancient heroes, Ie las generally an abundant
quantity of hair, and well he may, for his head
produces nothing else ; if he hLas not a sufficient
quantity of his own, lie borrows it from his neigh-
bours. Ilis coat slouches down behind, and his
shoes are reduced to the shape of slippers, on the
surface of which appears a small circle of silver,
which he tells us is a buckle. His manners are
still more strange than his dress, He is the eworn
foe of learning, and even sets simple orthograph
at defiance ; for all learned fellows that can spe
or write are cither queer dogs or poor rogues. If
you see him at a theatre, he will searcely wink
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withont his opera-glass, which he will thrust into
a lady’s face, and then simper, and be “ pruddigisly
enteerteen’d with her cenfusion.”’

After all, it is by no means improbable that the
macaronis, eccentric fops as they certamlIy were,
added somewhat to the progress of national refine-
ment. Living in the days of six-bettle men, one

ave charge brought against them was that the;
gted “all drinking, except tea, capillaire, an

osset. In a very successful five-act drama of the

ay, entitled The Macaroni, the hero of the piece
—the macaroni par excellence—is held up to ridi-
cule, principally because he respects female virtue,
and swears %y such mild and milk-and-water eaths
as, ‘May I be deaf at the opera!” We now know
how te appreciate these distinctions.

JULY 8.

St Procopius, martyr, about 803. Saints Kilian,
Colman, and Totnan, martyrs, 688. St Withburge,
virgin, of Norfolk, 743. St Grimbald, abbot of New
Minstre, 903. Blessed Theobald, abbot of Vaux de
Cernay, 1247. St Elizabeth, qneen of Portugal, 1336.

Born~—John de la Fontaine, French writer of tales and
fables, 1621, Chdteau-Thierry.

Died.—Peter the Hermit, preacher of the first Crusade,
1108 ; Pope Gregory XV., 1623 ; Dr Robert South, emi-
nent English preacher, 1716 ; Second Marshal Villeroi,
1730 ; Jean Pierre Niceron, useful writer, 1738, Paris ;
Jean Baseillac (Frere Cdme), eminent French lithotomist,
1781; Torbern Bergmann, Swedish chemist and natu-
ralist, 1784, Medevi, near Upsala ; Edmund Burke,
statesman, orator, and miscellaneons writer, 1797, Bea-
consfield, Bucks ; Sir Edward Parry, arctic voyager, 1855,
Ems.

PETER THE HERMIT.

There is no more extraordinary episede in the
annals of the world, than the History of the
Crusades. To understand it, we must previously
have some sense of the leading form which had
been given te religien in the eleventh and
twelfth centuries—an intense contemplation of
the sufferings and merits of Christ, with a bound-
less feeling of gratitude and affection towards his
nanme. Already had this feeling caunsed multitudes
to pilgrimise throngh barbareus countries to pay
their devotions on the scene of his passion. It
needed but an accident te make the universal
European sentiment take the form of seme wild
and wenderful series of acts.

In the north of France, there lived a man of low
origin, named Peter, naturally active and restless,
but who by various causes was drawn at last into
a religieus and ancheritic life, in which he became
liable to visions and spiritual impulses, all thought
by him to be divine. It was impressed npon him
that the Deity had constituted him ene of His
gpecial instruments on earth, and, as usual, others
goon came to view him in that character, to thrill
under his preachings, and to believe in his mira-
culous gifts.

The rage for pilgrimages to the East drew the
hermit Peter from his retreat, and, like the rest,
he went to Jerusalem, where his indignation was
moved by the manner in which the Christians were
treated by the infidels. He heard the relation of
their sufferings from the lips of the patriarch

55

Simeon, and with him in private lamented ever
them, and talked of the possibility of rescuing
the sufferers. It was in these conversations that
the project was formed of exciting the warriors of
the West to unite together for the recovery of the
Holy Land from the power of the infidels. Peter's
enthusiasm now led him to believe that he was
liimself the man destined for this great weork, and
on one occasion, when he was knecling before the
lioly sepulchre, he believed that he had a vision,
in which Jesus Christ appeared to him, announced
to him his missien, and erdered him to lese no
time in setting about it. Impressed with this idea,
he left Palestine, and proceeded te Rome, where
Urban II. was then pope. Urban embraced the
preject with ardeur, treated Peter the Hermit as
a prophet, and enjoined him to ge abroad and
annennce theapproaching deliverance of Jerusalem.
Peter thereupen set out on his new pilgrimage.
He rede on a mule, bare-headed and bare-foot,
clothed in a leng frock and a hermit’s mantle of
coarse woollen cloth, girded with a repe. In this
manner he proceededgl through Italy, crossed the
Alps, and wandered through France and the greater
part of Europe, everywhere received as a saint,
and spreading among all classes an amazing amount
of zeal for the Crusade, which he was now openly
preaching. The enthnsiasm which followed his
steps was wonderful ; people erowded te obtain
the favour of touching his garments, and even the
hairs of his mule were preserved as holy relics,
His miracles were a subject of general cenversation,
and nobedy donbted for a mement the truth ef his
mission.

It was at this moment that the ambassadors ef
the Emperor Alexis Commenus arrived in Rome, te
represent to the pope the danger to which Censtan-
tinople was exposed from the invasions of the
Turks, and to implore the assistance of the Western
Christians, Pope Urban called a council, which
niet at Placenza, in Lombardy, at the beginning of
March 1095. So great had been the effect of
Peter's preaching, that no less than 200 archbisheps
and bishops, 4000 other ecclesiastics, and 30,000
laymen attended this council, which was held in
the open air, in a plain near the city ; but various
subjects divided its attention, and it came to no
decisien relative to the war against the infidels.
The pope found that the Italians, who were, even
at this early period, less bigoted Catholics than the
other peoples of Western Europe, were not very
enthusiastic in the cause, and he resolved on calling
another council, for the especial object of deliber-
ating on the holy war, and in a country where he
was likely to find more zeal. Accordingly, this
council assembled in the November of the same
year, at Clermont, in Auvergne ; it was equally
numerons with that of Placenza, and, which was of
most impertance, Peter the Hermit attended in
person, seated on his mule, and in the costume in
which he had preached the Crusade through so
many countries, After some preliminary business
had been transacted, Peter was brought forward,
and he described the sufferings of the Christians in
the East in such moving language, and was so well
seconded by the elogquence of the pope, that the
whole assembly was seized with a fit of wild
enthnsiasm, and bnrst into shouts of, ¢Ged wills it |
God wills it!” ¢It is true,’ exclaimed the pope,
¢Ged wills it, indeed, and you here see fulfilled the
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words of our Saviour, who promised to be present
in the midst of the faithful when assembled in his
name ; it is he who puts into your mouths the words
I have just heard ; let them be your war-cry, and
may they announce everywhere the presence of the
God of armies!” The pope then held forth a cross,
and told them all to take that as their sign, and
wear it upon their breasts, and the proposal was
adopted amid a scene of the most violent agitation.
Ademar de Monteil, bishop of Puy, advanced, and
was the first to assume the cross, and multitudes
hastened to follow his example. They called upon
Urban to take the command of the expedition, but
he excused himself personally, and appointed to the
command, as his delegate, the zealous bishop of
Puy, who is said to have heen distinguished as a
warrior hefore he became an ecclesiastic.

Thus began the first Crusade. Armjies—or rather
crowds of men in arms—began now to assemble in
various parts, in order to direct their march towards
Constantinople. Among the first of these was the
multitude who followed the preaching of Peter the
Hermit, and who, impatient of delay, chose him
for their leader, and were clamorous to commence
their march. Peter, blinded bg his zeal, accepted
a position for which he was totally without capacity,
and placed himself at their head, mounted on the
same mule and in the same costume in which he
lad preached. His troop, starting from the banks
of the Maas and the Moselle, and consisting origin-
ally of people of Champagne and Burgundy, was
soon increased hy recruits from the adjacent
districts, until he numbered under his command
from 80,000 to 100,000 men. They came chiefly from
the simpler and more ignorant classes of society,
and they had been told so much of God’s direct
interference, that they were led to believe that he
would feed and protect them on the road, and they
did not even take the precaution to carry provisions
or money with them. They expected to be sup-
gorted by alms, and they begged on the way.

eter’s army was divided into two bodies, of which
the first, commanded by a man whose mean social
position may be conjectured by his name of Walter
the Penniless (Gaultier sans Avoir), marched in
advance. They were received with enthusiasm b
the Germans, who crowded to the same standard,
and all went well until they came to the banks of
the Morava and the Danube, and encountered the
Hungarians and Bulgarians, both which peoples
were nominally Christians ; but the former took no
interest in the Crusades, and the latter were not
much better than savages. Walter's band of
Crusaders passed through Hungary without any
serious accident, and reached the country of the
Bulgarians, where, finding themselves entirely
destitute of provisions, they spread over the
country, plundering, murdering, and destroying,
until the population, flying to arms, fell upon
them, and made a great slaughter. Those who
escaped, fled with their leader towards Greece,
and reached Nissa, the governor of which place
administered to their pressing necessities ; and,
having learned by misfortune the advantage of
observing somethjnﬁ like discipline, they pro-
ceeded with more order till at length they reached
Constantinople, where they were treated well, and
allowed to encamp and await the other division,
which was approaching wnder the command of
Peter the Hermit.
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The zeal and incapacity of the latter led him
into still greater asters, In their passage
through Hungary, the spots where some of the
followers of Walter the Moneyless had been
slaughtered, were pointed out to the Crusaders,
and they were told that the Hungarians had
entered into a plot for their destruction. Instead
of enforcing the necessity of caution and discii)line,
Peter talked of vengeance, and sought only to
inflame the pascions of his followers. On their
arrival at Semlin, they beheld the arms of some
of the first band of Crusaders, who had been slain,
suspended as a tro h{ over the gates, and Peter
himself encouraged them to revenge their com-
rades. The inhahitants abandoned the town,
fled, were overtaken, and 4000 of them slain,
and their bodies thrown into the Danube, the
waters of which carried them down to Belgrade.
The Crusaders returned to Semlin, which was
given up to plunder, and they lived there in the
most licentious manner, until news came that the
Hungarians had assembled a great army to attack
them, and then they abandoned the town, and
hastened their march across Bulgaria. Everywhere
the violence and licentiousness of the Crusaders
bad spread terror, and they now found the country
aban&oned, and suffered fearfully from the want of

rovisions. The people of Nissa had armed and
fortified themselves, so that the Crusaders did not
venture to attack them, but, having obtained a
supply of provisions, had continued their march,
when the ill-behaviour of their rear-guard pro-
voked a collision, in which a considerable number
of the Crusaders were slaughtered. Peter, informed
of this affair, instead o% hastening his march,
returned to obtain satisfaction, and the irritating
behaviour of his troops provoked a still greater
conflict, in which 10,000 of the Crusaders were
slaughtered, and the rest fled and took refuge
in the woods and marshes of the surrounding
country. That night, Peter the Hermit, who
had taken refuge on a hill, had only 500 men
about him, but next day his band numbered
7000, and a few days afterwards the number
had been increased to 30,000. With these he
continned his march, and, as their disasters
had rendered them more prudent, they reached
Constantinople without further misfortunes, and
rejoined their companions.

As the Emperor Alexis rather despised this
undisciplined horde than otherwise, he received
them with favour, and treated Peter the Hermit
with the greatest distinction ; but he lost no time
in ridding himself of such troublesome visitors hy
transporting them to the other side of the Bos-

horus. Those who had wmarched under the

anner of Peter the Hermit, had now been joined
by the remains of other similar hordes who had
followed them, and who had experienced still
%reater disasters in gassing through Hungary and

ulgaria ; and, in addition to the other causes of
disorder, they mnow experienced that of jealousy
among themselves, They not only laid waste the
country, and committed every sort of atrocity, but
they quarrelled about the plunder; and, Peter
himself having lost his authority, various indi-
viduals sought to be their leaders. The Italians
and Germans, under the conduct of a chieftain
named Renaud, separated from the rest of the

i army, left the camp which was established in the
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fertile country bordering on the Gulf of Nicomedia,
and penetrated into the mountains in the neigh-
hourhood of Niceea, where they were destroyed aby
the Turks. The main army of the Crusaders, who
now acknowledged the mnominal authority of
Walter, but who paid little attention to the orders
of their chieftains, hastened imprudently to revenge
the Italians and Germans, and had reached the
plain of Niceea, when they found themselves unex-

ectedly surrounded by the numerous and better

isciplined army of the.Turks, and, after a useless
resistance, the whole army was put to the sword,
or carried into captivity, and a vast mound of their
bones was raised in the midst of the plain.

Thus disastrously ended the expedition of
Peter the Hermit. Of 300,000 men who had
marched from Europe in the belief that they
were going to conquer the Holy Land, all had
perished, either in the disasters of the route, or in
the battle of Niceea. Peter had left them before
this great battle, disgusted with their vices and
disorders, and had returned to Constantinople,
to declaim against them as a horde of brigands,
whose enormous sing had caused God ‘to desert
them. From this time the Hermit became a second-

rate actor in the events of the Crusade. When the *

more noble army of the Crusaders, under the
rinces and great warriors of the West, arrived at

onstantinople, he joined them, and accompanied
them in their march, performing merely the part
of an eloquent and zealous preacher ; but at the
siege of Antioch, he attempted to escaﬁe the
sufferings of the Christian camp by flight, and
was pursued and overtaken by Tancred, brought
back, and compelled to take an oath to remain
faithful to the army. This disgrace appears to
have been wiped out by his subse(%uent conduct ;
and he was among the first ranks of the Crusaders
who came in si;ﬁlt of Jerusalem. The wearied
warriors were cheered by the enthusiastic eloquence
with which he addressed them on the summit of
the Mount of Olives; and in the midst of the
slaughter, when the holy city was taken,. the
Christian soldiers crowded round him, as people
had crowded round him when he first proclaimed
the Crusade, and congratulated him on the fulfil-
ment of his prophecies.

Peter remained in the Holy Land until 1102,
when he returned to Europe, with the Count of
Montaign, a baron of the territory of Liege. On
their way they were overtaken by a dreadful
tempest, in which the Hermit made a vow to
found a monastery if they escaped shipwreck. It
was in fulfilment of this vow, that he founded the
abbey of Neufmoutier, at Huy, on the Maas, in
honour of the holy sepulchre. Here he passed the
latter years of his life, and died in 1115. In
the last century, his tomb was still preserved there,
with a monumental inseription.

BURKE'S ESTATE—HIS DAGGER-SCENE IN THE
HOUSE OF COMMONS.

It is very clear from the authentic biographies
of Burke, that he entered wupon literary and
political life in London with little or no endow-
ment heyond that which nature and a good
education had given him. He wrote for his bread
for several years, as many able but penniless
Irishmen have since done and continue to do.

At length, when several years past thirty, merging
into a political career as private secretary, first to
Single-speech Hamilton, and afterwards to the
Marquis of Rockingham, he enters parliament
for a small English burgh, and soon after—
all at once—in 1767—he purchases an estate
worth £23,0001 In a large elegant house,
furnished with all the adjuncts of a luxurious
establishment, surrounded by 600 acres of his
own land, driving a carriage and four, Burke
henceforth appeared as a man of liberal and inde-

endent fortune, When surly but pure-hearted

amuel Johnson was shewn by him over all the
splendours of Beaconsfield, he said: ‘Non equidem
invideo—miror magis’—I do not envy, I am only
astonished ; and then added, still more signifi-
cantly : ‘I wish you all the success which can he
wished—by an honest man’ There was an
unpleasant mystery here, which it was reserved
for modern times to penetrate.

One theory on the subject, set forth so lately as
1853, by an ingenious though anonymous writer,*
was that Burke was mainly indebted for the ability
to é)lurchase his estate to successful speculations in
Indian stock. In Macknight's able work, The Life
and, Times of Edward Burke, published in 1858, an
account of the transaction is given in tolerably
explicit terms, but without leaving the character
of Burke in the position which his admirers might
wish. ¢In 1767, says this writer, ‘when Lord
Rockingham refused to return again to office, and
Burke, though in very straitened circumstances,
adhered faithfully tor{ﬁs noble leader, it then
occurred to the marquis that it was incumbent on
him to do something for the fortune of his devoted
friend. He advanced £10,000 to Burke, on a bond
that it was understood would mnever be reclaimed.
With those £10,000, £5000 raised on mortgage from
2 Dr Saunders in Sprin%lGardens, and other £8000,
doubtless obtained from the successful speculations of
‘William and Richard Burke [his brothers] in Indian
stock, Burke purchased the estate of Gregories.
After the reverses of his relatives in the year 1769,
all the money they had advanced to him was
required. Lord Rockingham again came forward.
From that time through many years of opposition,
as Burke’s fortune, so far from increasing, actually
diminished under his unnvarying generosity and
the requirements of his position, this noble friend
was his constant and unfailing resource. The loss
of the agency for New York [by which Burke had
£1000 a year for a short time] the marquis endea-
voured to compensate by frequent loans. At the
time of Lord Rockingham’s death [1782], he may,
on different occasions extending over fourteen years,
have perha%s advanced on bonds, which though
never formally required, Burke insisted on giving,
the sum of about thirty thousand pounfs.’ It
appears, in short, that this brilliant statesman and
orator maintained his high historical place for
thirty years, wholly through pecuniary means
drawn by him from a generous friend. The splen-
did mansion, the vineries and statuary, the four-
horsed carriage, even the kind-hearted patronage
to such men of genius as Barry and Crabbe, were
all supported in a way that implies the entire
sacrifice of Burke’s independence. It is very sad
to think of in one whom there was so much reason

* See Athenceum, Nos. 1363 and 1364.
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to admire ; but it enly adds anether and herete-
fore undetected example to those we have, illus-
trating a fact in our politieal system, that it is no
sphere for clever adventurers, independence in
personal circnmstances being the indispensable
pre-requisite of political independence.

Burke’s dagger-scene in the Heuse of Commens
is an ebscure peint in his life—no one at the time
gave any good account of it. On this matter also
we have latterly obtained some new light. The
great Whig, as 13 well known, was carried by the
French Revelution et of all power of sober judg-
ment, and made a traitor, it might be said, to all
his old affections, When at the height of the
rabies, having to speak on the second reading of
the Alien Bill; December 28, 1792, he called, in
passing, at the office of Sir Charles M. Lamb, under-
secretary of state. It was only three menths from
the massacres of Paris. England was in high
excitement abont the suppesed existence of a party
amengst ourselves, whe were disposed to fraternise
with the ensanguined reformers of France, and
imitate their acts. Some agent for that party had
sent a dagger to a Birmingham manufacturer,

BURKE'S DAGGER-SCENE IN THE HOUSE OF
COMMONS.

with an erder fer a large quantity after the same
attern. Tt was a coarsely-made weapon, a foot
eng in the blade, and fitted to serve equally as
a stiletto and as a pike-head. The Birmingham
manufacturer, disliking the commission, had come
up to the undersecretary’s office, to exhibit the
pattern dagger, and ask advice. He had left the
weapon, whiech Burke was thus enabled to see.
The 3i611ustrious orator, with the under-secretary’s

permission, toek it along with him to the House,
and, in the course of a flaming tirade abeut French
atrocities, and probable imitations of them in
England, he drew the dagger from his besem, and
threw it down on the floor, as an illustration of
what every man might shortly expect to see levelled
at his ewn threat. There were of course sentiments
of alarm raised by this scene; but prebably the
more general feeling was one of derision. In this
way the matter was taken up by Gillray, whose
caricature en the subject we here reproduce in
miniature, as a curious memorial of a erisis in
our history, and alse as giving a characteristic
portrait of ene of our greatest men.

WILLIAM IUNTINGTON'S EPITAPIL

When a man’s epitaph iz written by himself in
anticipation of his death, there may generally be
found in it seme indication of his character, such
as prebably would net otherwise have transpired.
Such was certainly the case in reference to William
or the Rev. William Huntington, whe loved to
conple thé designations ¢ coal-heaver’ and ¢sinner
saved’ with his name. On the 8th of July 1813,
the remains of this eccentric inan were trans-
ferred from a temperary grave at Tonbridge Wells
te a permanent ene at Lewes, The stene at the
head of the grave was inscribed with an epitaph
which he himself had written a few days before
his death—leaving a space, of course, for the exact
date. ‘Here lies the Ceal-heaver, who departed
this life (July 1, 1813), in the (69th) year of his
%?; beloved of his God, but abherred by men.

¢ Omniscient Judge, at the Great Assize, shall
ratify and confirm this, te the confusion of man:
thousands ; for England and its metropolis sha
know that there hath been a prophet ameng them.
W. H. S.8’—This 8. S. meant ¢sinner saved.’

The career of the man affords a clue to the state
of mind which ceuld lead to the production of
such an epitaph. Willlam Hunt was born in the
Weald of Kent, of very peer parents. He com-

lained, in later life, that ¢unsanctified ecrities’
anghed at him for his ignorance ; and certain it
is that he never could get over the defects of his
cducatien. He struggled fer a living as an errand-
bey, then as a labourer, then as a cobbler. While
engaged in the last-named trade, he teok up the
business of a preacher. He wenld place hiswork
en his lap, and a Bible on a chair beside him ; and,
while working for his family, he collected materials
for his next sermon. At what time, or for what
reason, he changed his name from Hunt te Hunt-
ington, is net_clear ; but we find him coming up
frem Thames-Ditton to Lendon, ¢ Lringing two large
carts with furniture and other necessaries, besides
a_post-chaise well filled with children and cats’
He became a preacher at Margaret Street Chapel,
and attached a considerable number of persons te
him by his peeuliar denunciatory style. ~ In 1788,
his admirers built him a chapel in Gray’s Tnn Read,
which he named ‘Providence Chapel”’ When a
person attributes to Providence the good that comes
to him, his sentiment is at all events worthy of
respect ; but the peculiarity in Huntington's case
wag the whimsical way in which everyday matters
were thus treated. When £9000.had been spent
on the chapel, various gifts of chairs, a tea-caddy
full of tea, a looking-glass, a bed and bedstead for
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the vestry, ¢ that I might not be under the neces-
gity of walking home in the cold winter nights’
—are spoken of by him as things that Providence
had sent him. He had a keen appreciation of
worldly goods, however ; for he refused to officiate
in the chapel until the freehold had been made
over absolutely to himself. Wishing afterwards
to enlarge his chapel a little, he aptplied for a Dbit
of ground near it from the Duke of Portland, but
demurred at the ground-rent asked. Therefore,
says he, ¢ finding nothing could be done with the
earth-holders, I turned my eyes another way, and
determined to build my stories in the heavens,
where I should find more room and less cost’—in
plain English, he raised the building another story.
His manner towards his hearers was dogmatic and
arrogant. Having once taken the designation of
¢ Sinner Saved,” he observed no bounds in address-
ing others. His pulpit-oratory, always vigorous,
was not unfrequently interlarded with such expres-
sions as—‘Take care of {'our pockets I’'—¢ Wake
that snoring sinner !’—¢Silence that noisy numb-
skull ’—¢ Turn out that drunken dog!’ With a
certain class of minds, however, Huntington had

eat influence. Some time after the death of his
gst wife, he married the widow of Sir James
Sanderson, at one time lord mayor of London :
by which alliance he became possessed of much
property. On one occasion, a sale of some of his
effects took place at his residence at Pentonville,
when sixty guineas were given for an old arm-chair
by one of his many admirers. Two or three books
which he published were quite in character with
the epitaph he afterwards wrote—an intense
personal vanity pervading all else that might le
good in him.

A KING AND HIS DUMB FAVOURITES,

King James I., although a remorseless destroyer
of animals in the chase, had, like many modern
sportsmen,* an intense fondness for seeing them
around him, happy and well cared for, in a state
of domesticity. In 1623, John Bannal obtained a
grant of the king's interest in the leases of two
gardens and a tenement in the Minories, on the
condition of building and maintaining a house,
wherein to keep and rear his majesty’s newly
imported silkworms.t Sir Thomas Dale, one of
the settlers of the then newly formed colony of
Virginia, returning to Europe on leave, brought
with him many living specimens of American
zoology ; amongst them, some flying squirrels. This
coming to his majesty’s ears, he was seized with
a boyish impatience to add them to the private
menagerie in St Jameg's Park. At the council-
table, and in the circle of his courtiers, he recurs
again and again to the subject, wondering that Sir
Thomas had not given him the ¢first pick’ of his
cargo of curiosities. He reminded them how the
recently arrived Muscovite ambassador had brought
him live sables, and, what he loved even better,
splendid white gyrfalecons of Iceland ; and when

nckingham suggested that, in the whole of her
reign, Queen Elizabeth had never received live

* The Honourable Grantley Berkelcy, Gago Earle Free-
man, known as ¢ Premier Falconer of England,’ &e.

+ This article is the result of original research in the
state papers,

sables from the czar, James made special inquiries
if such were really the case.

Henry Wriothesley, fourth Earl of Southampton,
one of the council, and governor and treasurer of
the Virginia Company, better known to us as the
friend and patron of Shakspeare, wrote as follows
to the state secretary, the FEarl of Salisbury:
¢ Talking with the king by chance, I told him of
the Virginian squirrels, which they say will fly,
whereof there are now divers brought into England,
and he presently and very earnestly asked me if
none of them was provided for him, and whether
your lordship had none for him—saying he was
sure Salisbury would get him one of them. I
would not have troubled you with this, but that
you know full well how he 1s affected to these toys;
and with a little inquiry of any of your folks, you
may furnish yourself to present him at his coming
to London, which will not be before Wednesday
next—the Monday before to Theobald’s, and the
Saturday before to Royston.’

Some one of his loving subjects, desirons of
ministering to his favourite hobby, had presented
him with a cream-coloured fawn. A nurse was
immediately hired for it, and the Earl of Shrews-
bury commissioned to write as follows to Miles
Whytakers, signifying the royal pleasure as to
future procedure : ¢ The king’s majesty hath com-
missioned me to send this rare beast, a white hind
calf, nnto you, together with a woman, his nurse,
that hath kept it, and bred it up. His majesty
would have you see it be kept in every respect as
this good woman doth desire, and that the woman
may be lodged and boarded by you, until his
majesty come to Theobald’s on Monday next, and
then you shall know further of his pleasure. What
account his majesty maketh of this fine beast you
may guess, and no man can suppose it to be more
rare than it is, therefore I know that your care of
it will be aceordingly. So in haste I bid you very
heartily farewell. At Whitehall, this 6th Nov. 1611.

¢P.S. The wagon and the men are to be sent
home ; only the woman is to stay with you, until
his majesty’s coming hither, and as long after as
it shall please his majesty.

About the year 1629, the king of Spain effected
an important diversion in his own favour, by
sending the king—priceless gift !—an elepliant and
five camels. ¢ Going through London, after mid-
night,’ says a state-paper letter, ¢they could not
pass unseen,’ and the clamour and outcry raised by
some street-loiterers at sight of their ponderous
bulk and ungainly step, roused the sleepers from
their beds in every district through which they

assed. News of this unlooked-for addition to the

oyal Zoological Garden in St James’ Park, is con-
veyed to Theobald’s as speedily as horse-flesh, whip,
and spur could do the work. Then arose an
interchange of missives to and fro, betwixt the
king, my lord treasurer, and Mr Secretary Conway,
grave, earnest, and deliberate, as though involving
the settlement or refusal of some treaty of peace.
In muttered sentences, not loud but deep, the
thrifty lord treasurer shews ‘how little he is in
love with royal presents, which cost his master
as much to inaintain as would a garrison’ No
matter. Warrants are issued to the officers of the
Mews, and to Buckingham, master of the horse,

. ‘that the elephant is to be dail{ well dressed and
e

fed, but that he should not be led forth to water,
37
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nor any admitted to see him, without directions
from his keeper, which they were to observe and
follow in all things concerning that beast, as they
will answer for the contrary at their uitermost
peril’ The camels are to be daily grazed in the
park, but brought back at night, with all possible
precautions to screen them from the vulgar gaze.
‘In the blessed gracionsness of his majesty’s dis-
position,” £150 was to be presented to Francisco
Romano, who brought them over—though the
meagre treasury was hardly able to yield up that
sum, and her majesty’s visit to ‘the Bath’ must be
put off to a more convenient season, for want of
money to bear her charges. Then Sir Richard
Weston was commissioned by Mr Secretary Conway
to estimate the annual cost of maintaining the
royal quadruped, his master having decided to take
the business into his own hands. He suggested
economy, but does not seem to have succee&ed, for
the state papers for August 1623 furnish the
following ¢breefe noate what the chardges of the
elephant and his keepers are in the yeare:

ffeeding for the elgphant at 10s. per diem,

is per an., 2 o . . o £180
To the 2 Spaniards that keep him, xx",
per week, 5 52

To the 2 Englishmen, his keepers, xvi*,
per week, o 5 . o e . 41
Sum per ann. in toto . £275, 12s,

Such is the gross amount, according to the manu-
script, but not according to Cocker. Should the
above be a specimen of Mr Secretary Conway’s
arithmetic, we can only hope his foreign policy was
somewhat better than his figures. This calculation,
however, by no means embraced every item of
the costly bill of fare—¢Besides,” adds the manu-
script, ¢ his keepers afirme that from the month of
September until April, he must drink (not water)
but wyne—and from April unto September, he
must have a gallon of wyne the daye.

A pleasant time of it must this same elephant
have had, with his modest winter-allowance of six
bottles per diem, in exchange for the Spaniard’s
lenten quarters,

JULY 9.

St Ephrem of Edessa, doctor and éonfessor, 378. St
Everildis, virgin, of England, 7th century. The martyrs
of Gorcum, 1572.

Born.—Thomas Butler, Earl of Ossory, 1634, Kil-
kenny Castle ; Alexis Piron, 1689, Dijon ; Ann Radeliffe,
novelist, 1764, London ; Henry Hallam, historian, 1777,
Windsor,

Died.—Emperor Anastasins L, 518; Archbishop
(Stephen) Langton, 1228 ; Emperor Leopold IL of Aus-
tria, killed at Sempach, 1386 ; John Oldmixon (English
history), 1742, Bridgewater ; Philip V. of Spain, 1748,
San 1ldefonso ; General Braddock, killed at Du Quesne,
North America, 1755 ; William Strachan, publisher,
1785; Zachary Taylor, President of the United States,
1850, Washington, U.S.

HENRY HALLAM.

, Hallam holds a sort of coldly monumental place
in tl:;g modern literary annals of England. His

historical works on the Middle Ages, the English
Constitution, and the progress of literature in
Europe, are models of research, justness of general-
isation, and elegance of expression. The writer,
however, always seems to sit aloof. Like man
other men of letters, whose work accorded wit
their taste, and who were safe by fortune or
frugality from the more trying cares of life, he
reached a great age, being at his death, in January
1859, eighty-two years old. In ome respect, he
resembled Burke—he had to submit, near the close
of his own life, to the loss of a son whom he held
to be a youth of the highest promise, and whom he
regardeg with doting affection. There is scarcely a
more affecting chapter in English biograplﬁr, than
the account of the death of the younger Hallam,
when travelling for the recovery of health under
his father’s care, and the account of the bringing
home of the corpse by the sorrow-stricken old man,
himself conscious that he must soon follow him
into the dark and narrow house appointed for all
living.

Perhaps the most valuable service Mr Hallam
has rendered to his country, was the careful
view he ’%ave it of the progress of its political
system. The grand virtue of that system—its
distribution of power amongst & variety of forces,
which check and counterpoise each other, so
that liberty and order result in strict co-ordination
—has been fully asserted and held up by him.
Somewhat to the surprise of the Whig party, to
which he had al\vaygrgeen attached, he deprecated
the great change which they proposed in the
parliamentary representation in 1831. Conversing
on this subject with one of the most influential
members of the cabinet, he said: ‘I am a Whig,
as you are: a reform appears to me fo be
needed, but the reform you attempt is unreason-
able. The object shouﬁl be to perfect, not to
change. To suppress certain abuses in the clectoral

system, and to extend the right of voting, is doubt- _

less in conformity with the spirit of our institu-
tions, and may be advantageous to the development
of our public life ; but it would be dangerous to
give too large an extension to this mecasure. To
grant universal suffrage, would be to hazard a
change in the English constitution, and to disturb
the harmonious working of a system which we owe
to the sagacity and gooﬁ-fortune of our forefathers.
It is in the House of Commons that the union of
the Crown, Lords, and Commons is at present
effected, that their concerted action is initiated,
and, in a word, the equilibrium of power is main-
tained, This cquilibrium constitutes the very
essence of the government of England. If the
composition of the House of Commons is too
essentially altered, by rendering elections too
democratic, a risk is incurred of destroying this
balance, and giving an irregular impulse to the
state by introducing new elements. If once the
principle of this bill be admitted, its consequences
will extend ; ehange will succeed to change, and
the reform of one day will necessitate a fresh one
the next. The government will gradually be
transferred to the hustings. The representatives,
elected by the democracy, will f())ok to the
qluarter from which the wind of popular favour
blows, in order to follow its gfrection; and
English politics, abandoned to popular caprice,
will deviate from their proper course, whilst
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the English constitution will be shaken to its
foundation. ¥

LUNACY AND ASTRONOMY.

On the 9th of July 1787, a Dr Elliott, described
in the journals of the day as ¢one of the literati)
fired two pistols, apparently, at a lady and gentle-
man, while walking in Prinee’s Street, London,
Neither, however, was injured, though both were
very much frightened, and the lady’s dress was
singed by the closeness of the explosion. Elliott
was arrested, committed to Newgate, and, a few
days after, tried for an attempted murder, but
acquitted on the technical point, that there was
ltl’ouproof of the pistols having been loaded with

all.

Unforeseeing this decision, Elliott’s friends
had set up a plea of insanity, and among other
witnesses in support thereof, Dr Simmons, of
St Luke’s hospital for lunatics, was examined.
This gentleman, whose long and extensive expe-
rience in cases of insanity, gave great weight
to his evidence, testified that he had been
intimately acquainted with Dr Elliott for more
than ten years, and fully believed him to be
insane. On being further pressed by the
recorder to adduce any particular instance of
Elliott's insanity, the witness stated that he had
lately received a letter from the prisoner on
the light of the celestial bodies, which indisput-
ably proved his aberration of mind. The letter,
which had been intended by the prisoner to have
been laid before the Royal Society, was then
produced and read in ecourt. The part more
particularly depended upon by the witness as
a proof of the insanity of the writer, was an
assertion that the sun 1s not a body of fire, as
alleged by astronomers, ‘but its light proceeds
from a dense and universal aurora, which may
afford ample light to the inhabitants of the
surface (of the sun) beneath, and yet be at such
a distance aloft as mnot to annoy them. The
recorder objected to this being proof of insanity,
saying that if an extravagant hypothesis were to
be considered a proof of lunacy, many learned
and perfectly sane astronomers might be stigma-
tised as madmen.

Though the defence of insanity was not received,
Elliott, as already observed, was acquitted on a
legal point, but the unfortunate man died in
grison, of self-inflicted starvation, on the 22d of

uly, having resolutely refused to take any food
during the thirteen days which intervened between
his arrest and death. .

The story “in itself is little more than a com-
mon news%iper report of an Old Bailey trial;
but as Elliott’s idea respecting the sun is
that held by the first astronomers of the pre-
sent day, we are afforded a curious instance
of a not very generally recognised fact—namely,
that the madness of one century may be the
wisdom of its successor ; while it is not im-
probable that the converse of the proposition
may be equally as certain, so that a great deal
of what we consider wisdom now, may be

* Mignet’s Sketch of the Life of My Hallam, read before
the Institut of France, Jan. 4, 1862,

condemned as rank folly ‘a hundred years
hence’

SUPERSTITIONS ABOUT NEW-BORN CHILDREN.

It is unlucky to weigh them. If you do, they
will probably die, and, at anyrate, will not
thrive. I have caused great concern in the mind
of a worthy old mont}ﬁ; nurse by insisting on
weighing mine. They have, however, all done
very well, with the exception of one, the weigh-
ing of whom was accidentally forgotten to be
performed. .

The nurses always protested against the weighing,
though in a timorous sort of way; saying that, no
doubt it was all nonsense, but still it had better not
be done.

It isnot good for children to sleep upon bones—that
is, upon the lap. 'There seems to be some sense in this
notion; it is doubtless better for a child to be
supported throughout its whole length, instead of.
hanging down its head or legs, as it might probably
do if sleeping on the lap.

Hesiod, in his Works and Days, forbids children of
twelve months, or twelve years old, to be placed ix’
&nwhrosi—upon things not to be moved—which some
have understood to mean sepulchres: if this is
right, perhaps there is some connection between his
injunction, and that which condemns the sleeping
upon bones, though the modern hones are-those of the
living, and not of the dead.

Cats suck the breath of infants, and so kill them.
This extremely unphilosophical notion of cats prefer-
ring exhausted to pure air, is frequently a cause of
great annoyance t0 poor pussy, when, after having
established herself close to baby, in a snug warm
cradle, she finds herself ignominiously hustled out
under suspicion of compassing the death of her quiet
new acquaintance, who is not yet big enough to pull
her tail.

When children first leave their mother’s room, they
must go upstairs before they go down-stairs, otherwise
they will never rise in the world.

gf course it frequently happens that there is no
¢ upstairs,” that the mother’s room is the highest in
the house. In this case the difficulty is met by the
nurse setting a chair, and stepping upon that with the
child in her arms as she leaves the room. I have seen
this done.

A mother must not go outside her own house-door till
she goes to he ‘churched.’ Of course the principle of
this is a good one. It is right, under such circum-
stances, the first use a woman should make of her
restored strength, should be to go to church, and
thank God for her recovery; but in practice this
principle sometimes degenerates into mere supex-
stition.

If you rock an empty cradle, you will rock a new
baby into it. 'This is a superstition in viridi obser-
vantid, and it is quite curious to see the face of alarm
‘with which a poor woman, with her tenth baby in her
arms, will dash across a room to prevent the ¢ baby-
but-one’ from engaging in such a dangerous amuse-
ment as rocking the empty cradle. ) .

In connection with this subject, it may be mentioned
that there is a widely-spread notion among the poorer
classes,” that rice, as an article of food, prevents the
increase of the population. How the populousness of
India and China are accounted for on this theory, I
cannot say; probably those who entertain it never
fully realise the existence of ‘foreign parts,’ but it
is certain that there was mnot long ago a great
outcry against the giving of rice to Hoor people

under the poor law, as it was said to be done with a
purpose.
Suffolk. C. W, J.
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The Seven Brothers, martyrs, 2d century. Saints
Rufina and Secunda, virgins and martyrs, 3d century.

The Rorbuw Beirum,

The Korban Beiram, or feast of sacrifiees, is one
of the greatest solemnities of the Mohammedan
religion. On this day every family of the trne
believers offers a sheep to Cr}}(;d, and the streets of
their eities are filled with men carrying the destined
victim on their backs. Among the Arabs the festival
begins at the early hour of four A, when immense
erowds eolleet at the residence of the nearest pacha
or bey, awaiting his appearance in the court of the
The faneiful style of eastern costume
renders the scene both original and picturesque.
All the sheiks are arranged on one side: in the
front stand the officers and ministers of the pacha.
At five o’clock his highness, aceompanied by the
members of his family and his staff, makes his
entrée : cannon are fired, the peeuliar bands of the
East play airs suitable for this religious eeremony.
The chief-captain of the hussars of the palace
announces to the erowd, in a solemn voice, that
the hour of saerifice has arrived, and that his
highness, after prayer, will be present at this
important act. All then adjourn to the mosque,
the body of imams or priests entering with the
snite of the pacha. As soon as the sacrifiee is over,
the pacha re-enters the eourt, and seated on an
elevated throne, all those of high rank have the
privilege of kissing his hand ; the inferiors slightly
touch it with their lips. This ocenpies an hour,
when all retirc to take eoffee; the captain
thanking the erowd for their presence as a mark
of attachment to their ruler.

Born.—John Calvin, theologian, 1509, Noyon, Picardy ;
John Ernest Grabe, religious controversialist, 1666, Kon-
igsberg ; Sir William Blackstone, writer on English law,
1723, Cheapside, London ; Frederick Marryatt, novelist,
1792, London.

Died.—Emperor Adrian, 138; Pope Benedict VII,
983 ; Pope Benedict VIIL, 1024 ; Henry 1I. of France,
1559 ; William, first Prince of Orange, assassinated at
Delft, 1584 ; Louis Moreri (Historical and Critical Die-
tionary), 1680, Lyon ; Francois Eudes de Mezerai, his-
torian, 1683 ; Bishop Fell, 1686, Oxford ; Dr Alexander
Monro, professor of anatomy, 1767, Edinburgh ; David
Rittenhouse, astronomer, 1796, Philadelphia, U. S.

DON PANTALEON SA.

On the 10th of July 1653, Don Pantaleon Sa, a
Portugnese nobleman, brother of the ambassador
from that country to England, and a Knight of
Malta, was beheaded on Tower Hill. The peenliar
circumstanees of Don Pantaleon’s untimely fate,
and a remarkable coincidence eonneeted with the
affair, render it not unworthy of our notice.

At that time there was, on the south side of the
Strand, a kind of bazaar ealled the New Exchange ;
the buildings of the Adelphi now cover its site. It
was opened in 1608 by James I, who named it
‘Britain’s Burse,” but in popular parlanee it never
reeeived any other designation than the New
Exchange. It econsisted of four rows or walks—
two 4%11 the ground-floor, and two upstairs, each

being lined with small shops, where all kinds of
fancy articles were sold. As a plaee to lounge in, to
walk, and talk, and hear the news, as our American
cousins say, the New Exchange succeeded to Paul’s
Walk ; but, with this difference, Paul's Walk was
only used by gentlemen ; while the shops in the
New Exchange being espeeially devoted to the
sale of gloves, perfumes, fans, and other feininine
necessities or luxuries, its walks were frequented
by the gay and fashionable of both sexes, Many
scenes in our old eomedies are laid in this
place ; and most old libraries eontain whity-brown
pamphlets, entitled News from the New Exchange,
or New News from the New Exchange; but as in
most of these seurrility and indeeeney take the
place of wit and humour, the less we say abont
themn the better.

It happened that, in the November of 1652, Don
Pantaleon was walking in the New Exchange, with
some of his countrymen, when a quarrel arose
between them and a young English gentleman of
good family, named Gerrard. The cause of the
quarrel, as is usnal in such occurrences, was of a

DON PANTALEON SA.

most tri?al kirﬁd. Mr Gerrard accused the Portu-
uese of speaking, in French, disparagingly of
England 3 tgey, on the other hand,palfegglg };hat
he rudely pushed between them, without any
provoeation. Whatever may have been thé original
cause, swords were drawn, and passes exehanged ;
but the good sense of a few unarmed Englishmen,
who were present, stoﬁped the fray, by separating
the eombatants, and hustling the Portuguese out
of the Exchange, one of them with a cut cheek,
leaving Gerrard stightly wounded in the shoulder.
The next day, Don Pantaleon, with fifty well-
armed followers, eame to the Exehange, to take
his revenge. Fortunately, few Englishmen were
there at the time, but of these, four were severely
wounded by the Portuguese, and a Mr Greenway,
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while walking with his sister and a lady to whom
he was betrothed, being mistaken for Gerrard, was
killed by a pistol-shot throu%:h the head. A great
and enraged crowd soon collected, before which
the Portuguese retreated, taking shelter in their
house of embassy.

Colonel Whaley, who commanded the horse-
guard on duty, proceeded to disperse the crowd,
and demand the criminals from the Portuguese
ambassador. The latter insisted that, by the law
of nations, his house was an inviolable sanctuary
for all his countrymen; and begged that the
circumstances should be at once made known to
the Lord Protector. Cromiell sent a messenger, in
reply, to state that if the eriminals were not given
np to the civil authorities; the soldiers would be
withdrawn, and the mob left to do as they pleased
in the matter. Under this threat, Don Pantaleon,
three Portuguese, and ‘an English boy, were given
np ; they were confined in the guard-house for the
night, and next day committed to Newgate. By
the intercession of the Portugnese merchants, their
trial was delayed till the 6th of July in the following
year, when they were arraigned for the crime of
murder. P

At first, Don Pantaleon refused to plead, claiming
the immunity of an ambassador; he holding a com-
mission to act in that high capacity, in the event of
his brother’s death, or absence from England. On
being told that, if he did not plead he would be
submitted to the press, lie pleaded not guilty. A
mixed jury, of Englishmen and foreigners, brought
in a verdict of guilty, and the five prisoners were
sentenced to be hanged on the 8th. Every effort
was made, by the ﬁortuguese and other ambas-
sadors, to save Don Pantaleon’s life, but without
avail. Either to supplications or threats, Crom-
well made no other reply than, ‘Blood has been
shed, and justice must be satisfied” The only
mercy granted to Don Pantaleon was a respite
of two days, from the 8th to the 10th, and a
reprieve from the disgraceful death of hanging,
Don Guimarez, the ambassador, having requested
that he might be permitted to kill %xis rother
with his own sword, rather than he should be
hanged.

In the meantime, while Don Pantaleon was a
prisoner in Newgate, awaiting his trial, Gerrard,
with whom the unhappy quarrel had arisen,
becoming concerned in a plot to assassinate
Cromweﬁ, was tried and condemned to be banged
also. And in his case, too, his gentle blood and
profession of arms being taken into consideration,
the pnnishment of hanging was changed to
beheading. So, as Don Pantaleon, attended by a
number of his brother’s followers, was being con-
veyed in a mourning-coach with six horses, from
Newgate to the place of execution, Gerrard was
expiating his crime on the same scaffold to which
the other was hastening. It has been said that
they met on the scaffold, but without trnth,
though Don Pantaleon suffered immediately
after Gerrard, The three other Portuguese were

ardoned, but the person described as the ¢ English

oy, was hanged at Tyburn on the same day. The
inflexible conduct of Cromwell on this occasion,
%ave him great credit, even among his enemies in
ngland, for his justice; while it impressed foreign
nations with a salutary sense of his power; and
the case has ever since been considered as a

precedent in all questions respecting the privileges
of ambassadors.

. THE TWO COUNTESSES OF KELLIE.

On this day, in the year 1781, Mr Methven
Erskine, a cadet of the Kellic family, married at
Edinburgh Joanna, danghter of the deceased Adam
Gordon, of Ardoch, in Aberdeenshire. A brother
of the gentleman, named Thomas, had, ten years
before, married Anne, another daughter of Mr
Gordon. These gentlemen were in the position of
nierchants, and there were at one time seventeen
persons between them and the family titles; yet
they lived to become, in succession, Earls of Kellie,
being the last who enjoyed that peerage, separately
from any other.*

It was by a series of very singular circumstances,
hitherto unnarrated, that these two marriages came
about. The facts were thus related to the writer
in 1845, by a lady then upwards of ninety years
of age, who had had opportunities of becoming well
acquainted with all the particulars,

t Ardoch Castle—which is sitnated upon a
tall rock overlooking the sea~the proprietor, Mr
Gordon, was one evening, a little after the middle
of the last century, alarmed by the firing of a gun,
evidently from a vessel in distress near shore. A
storm was raging, and he had every reason to fear
that the vessel was about to be dashed against that
iron-bound coast. Hastening down to the beach
with lights and ropes, he and his servants looked
in vain for the distressed vessel. Its fate was
already accomijlished, as the floating spars but too

lainly shewed ; bnt they looked in vain for any,
gewd or alive, who might have come from the
wreck. At length they found a sort of crib which
had been rudely cast ashore, containing, strange
to say, a still live infant. The little creature, whose
singular fate it had been to survive where so many
stronger people perished, was carefully taken to
the house and nursed. It proved to be a female
child, evidently from its wrappings the offspring
of persons of no mean condition, but with nothing
abont it to afford a trace as to who these were.

Mr Gordon made some attempts to find the
relatives of this foundling, but without effect.
Hoping that she in time might be claimed, he caused
her to be bronght up along with his own daughters,
and treated in all respects as one of them. The

ersonal graces and amiable character of the child
n time made him feel towards her as if she had
actually stood in that relation to him. When she
had attained to womanhood, a storm similar to
that already spoken of occurred. An alarm-gun
was fired, and Mr Gordon, as was his wont, hurried
down to the beach, but this time to receive a ship-
wrecked party, whom he immediately conducted
to his lhouse, and treated with his characteristic
kindness, Amongst them was one gentleman-
passenger, whom he took into his own parlour, and
entertained at supper.
spent in the castle, this stranger was strprised at
breakfast by the entrance of a troop of blooming
young ladies, the daughters of his host, as lie under-
stood, but one of whom attracted his attention in a
special manner. ¢Is this young lad}lfqyour daughter
too I’ he inquired of Mr Gordon. ‘No,’ replied his

* The title, in 1829, fell to the head of the Erskine
family, John Francis, present Earl of Marr,
41
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host ; ¢ but she is as dear to me as if she were” And
he then related her story. The stranger listened
with increasing emotion, and at the close of the nar-
ration, said he had reason to believe that the young
lady was his own niece. He then related the
circumstances of a sister’s return from India, corre-
sponding to the time of the shipwreck,and explained
how it might happen that Mr Gordon’s inquiries
for her relations failed. ¢She is now, said he,
‘an orphan; but, if I am not mistaken in my
supposition, she is cntitled to a handsome pro-
vision which her father bequeathed to her in the
hope of her yet being found.’

re long, sufficient evidence was afforded to
make it certain that the gentleman had really, by
the strange accident of the shipwreck, found his
long missing niece. It became necessary, of course,
that she should pass under his care, and leave
Ardoch—a bitter necessity to her, as it inferred
a parting with so many friends dear to her. To
mitigate the anguish of this separation, it was
arranged that one of her so-called sisters, the Misses
Gordon, should accompany her. Their destination
was Gottenburg, where the uncle had long been
gettled as a merchant. Here closes all that was
remantic in the history of the foundling, but there
was to be a sequel of that nature in favour of Mr
Gordon’s children. Amongst the Scotch merchants
settled in the Swedish port, was Mr Thomas
Erskine, a younger son o? a younger brother of
Sir William Erskine of Cambo, in Fife, an offshoot
of the family of the Earl of Kellie. To him was
Miss Anne Gordon of Ardoch married in 1771, A
younger brother, named Methven, who had pursued
merchandise in Bengal, ten years later, married a
gister of Miss Gordon, as has been stated. No one
then dreamed that these gentlemen wonld ever
come ncar to the peerage of their family ; but in
1797 the baronet of Cambo became Earl of Kellie,
and two years later, the title lighted on the
shoulders of the husband of Anne Gordon. In
short, these two daughters of Mr Gordon of Ardoch,
became, in succession, Countesses of Kellie in con-
sequence of the incident of the shipwrecked found-
ling, whom their father's humanity had rescued
from the waves, and for whom an owner had so
unexpectedly been found.

DRESS OF A LADY (:)F FASHION IN THE
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY,

In a dramatic pastoral, entitled Rhodon and Iris,
first acted at Norwich in 1631, we find the following
list of the dress, ornaments, and toilet requisites
of a fashionable lady of the period.

Chains, coronets, pendants, bracelets, and earrings;

Pins, girdles, spangles, embroideries, and rings;

Shadows; rebatoes, ribbands, ruffs, cuffs, falls,

Scarfs, feathers, fans, masks, muffs, laces, cauls,

Thin tiffanies, cobweb lawn, and farthingales,

Sweet falls, veils, wimples, glasses, crisping-pins,

Pots of ointment, combs, with poking sticks, and
odkins,

Coifs, gorgets, fringes, rolls, fillets, and hair-laces,

Silks, damasks, velvets, tinsels, cloth of gold,

Of tissues, with colours of a hundredfold.

But in her tires 5o new-fangled is she,

That which doth with her humour now agree,

To-morrow she dislikes. Now doth she swear

Th&t a loose body is the neatest wear ;

But, ere an hour be gone, she will protest,
A strait gown frwes her proportion best ;
Now calls she for a boisterous farthingale,
Then to her haunch she 'Il have her garments fall ;
Now doth she praise a slecve that ’s long and wide,
Yet by and by that fashion doth deride; -
Sometimes, she applauds a pavement-sweeping train,
And presently dispraiseth it again ; -
Now she commends a shallow band so small,
That it may seem scarce any band at all ;
But soon to a new fancy she doth reel,
And calls for one as big as a coach-wheel.
She ’ll wear a flowing coronet to-day,
The symbol of her beauty’s sad decay ;
To-morrow, she a waving plume will try,
The emblem of all female levity,
Now in her hat, now In her hair is drest ;
Now, of all fashions, she thinks change the best,
Nor in her weeds alone, is she so nice,
But rich perfumes she buys at any price ;
Storax and spikenard, she burns m her chamber,
And tiaubs herself with civet, inusk, and a.:nber.

»*

Waters she hath to make her face to shine,
Confections, eke, to clarify her skin ;

Lip-salve and cloths of a rich scarlet dye

She hath, which to her cheeks she doth apply ;
Ointment, wherewith she sprinkles o’er her g,ce,
And lustrifies her beauty’s dying grace.

FASHIONABLE LADY OF THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY,

CHILD SUCKLED BY A GOAT.

Whether the old story of Romulus and Remus is a
myth or a record of genuine fact, we shall never know:
most probably the former; but incidents of the same
nature are sufficiently vouched. The Swallow frigate
was, in July 1812, engaged in a severe action with a
French frigate near Majorca. One of the sailors,
n‘amed Phelan, had his wife on board. In such
circumstances, the woman is always expected to assist
the surgeons in attending on the sick and wounded.
The two ships being engaged yard-arm and yard-arm,
the slaughter was grcat, and the cockpit became
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crowded with poor fellows in need of attention,
While engaged in her service of kindness, the woman
heard that %mr husband was wounded on deck. She
rushed up, and reached the spot in time to catch poor
Phelan in her arms. They kissed and embraced ; but
next instant a cannon-ball took off the unfortunate
woman’s head. The husband gave one agonised look
at hig dead wife, and then expired. When the rage
of the battle was over, the two bodies were sewed up
in a hammock and consigned to the deep. The
hapless wife had, only three weeks before, given birth
to an infant. The child was thus left an orphan, with
no woman near it, and none but rough-handed, though
kind-hearted, tars to tend it. They all declared their
willingness to be fathers to the little one; but a
mother was still wanting. It happened, however,
that one of the officers had a female Maltese goat on
board. The child was put to the goat, and followed
hig natural instinct by sucking. The animal became
so accustomed to this proceeding, that she would lie
down voluntarily to suckle the infant. Goat’s milk
is known to be very nourishing ; and little Tommy
(as the sailors called him) prospered with this
substitute for a natural parent.

JULY 11.

St Pins L, pope and martyr, 157. St James, hishop of
Nisihis, confessor, 350. St Hidulphns, hishop and abbot,
707. St Drostan, abhot of Daleongaile, abont 809.

Born—Robert Y. of Scotland, 1274, Lockmaben ;
Lalande, French mathematician, 1732, Bourg en Bresse.

Died.—Emperor Anthemins, murdered at Rome, 472 ;
Jack Cade, leader of a peasant rebellion in England,
killed near Lewes, 1450 ; Charles Macklin, comedian,
1797, London ; General Alexander Hamilton, Vice-
president of United States, killed in a duel, 1804.

CHARLES MACKLIN.

A rare and remarkable instance of length of
days, combined with an arduous and successful
theatrical career, is exhihited in the great age of
Macklin, who died in his one hundred and seventh
iear. Born two months before his father was

illed, fighting for King James at the battle of
the Boyne, in 1690, Macklin died in 1797, thus
witnessing the extremities of two centuries, and
nearly having lived in three. As an actor, he was
distinguished for his performance of Shylock, Sir
Archy, in his own comedy of Love-a-la-Mode, and
other parts in which sarcasm forms the leading
trait of character. His writings display the same
sarcastic tone, and his best performances secem to
have been reflections of his own personal disposi-
tion. Xven his repartees were generally of the
severe kind. For instance, on a dignitary of the
church, who had a doubtful reputation for veracity,
telling Macklin that a tradesman in the parish had
called him a liar, the actor asked: ‘What reply
did you make ¥’ I told him,’ said the clergyman,
“that a lie was one of the things I dared not com-
mit’ ¢ And why, doctox,’ retorted Macklin, ¢ why
did you give the fellow so mean an opinion of
your courage ¥’

Macklin’s shrewdness, knowled%e of the world,
long esperience of life, and liberal ideas rendered
his conversation peculiarly pleasant and instrnc-
tive, when he was not in the sarcastic mood. Nor
was he unaware of his failing in the latter respect.

Alluding to it on one occasion, he said: ¢ It takes
a long time for a man to learn the art of neutral-
4sing in conversation. I have, for a great part of
my life, been endeavouring at it, but was never
able to act np to it as I wished. I could never sit
still hearing people assert what I thought wrong,
without labouring to set them right, not consider-
ing how difficult it is to correct the errors of others,
when we are so wedded to our own. But this
folly generally attaches to men of inexperience
and lively imagination: your dull fellows know
better ; they have little but neutrality to trust to,
and soou find out the policy of it”
Macklin’s recollections of the very different
manners and customs that prevailed in the earlier
art of the last century, were very interesting.
en, the east and west of London were as totally
distinct, as two cities one hundred miles apart.
The merchant then scarcely ever lived out of the
city, his residence being invariably attached to his
counting-house-; his credit, in a great degree,
depending upon the observance of this long-
established practice. The first emigration of the
city merchants westwards, was about 1747, and
then only as far as Hatton Garden ; and even this
removal was ventured upon by such only as had

already realised large fortunes, and possessed

reputations for wealth beyond any shadow of
doubt. ¢The lawyers, too, said Macklin, ‘lived
mostly in the Inns of Court, or about Westminster
Hall, and the players all resided in the vicinity of
the theatres, so that they could attend rehearsal
without inconvenience, or expense of coach-hire,
But I do not know how the change has been
effected ; we, the actors, are all now looking out
for high ground, squares, and genteel neighbour-
hoods, no matter how far distant from the theatres,
as if local selection could give rhythm to the pro-
fession, or genteel neighbourhoods instantaneously
produce good-manners.’

Macklin’s last appearance on the stage, was in
his hundredth year, in the character of Shylock.
Even at that very great age, he was physically
capable of performing the part with considerable
vigour ; but his mental powers were almost gone.
In the second act, his memory totally failing him,
he with great grace and solemnity came forward,
and apologised to the audience. For a few years
afterwards, he scarcely felt the infirmities of
advanced age. He lived then, as he always had
been accustomed to do, much from home ; taking
long walks, and frequenting a tavern in Duke’s
Court, every evening, where, though still by no
meshs unready at putting down aum impudent
questioner by a biting sarcasm, he used to relate,
with tolerable distinctness, many interesting anec-
dotes to gratified listeners. As his infirmities
increased, he wandered feebly about the vicinity

of Covent Garden, and often visited the theatre, ,

more, apparently, from the force of habit, than
from any amusement he derived from the perfor-
mance. On these occasions, however full the
house might be, the pit audience always made
room for him in his accustomed seat—the centre of
the last row, next to the orchestra.

Mr Kirkman relates a conversation he had with
Macklin, less than a year before he died, which
forms an interesting and not unpleasing picture
of faculties still shrewd and vivacious, though
fast fading into decay. As a specimen of the
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conversation of a man upwards of one hundred
and six years old, it is probably unique. v

Kirkman. Are yon net pleased when your friends
come and converse with you ?

Macklin. I am always very happy to see my
friends, and I should be very happy to hold
a—a—a—see there now:

Kirkman. A conversation you mean, sir ?

Macklin. Ay, a conversation. Alas, sir! you see
the wretched state of my memory ; see there now,
I could not recollect that common word—but I
cannot converse. I used to ge to a honse very near
this, where my friends assemble. . . . It was a—a—a
Ea company] ; ne that’s net the word, a—a—clnb,

mean. ]?’was the father of it, but I could not
hear all ; and what I did hear, I did net a—a—
under—nnder—understand ; they were all very
attentive to me, but I could net be one of them.
- Indeed, I found, sir, that I was not fit to keep
company, 2o I stay away.

Kirkman. But I perceive with satisfaction, sir,
that your sight is goed.

Macklin. O, sir! my sight like everything else
begins to fail too ; about two days age, I felt a—a—
a—there now—— I have lost it; a pain just
abave my left eye.

Kirkman. I think you appear at present free
from pain.

Macklin. Yes, sir, I amm pretty comfortable now ;
but I find my, my—a—a—my strength is all gone.
I feel myself going gradually.

Kirkman. But you are not afraid to die?

Macklin. Net in the least, sir. I never did any

erson any serious mischief in my life ; even when
fgamble , I never cheated : T knew that a—a—a
—see there now—— death, I mean, must come,
and I am ready te give it up.

Kirkman. I understand you were at Drury Lane
Theatre last night.

Macklin. Yes, sir, I was there.

Kirkman. Yes, sir, the newspapers of this morn-
ing take notice of it.

Macklin. Do they ?

Kirkman. Yes, sir ;—the paragraph runs thns:
‘Among the numerous visitors at Drury Lane
Theatre last night, we observed the Duke of
Qnueensberry and the veteran Macklin, whose ages
together amount to one hundred and ninety-six.

Macklin. The Duke of whe ?

Kirkman. The Duke of Queensberry, sir,

Macklin. I don’t know that man. The Duke of
Queensberry ! The Duke of Queensberry! Oh!
ay, I remember him now very well. The Duke of
Queensberry old! Why, sir, I might be his
father!* Ha, ha, ha!

Kirkman. Well, sir, I understand that you went
to the Haymarket Theatre to see the Merchant of
Venice.

Macklin. 1 did, sir.

Kirkman. What is your opinien of Mr Palmer’s
Shylock ?

{acklin. Why, sir, my cpinien is, that Mr
Palmer played the character of Shylock in one style.
In this scene there was a sameness, in that scenc a
sameness, and in every scene a sameness: it was
all same, same, same !—no variation. He did net
look the character, nor laugh the character, nor

* Macklin was right, and the newspaper wrong. The
duke 4\1&5 then only in his seventy-first year.

speak the character of Shakspeare’s Jew. In the
trial-scene, where he comes to cut the pound of
flesh, he was no Jew. Indeed, sir, he did not hit
the part, nor did the part hit him.

Macklin seems to have been mainly indebted for
his long life to a vigorous constitntion, He never
was an abstemious man. His favourite beverage
was ale, porter, or white wine thickened to the
consistence of a syrup with sugar. For many years
before he died, his less of teeth compelled him to
cat only fish, hash, and other spoon-meats. For
the last ten years of his existence, he had no fixed
hour for meals. He ate when he was hungry,
at any hour of the day or night, drank when he
was thirsty, and went to bed or arose just as he
felt inclined, without any reference to time. There
can be no doubt that the constant care and
attention of his devoted wife, combined with her
therough knewledge of his disi)\osition, consti-
tution, and temper, was partly the cause of the
prelongation of his life.

ALEXANDER HAMILTON.

Although the name of Alexander Hamilton, is
not so popularly familiar as several others con-
cerned in the construction of the American Union,
yet there is scarcely another which so clesely inte-
rests the profounder stndents of that momentous
passage in the world’s history. Of Hamilten’s
share in that work, Guizet testifies, ¢ that there is
not one element of order, strength, and dnrability
in the constitution which he did not pewerfully
contribute to introduce into the scheme and cause
to be adopted’

Hamilton’s father was a Scotsman, and his
mother a member of a Huguenot family, banished
from France. He was horn in 1757, on the island
of Nevis ; and whilst a youth serving as clerk in a
merchant’s office, a hurricane of meore than ordi-
nary vielence occurred, and Hamilton drew up an
account of its ravages, which was inserted in a
West Indian newspaper. The narrative was so
well written, and excited so much attention, that
the writer was deemed born for something better
than mercantile drudgery, and was sent to New
Yeork to prosecute his education. The dispute
between Great Britain and the colonies had begun
to w very warm, and Hamilton soon distin-
guished himself by eloquent speeches in advecacy
of resistance. With the ardeur of youth he com-
nenced the study of military tacties, and turned
his learning to good acconnt in the first action
between the DBritish and Americans at Lexington
in 1775, In the course of the unhappy war which
followed, Hamilton was Washington’s most trusted
and confidential aid. At the conclusion of hostili-
ties he commenced practice at the bar, became
secretary of the treasury under President Washing-
ton, and a leading acter in all those intricate,
delicate, and perplexing discussiens, which attended
the consolidation of the thirteen independent
colonies into one nation. Hamilton was the most
conservative of republicans. He opposed the
ultra-democratic doetrines of Jefferson, he was an
ardent admirer of the English constitution, and he
beheld the course of the French Revolution with
abhorrence and dismay, But all the blessings
which lay in store for America in the treasnry of
Hamilton’s fine intellect, were lost by a cruel
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mischance ere he had attained his forty-seventh
year. With the feelings of an upright man, he had
expressed his sense of the profligacy of Aaron
Burr, who thereon challenged him to a duel.
Hamilton had all reasonable contempt for such a
mode of settling differences, but fcaring, as‘he
wrote, that ¢his ability to be in future useful
either in preventing mischief or effecting good
was inseparable from a conformity to prejudice in
this particular, he weakly yielded. With every

recaution of secrecy, he met his adversary at
Wechardken, near New York. Colonel Burr fired,
and his ball entered Hamilton’s side, who fell
mortally wounded, his pistol going involuntarily
off as he staggered to the ground. After a day of
agony, he expired on the 11th of July 1804.

ever, except at Washington’s death, was there
such mourning in America.

Hamilton was a man under middle height,
spare, erect, and of a most dignified presence.
His writings in The Federalist are read by political
philosophers with admiration to this day. He
wrote rapidly, but with precision and method.
His habit was to think well over his subject, and
then, at whatever time of night, to go to bed and
sleep for six or seven hours. On awaking, he
drank a cup of strong coffee, sat down at his %esk
and for five, six, seven, or even eight hours con-
tinued writing, until he had cleared the whole
matter off his mind.

HURLING THE WHETSTONE:
THE COUTEAU RODOMONT.

Our ancestors, with a strong love for practical
jokes, and an equally strong aversion to false-
hood and boasting, checked an indulgence in such

The

whetisfone

vices, when they became offensive, by very plain
satire. A confirmed liar was presented with o

whetstone, to jocularly infer that his invention, if
he continned to use it so freely, would require
sharpening. Henee, to ‘win the whetstone,” was
equivalent to being proclaimed the greatest liar
in the company.

Annexed is a cut representing & man offering the
whetstone to ‘a pack of knaves, being one of a
series of twenty copper-plates of foreign execution
(probably Dutch or Flemish) without date or name,
but evidently of the time of Charles I, preserved
in the Bridgewater Library, It is thus described in
Mr Payne Collier’s catalogue thereof: ¢Hurling
the whetstone,’ was a phrase apparently equivalent
to ‘throwing the hatchet,’ and the latter is derived
from the tale of a man who was so incredibly
skilful, that he was able to throw a hatchet at a
distant object, and sever it ; perhaps ¢ hurling the
whetstone’ was an exaggeration of a similar kind,
easily connected with the hatchet. Underneath the
preceding engraving are the following lines :—

¢ The whettstone is a knave that all men know,
Yet many on him doe much cost bestowe :
Hee’s us’d almost in every shoppe, but whye?
An edge must needs be set on every lye.

Shakspeare has an illustrative allusion to this
satirical custom, In As You Like It (Act L sc. 2),
the entrance of the fool, Touchstone, 1s greeted by

o

OLD WHETSTONE IN BRITISH MUSEUM.

Celia as a lucky event, ¢ fortune’s work, who, per-
ceiving our mnatural wits too dull to reason, hath
sent this natural* for our whetstone: for always
the dulness of the fool is the whetstone of his

* The old term for a born-fool.
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wits) In Troilus and Cressida (Act V. sc. 2), the
same idea occurs when Thersites satirically alludes
to the duplicity of Cressida in the words:

¢ Now she sharpens ;—well said, whetstone.

Ben Jonson has a more direct allusion to it, when
he makes one of his characters declare of another,
‘he will lie cheaper than any beggar, and londer
than most clocks; for which he is right properly
accommodated to the whetstone, his page!’ thus
branding both master and man as liars by collusion.
A confirmed slanderer, whose allegations were his
own invention, was sometimes publicly exposed
with the whetstone hanging roun(? his neck in the
pillory, or on the stool of repentance. .
The form of the old whetstone differed in some
points from the modern one, as may be seen in our
engraving on the preceding page, from one preserved
in the British Museum. It is snpplied with a loop
for suspension at one end, and thus could be readily
hung to the gi:dle of a bntcher or artisan whose
tools required sharpening, and might be as easily
attached to the neck of any convicted liar.
Boasters, who occupied the time, or exhausted
the patience of the company at a social gathering,
were silenced in France and Germany by having
delivered to them a wooden knife, called coutean
rodomont, and rodomont messer, from the word
rodomontado, applied to a rambling boastful narra-
tive. They were keptat taverns, and placed beside
the Eresident of the table, and he stopped the
troublesome speaker by ringing the beﬁ in the

ST STATRILA,
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Saints Nabor and Felix, martyrs, about 304
John Gualbert, abbot, 1073.

St

Born.—Caius Julius Cesar, 100 . c.
Died.—Desiderius Erasmus, scholar, 1536, Basel ;

General St Ruth, killed at Aghrim, Ireland, 1691 ; Titus |

Oates, 1704 ; Christian G. Heyne (illustrator of ancient
writings), 1814, Gottingen ; Dr John Jamieson (Scottish
Dictionary), 1838, Edinburgh ; Mrs Tonna (‘Charlotte
Elizabeth ’;, controversial writer, 1846 ; Horace Smith,
novelist, comic poet, 1849 ; Robert Stevenson, engineer of
Bell Rock light-house, &c., 1850,

MRS TONNA.

It is quite possible to be an author and have
one’s books sold by thonsands, and get only attain
a limited and sectional fame. Such was Mrs
Tonna's case. We remember overhearing a con-
versation between a young lady and a gentleman
of almost encyclopedic information, in which a
book by Charlotte Elizabeth was mentioned.
¢Charlotte Elizabeth!’ exclaimed he; ¢who is
Charlotte Elizabeth 2’ ¢Don’t you know Charlotte
Elizabeth ?’ rejoined she ; ¢the writer of so many
very nice books! She was amazed at his ignorance,
and probably estimated his acquirements at a much
lower rate afterwards.
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blade, or blowing a whistle concealed in the
handle of the knife, and then delivering it into the
hands of the offender to guard until a greater
boaster was fonnd ; this ceremony being greeted
by peals of langhter, and words of mockery. Our
engraving depicts one of these curious carving-
knives, made at Nuremberg in the early part of
the sixteenth century, bearing upon the bell the
arms of the emperor, and on the blade descriptive
verses from the pen of the renowned cobbler-poet,
Hans Sachs. T})xe rhymes are of the homeliest
description, and allnde as well to the folly as the
immorality of falsehood. The utility of the imple-
ment is enforced in a couplet which runs along the
back of the blade, and may be thus translated :

¢ Though made from wood, this knife is good,

To cut short tales from the lying brood.’

This knife was probably made abont 1550. Sachs
was born in 1494, and lived till 1576; he wrote
abundantly, and on all subjects, in the carly part
of his century, and reckons his works in 1561 at
¢ a sum-total of six thousand and forty-eight pieces,
great and small” During the whole of his life he
continued to work at his trade, althongh he found
leisure enough to spin ont a greater mass of rhyme
than was ever produced by one man, if Lope de
Vega, the Spamard, be excepted. Very many of
Sachs poems were called forth by temporary cir-
cumstances ; several are satirical ; and those which
he levelled at the Chnrch of Rome, from the
fopularity of their style, did much in aid of the

Reformation.

BN
St
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¢ Charlotte Elizabeth,’ Miss Browne, Mrs Pelhan,
finally Mrs Tonna, was the danghter of the rector
of St Giles, Norwich, and was born in that city
on the 1st of October 1790. As soon as she could
read she became an indiscriminate devourer of
books, and when yet a child, once read herself
blind for aseason. Her favourite volume was Fox's
Martyrs, and its spirit may be said to have become
her spirit. Shortly after her father's death, she
entered into an unhappy marriage with one Captain
Pelhan, whose regiment slie accompanied to Canada
for three years. On her return, she settled on her
husband’s estate in Kilkenny, and mingling with
the peasantry, she came to the conclusion that all
their miseries sprang ont of their religion. She
thereon commenced to write tracts and tales illus-
trative of that conviction, which attracted the
notice and favour of the Orange party, with whom
she cordially identified herself. As her writings
became remunerative, her husband laid claim to
the proceeds, and to preserve them from seques-
tration, she assumed the name of ¢Charlotte
Elizabeth’ Her life henceforward is merely a tale
of lmceasin%1 literary activity. Having become
totally deaf, her days were spent between her desk
and her garden. In the editorship of magazines,
| and in a host of publications, she advocated her
| religious and Protestant principles with a fervour
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which it would not be unjust to designate as,
occasionally at least, fanatical. In 1837, Captain
Pelhan died, and in 1841 she formed a happier
union with Mr Tonna, which terminated with her
death at Ramsgate on the 12th of July 1846.
Mrs Tonna had a handsome countenance and in
its radiance of intelligence and kindliness, a
stranger would never imagine that he was in the
presence of one whose religion and politics, theo-
retically, were those of the gays of Elizabeth rather
than of Victoria, and who was capable of saying
in all earnestness, as she once did say to a young
Protestant Irish lady of our acquaintance, on their
being introduced to each other, ¢Well, my dear, I
hope you hate the Paapists !’

THE FEMALE HEAD-DRESSES OF 1776.

On the 12th of July 1776, Samuel Foote appeared
at the Haymarket theatre in the character of Lady
Pentweazle, wearing one of the enormous female
head-dresses which were then fashionable—not
meaning, probably, anything so serious as the
reform of an absurdity, but only fo raise a laugh,
and bring an audience to his play-house. The
dress is stated to have been stuck full of feathers
of an extravagant size ; it extended a yard wide ;
and the whole fabric of feathers, hair, and wool
dropped off his head as he left the stage. King
George and Queen Charlotte, who were present,

A FEMALE HEAD-DRESS OF 1776.

laughed heartily at the exhibition; aud her
majesty, wearing an elegant and becoming head-
dress, supplied a very fitting rebuke to the
absurdity which the actor had thus satirised.
There are numerous representations to he mect
with in books of fashions, and descriptions in
books of various kinds, of the head-dress of that
eriod. Sometimes it was remarkable simply for
its enormous height ; a lofty pad or cushion gc'
placed on the top of the head, and the hair comll)gﬁ
up over it, and slightly confined in some way at
the top. Frequently, however, this tower was
bedizened in a most extravagant manner, necessarily
causing it to be broad as W:ﬁ as high, and rendering

the whole fabric a mass of absurdity. It was a
mountain of wool, hair, powder, lawn, muslin, net,
lace, gauze, ribbon, flowers, feathers, and wire.
Sometimes these varied materials were built up,
tier after tier, like the successive stages of a
?aﬁfd& The London Magaxine, in satirizing the
ashions of 1777, said :

¢ Give Chloe a bushel of horse-hair and wool,

Of paste and pomatum a pound,

Ten yards of gay ribbon to deck her sweet skull,
And gauze to encompass it round.

Of all the bright colours the rainhow displays,
Be those ribbons which hang on the head ;

Be her flounces adapted to make the folks gaze,
And about the whole work be they spread ;

Let her flaps fly behiad for a yard at the least,
Let her curls meet just under her chin;

Let these curls he supported, to keep up the jest,
With an hundred instead of one pin.’

The New Bath Guide, which hits off the follies of
that period with a good deal of sarcastic humour,
attacked the ladies’ head-dresses in a somewhat
similar strain :

A cap like a hat
(Which was once a cravat)

Part gracefully plaited and pin’d is,
Part stuck upon gauze,
Resembles macaws

And all the fine birds of the Indies,

But ahove all the rest,
A bold Amazon’s crest
Waves nodding from shoulder to shoulder ;
At once to surprise
And to ravish all eyes
To frighten and charm the heholder.

In short, head and feather,
And wig altogether,
With wonder and joy would delight ye;
Like the picture I’ve seen
Of th’ adorable queen
Of the beautiful bless’d Otaheite.

Yet Miss at the Rooms *
Must beware of her plumes,
For if Vulcan her feather embraces,
Like poor Lady Laycock,
She 'd burn like a haycock,
And roast all the Loves and the Graces.’

The last stanza refers to an incideut in which a
lady’s monstrous head-dress caught fire, leading to
calamitous results.

BELL LEGENDS,

Church-bells are beginning to awake a regard
that has long slumbered. They have been deemed,
too, recently, fit memorial of the mighty dead.
Turrets, whose echoes have repeated but few foot-
falls for a century, have been 1ntrepidly ascended,
and their clanging tenants diligently scanned for
word or sign to tell their story. Country clergy-
men, shewing the lions of their parishes to archeeo-
logical excursionists, have thought themselves
happy in the choice of church-hells as the subject
of tﬁe address expected of them. And it will be
felt that some of the magic of the International

* The Pump-rooms at Bath, a place of great resort for
fashionables, e




BELL LEGENDS.

THE BOOK OF DAYS.

BELL LEGENDS.

Exhibition was due to the tumultuons reverber-
ations of the deep, filling, quivering tones of the
many bells.

In monkish medieval times, church-bells enjoyed
peeuliar esteem. They were treated in great
measure as voices, and were inscribed with Latin
cjaculations and prayers, such as—Hail, Mary, full
of grace, pr:;y for us; St Peter, pray for us; St
Paul, pray for us; St Katharine, pray for us;
Jesns of Nazareth, have mercy upon us; their
tones, swung out into the air, would, ecstatically,
appear to give utterence to the supplication with
which they were inscribed. A bell in St Michael’s
church, Alnwick, says, in gunaint letters on a belt
that is diapered with studs, ‘A'rehangel Michael,
come to the help of the people of God.” A bell at
Compton Basset, which has two shields upon it,
each bearing a chevron between three trefoils, says,
¢Blessed be the name of the Lord’ Many bells
are found to have identical inscriptions; there is,
however, great variety, and further search would
bring mucirmore to light.

In those old times, pious queens and gentle-
women threw into the mass OP metal . that was to
be cast into a bell their gold and silver ornaments ;
and a feeling of reverence for the interceding voices
was common to gentle and simple. At Sudeley
Castle, in the chapel, there is a bell, dated 1573,
that tells us of the concern which the gentle dames
of the olden time would take in this manufacture,
It says, ¢St George, pray for us, The Ladie Doratie
Chandos, Widdowe, made this” They were some-
times cast in monasteries under the superintend-
ence of ecclesiasties of rank. It is wrtten that
Sir William Corvehill, ¢priest of the service of
our Lad?’,’ was a ‘good bell-founder and maker of
frames ;° and on a bell at Sealton, in Yorkshire,
we may read that it was made by John, archbishO})
of Grat. One of the ancient windows on the north
side of the nave of York minster is filled with
stained-glass, which is divided Into subjects repre-
senting the various processes of bell-casting, bell-
cleaning, and bell-tuning, and has for a border a
series of bells, one below another; proving that the
associations with which Dbells were regarded ren-
dered them both ecclesiastical and pictorial in the
eyes of the artists of old.

The inscriptions on ancient bells were generally
placed immediately below the haunch or shoulder,
although they are sometimes found nearer the
sound bow. The legends are, with few exceptions,

receded by crosses. Coats of arms are also of
requent ocenrrence, probably indicating the donors.
The tones of ancient bells are incomparably richer
and softer, more duleet, mellow, and sufficing to
the ear thau those of the present iron age.

King Henry VIIL, bowever, looked upon church-
bells only as so much metal that could be melted
down and sold. Hence, in the general destruction
and distribution of church-property in his reign,
countless bells disappeared, to be sold as mere metal.
Many curious coincidences attended this wholesale
appropriation. Ships attempting to carry bells
across the scas, foundered in several havens, as at
Lynn, and at Yarmouth; and, fourteen of the
Jersey bells being wrecked at the entrance of the
harbour of St Malo, a saying arose to the effect,
that when the wind blows the drowned bells are
ringing. A certain bishop of Bangor, too, who sold the
bells of his cathedral, was stricken with blindness
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when he went to see them shipped; and Sir
Miles Partridge, who won the Jesus bells of St
Paul’s, London, from King Henry, -at dice, was,
not long afterwards hanged on Tower Hill. Not-
withstanding the regal and archiepiscopal disregard
of bells, tﬁey did not, altogether, pass from
popular esteem. Within the last half century,
at Brenckburne, in Northumberland, old people
Eointed out a trec bencath which, they had

cen told when they were young, a treasure was
buried. And when this treasure was sought and
found, it turned out to be nothing more than
fragments of the bell of the ruined priory church
close by. Tradition recounts that a foraging-party
of moss-trooping Scots once songht far and near for
this secluded priory, counting upon the contents of
the larders of the canons. But not a sign or a track
revealed its position, for it stands in a cleft between
the wooded banks of the Coguet, and is invisible
from the high lands around. The enraged and
hungry marauders—says the legend—had given up
the search in despair, and were cieaving the locality,
when the monks, believing their danger past,
bethought themselves to offer up thanksgivings for
their escape. Unfortunately, the sound of the
bell, rung to call them to this ceremony, reached
the ears of the receding Scots in the forest ahove,
and made known to them the situation of the
priory. They retraced their steps, pillaged it, and
then set it on fire.

After the Reformation, the inscriptions on bells
were addressed to man, not to Heaven; and
were rendered in English. There is an exception
to this rule, however, at Sherborne, where there is
a fire-hell, 1652, addressed conjointly to Heaven
and man: ¢ Lord, quench this furions flame ; Arise,
run, help, put out the same.” Many of the legends
on seventeenth-century bells reflect the quaint
times of George Herbert :

¢ When I ring, God’s prayses sing;
‘When 1 toule, pray heart and soule;’

and, ¢ O man be meeke, and lyve in rest ; ¢Geve
thanks to God ;’

‘I, sweetly tolling, men do ecall
To taste on meate that feeds the soule,’

are specimens of this period. More vulgar senti-
ments subsequently found place. I am the first,
although but small, I will be heard above you all,’
say many bells coarsely. A bell at Alvechurch
says still more uncouthly, ¢If you would know
when we was run, it was March the twenty-second
1701” “God save the queen,’ oceurs on an Eliza-
bethan bell at Bury, Sussex, bearing date 1599 ;
and on several others of the yeign of Queen Anne,
in Devonshire, and on one in Magdalen College,
Oxford. ¢God save our king,’ is found first written
on a bell at Stanford-upon-Soar, at the date of the
accession of James I, 1603; it is of frequent
occmrrence on later bells ; and the same sentiment
is found ({)roduced in other forms, one of which is
¢Feare God and honmer the king, for obedience is
a vertuous thing.’

We have one bell that is dedicated to a particular
service. It is the great bell of St Paul's, London,
which is only tolled on the death of sovereigns,
The ordinary passing bell, now commonly called
the dead-bell, used to be rung when the dying
person was receiving the sacrament, so that those
who wished to do so could pray for him at this
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monent ; but it is now only rung after death,
gimply to inform the neighbourhood of the fact.
In the same way the sanctus-bell used to be rung
in the performanee of mass, when the priest came
to the words ‘Sanete, Sancte, Sancte, Deus Sabaoth,’
so that those persons unable to attend, might yet
be able to bow down and worship at this particular
moment. For” this reason, the bell was always
placed in a position where it might be heard
as far as possible. In the gables of the chancel
arches of ancient churches, arc scen small square
apertures, whose use few people can divine. It
was through these that the ringers watched the
services below, so as to be able to ring at the
right time.
he great bell of Bow owes its reputation to the

nursery legend of ‘Oranges and lemons, said the bells
of St Clement’s ;’ not to any superior characteristics,
for it is exceeded in size and weight by many
others. English bells, gencrally, are smaller than
those of foreign countries ; perhaps for the reason
that scientific ringing is not praetised abroad ; and
all effect must be prodnced by the bells themselves,
not by the mode 1 which they are handled. The
more polite the nation, it is argued, the smaller
their bells. The Italians have few bells, and those
that they have are small. The Flemish and Ger-
mans, on the other hand, have great numbers of
large bells. The Chinese once boasted of possessing
the largest bells in the world ; but Russia has
since borne off the palm, or in others, carried awa
the bell, by hanging one in Moscow Cathedral,
measuring 19 feet in height, and 63 feet 11
inches round the rim. By the side of these pro-

ortions our Big Bens and Big Toms are

iminutive. The great bell of St Paul’s is but 9
feet in diameter, and weighs but 12,000 Ibs. The
largest Lell in Exeter Cathedral weighs 17,470 1bs, ;
the famous Bow Bell but 5800 1bs. York, Glou-
ecester, Canterbury, Lincoln, and Oxford, can also
eclipse our familiar friend.

France possesses a few ancient bells; some of
them are ornamented with small bas-relievos of the
Crucifixion, of the descent from the Cross, fleurs-
de-lis, seals of abbeys and donors ; and others have
inscriptions of the samme character as our own, each
letter being raised on a small tablet more or less
decorated. There was a bell in the abbey-church
of Moissac (unfortunately recast in 1845), which
was of a very rare and early date. An inscription
on it, preceded by a cross, read, Salve Regina miseri-
cordie. Between the two last words was a bas-
relief of the Virgin, and after them three seals ;
then followed a line in much smaller charaeters,
¢ Anno Domini millesimo ec® LXX. tercio Gofridus
me fecit et soelos meos. Paulus vocor! French
bells were sometimes the gifts of kings and abbots;
and were iu every way held in as great esteem as
those of our own country. In the accounts of the
building of Troyes Cathedral, there is mention of
two men coming to cast the bells, and of the canons
visiting them at their work and stimulating them
to perf%rm it well, by harangues and by chanting
the Te Deum. The canons finally assisted at the
consecration of the bells.

Bells have their literature as well as legends.
Their histories are written in many russet-coloured
volumes, in Latin, in Freneh, and in Italiau, These

have been published in different parts of Europe, in

Paris, in Leipsic, in Geneva, in Rome, in Frankfort,
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in Pisa, in Dresden, in Naples, in the fiftcenth,
sixteenth, seventeenth, and eightecnth centuries.
They take the forms of dissertations, treatises,
descriptions, and mnotes. Early English writers
confined themselves more especially to elucidatin
the art of ringing in essays bewilderingly technimf
The names of the different permutations read like
the reverie of a lunatic—single bob, plain bob,
grandsire bob, single bob minor, grandsire treble,
ob major, caters, bob’ royal, and bob maximus;
and the names of the parts of a bell are quite as
puzzling to the uninitiated. There are the canons,
called also anse, the haunch, otherwise cerebrum
vel caput, the waist, latus, the sound-bow, the mouth,
or labium, the brim, and the clapper. There is
a manuseript in the British Museum of the ¢ Orders
of the Company of ringers in Cheapside, 1603, the
year of Queen Elizabeth’s death. And a work
published in 1684, the last year of the reign of
Charles IL, called The School of Recreation, or
Gentlemaw's Tutor, gives ringing as one of the
exercises in vogue. There are, besides these, True
Guides for Ringers, and Plain Hints for Ringers, a
poem in praise of ringing, written in 1761, by the
author of Shrubs of Parnassus, and other curious
tracts of no value beyond their quaintness. Schiller
has sung the song of the bell in vigorous verse ;
and in our own day the subject has received much
literary care at the hands of more than one country
clergyman.

There is another bell legend to be told. On the
eve of the feast of Corpus Christi, to this day, the
choristers of Durham Cathedral ascend the tower,
and in their fluttering white robes sing the Te
Deum, This ceremony is in commemoration of
the miraculous extinguishing of a conflagration on
that night, A.p. 1429. The monks were at midnight
prayer when the belfry was struck by lightning
and set on fire ; but though the flames raged all
that night and till the middle of the mext day,
the tower esca&)cd serious damage and the bells
were uninjured—an escape that was imputed to
the special interference of the incorruptible St
Cuthbert, enshrined in the cathedral. These bells,
thus spared, are not those that now reverberate
among the house-tops on the steep banks of the
Wear. The registry of the church of St Mary
le Bow, Durham, tells of the burial of Thomas
Bartlet, February 3, 1632, and adds, ¢this man
did lcast the abbey bells the summer before he
dyed.

The great bell in Glasgow Cathedral, tells its
own history, mournfully, in the following inserip-
tion: ‘In the year of grace, 1583, Marcus Knox,
a merchant in Glasgow, zealous for the interest of
the Reformed Religion, eaused me to be fabricated
in Holland, for the use of his fellow-citizens of
Glasgow, and placed me with solemnity in the
Tower of their Cathedral. My function was
announced by the impress on my bosom: Mg
AUDITO, VENIAS, DOCTRINAM BANCTAM UT DISCAS,
and I was taught to proclaim the hours of unheeded
time. One hundred and ninety-five years had L
sounded these awful warnings, when I was broken
by the hands of inconsiderate and unskilful men.
In the year 1790, I was east into the furnace,
refounded at London, and returned to my sacred
vocation. Reader! thou also shalt know a resur-
rection ; may it be to eternal life! Thomas Mecars
fecit, London, 1790,
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SIGNALS FOR SERVANTS.

The history of the invention and improvement
of the man.i!i%ld appliances for comfort and con-
venience in a mogem house of the better class,
would not only be very curious and instructive,
but would also teach us to be grateful for much
that has become cheap to our use, though it would
have been troublesome and costly to our ancestors,
and looked on by them as Juxurious. We turn a
tap, and pure water flows from a distant river into
our dressing-room ; we turn another, and gas for
lighting or“firing is at our immediate command.
We pull a handle in one apartment, and the bell
rings in a far-distant onc. We can even, by
directing our mouth to a small opening beside the
parlour ﬁrcPlace, gend a whisper along a tube to
the servants’ hall or kitchen, and thus obtain what
we want still more readily. We can now scarcchy
appreciate the time and trouble thussaved. Hand-
bells or whistles were the only signals used in a
house a century and a half ago. In an old comedy
of the reign of Charles II, the company supposed
to be assembled at a country-house of the better
class, arc summoned to dinner by the cook knock-
ing on the dresser with a rolling-pin! It was
usual to call servants by ringing hand-bells ; which,
thus becoming table-ornaments, were frequently
enriched by chasing. Walpole possessed a very
fine one, which he believed to be the work of
Cellini, and made for Pope Clement VIL* e also
had a pair of very curious silver owls, scated on
perches formed into whistles, which were blown
when servants were wanted. They were curious
and quaint speeimens of the workmanship of the
early part of the seventeenth century ; and one of
them is here engraved for the first time, from a

gketch made during the celebrated sale at Straw-
berry Hill in 1842, It may be worth noting, as a
curious instance of the value attached by con-
noisseurs to rare curiosities, that these owls were

* See cut of this article at p. 324, vol. i.

bought at prices considerably above their weight
in gold ; and the taste for collectim%1 has so much
increased, that there is little doubt they would now
realise even higher prices.

—_—
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St Anacletus, martyr, 2d century. St Eugenius, bishop
of Carthage, and his companions, martyrs, 505, St
Turiaf, Turiave or Thivisian, bishop of Dol, in Brittany,
about 749.

Festibul of the IWirucles,

This day (July 13), if Sunday, or the first Sunday
after the 13th, begins the festival of the Miracles
at Brussels, which lasts for fiftecn days. The first
day, Sunday, however, is the irand day of celebra-
tion ; for on this takes place the public procession
of the Holy Sacrament of the MIi)raclcs. We had
an opportunity of witnessing this locally celebrated
affair on Sunday, July 15, 1860, and next day
Erocured from one of the ecclesiastical officialg a

istorical account of the festival, of which we offer
an abridgment.

In the year 1369, there lived at Enghein, in
Hainault, a rich Jew, named Jonathan, who, for
purposes of profanation, desired to proeure some
consecrated wafers. In this object lie was assisted
by another Jew, named Jean de Louvain, who
resided in Brussels,and had hypocritically renounced
Judaism. Jean was poor, and 1n the hope of reward
gladly undextook to steal some of the wafers from
one of the churches. After examination, he found
that the church of St Catherine, at Brussels, offered
the best opportunity for the theft. (faining access
by a window on a dark night in October, he secured
and carried off the pix containing the consecrated
wafers ; and the whole werc handed to Jonathan,
who gave his appointed reward. Jonathan did
not long survive this act of sacrilege. He was
assassinated in his garden, and his murderers
remained unknown. After his death, his widow
save the pix, with the wafers, to a body of Jews in

russels, who, in hatred of Christianity, were
anxious to do the utmost indignity to the wafers,
The day they selected for the purpose was Good
Friday, 1370. On that day, mecting in their syna-
gogue, they spread the loly wafers, sixteen in
number, on a table, and with horrid imprecations
proceeded to stab them with poniards. To their
amazement, the wounded wafers spouted out blood,
and in consternation they fled from the spot!
Anxious to rid themselves of objects on which so
very extraordinary a miracle had been wrought,
these wicked Jews enga?ged a woman, named
Catherine, to carry the wafers to Cologne, though
what she was to do with them there is not men-
tioned. Catherine fulfilled her engagement, but
with an oppressed conscience she, on her return,
went and revealed all to the rector of the parish
church. The Jews concerned in the saerilege were
forthwith brought to justice. They were con-
demned to be burned, and their execution took
place May 22, 1370. Threc of the wafers were
restored to the clergy of St Guduli, where they
have ever since remained as objects of extreme
veneration. On several occasions they have done
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good service to the inhabitants of Brussels, in the
way of stopping epidemics. On being appealed to
by a solemn procession in 1529, a grievous epidemic
at,once ceased. From 1579 to 1585, during certain
political troubles in the Netherlands, there were
no processions in their honour; and they were
simii)arly neglected for some years after the great
revolution o% 1789—92. But since Sunday, Jul
14, 1804, the annual procession has been resumed,
and the three wafers shewing the miraculous marks
of blood, have been exposed to the adoration of
the faithful in the church of St Guduli. It is
added in the authoritative account, that certain
indnlgences are granted by order of Pius VL to
all who take part in the procession, and repeat
daily throughout the year, praises and thanks for
the most holy sacrament of the Miracles. In the
openings of the pillars along both sides of the choir
of St ﬁuduh', 18 suspended a series of Gobelin
tapestries, vividly representing the chief incidents
in the history of the Miracles, including the scene
of stabbing the wafers.

Born.—Regnier de Graaf, 1641, Schoenkaven, in
Holland'; Richard Cumberland, bishop of Peterborough,
1632,

Died.—Pope John 1IL, 573; Emperor Henry II.,
1024; Du Guesclin, constable of France, illustrious
warrior, 1380, Chdteaunenf-Randon ; Sir William
Berkley, 1677, Twickenham ; Richard Cromwell, ex-
Protector of the three kingdoms, 1712, Cheshunt ; Elijah
Fenton, poet, 1730, Easthampstead ; Bishop John Cony-
beare, 1758, Bristol; Dr James Bradley, astronomer,
1762 ; Jean Paul Marat, French Revolutionary leader
and writer, 1793, Paris; Rev. John Lingard, author of a
History of England, 1851, Hornby, near Lancaster.

BERTRAND DU GUESCLIN.

This flower of French chivalry was of a noble
but poor family in Brittany. ¢Never was there so
bad a boy in the world,’ said his mother, ‘he is
always wounded, his face disfigured, fighting or
being fought; his father and I wish he were
peaceably underground.” All the masters engaged
to teach him, gave up the task in despair, and to
the end of his life he could neither read nor write,
A tournay was held one day at Rennes, to which
his father weut; his son, then about fourteen,
secretly followed him, riding on a miserable pony :
the first knight who retired from the lists found
the young hero in his hostelry, who, throwing
himself at his knees, besought him to lend him
his horse and arms. The request was granted,
and Du Guesclin, preparing in all haste, flew to
the combat, and overthrew fifteen adversaries with
such address and good grace as to surprise all the
spectators. His father presented himself to run a
course with him, but Bertrand threw down his
lance. When persnaded to raise his visor, the
paternal joy knew no bounds; he kissed him
tenderly, and henceforward took every means to
insure his advancement.

His first campaign with the French army was
made in 1359, w}l)lere he gave full proof of his rare
valour, and from that time he was the much-feared
enemy of the English army, until taken prisoner
by the Black Prince at the battle of Navarete, in
Spain, in 1367. In spite of the repeated entreaties
OF both French and English nobles, the prince
kept him more than a year at Bordeaux, until it

was whispered that he feared his rival too much
to set him free. Hearing this, Edward sent for
Du Guesclin and said : ‘Messire Bertrand, they
retend that I dare not give yon your liberty,
Eecause I am afraid of you”" ¢There are those who
say so,’ replied the knight, ‘and I feel myself much
honoured by it The prince coloured, and desired
him to name his own ransom. ‘A hundred thousand
florins,’ was the reply. ¢But where can you get
80 much money?” ¢The king of France and Castile,
the pope, and the Duke of Anjou will lend it to
me, and were I in my own country, the women
would earn it with their distaffs’ AIl were
charmed with his frankness, and the Princess of
Wales invited him to dinner, and offered to pay
twenty thousand francs towards the ransom. Dn
Guesclin, kneeling before her, said : ¢ Madame, I
believed myself to be the ugliest knight in the
world, but now I need not be so displeased with
myself’ Many of the English forced their purses
on him, and he set off to raise the sum ; but on
the way he gave with such profusion to the soldiers
he met that all disappeared. On reaching home,
he asked his wife for a hundred thousand francs
he had left with her, but she also had disposed of
them to needy soldiers ; this her husband approved
of, and retum.in§ to the Duke of Anjou and the
Eope, he received from them forty thousand francs
ut on his way to Bordeaux these were all dispose(i
of, and the Prince of Wales asking if he had
brought the ransom, he carelessly replied: ¢That
he had not a doubloon” ¢You do the magnificent!’
said the prince. ¢You give to everybody, and have
not what will support yourself ; you must go back
to prison” Du Guesclin withdrew, but at the same
time a gentleman arrived from the Fremch king
prepared to pay the sum required. He was raised
to the hi%}‘l:st post in the kingdom, that of Conné-
table de France, in 1370, amidst the acclamations
and joy of the whole nation ; yet, strange to say,
after all his services, he lost the confidence of
the king a few years after, who listened to his
traducers, and wrote a letter most offensive to the
hero’s fidelity. Du Guesclin immediately sent
back the sword belonging to his office of
Connétable ; but the cry of the whole nation
was in his favour. The superiority of his military
talents, his gencrosity and modesty had extinguished
the feelings of jealousy which his promotion might
have created. Charles acknowledged that he had
been deceived, and sent the Dukes of Anjou and
Bourbon to restore the sword, and appoint himn
to the command of the army in Auvergne, where
his old enemies the English were pillaging. He
besieged the castle of Randan, and was there
attacked with mortal disease, which he met with
the intrepid firmness which characterised him, and
with the sincere piety of a Christian. At the news
of his death, the camp resounded with groans, his
enemies even paying homage to his memory ; for
they had promised to surrender on a certain day if
not relieved, and the commander marched out,
followed by his garrison, and kneeling beside the
bier, laid the keys upon it. i
The king ordered him to be buried at St Denis,
at the foot of the mausoleum prepared for himself,
The funeral cortége passed through France amidst
the lamentations of the people, followed by the
rinces of the blood, and crowds of the nobility.
his modest epitaph was placed on his grave: ¢Ici
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ist noble homme, Messire Bertrand du Guesclin,

omte de Longueville et Connétable de France,

ui trépassa an Chastel neuf de Randan le 13me
?f our de Juillet 1380. Priez Dieu pour lui’

A very rare phenomenon was seen after his
death—the chief place in the state was vacant, and
no one would take it. The king offered it to the
Sire de Couci ; he excused himself, recommending
Du Gueselin’s brother-in-arms, De Clisson ; but he
and Sancerre both declared that after the grand
deeds that had been wrought, they could not satisfy
the king, and it was only filled up at the beginning
of the following reign by Clisson accepting the
dignity.

RICHARD CROMWELL.

This day, 1712, died Richard Cromwell, eldest
son of Oliver, and who, for a short time after his
father (between September 3, 1658, and May 25,
1659), was acknowledged Protector of these realms.
He had lived in peaceful obscurity for fifty-three
years after giving up the government, and was
ninety when he died. The ex-Protector, Richard,
has usually been spoken of lightly for resigning
without any decisive effort to maintain himself in

his place ; but, perhaps, it is rather to the credit of
his good sense, that he retired as he did, for the
spirit in which the restoration of Charles IL was
soon after effected, may be regarded as tolerable
proof that any obstinate attempt to keep up the
Cromwellian rule, would have been attended with

eat hazard. While it never has been, and cannot

e, pretended that Richard was aught of a great
man, one cannot but admit that his perfect nega-
tiveness after the Restoration, had in 1t something
of dignity. That he eould scarcely ever be induced
to speak of politics, was fitting in one who had
been at the summit of state, and found all vanity
and instability. There was, moreover, a profound
humour under his external negativeness, His
conduct in respeet of the addresses which had eome
to him during his short rule, was not that of a
common-place character. When obliged to leave
Whitehall, he carried these documents with him
in a large hair-covered trunk, of which he requested
his servants to take particular care.

¢Why so much care of an old trunk ?’ inquired
some one ; ¢ what on earth is in it ?’

‘Nothing less) quoth Richard, ¢than the lives
and fortunes of all the good people of England.’

Long after, he kept up the same joke, and ¢ven

RICHARD CROMWELL.

made it a standing subject of mirth among his
friends. Two new neighbours, being introduced
to his house, were very hospitably entertained in
the usual manner, along with some others, till the
company having become merry, Richard started up
with a candle in his hand, desiring all the rest to
follow him. The party proceeded with bottles and
glasses in hand, to the garret, where, somewhat to
the surprise of the new guests, who alone were
uninitiated, the ex-Protector pulled out an old
hairy trunk to the middle of the floor, and seating
himself on it, proposed as a toast, ¢ Prosperity to
Old England’ Each man in succession seated
himself on the trunk, and drank the toast ; one of
the new guests coming last, to whom Mr Cromwell
calleélzout: “Now, sit light, for you have the lives

and fortunes of all the good people of England
under you! Finally, he explained the freak by
taking out the addresses, and reading some of them,
amidst the langhter of the company.

SUPERSTITIONS, SAYINGS, &C., CONCERNING
DEATH.

If a grave is open on Sunday, there will be another
dug in the week.

This I believe to be a very narrowly limited super-
stition, as Sunday is generally a favourite day for
funerals among the poor. I have, however, met with
it in one parish, where Sunday funerals are the exeep-
tion, and I recolleet one instance in partieular. A
woman coming down from church, and observing an
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open grave, remarked: ¢Ah, there will be some-
body else wanting a grave before the week is out !’
Strangely enough (the iopu]a.tion of the place was
then under a thousand), her words came true, and the
grave was dug for Aer.

If a corpse does not stiffen after death, or if the
rigor mortis disappears before burial, it is a sign that
there will be a death in the family before the end of
the year.

In the case of a child of my own, every jeint of the
corpse was as flexible as in life. I was perplexed at
this, thinking that perhaps the little fellow might,
after all, be in a trance. 'While I was considering the
matter, I perceived a bystander loeking very grave,
and evidently having something on her mind. On
asking her what she wished to say, I received for
answer that, though she did not put any faith in it
herself, yet people did say that such a thing was the
sign of another death in the family within the twelve-
month. .

If every remmant of Christmas decoration is not
cleared out of church befere Candlemas-day (the
Purification, Febrnary 2), there will be a death that
{ear in the family occupying the pew where a leaf or

erry is left.

An old lady (now dead) whem I knew, was so
persuaded of the truth of this superstition, that she
would not be contented to leave the clearing of her

w to the constituted autherities, but used to send

her servant en Candlemas-eve to see that her own
seat at anyrate was theroughly freed from danger.

Fires and candles alse afford presages of death.
Coffins flying out of the former, and winding-sheets
guttering doewn from the latter. A winding-sheet is
produced from a candle, if, after it has guttered, the
strip, which has run dewn, instead of being abserbed
into the general tallow, remains nnmelted : if, under
these circumstances, it curls over away from the
flame, it is a presage of death te the person in whese
direction it peints.

Coffing out of the fire are hellow oblong cinders
spirted from it,and are a sign of a coming death in the
family. I have seen cinders, which have flown out of
the fire, picked up and examined to see what they
presaged ; for coffing are not the only things that are
thus preduced. If the cinder, instead of being oblong,
is oval, it is a cradle, and predicts the advent of a
baby ; while, if it is round, 1t is a purse, and means
prosperity.

The howling of a deg at night under the window of
a sick-room, 18 looked upon as a warning of deatl’s
being near.

Perhaps there may be some truth in this netion.
Everybody knows the peculiar edenr which frequently
precedes death, and it is possible that the acute nose
of the dog may perceive thig, and that it may render
him uneasy: hut the same can hardly be alleged in
favour of the notion, that the screech of an ewl flying
past signifies the same, for, if the owl did scent death,
and was in hopes of prey, it is net likely that it would
screech, and so give notice of it3 presence.

Suffolk. C.W. J.

THE HOT WEDNESDAY OF 1808.

Farmers, and others engaged in outdeor pursuits,
men of science, and others engaged in ohservations on
meteorological phcnemena, have much reason to
doubt whether the reperted temperatures of past
years are worthy of reliance. In looking through the
old journals and magazines, degrees of winter cold
and summer heat are found recorded, which, to say
the best of it, need to be received with much caution ;
seeing that the sources of fallacy were numercus.
There was one particular Wednesday in 1808, for
ingtance, which was marked by =o high a temperature,

as to obtain for itself the name of the ‘Hot Wednes-
day ;’ there is no doubt the heat was great, even if
its degree were overstated. At Hayes, in Middle-
sex, two thermometers, the one made by Ramsden,
and the other by Cary, were cbserved at noon, and
were found to record 90° F. in the shade. Men of
middle age at that time, called to mind the ¢ Hot
Tuesday’ of 1790, which, however, was several
degrecs below the temperature of this particular
Wednesday. Remembering that the average heat,
winter and summer, of the West Indies, is about 82°,
it is not surpriging that men fainted, and horses and
other animals died under the pressure of a temperature
sc unusual in England as 8 above this ameunt. In
the shade, at an epen windew leoking into St James’s
Park, a temperature of 94° was ebserved. In a shop-
windew, en the shady side ef the Strand, a therino-
meter marked 101°; but this was under the influence
of conducted and radiant warmth from surrounding
objects. At Gainsborough, in Lincelnshire, two
thermometers, made by Nairne and Blunt respectively,
hanging in the shade with a northern aspect, marked
94° at one o'clock en the day in question. In the
corresponding month of 1825, ohservers were surprised
to find a temperature of 85° marked in the quad-
rangle of the Royal Exehange at four o’clock in the
19th, 864° at one o'clock on the same day, 87° at
Paris, and 91° at Hull; hut all these were below the
indications neticed, or alleged to be noticed, in 1508,
It is now known, however, better than it was in those
days, that numereus precautiens are necessary to the
ohtainment of reliable observations on temperature.
The height from the ground, the nature and state of
the ground, the direction in reference to the points
of the compass, the vicinity of other objects, the
nature of these objects as heat-reflectors, the covered
or uncovered state of the space overhead—all affect
the degree to which the mercury in the tube of
a thermometer will be expanded by heat: cven if
the graduation of the tube be reliable, which is seldom
the case, except in high-priced nstruments. On this
account all the old newspaper statements en such
matters must be received with caution, though there
is no reason to doubt that the Hot Wednesday of }808
was really a very formidable day.

JULY 14.

St Idus, bishop of Ath-Fadha, in Leinster. St Bona-
venture, cardinal and bishop, 1274, St Camillus de
Lellis, confessor, 1614.

Porn.—Cardinal Mazarin, 1602, Pescina, in Abruzzo ;
Sir Robert Strange, engraver, 1721, Orkney ; John
Hunter, eminent surgeon, 1728, Long Calderwood ; Aaron
Arrowswith, publisher of maps, 1750, Winston, Durham ;
John 8. Bowerbank, natnralist, 1797, London.

Died.—Pbilip Augustns of France, 1223, Mantes ; Dr
Villiam Bates, eminent physician, 1699, Hackney ; Dr
Richard Bentley, editor, eentroversialist, 1742, Cam-
bridge; Colin Maclaurin, mathematician, 1746, Zdin-
burgh ; General Laudoln, 1790; Gertner, German
hotanist, 1791 ; Jean Paul Marat, French revelutionist,
assassinated, 1793; Baroness De Stagl Llolstein (née
Anne Necker), 1817, Pasris.

PHILIP AUGUSTUS OF FRANCE.

The name of Philip Augustus is better known
in En§1ish history than those of most of the earlicr
French monarchs, on account of his relations with
the chivalrons Richard Ceur-de-Lion and the
unpopular King John. Philip’s reign was a benefit
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te France, as he laboured successfully to evercome
feudalism, and strengthen and censolidate the
ower of the crown. He came to the throne when

e was only fifteen years of age, and already dis-
played a vigeur of mind which was beyond his
years. One of the earlier acts of his reigm, was
the persecution of the Jews, who, on the charge
of having crucified a Christian child at Easter,
were stripped of their possessions, and banished
from France ; but this was less an act of religious
bigotry, than prebably an expedient for enrichin
Lis treasury. ile King Henry IL of Englan
lived, Philip encouraged the two young English
princes, Geoffrey and Richard, in rebelling against
their father, because he aimed at getting possession
of the English territories in ce; and after
Henry's death, he professed the closest friendship
for Richard, whe succeeded him on the threne, and
joined with him in the third Crusade. This, how-
ever, was the result neither of religious zeal ner
of sincere friendship; for, as is well known to
all readers, he quarrelled with King Richard on
the way to the F?ast, and became his bitter enemy,
and soon abandoned the crusade and returned home.
He was restrained by his ocath, and still more
by the threats of the pope, and by the fear of
incurring the odivm of all Western Europe, from
attacking King Richard’s possessions during his
absence ; but he intrigned against him, incited his
subjects to rebellion, assisted his brother John in
his attempt to usurp his threne, and when Richard
had been seized and imprisened by the emperor
of Austria, he effered money to that meonarch to
induce him to keep him in cenfinement.

By the death ef Richard Ceeur-de-Lion, Philip
was released frem a powerful and dangerous enemy,
and he soon commenced hostilities against his
guccessor, King Jehn, with whom he had previously
been in secret and not very honourable alliance.
The result of this war was, that in 1204, King John
was stripped of his Norman duchy, which was
reunited te the crown of France, and the English
king gained frem his Nerman subjects the derisive
title of Jehan sans Terre, which was Anglicised by
the later English annalists into John Lack-land.
Philip’s plans of aggrandisement in the nerth and
west were no doubt assisted by the absence of the
great barons of the south, who might have embar-
rassed him in anecther crusade, in which they
conquered not Jerusalem, but Constantinople and
Greece. Philip invaded and occupied Brittany,
and other provinces which were under English
influence and rule, while King Jochn made a feeble
and very shert attempt at resistance. These events
were followed hy the terrible crusade against the
heretical Albigeois, which Philip enceuraged, ne
doubt frem motives of crafty policy, and not from
either religious bigotry or attachment to the pope.
Nevertheless, the pope, as is well known, was so
well satisfied with Philip’s conduct in this cause,
that he struck the English natien with the inter-
dict, and nominally deposed King John from his
throne, transferred the crewn of England by his
autherity to the head of Philip Augustus, and
authorised him te go and take possession of it
by force, promising the privilege of crusaders in
this werld and the next te all who should assist
him in this undertaking. This expedition was
retarded by a war with the Count of Flanders,
Whic"lilll led to a coalition between the count, the

emperor of Germany, and the king of England,
against the French king; but the war was ended

vantageously for Phi%i , by his victory in the
battle of Bouvines. Philip now found sufficient
occupation for a while in regulating the internal
affairs of his own country, and in resisting the
rather undisguised aspirations of his subjects for
popular liberty; whill:: his enemy, King John, was
engaged in a fiexcer struggle with his own barons ;
but there had been a change which Philip did not
expect, for the pope, who hated everything like
popular liberty, no soener saw that it was for this
object, in some degree, that the English barons
were fighting, than he altered his pelicy, tock King
John under his protection, and forbade the king
of France to interfere further. Philip had no love
for the ‘pope, and was seldom inclined to submit
to any control upon his own will ; and when the
English barens, in their discouragement, sought
his assistance, and offered the crown of England
to his son, the prince Lonis gifterwards Xing Louis
VIIL of France), he accepted and sent Louis with
an army te England, in defiance of the pope’s
direct prohibition. The death of King John, and
the change of feelings in England which followed
that event, finally put an end to his ambitious
hopes in that direction, The remainder of Philip’s
reign presented no events of any great importance
except the renewal of the war m the south, in
which the first Simon de Montford was slain in
the year 1218. Philip Augustus died at Mantes,
on the 14th of July 1223, at the age of fifty-eight,
leaving the crown of Irance far more pewerful
than he had found it.

Philip’s accession te the throne of France, when
he was only a child, was accempanied by a rather
romantic incident. His father, who, as was then
usnal, was preparing to securc the throne to his
son by crowning him during his lifetime, and who
was residing, in a declining state of health, at
Compiégne, gave the young prince permission to

o to the chase with his huntsmen. They had

ardly entered the forest, befere they found a boar,
and the hunters uncoupled the honnds, and pur-
sued it till they were dispersed in gdifferent
directions among the wildest parts of the woods.
Philip, on a swift horse, followed eagerly the
bear, until his steed slackened its pace throngh
fatigue, and then the young prince found that
he was entirely separated from his companions,
and ignerant of the direction in which he might
hepe to find them. After he had ridden back-
wards and forwards for some time, night set in,
and the prince, left thus alone in the midst ef
a vast and dreary forest, became seriously alarmed.
In this cendition he wandered about for several
hours, until at last, attracted by the appearance of
a light, he perceived at a distance a peasant who
was blowing the fire of a charcoal kiln. Philip
rode up to him, and told him who he was, and the
accident which had happened to him, theugh his
fear was not much ahateg by the cellier's personal
appearance, for he was a large, strong, and rough-
looking man, with a forbidding face, rendered more
ferocious by being blackened with the dust of
his charcoal, and he was armed with a formidable
axe. His behaviour, however, did net accord with
his appearance, for he immediately left his char-
coal, and cenducted the prince safely back to Com-
piegne ; but fear and fatigue threw the child into
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so violent an illness, that it was found necessary to
postpone the coronation more than two months,

MARAT.

The sanguinary fanaticism of the French Revo-
lution has no representative of such odious and
r%Pulsive figure as Marat, the original sclf-styled
‘Friend of the People’ By birth a Swiss, of
Calvinistic parents, he had led a strange skulking
life for five-and-forty years—latterly, a sort of
quack mediciner—when the great natiomal crisis
brought him to the surface as a journalist and
member of the Convention. Less than five feet
high, with a frightful countenance, and maniacal

MARAT.

eﬂg,nhe was shrunk from by most people as men
shrink from a toad ; but he had frantic earnestness,
and hesitated at no violence against the enemies of
liberty, and so he came to possess the entire confi-
dence and affection of the mob of Paris. His
constant cry was for blood ; he literally desired to
see every well-dressed person put to death. Every
day his paper, I’Ami du Peuple, was filled with
clamorous demands for slaughter, and the wish of
his heart was but too well f%.llﬁlled. By the time
that the summer of 1793 arrived, he was wading in
the blood of his enemies. It was then that the
young enthusiastic girl, Charlotte Corday, left her
native province, for Paris, to avenge the fate of
her friend, Barbaroux. She sought Marat at his
honse—iwas admitted to sce him in his hot bath—
and stuck a knife into his heart. His death was
treated as a prodigious public calamity, and his
body was deposited, with extravagant honours, in
the Pantheon ; but public feeling took a turn for
the better ere long, and the carcass of the wretch
was then ignominiously extruded.

To contemporaries, the revolutionary figure of
Marat had risen like a frightful nightmare : nobody

seemed to know whence he had come, or how he
had spent his previous life. There was, however,
one notice of his past history published in a Glasgow
news{puper,* four months iefore his death, rather
startling in its tenor ; which, nevertheless, would
now appear to have been true. It was as follows :
‘From an investigation lately taken at Edinburgh,
it is said that Marat, the celebrated orator of the
French National Convention, the humane, the mild,
the gentle Marat, is the same person who, a few
years ago, taught tambouring in this city under the
name of John White. His conduct while he was
here was equally unprincipled, if not as atrocious,
as it has been since his elevation to the legislator-
ship. After contracting debts to a very consider-
able amount, he absconded, but was apprehended
at Newcastle, and brought back to this city, where
he was imprisoned. He soon afterwards executed
a summons of cessto bonorum against his creditors,
in the prosecution of which, it was found that he had
once taught in the academy at Warrington, in which
Dr Priestley was tutor ; that he lett Warrington
for Oxford, where, after some time, he found means
to rob a museum of a number of gold coins, and
nmedallions ; that he was traced to Ireland, appre-
hended at an assembly there in the character of a
German count; brought back to this country,
tried, convicted, and sentenced to some years' hard
labour on the Thames. He was refused a cessio,
and his creditors, tired of detaining him in jail,
after a confinement of several months, set him at
Liberty. He then took up his residence in this
neighbourhood, where he continued about nine
months, and took his final leave of this country
about the Leginning of the year 1787.

‘He was very ill-looked, of a diminutive size,
a man of uncommon vivacity, a very turbulent
disposition, and possessed of a very uncommon share
of legal knowledge. It is said that, while here, he
used to call his children Marat, which he said was
his family name.’

These revelations regarding Marat were certainly

| calculated to excite attention. Probably, however,

resting only on an anonymous newspaper para-
graph, they were little regarded at the time of
their publication. It is only of late years that we
have got any tolerably certain light regarding
Marat’s life in England. It now appears that he
was in this country in 1774, when tﬁirt 1I)lreans of
age, being just the time when the differences
between the American colonists and the mother-
country were coming to a crisis. In that year he
published, in English, a huge pamphlet (royal 8vo,
price 12s.), under the title of ¢ The Chains of Slavery:
a work wherein the clandestine and villainous
attempts of princes to ruin liberty are pointed out,
and the dreadful scenes of despotism disclosed ; to
which is prefixed An Address to the Electors of
Great Britain, in order to draw their timely atten-
tion to the choice of proper representatives in the
next Parhament—Becket, London. Most likely,
this work would meet with but little encourage-
ment in England, for the current of public feeling
ran in the opposite direction. In 1776, we fin

him dating from ¢ Church Street, Soho,” a second
and much less bulky pamphlet on a wholly differ-
ent subject—An Inquiry into the Nature, Cause,

* Star of March 4, 1793: see Notes and Queries,
September 24, 1859.
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and Cure of a Singular Disease of the Eyes, hitherto
unknown, and yet common, produced by the use of
certain Mercurial Preparations. By J. P. Marat
MD. He here vented some quackish ideas he ha
regarding eye-disease, and out of which he is said
at one time to have made a kind of living in Paris.
In the prefatory address to the Royal Socicty, he
Jets ouf that he had been in Edinburgh in the
previous August (1775). It is stated, but we do
not know on what authority, that, in the Scottish
capital, he tried to sugport himself by giving lessons
in French.* He probably was not there long, but
quickly migrated to the academy at Warrington.
Nor was he there long either. The next incident
in his life was the Oxford felony, adverted to in
the Glasgow Star. At least there can De little
doubt that the following extract from a letter of
Mr Edward Creswell, of Oxford, dated Febrnary
12, 1776, refers to Marat under an assnmed name :

¢,..1 shall now tell you a piece of news
respecting a robbery which was committed here
lately. . . . About a week ago, a native of France,
who calls himself M. le Maitre, and was formerly
a teacher in Warrington Academy, being invited
here by a gentleman of this college to tcach the
French language, came over, and met with great
encouragement in the university, but, happening
to get acquainted with Mr Milnes, a gentleman of
Corpus Christi College, who is the keeper of the
museum and several other matural curiosities, he

revailed on him, by repeated importunities, to let
Eim have a view of them. Accordingly, they both
went together, and after M. le Maitre had viewed
them a great while, Mr Milnes, from the snspicions
he cntertained of his behaviour, under pretence of
getting rid of him, told him that several gentlemen
were waiting at the door for admittance, and that he
must now go out immediately ; but the Frenchman
excused himsclf by saying he would retire into the
other apartments, and whilst the strangers that
were admitted wcre surveying the curiosities with
more than ordinary attention, this artful villain
retired from them, and concealed himself under a
dark staircase that led into the street, where he
stayed till the company had gone out, after which
he stole away medals and other coins to the amount
of two hundred pounds and unpwards, and got
clear off with his Dooty. It was somewhat observ-
able that he was often seen lurking near the
museum some time before this affair happened, and
very frequently desired to be admitted as soon as
he had got a view of the medals. I am sorry I
have not time to tell you a few more particulars
concerning this transaction, but shall defer it till I
know further about it.

In a subsequent letter, Mr Creswell informed
his correspondent that the Frenchman who robbed
the museum was tricd, and being found guilty,
was ‘sentenced to work on the river Thames for
five years

These extracts appear, with due authentication,
in the Notes and Queries (September 16, 1860),
and they are supported in their tenor by the pubh-
cations of the day. The robbery of the Ashmolean
Museum at Oxford Ly a person styled at first
‘a Swiss hair-dresser, and afterwards ‘Le Mair,
now a prisoner in Dublin,’ is noticed in the Gentle-
man's Magazine for February and March 1776,

* Biographie Universelle, art. ¢ Marat.

Subsequently, it is stated in the same work under
September 1, that ¢Petre le Maitre, the French
hair-dresser, who robbed the museum at Oxford of
medals, &c., to a considerable amount, was brought
by habeas corpus from Dublin, and lodged in Oxford
Castle’ Unfortunately, this record fails to take
notice of the trial.

What a strange career for a Swiss adventurer
from first to last! A pamphleteer for the illumi-
nation of British electors, a pamphleteer for a
q'uack cure for the eyes, a teacher of languages at
Edinburgh, an nsher at the Warrington Academy
under the sincere and fIl)rofound Priestley, a felon
at Oxford, a forgat for five years on the Thames,
afterwards a teacher of tambouring at Glasgow,
running into debt, and going throngh a struggle
for white-washing by the peculiar Scotch process
of cessio bonorum, which involves the preliminary
necessity of imprisonment; finally, for a brief
sEace, the most powerful man in France, and, in
that pride of place, struck down by a romantic
assassination—seldom has there been such a life.
One can imagine, however, what bitterness would
be implanted in such a nature by the felon’s brand
and the long penal servitude, and even by the humi-
Hation of the cessio bonorum, and how, with these
experiences rankling beyond sympathy in the
wretch’s lonely bosom, he might at length come to
revel in the destruction of all who had deserved
better than himself.

‘DE HERETICO COMBURENDO,”

Amongst the last victims of the religions perse-
cution under Mary, were six persons who formed
part of a congregation caught praying and reading
the Bible, in a by-place at Islington, in May 1558.
Scven of the party had been burned at Smithfield
on the 27th of June ; the six who remained were
kept in a 1niserable confinement at the palace of
Bonner, bishop of London, at Fulhany, whence they
were taken on the 14th of July, and despatched in
a similar manner at Brentford.

While these six unfortunates lay in their vile
captivity at Fnlham, Bonner felt annoyed at their

rescnce, and wished to get them out of the way ;
ut he was sensible, at the same time, of there being
a nced for getting thesc sacrifices to the true church
effected in as quiet a way as possible. He there-
fore penncd an epistle to (apparently) Cardinal
Pole, which has lately come to light, and certainly
ives a curious idea of the coolness with which a
anatic will treat of the destruction of a few of his
fellow-creatures when satisfied that it is all right.

‘Further, he says, ‘may it please your Grace
concerning these obstinate heretics that do remain
in my house, pestering the same, and doing nuch
huwrt many ways, some order may be taken with
them, and in mine opinion, as I shewed your Grace
and my Lord Chancellor, it should do well to
have them brent in Hammersmith, a mile from
my house here, for then I can give sentence agaiust
them here in the Sarish church very quietly, and
without tummlt, and having the sheriff present, as
I can have him, he, without business or stir, [can]
put them to execution in the said place, when
otherwise the thing [will need a] day in [St] Paul’s,
and with more comberance than now it needeth,
Scribbled in haste, &c.

Bonner was a man of jolly appearance, and
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usually of mild and placid speech, though liable to
fits of anger. In the ordinary ecourse of life, he
would probably have rather done one a kindness
than an injury. See, however, what fanaticism
made him. He scribbles #n haste a letter dealing
with the lives of six persons lg‘uilty of no rea
erime, and has no choice to make in the case but
that their condemnation and execution may be
conducted in a imanner as little calenlated to
excite the populace as possible.

BEAR-BAITING.

In the account which Robert Laneham gives of
the festivities at Kenilworth Castle, in 1575, on
the reception of Queen Elizabeth by her favourite
minister, the Earl of Leicester, there is a lively
though conceited description of the bear and dog
combats which formed part of the entertainments
prepared for her majesty, and which took place on
the sixth day of her stay (Friday, 14th July).
There were assembled on this occasion thirteen
bears, all tied up in the inmer court, and a
number of ban-dogs (a small kind of mastiff).
‘The bears were Torought forth into the conrt,
the dogs set to them, to argue the points even face
to face. They had learned counsel also o both
parts ; what, may they be counted partial that are
retainfed] but a to [to one] side? I ween no.

Very fierce both tone and tother, and cager in
argument ; if the dog, in pleading, would pluck the
bear by the throat, the bear, with traverse, would
claw him again by the scalp; eonfess an a [he] list,
but avoid a [he] conld not, that was bound to the
bar ; and his counsel told him that it could be to
him no policy in pleading. Therefore thus with
fending and fearing, with plucking and tugging,
scratching and biting, by plain tooth and nail to
[the one] side and tother, such expense of blood
and leather was there between them, as a month's
licking, 1 ween, will not recover ; and yet [they]
remain as far out as ever they were. It was a sport
very pleasant of these beasts, to see the bear with
his pink eyes leering after his enemy’s approach,
the nimbleness and weight of the dog to take his
advantage, and the force and experience of the
bear again to avoid the assanlts ; if he were bitten
in one place, how he wonld pinch in another to
get free; if he were taken once, then what shift,
with biting, with clawing, with roaring, tossing, and
tumbling, he would work to wind himself from
them, and when he was loose, to shake his ears
twice or thrice, with the blood and the slaver about
his phisnomy, was a matter of goodly relief’

In the twelfth century,the baiting of bulls and
bears was the favonrite holiday pastime of Lon-
doners ; and although it was ineluded in a proclama-
tion of Edward IIL, among ¢ dishonest, trivial, and
useless games,” the sport increased in popularity

BEAR-GARDEN, BANKSIDE, SOUTHWARK.

with all classes. Erasmus, who visited England in | at Bankside, the public being admitted at the

the reign of Henry VIIL, speaks of many herds’
of bears regularly trained for the arena ; the rich
nobles had their bearwards, and the royal establish-
ment its ‘master of the i{ing’s bears’ For the
better accommodation of the lovers of the rude
amusement, the Paris Garden Theatre was erected

charge of a penny at the gate, a penny at the ent:

of the scaffgld, Z.nd a pgenny fgr q1}1,iet standinrg

When Queen Mary visited her sister during her

confinement at Hatfield House, the royal ladies

were entertained with a grand baiting of bulls and

bears, with which they deelared themselves ‘right
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well contented’ Elizabeth took especial delight in
seeing the courage of her English mastiffs pitted
against the cunning of Ursa and the strength of

aurus. On the 25th of May 1559, the French
ambassadors ‘were brought to court with mnsic
to dinner, and after a splendid dinner, were enter-
tained.with the baiting of bears and bnlls with
English dogs. The queen’s grace herself, and the
am%assadors, stood in the gallery looking on the
pastime till six at night! The diplomatists were
so gratified, that her majesty never failed to pro-
vide a similar show for any foreign visitors she
wished to honour.

Mnch as the royal patron of Shakspeare and
Burbage was inclined to favour the players, she
waxed indignant when the attractions of the bear-
garden paled before those of the theatre ; and in
1591 an order issued from the privy-conncil for-
bidding plays to be acted on Thursdays, because
bear-baiting and such pastimes had usnally been
Eractised on that day. This order was followed

y an injunction from the lord mayor to the same
effect, in which his lordship complained, ¢that in
divers places, the %}ayers do use to recite their
plays to the great hurt and destruction of the
game of bear-baiting, and such-like pastimes, which
are maintained for her majesty’s pleasnre.’

An accident at the Paris Garden in 1583, afforded
the Puwritans an opportunity for declaring the
popular sport to be under the ban of Heaven—a
mode of argument anticipated years before by Sir
Thomas More in lis Dialogue. ¢At Beverley late,
much of the people being at a hear-baiting, the
church fell suddenly down at evening-time, and
overwhelmed some that were in it. A good fellow
that after heard the tale told, “So,” quoth he, “now
you may see what it is to be at evening-prayers
when yon shonld be at the bear-baiting !’ Some
of the ursine heroes of those palmy-days of bear-
baiting have heen enshrined in verse. Sir John
Davy reproaches the law-students with

¢ Leaving old Plowden, Dyer, and Brooke alone,
To see old Harry Hunks and Sackerson.’

The last named has been immortalised by Shak-
spearc in his Merry Wives of Windsor—Slender
boasts to sweet Anne Page, ‘I have seen Sackerson
loose twenty times ; and have taken him by the
chain : but, I warrant you, the women have so eried
and shrieked at it, that it passed.’

James L. prohibited baiting on Sundays, although
he did not otherwise disconrage the sport. In
Charles I’s reign, the Garden at Bankside was
still a favourite resort, but the Commonwealth
ordered the bear to be killed, and forbade the
amusement. However, with the Restoration it
revived, and Burton speaks of bull and bear
baiting as a pastime ‘in which our countrymen
and citizens greatly delight and frequently use’
On the 14th of Angust 1666, Mr Pepys went to
the Paris Garden, and saw ¢ some good sports of the
bulls tossing the dogs, one into the very boxes;’
and that it had not lost the countenance of royalty,
is proved hy the existence of a warrant of Lord
Arlington’s for the payment of ten pounds to
James Davies, Esq., master of his majesty’s bears,
bulls, and dogs, ‘(}‘or making ready the rooms at
the bear-garden, and baiting the bears before the
Spanish ambassadors, the 7th of January last’

(1675).
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After a coming bear-baiting had been duly
advertised, the bearward used to parade the streets
with his champions. #I’ll set up my bills,’ says
the sham bearward in The Humorous Lovers, ¢that
the gamesters of London, Horsleydown, Sonthwark,
and Newmarket may come in, and bait him
before the ladies. Bnt first, boy, go fetch me a
bagpipe ; we will walk the streets in triumph, and
give the people notice of onr sport’ Sometimes
the bull or %ear was decorated with flowers, or
coloured ribbons fastened with piteh on their fore-
heads, the dog who pulled oft the favour being
especially cheered by the spectators. The French
advocate, Misson, who lived in England during
William IIL’s reign, gives a vivid description of ‘the
mauner of these Dbull—baitings, which are so mnch
talked of. They tie a rope to the root of the horns
of the bull, and fasten the other end of the cord
to an iron ring fixed to a stake driven into the

ound ; s0 that this cord, being ahout fifteen feet
ong, the bull is confined to a space of ahont thirty
feet diameter. Several butchers, or other gentlemen,
that are desirous to exercise their dogs, stand round
abont, each holding his own by the ears ; and when
the sport begins, they let loose one of the dogs.
The dog rnns at the bull; the bull, immovabfe,
looks down upon the dog with an eye of scorn,
and only turns a horn to him, to hinder him from
coming near. The dog is not daunted at this, he
runs round him, and tries to get beneath his belly.
The bull then pnts himself into a posture of
defence ; he beats the ground with his feet, which
he joins together as closely as possible, and his
chief aim i3 not to gore the dog with the point of
his horn (which, when too sharp, is put into a kind
of wooden sheath), but to slide one of them under
the dog’s belly, who creeps close to the gronnd, to
hinder it, and to throw him so high in the air
that he may break his neck in the fall. To avoid
this danger, the dog’s friends are ready beneath
him, some with their backs, to give him a soft
reception ; and others with long poles, which they
offer him slantways, to the intent that, sliding
down them, it may break the force of his fall
Notwithstanding all this care, a toss generally
makes him sing to a very scurvy tune, and draw
his phiz into a pitiful grimace. But unless he is
totally stonned with the fall, he is sure to crawl
again towards the bnll, come on’t what will. Some-
times a second frisk into the air disables him for
ever; but sometimes, too, he fastens upon his enemy, -
and when once he has seized him with his eye-teeth,
he sticks to him like a leech, and would sooner die
than leave his hold. Then the bull bellows and
bounds and kicks, all to shake off the dog. In the
end, either the dog tears ont the piece he has laid
hold on, and falls, or else remains fixed to him
with an obstinacy that would never end, did they
not pull him off. To call him away, would be in
vain ; to give him a hundred blows, would he as
much 50 ; you might cut him to pieces, joint by
joint, before he wonld let him loose. What is to
be done then? While some hold the bull, others
thrust staves into the dog’s mouth, and open it by
main force.’

In the time of Addison, the scene of these animal
combats was at Hockley in the Hole, near Clerken-
well. The Spectator of Angust 11, 1711, desires
those who frequent the theatres merely for a laugh,
would ‘seek their diversion at the bear-garden,
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where reason and good-manners have no right to
disturb them? Gay, in his Trivia, says:
¢Experienced men, inured to city ways,
Need not the calendar to count their days. ¢
‘When through the town, with slow and solemn air,
Led by the nostril walks the muzzled bear ;
Behind him moves, majestically dull,
The pride of Hockley Hole, the surly bull
Learn hence the periods of the week to name—
Mondays and Thursdays are the days of game.’

The over-fashionable amuserent had fallen from
its high estate, and was no longer upheld by the
patronage of the higher classes of society. In 1802,
a bill was introduced into the Commons for the
suppression of the practice altogether. Mr Wind-
ham opposed the measure, as the first result of a
conspiracy of the Jacobins and Methodists to render
the people grave and serious, preparatory to obtain-
ing their assistance in the furtherance of other
anti-national schemes, and argned as if the British
Constitution must stand or fall with the bear-garden;
and Colonel Grosvenor asked, if ¢the higher orders
had their Billington, why not the lower orders their
Bull? This extraordinary reasoning prevailed
against the sarcasm of Courtenay, the earnestness
of Wilberforce, and the eloquence of Sheridan, and
the House refused, by a majority of thirteen, to
abolish what the last-named orator called ¢the
most mischievous of all amusements.” This decision
of the legislature doubtless received the silent
approval of Dr Parr, for that learned talker was
a great admirer of the sport. A bull-baiting being
advertised in Cambridge, during one of his last
visits there, the doctor hired a garret near the
scene of action, and taking off his academic attire,
and chaniing his notorious wig for a night-cap,
enjoyed the exhibition 4ncog. from the windows.
This predilection was unconquerable. ‘You see,
said he, on one occasion, exposing his muscular
hirsute arm to the company, ¢that I am a kind of
taurine man, and must therefore be naturally
addicted to the sport”

It was not till the year 1835 that baiting was
finally put down by an act of parliament, forbidding
the keeping of any house;]ﬁit, or other place for
baiting or fighting any bull, bear, dog, or other
animal ; and after an existence of at Teast seven
centuries, this ceased to rank among the amuse-
ments of the English people.

AN EXPLOSION IN THE COURT OF KING'S
BENCIL

On the 14th of July 1737, when the courts were
sitting in Westminster Hall, between one and two
o’clock in the afternoon, a large brown-paper parcel,
containing fireworks, which had been placed, unob-
served, near the side-bar of the Court of King's
Bench, exploded with a loud noise, creating great
confusion and terror among the persons attending
the several courts. As the crackers rattled an
burst, they threw out balls of printed bills, pur-
porting that, on the last day of term, five libels
would be publicly burned m Westminster Hall.
The libels specified in the bills were five very
salutary but most unpopular acts of parliament,
lately dpassed by the legislature. One of these

rinted bills, being taken to the Court of King’s
ench, the grand-jury presented it as a wicked,
false, and scandalous libel ; and a proclamation

was issued for discovering the persons concerned
in this ¢wicked and audacious outrage” A reward
of £200 was offered for the detection of the author,
printer, or publisher of the bills; but the con-
trivers of this curious mode of testifying popular
aversion to the measures of parliament were never
discovered.

DESTRUCTION OF THE BASTILE—THE MAN IN
THE IRON MASK,

The 14th of July will ever he a memorable day
in French history, as having witnessed, in 1789,
the demolition, by the Paris populace, of the grim
old fortress identified with tﬁe despotism and
cruelty of the falling monarchy. It was a typical
incident, representing, as it were, the end of a
wicked system, but unfortunately not inaugurating
the beginuing of one milder and better. Much
heroism was shewn by the multitude in their
attack upon the Bastile, for the defenders did not
readily submit, and had a great advantage behind
their lofty walls, But their triumph was sadly
stained by the massacre of the governor, Delaunay,
and many of his corps.

¢It was now,’ says Lamartine, ¢ that the mysteries
of this state-prison were unveiled—its bolts broken
—its iron doors burst open—its dungeons and sub-
terranean cells penetrated—from the gates of the
towers to their very deepest foundations and their
summits. The iron rings and the chains, rusting
in their strong masonry, were pointed out, from
which the victims were never released, except to
be tortured, to be executed, or to die. On those
walls they read the names of prisoners, the dates
of their confinement, their griefs and their prayers
—miserable men, who had left behind only those
poor memorials in their dungeons to attest their
prolonged existence and their innocence! It was
surprising to find almost all these dungeons
empty. The people ran from one to the other:
they penetrated into the most secret recesses and
caverns, to carry thither the word of reclease, and
to bring a ray of the free light of heaven to
eyes long lost to it ; they tore the locks from the
heavy doors, and those heavy doors from the hinges ;
they carried off the heavy keys; all these things
were displa{;ed in triumph in the open court.
They then broke into the archives, and read the
entries of committals. These papers, then igno-
miniously scattered, were afterwards collected.
They were the annals of arbitrary times, the records
of the fears or vengeance of ministers, or of the
meaner intrigues of their favonrites, here faithfunlly
kept to justily a-late exposure and reproach. The
people expected to see a spectre come forth from
these ruins, to testify against these iniqnities of
kings. The Bastile, however, long cleared of all
guilt by the gentle spirit of Lows XVI, and by
the humane disposition of his ministers, disap-
pointed these gloomy expectations, The dungeons,
the cells, the iron collars, the chains, were only
worn-out symbols of antique secret incarcerations,
torture, and burials alive. They now represented
only recollections of old horrors. These vaults
restored to light but seven prisoners-~three of
whom, gray-headed men, were shut up legitimately,
and whom family motives had withdrawn from the
judgments of the ordi courts of law. Tavernier
and Withe, two of them, had become insane. They
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saw the light of the sun with surprise ; and their
incurable insanity cansed them to be sent to the
madhouse of Charenton, a few days aftqr they had |
enjoyed fresh air and freedom. The third was the
Count de Solages, thirty-two years before sent to
this ‘prison at his father’s retg.lest. When restored
free to Toulouse, his home, he was recognised by |

none, and died in poverty. Whether he had been
guilty of some crime, or was the victim of oppres-
sion, was an inexplicable enigma. The other four
prisoners had been confined only four years, and
on purely civil grounds. They had forged bills of
exchange, and were arrested in Holland on the
requisition of the bankers they had defranded. A

DESTRUCTION OF THE BASTILE.

royal commission had reported on their cases ; but
nothing was now listened to against them. What-
ever had been branded by absolute authority, must
be innocent in the eyes of the prejudiced people.
These seven prisoners of the Bastile became victims
—released, caressed, even crowned with laurels,
carried in triumph by their liberators like living
spoil snatched from the hands of tyranny, they
were paraded about the streets, and their sufferings
avenged by the people’s shouts ‘and tears. The
intoxication of the victors broke out against the
very stones of the place, and the embrasures, torn
from the towers, were soon hurled with indignation
into the ditches’

It was asserted at the time, and long afterwards
believed—though there was no foundation for the
averment—that the wasted body of the famous
state-prisoner, called the Man in the Iron Mask,
had been found chained in a lower dungeon, with
the awful mask still upon the skull !

Speculations had long been rife among French
historians, all tending to elucidate the mystery
connected with that celebrated prisoner. By some,
it was hinted that he was the twin-brother of
Louis XIV,, thus frightfully sacrificed to make his
senior safe on histhrone ; others affirmed him to be
the English Duke of Monmouth ; others, a son of
Oliver Cromwell ; many, with more reason, inclin-
ing to think him a state-prisoner of France, such as
the Duke de Beanfort, or the Count de Vermandois.
It was reserved for M. Delort, at a comparatively
recent period, to penetrate the mystery, and enable
the late Lord Dover to compile and publish, in
1825, his True History of this unfortunate man ;
the facts being gathered from the state archives of
France, and documentary evidence of conclusive
authority.

Itegppears that this mysterious prisoner was

Count Anthony Matthioli, secretary of state to
Charles IIL, Duke of Mantua, and afterwards
to his son Ferdinand, whose'debanched habits, and
consequent need, laid him open to a bribe from
Louis XIV. for permission to place an army of
occupation in his territory, with a view to establish
French influence in Ttaly. Matthioli had expressed
his readiness to aid the plot; had visited Paris,
and had a secret interview with the king, who
presented him with a valuable ring and a consider-
able sum of money ; but when the time came for
vigorous action, Matthioli, who appears to have
been intrigning with the Spanish court for a
better bribe, placed all obstacles and delays in the
way of France. The French envoy, the Baron
Asteld, was arrested by the Spanish governer of
the Milanese ; and the French court found that
their diplomacy was betrayed. Louis determined
to satisfy his wounded pride and frustrated ambi-
tion, by taking the most signal vengeance on
Matthioli. The unfortunate secretary was entrap-
ped at o secret interview on the frontier, and
carried to the French parrison at Pignerol, after-
wards to the fortress of Exiles; when his jailer,
St Mars, was appointed governor of the island of
St Marguérite (opposite Cannes), he was immured in
the fortress there, and so remained for eleven years.
In the autumn of 1698, St Mars was made governor
of the Bastile, and thither Matthioli was conveyed,
dying within its gloomy walls on the 19th of Novem-
ber 1703. He had then been twenty-four years in
this rigorous confinement, and had reached the age
of sixty-three.

Throughout this long captivity, Louis never
shewed him any clemency. The extraordinary
precautions against his discovery, and the one
which appears to have been afterwards resorted to,
of obliging him to wear a mask during his journeys,
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or when he saw any one, arc not wonderful, when
we reflect upon the violent breach of the law of
nations which had been committed by his imprison-
ment. Matthioli, at the time of his arrest, was
actually the plenipotentiary of the Duke of Mantua
for concluding a treaty with the king of France ;
and for that very sovereign to kidnap him, and
confine him in a dungeon, was one of the most
flagrant acts of violence that could be committed ;
one which, if known, would have had the most
injurious effects upon the negotiations of Louis
with other sovereigns ; nay, would probably have
indisposed other sovereigns from treating at all
with him, The confinement of Matthioli is «fecidedly
one of the deadliest stains that blot the character
of Louis XIV.

The prison of Matthioli, in the fortress of St
Marguérite, is now, for the first time, engraved from
an original sketch. It is one of a series of five,
built in a row on the scarp of the rocky cliff. The

PRISON OF MAN 1IN IRON JIASK.

walls are fourteen feet thick ; therc are three rows
of strong iron gratings placed equidistant within
the arched window of Matthioli's room, a large
apartment with vaulted roof, and no feature to
break its monotony, except a small fireplace beside
the window, and a few shelves above it. The
Bay of Cannes, and the beautiful range of the
Esterel mountains, may be seen from the window ;
a lovely view, that must have given but a madden-
ing sense of confinement to the solitary prisoner.
It is on record, that his mind was seriously deranged
during the early part of his imprisonment ; what
he became ultimately, when all hope failed, and a
long succession of years deadened his senses, none
can know—the secret died with his jailers.

There is a tradition, that he attempted to make
his captivity known, by scratching his melancholy
tale on a metal dish, and casting it from the window ;
that it was found by a fisherman of Cannes, who
brought it to the governor, St Mars, thereby

jeopardising his own life or liberty, for he was at
once imprisoned, and only liberated on incontestable
proof being given of his inability to read. After
this, all fishermen were prohibited from ecasting
their nets within a mile of the island, Matthioli
was debarred, on pain of death, from spesking to
any but his jailer; he was conveyed from one
dungeon to the other in a sedan-chair, closely
covered with oil-cloth, into which he entered in
his cell, where it was fastened so that no one
should see him ; his jailers nearly smothered lLim
on his journey to St Marguérite ; and afterwards
the black mask seems to have been adopted on all
occasions of the kind. Lord Dover assures us, that
it has been a popular mistake to affirm this famed
mask was of iron ; that, in reality, it was formed
of velvet, strengthened by bands of whalebone,
and secured by a padlock behind the head.

The same extraordinary precautions for conceal-
ment followed his death that had awaited him in
life. The walls of his dungeon were scraped to the
stone, and the doors and windows burned, lest any
scratch or inscription should betray the secret.
His bedding, and all the furniture of the room,
were also burned to cinders, then reduced to powder,
and thrown into the drains; and all articles of
metal melted into an indistinguishable mass. By
this means it was hoped that oblivion might
surely follow one of the grossest acts of political
cruclty in the dark record of history.

JULY 15.

St Plechelm, bishop and confessor, apostle of Guelder-
land, 782, St Swithin or Swithun, confessor, bishop and
patron of Winchester, 862, St Henry IL, emperor of
(termany, 1024, 3

&t Shithin's Duy.

The pranks played by tradition with the memory
of various noted individuals, saintly and otherwise,
display not unfrequently the most whimsical ano-
malies both as regards praise and blame. Whilst
the sordid and heretical George of Cappadocia has
been transformed into the gallant and chivalrous
St George, the patron saint of England, and the
mirror of all knightly virtues, it has been the mis-
fortunce of the patriotic and virtnous St Swithin to
be associated in the popular mind with drunken-
ness and excess, and at best to enjoy only a mythical
reputation as the hero of a well-known saying in
connection with the state of the weather on the
anniversary of his so-called translation.

The common adage regarding St Swithin, as
every one knows, is to the effect that, as it rains or
is fair on St Swithin’s Day, the 15th of July, there
will be a continuous track of wet or dry weather
for the forty days ensning.

¢St Swithin’s Day, if thou dost rain,
For forty days it will remain :
St Swithin’s Day, if thou be fair,
For forty days 'twill rain nae mair.’

The explanation given by Brand in his Popular
Antiquities of this saying—an cxplanation which
has been pretty currently received as correct—is as
follows, St Swithin, bishop of Winchester, was a
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man equally noted for his uprightness and hnmi-
lity, So far did he carry the latter quality, that,
on his death-bed, he requested to be buried, not
within the church, but outside in the churchyard,
on the north of the sacred building, where his
corpse might receive the eaves-droppings from the
roof, andI%Jis grave be trodden by the feet of the
passers-by. His lowly request was complied with,
and iu this negleeted spot his remains reposed till
about a hundred years afterwards, when a fit of
indignation seized the clergy at the body of so
pious a member of their order being allowed to
occupy such a position ; and on an appointed day
they all assembled to eonvey it with great ‘%?mp
into the adjoining cathedral of Winchester. When
they were about to commeuce the ceremony, a
heavy rain burst forth, and econtinued without
intermission for the forty succeeding days. The
monks interpreted this tempest as a warning from
Heaven of t?e blasphemous nature of their attempt
to contravene the directions of St Swithin, and,
instead of disturbing his remains, they erected a
chapel over his grave, at which many astounding
miracles were performed. From this circumstance,
it is stated, arose the popular belief of the anniver-
sary of the attempted translation of St Swithin
being invested with a prophetic character in
reference to the condition of the weather for the
ensuing six weeks.

This statement is specious, but unfortunately
rests on no authority whatever, and indeed has
been traced by an annotator on Brand to no more
trustworthy source than a cutting from an old
newspaper. So far from the account of the repug-
nance of the saint to his transference from the
churchyard to the church being borne out by the
real facts of the case, these are diametrically the
other way ; and from what has been actually ascer-
tained, the translation of St Swithin was, instead
of being a disastrous failure, accomplished with
the utmost éclat and success. For the most recent
history of this celebrated personage we are indebted
to the Rev. John Earle, professor of Anglo-Saxon
in the university of Oxford, who has published a
fac-simile and translation of a Saxon manusecript
of the tenth century—the earliest fragment which
we possess regarding St Swithin—along with an
ingenious essay, in which he has collected all the
reliable data connected with the saint that can be
obtained. These are far indeed from being either
numerous or ample, but, such as they are, may be
considered as exhaustive on this subject.

Swithin, or Swithun, was born in the neighbour-
liood of Winchester, probably about the year 800.
He became a monk of the Old Abbey of Winches-
ter, and gradually rose to be prior of that com-
munity. He seems to have gained the favour of
Egbert, king of Wessex, who intrusted him with
the education of his son and successor, Ethelwulf.
An authentic record of Swithin at this period is
furnished by a charter granted by King Egbert in
838, and bearing the signatures oty Elmstan, episco-
pus, and Swithunus, diaconus. Elmstan dying in
852, Swithin was appointed his successor in the see
of Winchester, a situation which he filled with
great credit and usefulness. Through his endea-
vours great improvements were effected on the
city, including the erection of several churches,
and the spanning of the Itchen by a fine stone
bridgg, the first of the kind which had been seen
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in these parts. After the accession of Ethelwulf]
he acted as that monarch’s counsellor in all
matters relating to religion and the peaceful
arts, whilst the char%e of military and foreign
affairs was assumed by Alstan, bishop of Sher-
bourne. It has been imagined that he was chosen
by Ethelwulf to accompany his son, the great
Alfred, then a boy, on his visit to Rome, and also
that he acted as mediator betwixt Ethelwulf and
his eldest son, the rebellious Ethelbald. Swithin
seems to have died about 862, leaving directions

“ that he shonld be buried in a vile place, under the

caves-droppings on the north side of Winchester
church, Mr Earle conjectures that Le may have
chosen this locality for sepulture, to put a stop to
the common superstitious prejudices against burial
in that part of the churchyard. Whatever may
have been his reasons, his request was aeceded to,
and there he would probably %ave been permitted
to rest undisturbed, had it not suited the policy of
Dunstan, more than a hundred years afterwards,
to revive the popular veneration for Swithin, in
furtherance of his own schemes for the establish-
ment of monastic discipline, for Swithin appears to
have been a maintainer of the stricter conventual
rule, which Dunstan zealously sought to enforce ;
and he had, moreover, earned a most enduring
mark of distinetion, by being the first to get intro-
duced the system of tithes as a provision for the
clergy. This was during the reign of Ethelwulf,
who was induced by Swithin to set apart a tenth
of his lands for religious uses, though the payment
of tithes as a legal obligation was not intreduced
till the time of Athelstan, nor finally established
till under King Edgar. In addition to the reasons
just detailed, the cathedral of Winchester was then
rebuilding under Bishop Ethelwold, a confederate
of Archbishop Dunstan; and the enrichment of
the new temple by the possession of some distin-
guished relies was a most desirable object. The
organised plan was now accordingly put into
execution, and ingenious reports were cireulated
regarding certain miraculons appearances made by
Swithin. The account of these forms the subject
of the Saxon fragment above referred to, edited by
Mr Earle. According to this, Bishop Swithin
appeared one night in a dream to a poor.deerepit
smith, and requested him to go to a certain priest,
named Eadsige, who, with others, had been ejected
for misconduct from the abbey of Old-Minster, and
desire him, from Swithin, to repair to Bishop
Ethelwold, and command him ~to open his
(Swithin’s) grave, and bring his bones within the
church. The smith, in reply to the orders of his
hostly visitant, stated that Eadsige would not

clicve him, whereupon Swithin rejoined that he
would find the reality of the vision confirmed by
going to his stone coffin, and pulling therefrom an
iron ring, which would yield without the least
difficulty. The smith was still unconvinced, and
Swithin had to repeat his visit twice; after which
the smith went to the bishop’s tomb, and withdrew
the ring from the coffin with the greatest ease, as
had been foretold. He then delivered Swithin’s
message to Eadsige, who hesitated for a while, but
at last communmicated it to Bishop Ethelwold.
Contemporaneously, various wonderful miracles
took place at Bishop Swithin’s tomb, including the
cure of a deformed man, who was relieved of his
hump, in the most astonishing manner, by praying
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at the grave; and of another individual, who
recovereg by the same means from a grievous
ailment in iis eyes. These preternatural occur-
rences were all duly reported to King Edgar, who
thereupon gave directions for the formal translation
of the relics of St Swithin from the grave in the
churchyard to the interior of the cathedral, where
they were cnclosed in a magnificent shrine, and
placed in a conspicnous position. A few years
afterwards, the church, which had previounsly been
dedicated to the apostles Peter and Paul, changed
these guardians for St Swithin, who continued its
patron_saint till the time of Henry VIIL, who
ordered the name of the Holy Trinity to be substi-
tuted. A splendid ceremonial and feast accom-

anied the translation, which was effected on 15th
guly 971, 108 years after the death of Swithin, It
ought to be remarked, that, though distinguished
by the prefix of Saint, Swithin was never regularly
canonised by the pope, a practice not introdnced
till nearly 200 years after his translation, which is
the only ceremony on which he rests his claim to
the title. He is thus cm’phaticall what Mr Earle
calls ‘a home-made saint.” It will be noticed that
the above narrative completely contradicts Mr
Brand’s account of a supposed supernatural inter-
position on the part of Swithin to prevent his
translation. No event or natural phenomenon,
which could be construed into such, is alluded to
by any of the various authors—Monk Wolstan and
others—who subsequently wrote histories of St
Swithin. On the contrary, the weather scems to
have been most propitious, whilst the community
at large, so far from regarding these proceedings of
their rulers as an unhallowed contravention of the
wishes of the holy man, seemed rather to have
rejoiced in the honours bestowed on his relics, and
to have feasted and revelled to the utmost. How,
then, did the popular notion about St Swithin’s
Day arise? Most probably, as Mr Earle remarks,
it was derived from some aﬁrimeval pagan belief
regarding the meteorologically prophetic character
of some day about the same period of the year as
St Swithin’s. Such adaptations, it is well known,
were very frequent on the supplanting throughout
Europe of heathenism by Christianity, Many of
our popular customs and beliefs can indeed be
only satisfactorily explained by tracing them to
such a source.

In further confirmation of this view, it is to be
observed, that in various countries of the European
continent the same belief prevails, though differ-
ences exist as to the period of the particular day in
question. Thus, in France, St Médard’sDay (June 8),
and the day of Saints Gervais and Protais (June 19),
have a similar character ascribed to them :

¢S'11 pleut le jour de Saint Médard,
11 pleut quarante jours plus tard ;
§'il pleut le jour de Saint Gervais et de
Saint Protais,
11 pleut quarante jours aprés.’

It is a little curious that St Médard should have
the post of a rainy saint assigned him, as the cele-
brated féte at Salency, where the young maiden
who has enjoyed the highest reputation during the
preceding year for good-conduct receives a prize,
and is crowned with a chaplet of roses, takes place
on his day, and is said to have been instituted hy
him. A somewhat ludicrous account is given of

the origin of the peculiaxr characteristic of St
Médard’s Day. It is said that, Médard being out
with a large party one hot day in summer, a heavy
fall of rain suddenly took ]Il)lace, by which all were
thoroughly drenched, with the exception of the
saint himself, round whose head an eagle kept
continually fluttering ; and by sheltering him with
his wings till his return home, accomplished effec-
tually the purposes of an umbrella. In Belginm
they have a rainy saint, named St Godelitve ;
whilst in Germany, among others, a character of
this description is ascribed to the day of the Seven
Sleepers.

The belief in the peculiar characteristics of St
Swithin’s Day is thus alluded to in Poor Robin’s
Almanac-for 1697 :

¢ In this month is St Swithin’s Day,
On which, if that it rain, they say,
Full forty days after it will,
Or more or less, some rain distil.
This Swithin was a saint, I trow,
And Winchester’s bishop also,
‘Who in his time did many a feat,
As popish legends do repeat :
A woman having broke her eggs,
By stumbling at another’s legs,
For which she made a woful cry.
St Swithin chanced for to come by,
Who made them all as sound or more,
Than ever that they were hefore.
Bnt whether this were so or no,
’Tis more than you or I do know.
Better it is to rise betime,
And to make hay while sun doth shine,
Than to believe 1n tales and lies,
‘Which idle monks and friars devise.”

In the next century, Gay remarks in his Trivia—

¢ Now if on Swithin’s feast the welkin lours,
And every penthouse streams with hasty showers,
Twice twenty days shall clouds their fleeces drain,
And wash the pavement with incessant rain.
Let not such vulgar tales debase thy mind;
Nor Paul nor Swithin rule the clouds aud wind !’

The question now remains to be answered,
whether the popular belief we have heen con-
sidering has any foundation in fact, and here
the observations at Greenwich for the 20 years
receding 1861, must be adduced to demonstrate
its fallacy. From these we learn that St Swithin’s
Day was wet in 1841, and there were 23 rainy
days up to the 24th of August; 1845, 26 rainy
days ; 1851, 13 rainy days ; 1853, 18 rainy days;
1854, 16 rainy days ; and, in 1856, 14 rainy days.
In 1842, and following years, St Swithin's Day was
dry, and the result was in 1842, 12 rainy days ;
1843, 22 rainy days; 1844, 20 rainy days; 1846,
21 rainy days; 1847, 17 rainy days; 1848, 31
rainy days ; 1849, 20 rainy days; 1850, 17 rainy
days ; 1852, 19 rainy days; 1855, 18 rainy days;
1857, 14 rainy days; 1858, 14 rainy days; 1859,
13 rainy days; and, in 1860, 29 rainy days. [t
will thus be seen, by the average ot the fore-
going 20 years, that the greatest number of rainy
ays, after St Swithin's Day, had taken place when
the 15th of July was dry. It is, indeed, likely
cnough that a track of wet weather, or the op}:}»:ysite,
may occur at this period of the year, as a change
generally takes place soon after midsummer, the
character of which will depend much on the state
of the previous spring. If this has been for the
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greater part dry, it is very probable that the
weather may change to wet abont the middle of
July, and vice versd. But that any eritical meteor-
ological influence resides in the 15th, secems wholly
erroneous,

Hone, in his Everyday Book, quotes an amusing
instance of a lady, a stanch believer in St Swithin,
who, on his day one year being fine, expressed her
belief in an approaching term of fine weather, bnt,
a few drops of rain having fallen in the evening,
changed her tnne, and maintained that the next
six weeks would be wet. Her prediction was not
accomplished, the weather having been remark-
ably fine. ‘No matter, she wonld say, when
Sressed on the point, ¢if there has been no rain

uring the day, there certainly has been during
the might’ Her opinion of St Swithin’s infalli-
bility was in nowise to be shaken. The same
author mentions a pretty saying current in some
arts of the country when rain falls on St Swithin's
aly: ¢St Swithin is christening the ap{rles.’

t is only to be remarked, in conclusion, that
the epithet of the ¢drunken saint, sometimes
applied to St Swithin, is a base slander on the
worthy bishop’s memory. True, the Saxons were
rather noted for their eonvivial habits, and St
Swithin, donbtless, had no objection to a cheerful
glass in moderation. But no aberrations whatever,
on the score of temperance, are recorded of him.
The charge belongs elearly to the same category
as that veracious statement in the popular ditty,
by which St Patrick, the apostle of Ireland, 1s
represented as a lover of potheen, and initiating
his converts in the art of manufacturing that
liquor,

Born.—Richard Cumberland, bishep of Peterborough,
1632, Aldersgate, London; Gerard Langbaine, the
Younger (bibliography of thc English drama), 1656,
Oxford.

Died.—Anne of Cleves, consort of Henry VIIL., 1567,
Chelgea ; James, Duke of Monmouth, executed on Tower
Hill, 1685; John Wilson, botanist, 1751; Cardinal
Passionei, librarian of the Vatican, 1761, Rome ; Bryan
Edwards, author of History of the West Indies, 1800,
Southampton ; Thomas Dermody, peasant-poct, 1802 ;
William Mackworth Praed (cowic poetry), 1839 ; Prince
Adam Czartoryski, Polish patriot, 1861, Pars.

JAMES, DUKE OF MONMOUTIL

Monmonth’s tragic history has redeemed from
contemipt a person who was natnrally a mediocrity,
and something of a fool. Born in 1650, the cldest
natnral son of the yonng exiled Charles II., bronght
into prominence as a beautiful boy at the Restor-
ation, he was thonght to have his fortune made by
being married to the girl Countess of Bucclench,
then considered the greatest heiress in the three
kingdoms, sceing that her family estates were
reckoned at five thousand a year! Bnt there was
something horrible and revolting in uniting two
mere children in marriage for iuterested reasons,
and nature avenged herself by introdncing alien-
ation between them, though not till they had
become the direct ancestors of the line of the
Dukes of Bucclench.

There was always a hankering notion that a
secret marriage had existed between Charles II. and
Lucy Waters, the mother of Monmonth. Charles
took Giorma.l steps for declaring the contrary to be

the truth ; hut, nevertheless, the love the king had
for his handsome son, and perhaps a. few suspicions
facts, kept alive the idea in the young man’s heart.
The oppressed dissenters took him up as one in
whom they might have hopes, if legitimacy could
be estnblis{ed. So it was not wonderful, when his
essentially weak character is considered, that he
should have set up pretensions to the throne
against his uncle James II., though nothing could
be for himself more ruinously nunfortunate.

His ill-starred expedition in June 1685, the
rebellion he headed,%is defeat at Sedgemore, and
the subsequent circumstances, have all been rendered
familiar to the present generation by the animated
narration of Maeanlay. The exact particulars of
his capture are less known, and are very interesting.
It appears that the duke rode from the field along
with Lord Gray, and proceeded to Woodyates,
where they quitted their horses, and the duke
assumed the clothes of a peasant. He then walked
on with the design of reaching Bournemouth, in
order, if possible, to get shipping for the continent.
An alarm from the appearance of his enemies
interrupted this plan, and he fled across the
country to a wild tract of ground called Shag’s
Heath. There was here a patch of cultivated ground,
divided by hedges, enclosed by a ditch, and bearing
crops of rye and pease in full snmmer growth. It
bore the name of the Island, by reason that it was
entirely surrounded hy ground in an opposite
condition. On the report of a woman, that she
had seen a man enter that enclosure, the dragoons
surrounded it—‘beat’ it in all directions—and at
length, on the ensuing day, when about to depart
in despair, lighted upon the would-be king, skulk-
ing in a diteh under fern. The spot is still
indicated with precision by a tree, which 1s popularly
called Monmoutl’s Ash. It was with some difficnlt
he was identified, so great was the change whic
the mean attire and three days of personaT neglect,
starvation, and terror had wronght upon his once

raceful form. The woman, Ann Farrant, who
ad given the information regarding his entering
the Island, was considered by the peasantry to
have never thriven after her ungracious act.

Amongst the articles found upon Monmouth’s
person, was a little pocket-book eontaining notes
of various journeys, and a number of charms or
spells. This volume, recovered from a book-stall
at Paris, was shewn in 1849, at a mecting of the
Royal Irish Academy in Dublin, and is now in the
British Museum. The charms are found to be for
snch purposes as learning how a sickness is to end,
and whether a friend will continne faithfnl ; to
heal certain maladies, and make gray hair turn
black. There are also cabalistic and astrological
figures, which have not Dbeen explained. The
character of this part of the contents of the book is
in conformity with a statement which has come
from Colonel William Legge, the officer who
conducted Monmouth to London after his capture.
This gentleman reported that, on their journey,
the dnke shewed }lﬁm several charms he had
abont his person, which he said he had got when
in Scotland, but which he now saw to be only
‘foolish conceits.’* It inust be admitted that
Monmouth was not singular in trusting to such
conceits, We may here well remember that his

* Note in Dartmouth’s edition of Burnet,

s



WINTHROP MACKWORTH PRAED.

JULY 15.

WINTHROP MACKWORTH PRAED.

truly feruel uncle,” James IL, a very few years
afterwards, was induced to pause in his advance
against the Prince of Ora.n%e, and to return from
Salisbury to London, by a bleeding at his nose !

WINTHROP MACKWORTII PRAED.

The name of Praed is one far less familiar to the
public than it deserves to be. Some writers with
great natural gifts have obstinately stood in their
own light—have written so obscurely that the
world would not be at the trouble of deciphering
their meaning ; but the subject of our present
notice wrote as clearly as Cowper, and yet remains
comparatively unknown on this side of the Atlantic.
The Americans, with their usual quickness, long
ago perceived his merits, and published his poeticcﬁ
works, but have included in the edition many poems
which Praed never wrote, and many which, for his
literary fame, he had better not have written. A
small volume might, however, be made up of his
selected writings, which would, in its line, be
without a rival.” As an author of Verses of Socicty
~—and those not of transitory interest, or on
altogether frivolous themes—he is far superior to
Thomas Moore, to the Hon. William Spencer (a
writer far more widely known than Praed), and
indeed to any poet of the class, whom we can call
to mind, whether celebrated for those efforts alone,
or exercising powerful pinions, as in Moore’s case,
in such short ‘swallow flights of song’ He
combined no small portion of the wit of Hoed,
with an elegance to which Hoed could not lay
claim ; while in his soberer pieces he reminds one
of Crabbe dancing—that is to say, they have all
the naturalness of the Tales of the Hall, mingled
with a certain graceful humour. Zhe Vicar is a
charming poem of the latter class.

His talk was like a stream which runs

With rapid change from rocks to roses ;
It slipped from politics to puns;

It passed from Mahomet to Mosos ;
Be%inning with the laws which keep

'he planets in their radiant courses,

And ending with some precept decp

For dressing cels or shoeing horses.

He was a shrewd and sound divine,

Of loud dissent the mortal terror;
And when by dint of page and line,

He ’stablished truth or startled error,
The Baptist found him far too deep ;

The Deist sighed with saving sorrow,
And the lean Levite went to sleep

And dreamt of eating pork to-morrow.

He wrote, too, in a quiet way,
Small treatises and smaller verses,
And sa%fnremarks on chalk and clay,
And hints to noble lords and nurses ;
True histories of last year's ghost;
Lines to a ringlet or a turban,
And trifles for the Morning Post,
And nothings for Sylvanus Urban.

He did not think all mischief fair,
Although he had a knack of joking;
He did not make himself a bear,
Although he had a taste for smoking,
And when religious sects ran mad
He held, in spite of all his learning,
That if a man’s belief is bad
57 It will not be improved hy burning.

And he was kind, and loved to sit

In the low hut or garnished cottage,
And praise the farmer’s homely wit,

And share the widow’s homelier pottage.
At his approach complaint grew mild,

And when his hand unbarred the shutter,
The clammy lips of fever smiled

The welcome that they could not utter.

He always bhad a tale for me
Of Julius Ceesar or of Venus;
From him I learned the rule of three,
Cat’s-cradle, leap-frog, and Qua genus ;
I nsed to singe his powdered wig,
To steal the staff he put such trust in,
And make the puppy dance a jig
When he began to quote Augustine,

That Praed should have gathered so little fame
is the more remarkable as, when alive, he had a
reputation even superior to his merits. The friend
and contemporary of Macaulay at Cambridge, he
awakened an equal expectation of future great-
ness in all who knew them both. He carried off as
many university Erizes as the embryo historian ;
he divided with him the applause of the under-
graduate audience in the Unton; and in the poems
which the friendly rivals contributed at that period
to Knight's Magazine, Praed (with one glorious
exception, The Battle of Naseby) surpassed Macaulay
altogether. It is oan in the pages of that extinct
serial, and here and there in other dead periodicals,
that the treasures of Praed’s muse can be found,
In politics, Praed was a Conservative, and in the
Songs of the Civil Wars which Macaulay and he
contributed to the pages of Mr Knight, took the
Cavalier side, as will be seen in the following
passage from his ballad of Marston Moor.

¢To horse! to horse! Sir Nicholas, the clarion’s note
is high !
To horse! to horse! Sir Nicholas, the big drum
makes reply !
Erc this hath Lucas marched, with his gallant
cavalicrs,
And the bray of Rupert’s trumpets grows fainter
in our ears.
To horse! to horse! Sir Nicholas! White Guy is
at the door,
And the Raven whets his heak o’er the field of
Marston Moor.

Up rose the Lady Alice from her brief and broken
prayer,

And she brought a silken banner down the narrow
turret-stair ;

Oh! many were the tears that those radiant cyes
had shed,

As she traced the bright word “Glory ” in the gay
and glancing thread ;

And mournful was the smile which o’er those lovely
features ran.

As she sai:i, “I% is your lady’s gift, unfurl it in the
van!'

“It shall flutter, noble wench, where the best and
boldest ride,

Midst the steel-clad files of Skippon, the black
dragoons of Pride;

The recreant heart of Fairfax shall feel a sicklier

qualm,
And the rebel lips of Oliver gave out a louder
psalm;
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When they see my lady’s gewgaw flaunt proudly
on their wing,

And hear the loyal soldier’s shout, “For God and
for the King!”

'Tis noon, The ranks are broken, along the royal
line

They fly, the braggarts of the court! the bullies of
the Rhine !

Stout Langdale’s cheer is heard no more, and
Astley’s helm is down,

And Rupert sheaths his rapier, with a curse and
with a frown,

And cold Newecastle mutters, as he follows in their

flight,
“The L(I}erman boar had better far have supped in
York to-night!”

The knight is left alone, his steel-cap cleft in
twain,

His good buff jerkin crimson’d o'er with many a
gory stain ¢

Yet still he waves his banner, and crics amid the
rout,

“For Church and King, fair gentlemen! spur on,
and fight it out 1”’

And now he wards a Roundhead’s pike, and now he
hums a stave,

And now he quotes a stage-play, and now ho fclls a
knave.

God aid thee now, Sir Nicholas! thon hast no

thought of fear;

God 2id thee now, Sir Nicholas! for fearful odds
are herc!

The rebels hem thee in, and at every cut and
thrust,

“Down, down,” they cry, “with Belial! down with
him to the dust!”

“I would,” quoth grim old Oliver, “that Belial’s
trusty sword,

This day were doing battle for the Saints and for
the Lord !”

The tendencies of Praed induced the Conservative

arty to entertain great hopes of him in parliament ;
But in that arena, although he sat for some years,
he made no figure. In 1830, he was elected for
Truro ; in 1835, for Yarmouth, and finally for
Aylesbury ; he was Secretary of the Board of
Control under the Conservative government in
1835. When he died, still young, a lament arose
from a large circle of friends that he had done
so little, and that little only as a fashionable poet.
But a first-rate fashionable poet is surcly cqual
to a second-rate politician, and inore than this,
there was really no reason to suppose that Praed
would ever become. He exercised his talents in
the direction for which they were best fitted, and
acquitted himself excellently well. He wrote at
least half-a-dozen poems which descrve to live as
long as the language, and to be LLFopnlm* while
humour, elegance, and pathos still command a
welcome,

The biography of Winthrop Mackworth Praed
is comprised in his poems. They are all he did
with which mankind at large has any concern.
The darli.ng of a fashionable and intellectual
circle, he lived the usual butterfly life of his
class, except for the parliamentary experiments
above alluded to. His influence upon his con-
temporaries—clearly traceable, by the by, in
Maczgélay’a early poetic efforts—was doubtless

very considerable, but we have no means of esti-
mating it.

There are certain men to whom the public is
not introduced except b¥1 proxy——such as Sidney
Walker, and Arthur H. Hallam—and whose
merits we are required to take upon trust. Men
of judgment to whom they were justly dear, and
who ecstimated them hal:ﬁ‘ y, cvidence warmiy in
their favour ; at last, half irritated that we refuse
to welcome a shadow, they publish their Literary
Remains. In nine cases out of ten, the disappoint-
ment of the public thercupon is made rudely
manifest, and the reputation that has been sought
to be established is blown to the winds. At the
head of all authors of this class stands Mackworth
Praed, but with this important difference, that his
Remains—although no picus British hand has yet
collected them——more than bear out all that we
hear of his merits from private sources. It is
impossible to question the social charms of the
man who could write the following poem, which
fitly concludes this sketch—‘a dpoem,’ says Miss
Mitford, ‘as truthful as if it had been written in
prose by Jane Austen.

THE BELLE OF THE BALL,

¢ Years, years ago, erc yet my dreams,

Had been of heing wise or witty ;

Ere I had done with writing themes,
Or yawned o'er this infernal “ Chitty,”

Years, years ago, while all my joys,
‘Were in my fowling-piece and filly,

In ghort, while I was yet a boy,

I fell in love with Laura I{ily.

I saw her at a country ball
There where the sound of flute and fiddle,
Gave signal, sweet in that old hall,
Of hands across and down the middlc;
Hers was the subtlest spell by far,
Of all that sets young hearts romancing,
She was our quecn, our rose, our star,
And when she danced—OW, heaven! her dancing!

She talked of polities or prayers,
Of Southey’s prose, or Wordsworth’s sonnets,
Of daggers, or of dancing bears,
Of battles, or the last new honncts;
By candle-light, at twelve o'clock,
To me it mattcred not a tittle,
1f those bright lips had quoted Locke,
I might have thought they murmured Little,

Through sunny May, througl sultry June
I loved her with Zlovc efernal ;ry ’
I spoke her praises to the moon,
I wrote them for the Sunday journal.
My mother laughed ; I soon found out
That ancient ladies have no fceling,
My father frowned ; hut how shoulg gout
Find any happiness in kneeling ?

She was tho danghter of a dean,
Rich, fat, and rather apoplectic ;
She had one brother just thirteen,
‘Whose colour was extremely hectic ;
Her grandmother, for many a year,
Had fed the parish with her bounty ;
Her second-cousin was a peer,
And lord-lieutenant of the county.
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But titles and the three-per-cents,

And mortgages and great relations, -
And India Bonds, and tithes and rents,

Oh! what are they to love’s sensations ?
Black eyes, fair foreheads, clustering locks,

Such wealth, such honours Cupid chooscs ;
He cares as little for the stocks,

As Baron Rothschild for the Muses.

She sketched : the vale, the wood, the beach
Grew lovelier from her pencil’s shading ;
She botanised : I envied each
Young blossom on her boudoir fading 3
She warbled Handel : it was grand,
She made the Catalani jealous ;
She touohed the organ: I could stand
For hours and hours and blow the bellows.

She kept an album, too, at home,

Well filled with all an album’s glories ;
Paintings of butterflies and Rome ;

Pattern for trimming ; Persian stories ;
Soft songs to Julia’s cockatoo ;

TFierce odes to famine and to slaughter,
And autographs of Prince Le Boo,

And recipes for clder-water.

And she was flattered, worshipped, bored,
Her steps were watched, her dress was noted,
Her poodle-dog was quite adored,
Her sayings were extremely quoted.
She laughed, and every heart was glad,
As if the taxes were abolished :
She frowned, and every look was sad,
As if the opera were demolished.

She smiled on many just for fun—
I knew that there was nothing in it:
T was the first, the only one,
Her heart had thought of for a minute.
I knew it, for she told me so,
In phrase that was divinely moulded ;
She wrote a charming hand, and oh !
How neatly all her notes were folded.

Our love was like most other loves—

A little glow, a little shiver;
A rosebud and a pair of gloves,

And “Fly not yet,” upon the river;
Some jealousy of some one’s heir ;

Some hopes of dying broken-hearted ;
A miniature ; a lock of hair;

The usual vows ; and then we parted.

We parted : months and years rolled by,
e met again some summers after ;

Our parting was all sob and sigh !

Our meeting was all mirth and laughter!
For in my heart’s most secret cell

There had been many other lodgers ;
And she was not the ball-room belle,

But only Mistress—something—Rogers!

W. M. Praed was born in 1802 and died in 1839,

THE TIRST HULKS ON TIE TIIAMES.

English statesmen, in past days, felt a difficulty
which the lapse of time has rendered very little more
soluble than before : viz., the best kind of secondary
punishment to adopt for offenders against the law—
the most effective mode of dealing with eriminals,
who deserve some punishment less awful than that
of death. Whipping, transportation, silent imprison-

ment, and imprisonment with hard labour, have all
had their advocates, as being most effective for the
purpose in view; and if the first of these four has
given way before the advanced humanity of English
society, the other three still form a debatable ground
among thinking persons. Early in the reign of George
I11, there were so many kinds of crime for which
capital punishments were inflicted, that executions

| used to take place in London nearly every week,

giving rise to a very unhealthy tone of feeling
among the lower class. It was as & means of
devising a severe mode of punishment short of death,
that the Hulks on the Thames were introduced, in
1776. ‘Hulk’ is a nautical name for any old ship,
applied to temporary purposes after its sea:going
qualities have become impaired; it has often been
applied to prison-ships, fashioned out of old men-of-
war; but these prison-ships have sometimes been
constrneted for this special purpose, and yet the term
¢ hulk’ remains in use as 2 short and easy designation.
The avowed object in 1776, was to employ prisoners
in some kind of hard labour for the public benefit;'
the severity and the continuance of the lahour being
made dependent on the good-conduct of each prisoner.
Special care was to be taken that the imprisonment,
while on the one hand not cruel, should on the other
not be comfortable. ‘They [the prisoners] are to be
cmployed in as much labour as they can sustain ; to
be })ed with legs and shins of beef, ox-cheek, and such
other coarse food; to have nothing to drink bLut
water or small-beer; to be clad in some squalid uni-
form ; never to be visited without the consent of the
overseers ; and never to be supplied with any gifts
from other persons, either in money or otherwise.’
The Thames between Woolwich and Barking being
much choked with mud, it was deemed a useful worl
to employ convicts in dredging. A vessel was built,
neither a ship, tender, nor lighter, but combining
something of all three: on a plan approved by the
king in council. Part of the stern was decked in as
a sleeping-place for the convicts, part of the forecastle
was enclosed for the overseer, and the rest of the
vessel was open. There were overhanging platforms,
on which the men could stand to work; and on one
of these was ‘a machine called a David, with a wind-
lass, for raising the ballast—which was probably the
same thing as sailors now call a davit. The vessel had
space for about thirty tons of sand, mud, or ballast,
dredged up from the Thames,

Such was the hulk or prison-ship, which was
Elaced under the management of Mr Duncan Camp-
ell, a sort of superinfendent of convicts. On the
15th of July, in the above-named year, the first party
of convicts, chained two and two by the leg, entered
the ship, and commenced their labours oft Barking
Creek.  Many violent encounters took place before
the convicts could be brought to understand the
reality of the system. On ome occasion, several of
them attempted to get off their chains; they were
flogged, and made to work harder as a consequence.
On another occasion, five of them slipped down into ~
a boat, and rowed off; they were pursned, and fired
at; two were killed, one wounded, and two recaptured.
One day, during a violent north wind, the hulk was
driven across from Barking Creek to Woolwich ;
fourteen of the convicts rose on tho kecpers, com-
pelled them to keep below, and cscaped; a naval
officer meeting them on the Greenwich road, per-
suaded eight of them to return to the vessel; of tho
gix who refused, some were afterwards captured and
hanged. In a further instance, eight convicts effectu-
ally escaped ; they seized the arm-chest, took pistols,
intimidated the keepers, and made off in an open
boat. This system of working in hulks hiad a long
trial on the Thames, but gradually gave way to other
arrangcments,
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St Eustathins, confessor, patriarch of Antioch, 338.
St Elier, or Helier, hermit and martyr.

DBorn.—Carneades, founder of the ‘New Academy’
school of philosophy, 217 ».c¢., Cyrene ; Joseph Wilton,
sculptor, 1722, London ; Sir Joshua Reynolds, celehrated
painter, 1728, Plympton, Devonshire.

Died.—Anne Askew, martyred at Smithfield, 1546 ;
Tommaso Aniello (by contraction Masaniello), celebrated
revolutionary leader, murdered by the populace at Naples,
1647 ; John Pearson, bishop of Chester, author of Expo-
sition of the Creed, 1686, Chester; Frangois Le Tellier,
Marquis de Louvois, chancellor of France, 1691, Paris;
Dr Thomas Yalden, poet, 1736 ; Peter IIL, czar of
Russia, hushand to the Empress Catharine, strangled, 1762 ;
Jean Louis Delolme, writer on the British constitntion,
1806 ; John Adolphus, historical writer, 1845, London ;
Margaret Fuller Ossoli, American authoress, perished at
sea, 1850 ; Pierre Jean de Beranger, distingnished French
lyrical poet, 1857, Pars.

MARGARET FULLER OSSOLI.

Not in England nor in France is the influence
of women on society so active and so manifest as
in New England. The agitation there for Women’s
Rights is merely an evidence of actnal power,
seeking its recogmition in civic insignia. Every
student of American society has noted the wide
diffusion of intellectual ability, along with an
absence of genius, or the concentration of eminent
mental gifts in individuals. There is an abundance
of cleverness displayed in politics, letters, and arts—
there is no want of daring and ambition—but there
is a strange lack of originality and greatness. The
same i8 true of the feminine side of the people. A
larger number of educated women, able to write
well and talk well, it wonld be difficult to find in
any European comntry, but among them all it
would be vain to look for a Madame de Stagl, or
a Miss Martinean. Perhaps those are right who
cite BMargaret Fuller as the fairest representative
of the excellences, defects, and aspirations of the
women of New England.

She was the daughter of a Jawyer, and was born
at Cambridge Port, Massachusetts, on the 23d of
May 1810. Her father undertook to educate her him-
self, and finding her a willing and an able scholar,
he crammed her with learming, carly and late, in
scason and out of season. Her intellect became
Eretematumlly developed, to the life-long cost of

er health. By day,she was shewn about as a
{outhful prodigy ; and by night, she was a somnam-

ulist, and a prey to spectral illusions and night-
mare. As she advanced into womanhood, she
pursued her studies with incessant energy. ¢Very
early I knew, she once wrote, ‘that the only
object in life is to grow.’” She learned Gerwan, and
made an intimate acquaintanece with the writings
of Goethe, which she passionately admired. Her
father died in 1835, leaving her no fortune, and
to maintain herself, she turned schoolmistress.
Her reputation for learning, and for extraordina
eloquence in eonversation, had become widely dif-
fused in and around Boston, and her acquaintance
was sought by most people with any literary pre-
tensions. About this time, she was introduced to
Mr Eénerson, who deseribes her as rather under

the middle height, with fair complexion and fair
strong hair, of extreme plainness, with a trick of
perpetually opening and shutting her eyelids, and
a mnasal tone of voice. She made a disagreeable
impression on most persons, including those who
subsequently became her best friends ; and to such
an extreme, that they did not wish to be in the
same room with her. This was partly the effect
of her manners, which expressed an overweenin,
sense of power, and slight esteem of others, an
partly the prejudice of her fame, for she had many
jealous rivals. She was a wonderful mimiec, and
could send children into ecstasies with her imper-
sonations ; but to this faenlty she joined a danger-
ous repute for satire, which made her a terror to
grown people. ‘The men thought she carried too
many guns, and the women did not like one who
despised them.” Mr Emerson, at their first meeting,
was repelled.  ¢We shall never get far, said he to
himself, but he was mistaken. Her appearance,
unlike that of many people, was the worst of Miss
Fuller. Her faults and weaknesses were all super-
fieial, and obvious to the most casual observer.
They dwindled, or were lost sight of, in fuller
knowledge. When the first repulse was over, she
revealed new exeellences every day to those who
happily made her their friend. ¢The day was
never long cnough,’ says Mr Emerson, ‘to exhaust
her opulent memory ; and I, who knew her inti-
mately for ten ycars—from July 1836 to August
1846—never saw her without surprise at her new
powers. She was an active, inspiring companion
and correspondent. All the art, the thought, and
the nobleness in New England, seemed related to
her and she to them.’

The expression of her self-complaceney was
startling in its thoroughness and frankness. She
spoke in the quictest manner of the girls she had
formed, the young men who owed everything to her,
and the fine companions she had long ago exhausted.
In the coolest way she said to her friends: ‘I now
know all the people worth knowing in America,
and I find no intellect comparable to my own!’
Some, who felt mnost offence at these arrogant dis-
plays, were yet, on further reflection, compelled to
adnit, that if hoastful, they were at anyrate not
far from true. Her sympathies were manifold, and
wonderfully subtle and delicate ; and young and
old resorted to her for confession, comfort, and
eounsel. Her inflnence was indeed powerful and
far-reaching. She was no flatterer. With an
absolute truthiulness, she spoke out her heart to
all her confidents, and from her lips they heard
their fanlts recited with submission, and received
advice as though from an oracle.

It was in conversation that Miss Fuller shone.
She would enter a party, and commence talking to
a neighbour. Gradually, listeners would collect
around her until the whole room  became her
audience. On such occasions she is said to have
discoursed as one inspired ; and her face, lighted
up with feeling and intellect, dissolved its plain-
ness, if not deformity, in beauty of expression.
Some of her friends turned this faculty to account,
by opening a conversation-class in Boston in 1839,
over which Miss Fuller presided. She opened the
groceedings with an extempore address, after which

iscnssion followed. The class was attended by
gome of the most intellectual women of the
American Athens, and very favourable memories

.

AR b



MARGARET FULLER OSSOLIL.

JULY 16.

ROYAL VISIT TO MERCHANT TAILORS' HALL.

are preserved of the grace and ability with which
the president did her share of duty.

uch of Miss Fuller’s freedom and force of
ntterance deserted her when she essayed to write,
and her friends protest against her papers being
regarded as any fair index of her powers. She
edited for two years The Dial, a quarterly given
to the discussion of transcendental and recondite
themes, and then resigned her office to Mr Emerson,
In 1844, she removed to New York, and accepted
service as literary reviewer to the New York
Tribune; a post for which she was singularl
unfitted. The hack-writer of the daily press is
always ready to spin a column or two on any new
book on instant notice, but Miss Fuller could onl
write in ample leisure, and when in a proper mood,
which mood had often to be waited for through
several days. Happily, Mr Horace Greeley, the
editor of the Tribune, appreciated the genius of the
reviewer, and allowed her to work in her own way.

In 1846, an opportunitty occurred for a visit to
Europe, long an object of desire ; and after a tour
through England, Scotland, and France, she made
a prolonged stay in Italy, and in December 1847,
she was married to Connt Ossoli, a poor Roman
noble, attached to the papal household. Concern-
ing him she wrote to hermother: ¢ He is not in any
respect such a person as people in general expect
to find with me. He hm{) no instructor except an
old priest, who entirely neglected his education ;
and of all that is contained in hooks he is absolutely
ignorant, and he has no enthusiasm. On the other
hand, he has excellent practical sense; has been
a_judicious obscrver of all that has passed before

is eyes; has a nice sense of duty, a very sweet
temper, and great native refinement. His love for
me has been unswerving and most tender” The
conjunction of the intellectual Yankee woman with
the slow Roman noble, utterly destitute of that
culture which she had set above all price, seemed
t0 many as odd as inexplicable. Itwas only another
illustration of the saying, that cxtremes meet ;
and those who know how 1mpossible it is for books
and the proudest fame to fill a woman’s hieart (and
Margaret Fuller had a great and very tender heart),
will not wonder that she felt a strange and happy
peace in Ossoli’s simple love.

Shewas a friend of Mazzini’s, and when, in 1848,
revolution convulsed almost every kingdom on the
continent, she rejoiced that Italy’s day of redemp-
tion had at last dawned. During the siege of Rome
by the French, she acted as a hosgital nurse, and
her courage and activity inspired extraordinary
admiration among the Italians. When Rome fell,
her hopes for her chosen country vanished, and
she resolved to return to America. ¢Beware of the
sea!” had been the warning of a fortune-teller to
Ossoli when a boy. In spite of gloomy forebodings,
they set sail from Leghorn in a merchant-ship. At
the outset of the voyage, the captain sickencd and
died of confluent small-pox in 1ts most malignant
form. Ossoli was next seized, and then their
infant boy, but both recovered, though their lives
were despaired of. At last the coast of America
was reached, when, on the very morning of the
day they would have landed, 16th July 1849, the
ship struck on Fire Island beach. For twelve
hours, during which the vessel went to picces, they
faced death.” At last crew and passengers were
engulfed in the waves, only one or two reaching

the land alive. The bodies of Ossoli and his wife
were never found, but their child was washed
ashore, and carried to Margaret’s sorrowing mother.

DE BERANGER.

Notwithstanding the ¢De’ prefixed to his name,
the illustrions French songster was of the humblest
origin. In yonth, the natural energies of his
intellect led him to authorship ; but he was at
first like to starve by it, and had at one moment
sertous thoughts of enlisting as a soldier in the
expedition to Egypt, when e was snecoured by
the generosity of Lucien Bonaparte, who conferred
on him the income he was entitled to as a member
of the Imstitute. It was not without cause, and a
cause honourable to his feelings, that Béranger
was ever alter a zealous Bonapartist. Béranger is,
without doubt, the most popular poet of France:
men of literature, citizéns, workmen, peasants,
everybody, in fact, sings his songs. Yet his
modesty was never s oiled by flattery ; when a
Erofessor of high standing spoke in his presence of

is ¢ immortal works ;' he replied : ¢ My dear friend,
I believe really that I am overpraised ; permit me
to doubt the immortality of my poems. At the
opening of my career, the French song had no
other pretension than to enliven a dessert. I asked
if it would not be possible to raise its tone, and use
it as the interpreter of the ideas and feelings of a
gencrous nation. At a dinner given by M. Laflitte,
where Benjamin Constant was present, I sang one
of my first songs, when the latter declared that a
new horizon was opened to poetry. This encouraged
me to persevere.

The circumstances of the times favoured the
Poct; he never ceased to sing the glories of France,
and particularly of the Empire. Yet he is most
truly himself in those little dramas, where, placing
a single person on the scene, he expresses the
national feeling, such as Le Vieux Sergent, Le Roi
d'Ivetot; whilst he was said to be the only man
who knew how to make riches popular, he had
another secret, how to render his own poverty
almost as inexhaustible in kindnesses as the rich.
He never would receive anything, and lived to the
last on the profits of his works, leaving his small
fortune to be divided among a few poor and old
friends.

ROYAL VISIT TO MERCHANT TAILORS HALL.

On the 16th of July 1607, James I., accom-
§auied by Henry, Prince of Wales, visited the
f{erchant Tailors’ Company of London, at their
hall, in Threadncedle Street. The records of the
comgany contain several interesting notices of this
royal visit. A short time previous to its taking
place, a meeting was held to consult how the king
could be best entertained ; and Alderman Sir John
Swynnerton was entreated ‘to confer with Mr
Benjamin Jonson, the poet, abhout a speech to be
made to welcome his majesty, and for music, and
other inventions” From the same source we also
glean the following account of the entertaimment :

¢ At the upper end of the hall, there was a chair
of estate, where his majesty sat ; and a very proper
child, well-spoken, being clothed like an Angel of
Gladness, with a taper of frankincense burning in
his hand, delivered a short speech, containing
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eighteen verses, devised by Mr Ben. Jonsom,
which pleased his ma{fst marvellously well. And
upon either side of the hall, in the windows near
the upper end, were galleries made for musie, in
either of which were seven singular choice
musicians, playing on their lutes, and in the ship,
which did Eung floft in the hall, were three rare
men and very skilful, who sung to his majesty;
wherein it is to be remembered, that the multitude
and noise was so great, that the lutes and songs
could scarcely be heard or understood. And then
his majesty went up into the king’s chamber, where
he dined alone at a table which was provided only
for his majesty, in which chamber were placed a
very rich pair of organs, whereupon Mr John Bull,
doctor of music, and brother of this company, did
play all the dinner-time.’

After dinner, James was presented with a purse
of gold; but on being shewn a list of the eight
kings, and other ﬁreat men, who had been members
of the company, he declined to add his name to it ;
stating that he already belonged to another guild,
but that his son, the Prince of Wales, should at
once become a Merchant Tailor. Then all descended
to the great hall, where the prince, having dined,
was presented with a purse of gold, and the garland
being put on his head, he was made free of the
company amidst loud acclamations of joy. During
this ceremony, the king stood in a new window
made for the purpose, ‘beholding all with a
gracious kingly aspect.

¢ After all which, his majesty came down to the

eat hall, and sitting in his chair of estate, did
%fmr a melodious song of farewell by the three rare
men in the ship, being apparelled in watchet * silk,
like seamen, which song so pleased his majesty,
that he caused it to be sung three times over.

MOCK-ELECTION IN THE KING'S BENCH.

In the old bad system of imprisonment for debt,
there were many evils, but none worse than the
enforced idleness undergone by the prisoners. It
is easy to understand how a man who had been
long kept in prison came out a worse member of
society than he went in, The sufferers, in general,
made wonderful struggles to get their time filled
up, though it was too often with things little
calculated for their benefit. Sometimes special
amusements were got up amongst them. In 1827,
the inmates of the King’s Beneh Prison, in London,
devised one of such a nature, that public attention

was attracted by it. It was proposed that they-

should elect a member to represent ¢ Tenterden’
(a slang name for the prison) in parliament. Three
candidates were put up, one of whomwas Lieutenant
Meredith, an eccentric naval officer. All the charac-
teristics of a regular election were burlesqued.
Addresses from the candidates to the ¢ worthy and
independent electors’ were printed and placarded
about the walls of the prison; squibs were written,
and songs sung, disparaging the contending parties ;
processions were organised with flags, trappings, and
music, to take the several candidates to visit the
several ‘Collegians’ (i.e., prisoners) in their rooms ;
speeches were made in the courtyards, full of
grotesque humour; a high-sheriff and other
officers were chosen to conduct the proceedings
in a dignified way ; and the electors were invited

* Blue.,
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to ‘rush to the poll’ early on Monday morning,
the 16th of July. Tho turnkeys of the prison
entered into the fun. While these preliminary
plans were engaging attention, a creditor happened
to enter the prison ; and seeing the prisoners o
exceedingly joyous, declared that such a kind of
imprisonment for debt could be no punichment ;
and he therefore liberated his debtor. Whether
owing to this singular result of prison-discipline
{or indiscipline), or an apprehension of evils that
might follow, Mr Jones, marshal of the prison,
stopped the whole proceedings on the morning of
the 16th. This, however, he did in so violent and
injudicious a way as to exasperate the whole of the
prisoners—some of whom, although debtors, were
still men of education and self-respect. They
resented the language used towards them, and the
treatment to which they were subjected ; until at
length a squad of Foot-guards, with fixed bayonets,
foreibly drove some of the feaders into a filthy
¢black-hole’ or place of confinement. The matter
caused a few days’ further exeitement, both within
and without the prison; and it was generally
thought that a more good-humoured course of
proceedinﬁ on the part of the marshal would have
brought the whole affair to a better ending.

AN APPLE-STALL DISCUSSED IN PARLIAMENT.

A case which attracted some notice and created
some amusement in 1851, serves, although trifling in
itself, to illustrate the tenmacity with Wﬁieh rights of
any kind are maintained in England. During a
period of several yecars, strollers in Hyde Park,
particularly children, were familiar with the ¢ White
Cottage,’ a small structure near the cast end of the
Serpentine, at the junction of several footpaths.
In this cottage Ann Hicks dispensed apples, nuts,
gingerbread, cakes, ginger-becr, &c. It had grown
up from a mere open stall to something like a small
tenement, simply through the pertinacious applications
of the stall-keeper to persons in office, Until 1843,
there was an ols conduit at that spot, once connected
with a miniature water-fall, but occupied then by Ann
Hicks for the purposes of her small dealings. This
was pulled down, and her establishment was reduced
to a mere open stall. Ann Hicks, who appears to
have been an apt letter-writer, wrote to Lo incoln,
at that time Chief Commissioner of Woods and
Forests, stating that her stall consisted merely of a
table with a canvas awning, and begging for permis-
sion to have some kind of lock-up into which she
could place her wares at night. She was therefore
allowed to make some such wooden erection as those
which have long existed near the Spring Garden corner
of St James’ Park. She wrote again, after a time,
begging for a very emall brick enclosure, as being
more secure at night than one of wood; this was
unwillingly granted, because quite contrary to the
genera.l arrangements for the management of the park;

ut as she was importunate, and persuaded other
persons to support her appeal, permission was given,
Ann Hicks pnt a wide interpretation on this kindness,
for she not only built a little brick room, but she
built a lLittle window as well as a little door to it.
She wrote again, saying that her locker was not large
enough ; might she make it a little higher, to afford
space for her ginger-beer bottles? Yes, provided the
tatal height did not exceed five feet, She wrote again,
mxiht she repair the roof, which was becomin
leeky ? Obtaining permission, ghe not only repair
the roof, but protruded a little brick chimney through
it; and advancing still further, she made a lttle
brick fireplace, whereon she could conduct small




OLD SUBURBAN TEA-GARDENS,

JULY 16.

OLD SUBURBAN TEA-GARDENS,

coeking eperatiens. She wrote again, stating that
the boys annoyed her by loeking in at the little
windew : might she put up a few hurdles, to keep
them at a distance? This being allowed, she gradually
meved the hurdles further and further outwards, till
she had enclesed a little garden. Thus the epen
stall developed inte a miniature tencment. Lord
Seymour came inte office as chicf-commissioner in
1850, and found that Ann Hicks had given the
officials as much treuble as if she had been a person
of the first consequence. Preparatiens were at that
time being made for the great Exhibition of 1851, and
it was deemed preper to remeve ebstructiens as much
as possible frem the Park., Ann Hicks was requested
te remove the white cottage. She ﬂaﬂ{ refused,
nsserting that the ground was her own by vested
right. She teld a stery te the effeet that, abeut a
hundred years earlier, her grandfather had saved
George 1I. from peril in the Serpentine; that, as a
reward, he had ebtained permission to hold a
permanent stall in the park ; that he had held this
during a leng life, and then his sen, and then Ann
Hicks; and that she had incurred an expenditure of
£130 in building the white cottage. After duc
inquiry, ne evidence could be feund ether than that
Ann Hicks had leng had a stall in that spot. Lerd
Seymeur, wishing te be en the right side, applied to
the Duke of Wellington, as ranger of Hyde Park;
and the veteran, punctual and precise in small matters
as in great, caused the whele matter to he investigated
by a solicitor. The result was that Ann Hicks's
story was utterly discredited, and she was ordered
to remeove—receiving, at the same time, a small
allewance for twelve menths as a recompense. She
resisted to the last, and became a seurce of perpetual
anneyance to every ene connected with the park.
When the cottage was remeved, and the meney paid,
she placarded the trees in the park with accusations
against the commissieners fer robhing her of her
rights, She pestered neblemen and members of
parliament to intercede in her faveur, and even wrete
te the Quecn. She gradually gave up the pretended
vested right, and put in a claim fer mere charity.
Nevertheless, in July of the following year, when
the Exhibitien was epen, the casc was breught before
parliament by Mr Bernal Osberne. Full explanatiens
were given by the gevernment, and the agitation
died eut. Many fereigners were in England at the
time, and the matter atforded them rather a striking
proef of the jealousy with which the natien regards
any supposed infractions by the gevernment of the
rights of private persons—even te so small a matter
a3 an apple-stall.

OLD SUBURBAN TEA-GARDENS.

London has so steadily enlarged on all sides, and
notably so within the present century, that the old
suburbs are embraced in new streets ; and a com-

aratively young persen may look in vain for the
gelds of his youthful days. ¢The march of brick
and mortar’ has invaded them, and the quiet
country tea-garden te which the Londener wended
across grass, may new be transformed to a glaring
gi.n-palace in the midst of a busy trading thorough-
are,

Readers of our old dramatic literature may
be amused with the rustic character which invests
the residents of that portion of the outskirts of
old Lendon comprehended between King's Cross
and St John's %’)Vood, as they are depicted by
Ben Jonson in his Tale of a Tub. The action of
the drama takes place in St Pancras Fields, tle
country near Kentish Town, Tottenham dourt,

and Marylebone. The dramatis persone seem as
innocent of London and its manners as if they were
inhabiting Berkshire, and talk a broad-country
dialect. This northern side of Londen preserved
its pastoral character until a comparatively recent
time, it being not more than twenty years since
some of the marks used by the Finsbury archers
of the days of Charles II., remained in the Shep-
herd and Shepherdess Fields, between the Regent's
Canal and Islingten. From White Conduit House,
the view was unebstructed over fields to Highgate.
The pretorium of a Roman camyp was visible where
Barnsbury Terrace now stands; the remains of
another, as described by Stukely, was situated
opposite old St Pancras Church; and hordes of
cows grazed where the Euston Square terminus of
our great midland railway is now placed, and
which was then Rhodes’ Farm. At the commence-
ment of the present century, the country was open
from the back of the British Museum to Kentish
Town ; the New Road, from Tottenham te Battle-
bridge, was considered unsafe after dark ; and parties
uged to collect at stated points to take the chance
of the escort of the watchman in his half-hour
round. Hampstead and Highgate could only be
reached by ‘short stages,’ going twice a day ; and
a journey there, once or twice in the summer, was
the furthest and most ambitious expedition of a
Cockney’s year, Both villages abounded in inns,
with large gardens in their rear, overlooking the
pleasant country fields towards Harrow, or the
extensive and more open land towards St Alban’s
and the valley of the Thames, ¢Jack Straw’s

Castle’ and ¢ The Spaniards’ still remain as samples
of these old ‘rural delights’ The features of the
lace, as they existed more than a century
ave been preserved by Chatelaine, in a

latter
since,

THE SPANIARDS, 1745,

small engraving he executed about 1745, and which
we here copy. The formal arrangement of trees
and turf, in humble imitation of the Dutch taste
introduced by William IIL, and exhibited at
Hampton Court and Kensingten palaces, may be
noted in this humbler garden.

For those who cared not for such distant plea-
sures, and who could not spare time and money to
climb the hills that beunded the Londoner’s north-
ern horizon, there were ¢ Arcadian bowers’ glmost

1
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beneath the city walls. Following the unfragrant
Fleet ditch until it became a_comparatively clear
stream in the fields beyond Clerkenwell, the
citizen found many other wells, each within its
own shady garden. The Fleet was anciently known
as “the river of wells, from the abundance of these
rills, which were situated on its sloping banks,
and swelled its tiny stream. ¢The London Spa’
ave the name to the district now known as Spa-

elds, Rosomon’s Row being built on its site. The
only representation of the gardens occurs in the
frontispiece to an exceedingly rare pamphlet, pub-
lished in 1720, entitled May-day, or the Origin of
Garlonds, which appears to be an elaborate puff
for the establishment, as we are told in grandilo-
quent rhymes :

¢ Now ninepin alleys and now skittles grace
The late forlorn, sad, desolated place;
Arbours of jasmine, fragrant shades eompose,
And numerous blended eompanies enclose.
The spring is gratefully adorn’d with rails,
Whose fame shall last till the New River fails !’

Situated in the low land mear by (sometimes
termed Bagnigge Marsh), was a well and its plea-
sure-grounﬁs, known as ¢ Black Mary’s Hole! Spring
Place, adjoining Exmonth Street, marks its locality
now ; it obtained its name from a black woman
named Mary Woolaston, who rented it in the days
of Charles II. Another ‘hole, of worse repute,
was in the immediate vicinity, and is better known
to the reader of London literature as ¢ Hockley-in-
the-Hole! There assembled on Sundays and holi-
days the Smithfield butchers, the knackers of
Turnmill Street, and the less respectable denizens
of Field Lane, for dog-fights and pugilistic encoun-
fers, ‘That men may be instructed by brutes,
Zsop, Lemuel Gulliver, and Hockley-in-the-Iole,
ghew us,’ says the author of The Taste of the Town,
1731 ; adding, with satiric slyness: ¢ Who can view
dogs tearing bulls, bulls goring dogs, or mastiffs
throttling bears, without being animated with their
daring spirits” It became the very type of low
blackguardism, and was abolished by the magis-
tracy at the close of the last century. ‘

A short distance further north, in the midst of
round encircled by the Fleet River, stood the more
amous Baguigge Wells, long the favoured resort

of Londoners, as it added the attraction of a
concert-room to the pleasure of a garden. The
house was traditionally said to have been a country
residence of Nell Gwynn, the celebrated mistress
of Charles IL; and her bust was consequently
placed in the post of honour, in the Long Room,
where the concerts were given. The house was
opened for public reception about the year 1757,
in consequence of the discovery, by Mr Hughes, of
two mineral springs (one chalybeate, the other
cathartic), which had been covered over, but by their
ercolation, injured his favourite flower-beds.
fineral waters being then much sought after, he
took advantage of his springs, and opened his
ardens to the public with much success. In The
%’hmbs of Parnassus, 1760, is a curious poetical
description of the company usually scen :

¢ Here ambulates th’ Attorney, looking grave,
And Rake, from Bacchanalian rout uprose,
And mad festivity. Here, too, the Cit,
With belly turtle-stuffed, and Man of Gout
With leg of size enormous. Hobbling on,
72
4

The pump-room he salutes, and in the chair
He squats himself unwieldy. Mnch he drinks,
And mueh he laughs, to see the females quaff
The friendly beverage.’

There is a pleasing mezzotint enf{)mving (now
very scarce), which was published by the great
rintseller of the day, Carington Bowles, in.St
aul's Churchyard, 1780, depicting two fair visitors

A BAGNIGOE WELLS SCENE, 1780,

to the gardens, breaking through the laws against
plucking flowers. It is entitled, ¢ A Bagnigge Wells
Scene, or mno resisting Temptation. Tt is copied
above. The gardens at that time were extensive,
and laid out in the old-fashioned manner, with
clipped trees, walks in formal lines, and a profusion
of leaden statues. A fountain was placed in the
centre, as shewn in our cut. A Dutch Cupid half-
choking a swan was the brilliant idea it shadowed
forth. The roof of the temple is scen ahove the
trees to the left ; it was a circular domed colonnade,
formed by a double row of pillars and pilasters ;
in its centre was a double pump, one piston sup-
plying the chalybeate, the otﬁer the cathartic water ;
1t was encircled by a low balustrade. A grotto
was the other great feature of the garden; it was
a little castellated building of irregular hexagonal
form, covered with shells, stones, glass, &e., forming
two apartments open to the gardens. The waters
were diunk for the charge of threepence each
person, or delivered from the pump-room at eight-
pence per gallon. As a noted place for tea-drinking,
1t is frequently alluded to by authors of the last
century. In the prologue to Colman’s comedy,
Bon Ton, 1776, a vulgar city-madam from Spital-
fields thus defines that phrase:

¢ Bone Tone’s the space twix’t Saturday and
Monday,
And riding in a one-horse chair on Sunday.
’Tis drinking tea on summer afternoons
At Bagnigge Wells with china and gilt spoons.’

There is a print of the company in the great room,
styled, ¢ The Bread and Butter Manufactory, or the
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Humours of Bagnigge Wells! Miss Edgeworth
alludes to it in one of her tales as a place of vulgar
resort ; and a writer of 1780 says:

¢ The Cits to Bagnigge Wells repair,
To swallow dust, and call it air.’ 4

The gardens were much curtailed in 1813, when the
bankruptey of the proprietors compelled a general
sale on the premises. They gradually sank in
repute ; the Long-room was devoted to threepenny
concerts ; and the whole was ultimately destroyed
in 1841, when a public-house was erected on the site
of the old tavern. A relic of the oldest house
remained over a side-door at the end of the garden,
consisting of a head in high-relief, and an inserip-
tion: ‘S.T. This is Bagnigge House neare the
Pinder a Wakefeilde. 1680 The latter was the
sign of another honse of entertaimnent in Gray’s
Inn Lane; and nearly opposite to it, within a short
distance of King’s Cross, was another garden, where
St Chad’s Well offered its cure to invalids. The
New Underground Railway cuts through the whole
of this marshy district, once so redolent of healing
springs, and to which we may bid adien in the
grandiloguent words of the anthor quoted above :

¢ Farewell, sweet vale ! how much dost thou excel
Arno or Andalusia !’

Passing along the great main-road to Islington
from Smithfield (St John Street Road), we find on
the banks of the New River, at that point where
it crosses the road, a theatre still bearing the name
of Sadler’s Wells, and occupying the site of that

SADLER’S WELLS, 1745,

old sanatorium. The aspect of the house in 1745 is
shewn in ourengraving, from a view published at that
period. The reader who is familiar with the works
of Hogarth, will recognise the entrance-gate and
portion of the house in the background to his
%r'mt of ‘Evening,’ one of the ‘Four Times of the

ay” The well was a medicinal spring, once the
property of the monks of Clerkenwell, reputed for
1ts cures before the dissolution of the priory in
Henry VIIL's reign, when this well was ordered
to be sto%)ed up as a relic of superstition. In the
reign of Charles II, the honse and grounds were
in the hands of a surveyor of the highway named
Sadler, who employed men to dig gravel in his

garden, leading to the rediscovery of the well
under an arch of stone. This happened in 1683.
With great business tact, Mr Sadler engaged a
certain ¢T.G., Doctor of Physick,’ to write ¢ A True
and Exact Account of Sadler’s Well; or, the New
Mineral Waters lately found at Islington,” in which
it was recommended as equal in virtne to that of
Tunbridge. He built a music-house, and sncceeded
in making it ¢ so frequented, that there are five or
six hundred people there constantly every morn-
ing’ After a‘few years, that attraction ceased ; but
as a place of amusement, it never failed in popu-
larity. In 1690, it was known as Miles's Music-
house ; to him succeeded Francis Forecer, the
son of a mnsician, who introduced rope-dancers,
tumblers, &c., for the pnblic amusement ; no charge
was made for this, but only paid for in the drink
visitors ordered. While under these managements,
the premises appear to have been a tea—gar?len with
a music-room, on the plan of Bagnigge Wells ; but
in 1765, one Rosoman, an eminent builder, took
the lease, pulled down the old building, and erected
a theatre on the site. Opposite to the Wells, on
the south side of the New River, was another
favourite tca-garden, ‘The Sir Hugh Middleton,’
which still exists as an ordinary public-honse,
minus the garden. In Hogarth’s print, already
alluded to, 1t appears as a country hostel, with a
luxuriant vine trained over its wooden front ; the
scenery beyond is a Cockney arcadia, with milk-
maids and cows, open fields and farm-tencments,
to the Middlesex alps at Highgate.

Turning round the New River head, ¢ Merlin's
Cave,’ another tea-garden, wooed the traveller ; but
if lie resolutely crossed the New Road, he came to
White Conduit House, on the extreme verge of
London, sitnated on the high land just above the
tunnel connecting the Regent’s and Paddington
canals. It took its mame from the contiguous
condnit originally constructed for the umse of the
Charter-house, and once bore the initials of Thomas

WHITE CONDUIT HOUSE, 1827.

Sutton, its founder, and the date 1641. Our cut

represents the asEect of both buildings, as they

stood in 1827, The Conduit was then in a pitiable

state of neglect—denuded of the outer case of stone,
73
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a mere core of rubble; the house was a low-roofed
building, with a row of clipped trees in front, and
a large garden in the rear, well supplied with
arbours all round for tea-drinking ; and such was
its pogularity at the commencement of this century,
that fifty pounds was often taken on a Sunday
afternoon for sixpenny tea-tickets. Its bread was
a3 popular as the buns of Chelsea; and ‘White
Conduit loaves’ was a London ecry, listened for by
such old ladies as wished to furnish a tea-table
luxury to their friends. On week-days, it was a
kind of minor Vauxhall, with singing and fire-
works ; on great occasions, the ascent of a balloon
crowded the gardens, and collected thousands of
ersons in the fields aronnd. It was usual for
ondon ¢ roughs’ to assemble in large numbers in
these fields %or foot-ball play on Easter Monday ;
occasionally ‘the fun’ was diversified by Irish
faction-fights ; the whole neighbourhood is now
covered with houses. The old tea-garden built
npon ; and the house destroyed in 1849 ; a large
gublio—house now marking the site of the clder
uilding we engrave,

Field-paths, with uninterrupted views over the
country, led toward St Pancras, where another
well and public garden invited strollers with its
sanitary promises. The way between this place
and London was particularly unsafe to pedestrians
after dark, and robberies between lere and Gray's
Inn Lane were common in the early part of the
last century. About half a mile to the west, the
Jew's Harp Tavern invited wayfarers to Primrose
Hill, being situated close to the south of the
present Regent’s Park Barracks,

Marylehone Gardens was the most important of
these north-western places of amusement. It was
situated opgosite the old parish church, on ground
now covered by Devonshire Street and Beaumont
Street. It is mentioned by Pepys, two years after
the great fire of London, as ‘a pretty placa’ to
walk in. Its bowling-alleys were famous, aud
here Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham, ‘bowled time
away’ in the days of Pope and Gay. The latter
author allndes to this place more than ouce in the
Beggar's Opera, as a rendezvous for the dissipated,
putting it on a level with one of bad repute already
mentioned. He alludes to the dog-fights allowed
here in one of his Fables:

¢ Both Hockley-hole and Marybone
The combats of my dog have known.!

After 1740, it became more respectable—a shilling
was charged for admission, an orchestra was erected ;
the gardens were oeccasionally illuminated, fétes
given, and a rivalry to Vauxhall attempted, which
achieved a gertain amount of success. Balls and
concerty were given; Handel's mnsic was played
under Dr Arne’s direction; Chatterton wrote a
burlesque burletta after the fashion of Midas,
entitled The Eovenge, which was performed in 1770 ;
but after many vicissitndes, the gardens were
closed within the next eight years, and the site
turned to more useful purposes.

Pursning the road toward Paddington, ‘The York-
shire Stingo,’ opposite Lisson Grove, invited the
wayfarer to its tea-garden and bowling-green ; it
yas much ¢rowded on Sundays, when an admission
{ee of sixpence was demanded at the doors. For that
a ticket was given, to be exchanged with the waiters
for it7s4va1ue in refreshments ; & plan very constantly

adopted in these gardens, to prevent the intrusion
of the lowest classes, or of such as might only
stroll about them without epending anything,
The Edgeware Road would point the way to
Kilburn Wells, which an advertisement of 1773
assures ns were then ‘in the utmost perfection,
the gardens emlarged and greatly improved, the
great room being particularly adapted to the use
and amusement ofp the politest companies, fit for
either music, dancing, or entertainment.

The south-western snburb had also its places of
vesort. ‘Cromwell Gardens,’ and ¢ The Hoop and
Toy,’ at Brompton ; ¢ The Fun,’ at Pimlieo, celebrated
for its ale; ¢The Monster,” and ¢ Jenny’s Whim,’ in
the fields near Chelsea. Walﬁ»ole, in one of his
letters, says that at Vauxhall he ¢picked up Lord
Granby, arrived very drunk from Jenny’s Whim.
Angelo, in his Pic-nic or Table-talk, deseribes it as
‘a tea-garden, situated, after passing a wooden
bridge on the left, previous to entering the long
avenue, the coach-way to where Ranelagh once
stood.! This place was much frequented from its
novelty, being an inducement to allure the curions
by its amusing deceptions, particularly on their
first dfg:pearance there. Here was a large garden,
in different parts of which were recesses; and
treading on a spring, taking you by surprise, up
started different figures, some ugly enough to
frighten you ; like a Harlequin, Mother Shipton,
or some terrific animal. In a large piecs of water,
facing the tea-alcoves, large fish or nermaids were
shewing themselves above the surface. This queer
spectacle was kept by a famous mechanist, who
had been employed at one of the winter theatres’
The water served less reputable purposes in 1755,
when, according to a notice in The Connoisseur,
it was devoted to ‘the royal diversion of duck-
hunting.’

This disgraceful ¢diversion’ gave celebrity to a
house in St George’s Fields, which took for its sign
‘The Dog and Duck, though eriginally known as

THE DOG AND DUCK, 1780.

¢St George’s Spa. It was established, like so many
of these places, after the discovery of a mineral
spring, about the middle of the last century. ¢As
a public tea-garden,’ says a writer in 1813, ‘it was
within a few fyears past a favourite resort of the
vilest dregs of society, until properly suppressed
by the magistrates’ The site forms part of the
und upon which the at lunatie asylum,
nown a3 New Bethlehem Hospital, now stands ;
and in the boundary-wall is still to he seen the
geulptured figure of a seated dog holding a duck
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in his mouth, which once formed the sign of the
tea-garden. The ‘sport’ consisted in hunting
unfortunate ducks in & pond by dogs; the diving
of the one, and the pursuit of the others, gratifying
the Drutal spectators, who were allowed to bring
their dogs to ‘the hunt, on the payment of six-

ence each ; the owner of the dog who caught and
Eilled the duck might claim that prize.

Closer to London, but on the same side of the
Thames, was Lambeth Wells, where concerts were
occasionally given ; ‘The Apollo Gardens’ (on the
gite of Maudsley’s factory, in the Westminster
Road), with an orchestra in its centre, and alcoves
for tea-drinking, the walls of which were covered
with pictures—a very common decoration to the
wooden boxes in all these gardens, giving amuse-
ment to visitors in examining them. ¢Cuper’s
Gardens’ were opposite Somerset House, the
present Waterloo Bridge Road running over what
was once its centre. They were called after the-
original proprietor, a gardener, named Boydell
Cuper, who had been in the service of the famous
collector, Thomas, Earl of Arundel, whose antique
marbles are still at Oxford. Cuper begged from
him such as were mutilated, and stuck them about
his walks. In 1736, an orchestra was added to its
attractions ; it subsequently became famed for its
fireworks ; but ultimately most so for the loose
gociety it harboured, and for which it was deprived
of its licence in 1753.

In addition to these the inhabitants of South-
wark might disport in ¢ Finch's Grotto,” situated in
Gravel Lane, Southwark ; ¢ The Jamaica Tavern,’
or ‘St Helena Gardens, Rotherhithe ; so that
London was literally surrounded with these

opular places of resort; as alluded to by the
grussian D’Archenholz, who, in his account of
England (published toward the close of the last
century), observes: ‘The English take a great
delight in the public gardens, near the metropolis,
where they assemble and drink tea together in the
open air. The number of these in the neighbour-
hood of the capital is amazing, and the order,
regularity, neatness, and even elegance of them are
truly admirable. They are, however, very rarely
frequented by people of fashion ; but the middle
and lower ranks go there often, and seem much
delighted with the music of an organ, which is
usually played in an adjoining building’ Now,
owing to the altered tastes of the age, scarcely one
of them exists, and they will be remembered only
«in the pages of the topographer.
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Saints Speratus and his companions, martyrs, 3d
century. 8t Marcellina, eldest sister of St Ambrose,
about 400. St Alexius, confessor, 5th centnry. St
Ennodius, bishop of Pavia, confessor, 521. St Turninus,
con5fcssor, 8th century. St Leo IV., pope and confessor,
855.

—_—

Born.—Dr Isaac Watts, well-known divine and writer
of hymns, 1674, Southampton; Adrian Reland, oriental
scholar and author, 1676, Ryp, North Holland.

Died.—Robert Guiscard the Norman, Duke of Apulis,

1085, Corfu; Jacques Arteveldt, brewer in Ghent, and
popular leader, slain, 1844; Jobn Talbot, Earl of
Shrewsbury, English general in France, killed before
Chatillon, 1453 ; Jauet, Lady Glammis, burned as a witch
on Castle Hill of Edinhurgh, 1537 ; Marchioness of Brin-
villiers, noted poisoner, executed at Paris, 1676; Sir
William Wyndham, noted Tory orator, 1740, Wells, Somer-
setshire ; Charlotte Corday, assassin of Marat, guillotined,
1798; Dr John Roebuck, distinguished manufacturing
chemist, and founder of the Carron Ironworks, 1794 ;
Charles, second Earl Grrey, prime minister to William IV.,
1845. : .

THE MARCHIONI.ZSS OF BRINVILLIERS,

It is a melancholy fact that the progress of
civilisation, along with the innumerable benefits
which it confers on the human race, tends to
develop and bring forth a class of offences and
crimes which are almost, if not wholly, unknown
in the earlier and less sophisticated stagirfs of
society, 'Whilst violence and rapine are charac-
feristics of primitive barbarism and savage
independence, commercial fraud and murder by
treachery but too often spring up as their sub-
stitutes in peaceful and enl?pﬁltened times. As
long as human nature continues the same, and
its leading principles have ever hitherto been
unchanging, so long must the spirit of evil find
some mode of expression, veiled though it may be
under an infinite variety of disguises, and yet not
without undergoing a gradual softening down
which optimists would fondly regard as a promise
of its ultimate suppression.

The crime of poisoning, it has often been
remarked, is like assassination—the offspring of a
polished and voluptuous age. In proof of this, we
need only look to its horrible and astounding
frequency in Italy and France during the sixteenth
and seventeenth centuries. One of the most
notable instances of its occurrence is the case of
the Marchioness of Brinvilliers, whose nefarions
Eractices, coupled with her distinguished rank,

ave exalted her to the very pinnacle of infamy.
She was the daughter of M. Drenx d’Anbray, who
held the office of lieutenant-civil in the capital of
France during the reign of Louis XIV, In 1651,
she was married to the Marquis of Brinvilliers, a
son of the president of the Chamber of Accounts,
and the leir of an immense fortune, to which his
wife brought a very considerable accession. The
marchioness is described as a woman of most pre-
possessing appearance, both as regards agreeable-
ness of person and as impressing the beholder with
a sense of virtue and amiability. Never was the
science of physiognomy more completely stultified.
Beneath that fair and attractive exterior was con-
cealed one of the blackest and most depraved
hearts that ever beat within a female bosom. A
career of degrading eensuality had, as alterwards
appeared b ier own confession, exerted on her its
naturel and corrupting influence almost from her
childhood. No special evidence of its fruits,
however, became prominently manifest till her
acquaintance with a certain Sieur Godin, commonly
calqled St Croix, who had made her husband’s
acquaintance in the course of military service, and
for whom the latter conceived such an overweening
affection that he introduced him into, and made
him an inmate of, his house. An intimacy,
which was soon converted into o criminal one,
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sprang up between him and the marchioness,
who also not long afterwards procured a separation
from her husband on the ground of his pecuniary
recklessness and mismanagement. Freed now from
all the restraints by which she had hitherto been
held, she indnlged so shamelessly her unlawful
passion for St Croix, that public decency was
seandalised, and her father, after several ineffectnal
attempts to ronse M. de Brinvilliers to a sense of
his conjugal degradation, procured a lettre de cachet,
by which her paramour was committed to the
Bastile. Here St Croix became acquainted with
an Italian named Exili, an adept in poisons, who
tanght him his arts, and on their release, after
about a twelvemonth’s confinement, became an
inmate of his house. The intimacy of St Croix
with the marchioness was at the same time
renewed, but more cautiously, so as to save
appearances, and cven to enable the latter to
regain the affection of her father; a necessary step
towards the accomplishment of the schemes in
view. Avarice and revenge now conspired with
illicit love, and the horrid design was conceived
of poisoning her father and the other members
of Eer family, so as to render herself sole heir
to his property. Tutored by St Croix, she
mixed up poison with some bisenits which she
distributed to the poor, and, more especially, to
the patients of the Hotel Diew, as an experi-
ment to test the gnantity necessary for a fatal
effect.

Having thus prepared herself for action, the
marchioness commenced with the murder of her
father, which she effected by mixing some poison
with his broth when he was residing at his
conntry seat., The symptoms ordinarily exhibited
in such cases ensued, but the patient did not die
till after his return to Paris. ~ No suspicions on
this occasion scem to have rested on the
marchioness, who forthwith proceeded to effect
the deaths of her two brothers, one of whom
succeeded their father in his office of lieutenant-
civil, and the other was a counsellor of the parlia-
ment of Paris. This she accomplished by means
of a man named La Chaussée, who had formerly
lived as a footman with St Croix, and then trans-
ferred his services to the brothers D’Aubray, who
occupied together the same house. Under the
guidance of his former master, this miscreant
administered poison to them on various occasions,
which destroyed first the lieutenant and then the
counsellor ; but so well had the semblance of
fidelity been maintained, that the latter bequeathed
to La Chaussée a legacy of a hundred crowns in
consideration of his services. One member of the
marchioness’s family still remained, her sister
Mademoiselle I’Aubray, whose suspicions, how-
ever, were now aroused against her sister, and by
her vigilance and circnmspection she escaped the
snares laid for her life.

The singular deaths of M. D’Aubray and his
sons excited eonsiderable attention, and the belief
came to be strongly entertained that they had been
poisoned. Yet no suspicion alighted on the
marchioness or St Croix, and they might have
succeeded in escaping the punishment due to their
crimes, had it mnot Peen for a singular accident.
Whilst the latter was busied one day with the
preparation of his poisons, the mask which he
wore to protect himself from their cffects dropped

6

off, and lie was immediately suffocated by the
pernicious vaponrs. Having no relations to look
after his property, it was taken possession of by
the public anthorities, who, in the course of their
rummaging, discovered a casket, disclosing first a

aper in the handwriting of the deceased, reqnest-
ng all the articles contained in it to be delivered
unexamined to the Marchioness de Brinvilliers.
These consisted of packets of various kinds of
poison, a promissory-note by the marchioness
m St Croix’s favour for 1500 livres, and a
number of her letters to him, written in the most
extravagantly amatory strain. Even now, had it not
been for the imprudence of La Chaussée in present-
ing snndry claims on St Croix’s succession, it
might have been difficult to substantiate his guilt
and that of his employers. He was indicted at the
instance of the widow of the lientenant-civil, the
younger D’Anbray ; and having been bronght before
the parliament of Paris, was condemned to be
broken alive on the wheel, after having been first
subjected to the torture for the discovery of his
accomplices. On the rack, he made a full con-
fession ; in consequence of which a demand was
made on the authorities of Liege for the tradition
to the French government of the Marchioness of
Brinvilliers, who had fled thither on hearing of the
proceedings instituted after the death of St Croix.
This abandoned woman had, previous to quitting
Paris, made varions attempts, by bribery and other-
wise, to obtain possession of the fatal casket; but
finding all these ineffectnal, made her escape by
night across the frontier into the Netberlands.
Given up here by the Council of Sixty of Liege
to a company of French archers, she was condueted
by them to Paris, not without many offers, on her
part, of large sums of money to the officers to let
her go, and also an endeavour to commit suicide
by swallowing a pin. Previous to, and during her
trial, che made the most strenuous declarations of
her innocence ; but the accumulated proof against
her was overwhelming ; and, notwithstanding the
very ingenious defence of her counsel, M. Nivelle,
she was found guilty by the parliament, and con-
demned to be first beheaded and then burned. This
sentence was pronounced on the 16th of July 1676,
and_executed the following day. On heanng the
verdict against her, she retracted her former pro-
testations, and made a full and ample confession of
her crimes. One of the doetors of the Sorbonne,
M. Pirot, who attended her as spiritual adviser
during the twenty-four hours’ interval between her.
sentence and death, has left a most fervid des-
cription of her last moments. According to his
account, she manifested so sincere and pious a
contrition for her enormities, and gave such satis-
factory cvidences of her conversion, that he, the
confessor, would have been willing to exebange
%laces with the penitent! The great painter, Le

run, secured a good place for himself at her
execution, with the view of studying the features
of a condemned criminal in lier position, and
transferring them to his canvas. We' are informed
also, that among the crowds who thronged to sce
her die were several ladies of distinction. This
last circumstance can hardly surprise us, when we
recollect that, three quarters of a century later, the
fashion and beauty of Paris sat for a whole day to
witness, as a cnrious spectacle, the barbarities of the
execution of Damiens.
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HIS day is memor-
able in the history
of France, as that
on which it may be
considered to have
S been saved from the
Jowest state of help-
less wretchedness to
which foreign inva-~
sion had ever re-
duced that kingdom
—at least, since the
invasions of the
Normans. Under a
succession of princes,
hardly raised above
imbecility, torn to
pieces by the feuds
S of a selfish and
rapacions aristo-
cracy, the kingdom
e = of France had seen
LA PUCELLE, FROM HER MONUMENT jts erown surren-
ey (8o dered to a foreigner,
the king of England ; its legitimate monarch, a
weak-minded and slothful prince, had been driven
into almost the last corner of his kingdom which
was able to give him a shelter, and almost his last
stronghold of any importance was in imminent
danger of falling into the hands of his enemies,
when, by a sudden turn of fortune, on the 17th of
July 1429, Charles V1L, relieved from his dangers,
was crowned at Rheims, and all this wonderful
revolution was the work of a simple peasant-girl.
The very origin, and much of the private history
of this personage are involved in mystery, and have
furnished abundant subjects of discussion for
historians. There is even some doubt as to her
real name ; but the French antiquaries seem now to
be agreed that it was Darc, and not I’Arec, and that
it had no relation whatever to the village of Arc,
from which it was formerly supposed to be derived.
Hence the name of Joan of Arc, by which she is
opularly known in England, is a mere mistake.
here was the more room for doubt about her
name, because in France, during her lifetime, she
was usnally spoken of as La Pucelle, or The Maid ;
or at most she was called Jeanne la Pucelle—
Jeanne the Maid. Jeanne was born at Domremi,
a small village on the river Mcuse, at the extremity
of the province of Champagne, it is supposed in
the latter part of the year 1410, and was the
youngest child of a respectable family of labouring
peasants, named Jacques and Isabelle Darc. The
girl appears to have laboured from childhood under
a certain derangement of constitution, physically
and mentally, which rendered her mind peculiarly
open to superstitious feelings, and made hersubject
to trances and visions. The prince within whose
territory her native village stood, the Duke of Bar,
was a stanch partisan of Charles VIL., who, as he
had never been crowned, was still only spoken of
as the dauphin, while on the other side of the
river lay the territory of the Duke of Lorraine, an
equally violent adherent of the Duke of Burgundy
and the English party. It is not surprising, there-
fore, if the mind of the young Jeanne became

preoccupied with the troubles of her wunhappy
country ; the more so as she appears to have
possessed mnch that was masculine in form and
character. Under such feelings she believed at
length that she saw in her visions St Michael the
Archangel, who came to announce to her that she
was destined to he the saviour of France, and
subsequently introduced to her two female saints,
Catherine and Margaret, who were to be her guides
and protectors, She believed that her future
communications came from these, either by their
appearance to herin her trances, or more frequently
by simple communications by a voice, which was
audible only to herself.

She stated that she had been accustomed to these
communications four or five years, when, in June
1428, she first communicated the circumstance to
her parents, and declared that the voice informed
her that she was to go into France to the Dauphin
Charles, and that she was to conduct him to
Rheims, and cause him to be crowned there. An
uncle, who believed at once in her mission, took
her to Vancouleurs, the only town of any conse-
%uence in the neighbourhood, to ask its governor,

obert de Baudricourt, to send her with an escort
to the court of the dauphin; but he treated her
statement with derision, and Jeanne returned with
her uncle to his home. However, the story of the
Maid’s visions had now been spread abroad, and
created a eonsiderable sensation; and Robert de
Baudricourt, thinking that her story and her
cnthusiasm might be turmed to some account,
sent a report of the whole affair to court. News
arrived about this time of the extreme danger of
Orleans, closely besieged by the English, and,
in the midst of the excitement caunsed by this
intelligence, Jeanne spoke with so much vehemence
of the necessity of being immediately sent to the
dauphin, that two young gentlemen of the country,
named Jean de Novelonpont and Bertrand de
Poulengi, moved by her words, offered to conduct
her to Chinon, where Charles was then holding his
court. This, however, was rendered unnecessary
by the arrival of orders from the court, addressed
to Robert de Baudricourt. It appears that Charles’s
advisers thought also that some use might be made
of the maiden’s visions,and Baudricourt was directed
to send her immediately to Chinon. The inha-
bitants of Vaucoulenrs subscribed the money to pay
the expenses of her jonrney, her nncle and another
friend %ought her a horse,and Robert de Baudricourt
gave her a sword ; and she cut her hair short, and
adopted the dress of a man. Thus equipped, with
six attendants, among whom wexe the two young
gentlemen just mentioned, Jeanne left Vauconleurs
on the 18th of February 1429, and, after escaping
some dangers on the way, arrived at Chinon on the
24th of the same month.

Such is the account of the commencement of
Jeanne’s mission, as it came out at a subscquent
}éeriod on her trial. On her arrival at Chinon,

harles VII. appears to have become ashamed of
the whole affair, and it was not till the 27th, after
various consultations with his courtiers and eccle-
siastics, that he at length consented to see her. No
doubt, every care had been taken to give effect to
the interview, and when first introduced, althongh
Charles had disguised himself so as not to be
distinguished from his courtiers, among whom he
had p%aced himself, she is said to have gone 7%irect
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to him, and fallen on her knees before him, and,
among other things to have said : ‘I tell thee from
the Lord, that thou art the true heir of France,
and the son of the king’ This declaration had a
particular importance, because it had been reported
abroad, and seems to have been very extensively
believed, that Charles was illegitimate. Charles
now acknowledged that he was perfectly satisfied
of the truth of the Maid’s mission, and the belief
in it became general, and was confirmed by the

retended discovery of a prophecy of Merlin, which
goretold that France was to be saved by a virgin,
who twas to come from the Bose-Chesnu. This,
which meant the Wood of Oaks, was the name of
the wood on the edge of which her native village
of Domremi stood. Other precautions were taken,
for it was necessary to dispel a prejudice which was
rising against her—namely, that she was a witch—
and she was carried to Poitiers, to be examined
before a meeting of the ecclesiastics of Charles’s
party, who were assembled there, and who gave
their opinion in her favour. She then returned
to Chinon, while the young Duke of Alengon went
to Blois, to collect the soldiers and the convoy of
provisions and munitions of war, which the maiden
was to conduct into Orleans. Jeanne now assumed
the equipment and arms of a soldier, and was
furnished with the wusnal attendance of the
commander of an army. She went to Tours, to
prepare for her undertaking; and while there,
caused an émblematical standard to be made, and
announced, on the authority of information received
from her voices, that near the altar of St Catherine,
in the church of Fierbois, a sword lay buried,
which had five crosses engraved on the blade, and
which was destined for her use. An armourer of
Tours was sent to the spot, and he brought back a
rusty sword, which he said had been found under
the circumstances she described, and which answered
to her deseription.

Reports of these proceedings had been carried
into Orleans, and had raised the courage and reso-
lution of the inhabitants and garrison, while the
besiegers were greatly alarmed, for they also seem
to have believed in Jeaune’s mission in one scnse,
and expected that they would have to contend
with Satanic agency. They believed from the first
that she was a witch. At length, on the 27th of
April, Jeanne left Blois with the convoy, accom-
ganied by some of the military chiefs of the
dauphin’s party, and leading a force of 6000 or 7000
men. The enthusiasm she created produced an
effect beyond anything that could be expected, and
after serious disasters, the English were obliged,
on the 8th of May, to raise the siege. The Maid
herself carried the news of this great triumph to
Charles VIL, who was at Loche, and insisted on his
repairing immediately to Rheims to be crowned.
But, thongh he received her with honour, he
exhibited none of her enthusiasm, and refused to
follow her advice. In fact, his council had decided
on following a totally different course of military
operations to that which she wished; but they
were at length persuaded to agree to the proposal
for hastening the coronation, as soon as the coutse
of the Loire between them and Rheims could be
cleared of its English garrisons. The army was
accordingly placed under the command of the
Duke of Alengon, with orders to act by Jeanne’s
counsels. Gergean, where the Duke of Suffolk
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commanded, was soon taken, and the garrison mas-
sacred. Having received considerable reinforce-
ments, commanded by the Count of Vendéme, the
Maid marched against the English forces, under
the command of the celebrated Talbot, carried the
bridge of Meung by force on the 15th of June,
and rednced Beaugenci to capitulate in the night
of the 17th. In their retreat, the English were
overtaken and defeated with great slaughter, and
Talbot himself was made prisoner. Charles shewed
no gratitude for all these services, but listened
to the councils of favourites, who were jealous
of the maiden’s fame, and who now began to
throw obstacles in her way. He refused to yield
to her proposal to attack Auxerre, and Troyes
was only taken in contradiction to the dauphin’s
intentions. Chélons surrendered without resistance,
and on the 16th, the French army came in view of
Rheims, which was immediately abandoned by the
English and Burgundian troops which formed its
garrison. Next day, Charles VIL. was erowned in
the cathedral of Rheims with the usual ceremonies,
and from this moment he received more openly
the title of king.

From this moment the history of Jeanne Darc
is one only of ingratitude and treachery on the

art of those whom she had served, and who,
intending only to use her as an instrument, seem
to have believed that her utility was now at an
end. Further successes, however, attended the
march of the army to Paris, where the mass of the
English forces were collected, under the command
of the regent, Bedford. To the great grief of the
Maid, the attack upon Paris was abandoned ; and
during the operations against the French capital,
an accident happened, which was felt as an unfor-
tunate omen, and disturbed the mind of the Maid
herself. In anger at somo soldiers who had dis-
obeyed her orders, she struck them with the flat
of the sword of Fierboiy, which was supposed to
have been gent to her from Heaven, and tEe blade
broke. It seemed to many as though her principal
charm was broken with it. The events which
oceurred during the winter were comparatively of
small importance, but on the approach of spring,
Jeanne, who was detained unwillingly at court,
made her escape from it, and hasteneg to Lagni,
on the Marne, which was besieged by the English
and Burgundians, where she displayed her usual
enthusiasm, though she was haunted by sinister
thoughts, and believed that her voices told her of
approaching disaster. After the Easter of 1430, the
Duke of Bedford prepared to attack the important
town of Compitgne, and on his way had laid siege
to Choisi ; whereupon Jeanne left Lagni, repaired
to Compitgne, and immediately hastened with a
body of troops to relieve Choisi, But she was ill
seconded, was frustrated in her design, and deserted
by her troops, and was obliged to retire sorrowfully
into Compiégne, which was soon afterwards regu-
larly besieged. Jeanne displayed her usual eourage,
but she was an object of (f’ish‘ke to the French
governor, and was no longer regarded with the
same enthusiasm by the sol&iery as before. On the
23d of May, Jeanne went out of Compidgne at the
head of a (g;tachment of troops, to attack an English
post, but after a desperate combat, she was obliged
to retreat before superior numbers. As they
approached Compitgne, one division of their pur-
suers made a rush to get before them, and cut
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oft their retreat; on which the French fled in
disorder, and, to their consternation, when they
reached the head of the bridge of Compitgne,
they found the barrier closed, and were left for
gome time in this terrible position. At length
the barrier was opened, and the French struggled
through, and then it was as suddenly closed again,
before Jeanne—who, ag usual, had teken her post in
the rear—could get through. Whether this were
done intentionally or not, 18 uncertain, but only a
few soldiers were left with her, who were all killed
or taken, while she managed to get clear of her
assailants, and rode back to the bridge, but no
notice was taken of her cries for assistance. In
despair, she attempted to ride across the plain,
but she was surrounded by her cnemies, and
one of the archers dragged her from her horse.
She was thus secured and carried a prisoner
to Marigni, where the Duke of B y came
to her. She was finally sold to the English, and
delivered up as their prisoner in the month of
October. During the intermediate period, the court
of France had made no effort to obtain her libera-
tion, or even shewn any sympathy for her fate,
The latter may be soon told. The question as
to what should be done with the prisoner was soon
taken out of the hands of her captors. No sooner
was it known that the Maid was taken, than the
vicar-general of the inquisition in France claimed
her as a person suspected of heresy, under which
name the crime of sorcery was included. When
no attention had been paid to this demand—for it
seems to have been thought doubtful on which of
the two political sides of the great dispute the
inquisition stood—another ecclesiastic, the bishop
of Beauvais, a man of unscrupulous character, who
was at this time devoted to the English interests,
claimed her as having been taken within his
diocese, and therefore under his ecclesiastical juris-
diction, After apparently some hesitation, it was
determined to yield to this demand, and she was
removed to Rouen, where Bedford had decided
that the trial should take place, and where she
appears to have been treated in her prison with
great rigour and cruelty. Justice was as little
ohserved in the proceedings on her trial, which
began on the 21st of Febrnary 1431, and which
cuded, as might be expected, in her condemnation.
The conduct of Bishop Cauchon and his creatures
throunghout was infamous in the extreme, but,
on the whole, the proteedings resembled very
much those of trials for witchcraft and heresy
in general, and probably a very large portion
of the inhabitants of England and France con-
scientiously believed her to be a witch. We judge,
in such cases, by the sentiments of the age in
which they occurred, and not by our own. On
the morning of the 30th of May, Jeanne the
Maiden was burned as a witch and heretic in
the old market of Rouen, where a memorial to
her has gince been erected.* ¢

A COMFORTABLE BISHOP OF OLD TIMES.

July 17, 1506, James Stanley was made Jbishop
of Ely. 1ie was third son of the noted Thomas

* 8ce Book of Days, vol. i. p. 702, for a brief article
sta’cin;gA grounds of doubt whieh have lately risen among
French antiquaries as to the heretofore unquestioned fact
of the death of La Pueelle at Rouen.

Stanley, who was created Earl of Derby in 1485,
for his conduct on Bosworth Field, It 1s thought
to have been by the influence of his step-mother,
the Countess of Richmond, the king’s mother, that
he attained the dignity ; and her historian calls it
‘the worst thing she ever did.’ Stanley was, indeed,
a worldly enouiliuchurchman—annu quam Lbris
ﬁmftim-, more skilled in arms than in books, he

as been described—ane great viander as any in
his days,’ so another contemporary calls him—yet
not wanting in the hospitality and the boun(:i.ty -
ness to churches and colleges, which ranked high
among the clerical virtues of his age. Having been
warden of Manchester, he lies buried in the old
collegiate (now cathedral) church there, in a side-
chapel built by himself. Some lines about him,
which occur in a manuscript History of the Derby
Family, are worth quoting for the quaintness of
their style, and the pleasant tenderness with which
they touch upon his character :

SN . HMttle z‘L}‘)ries{:’s metal was u him , ., . .
A goodly tall man, as was in all England,
And sped well in matters that he took in hand.
Of Ely many a day was he bishop there,
Builded Somersame, the bishop’s chief manere :
Ane great viander as was in s days :
To bishops that then was this was no dispraise.
Beeause he was a priest, I dare do no less,
But leave, as I know not of his hardiness :
‘What priest hath a blow on the one ear, [will]

suddenly

Turn the other likewise, for humility ?
He would not do 80, by the cross in my purse ;
Yet I trust his soul fareth never the worse.
For he did acts boldly, divers, in his days,
If he had been no priest, had been wortz; praise,
God send his soul to the heavenly eompany,
Farewell, godly James, Bishop of Ely !’

A DANISH KING'S VISIT TO ENGLAND IN 1606.

On the 17th of July 1606, King Christian IV, of
Denmark arrived in England, on a visit to his
brother-in-law and sister, the king and queen of
Great Britain., Christian was a hearty man, in the
prime of life, fond of magnificence, and disposed to
enjoy the world while it lasted. His relative, King
James, was of similar disposition, though of some-
what different tastes. To him nothing was more
delightful than a buck-hunt. Christian had more
relish for gay suppers, and the society of gay ladies.
During the three weeks he spent in England, he
was incessantly active in seeing sights and giving
and receiving entertainments. ¢ The month of his
stay,’ says Wilson, ‘carried with it a pleasing
countenance on every side, and recreations anc
pastimes flew as high a flight as love mounted on
the wings of art and fancy, the suitable nature of
the season on time’s swift foot, could possibly
arrive at. The court, city, and some parts of the
country, with ban%uet'mgs, barriers, and other
gallantry, besides the manly sports of wrestlin
and brutish sports of baiting wild beasts, swelle
to such a greatness, as if there were an intention
in every garticu]m‘ man, this way, to have blown
up himself!

Another writer, named Roberts, describes the
dresses of the king of Denmark’s followers with
all the %'usto of a man-milliner. ¢His pages and
guard of his person were dressed in blue velvet
embroidered with silver lace; they wore white
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hats with silver bands, and white and blue
stockings. His trumpeters had white satin
doublets, and blue velvet hose, trimmed with
silk and silver lace; their cloaks were of sundry
colours, their hats white with blue and gold bands.
His common soldiers wore white doublets, and
blue hose trimmed with white lace. His trumpeters
were led by a sergeant in a coat of carnation velvet,
and his drummer rode upon a horse, with two
drums, one of each side the horse’s neck, whereon
he struck two little mallets of wood, a thing ver
admirable to the common sort, and much admire
His trunks, boxes, and other provision for carriage
were covered with red velvet trimmed with blue
silk.

Sir John Harriugton, in a letter which has been
printed in Park’s Nuge Antique, gives us a lively
picture of the carousals which marked the presence
of this northern potentate at the British court.

‘T came here, says Sir Jobn, ‘a day or two
before the Danish king came ; and from the day he
did come, until this hour, I bave been well-nigh
overwhelmed with carousals and sports of all kinds.
The sports began each day in such manner and
guch sort as weﬁ-m'gb persuaded me of Mohammed’s
paradise. We had women, and indeed wine too,
in such plenty as would have astonished each
sober beholder., Our feasts were magnificent, and
the two royal guests did most lovingly embrace
each other at table. I think the Dane hath
strangely wrought on our good English nobles ;
for those, whom I mnever could get to taste good
liquor, now follow the fashion, and wallow in
beastly delights. The ladies abandon their sobriety,
and seem to roll about in intoxication. One day a
great feast was held, and after dinner the repre-
sentation of Solomon’s temple, and the coming of
the queen of Sheba, was made, or (as I may better
say) was meant to have been made before their
majesties, by device of the Earl of Salisbury and
others. But, alas! as all earthly things do Ig.il to
poor mortals in enjoyment, so did prove our
presentment thercof. The lady who did play the

ueen’s part, did carry most precious gifts to both
their majesties ; but, forgetting the steps arising to
the canopy, overset her caskets into his Danish
majesty’s lap, and fell at his feet, though T rather
think it was in his face. Mnch was the hurry and
confusion ; cloths and napkins were at hand, to
make all clean. His majesty then got up, and
would dance with the queen of Sheba ; but he fell
down and humbled himself before her, and was
carried to an inner chamber, and laid on a bed
of state ; which was not a little defiled with
the presents of the queen, which had been
bestowed upon his garments ; such as wine, cream,
beverage, jellies, cakes, spices, and other good
matters. The entertainment and show went
forward, and most of the presenters went back-
ward, or fell down; wine did so occupy their
upper chambers. Now did appear, in rich dress,

ope, Faith, and Charity. Hope did essay to
speak, but wine rendered her endeavours so feehle
that she withdrew, and hoped the king would
excuse her brevity ; Faith was then all a%one, for
I am certain she was not joined with good works,
and left the court in a staggering condition ;
Charity came to the king’s feet, and seemed to
cover the multitude of sins her sisters had eom-
mittg%: in some sort she made obeisance, and

brought gifts ; but said she would return horme,
as there was no gift which Heaven had not already
given his majesty. She then returned to Hope
and Faith, who were both in the lower hall. Next
came Victory, in bright armour, and presented a
rich sword to the king, who did not accept it, but
put it by with his hand ; and by a strange medley
of versification, did endeavour to make suit to the
king. But Victory did not triumph long; for,
after much lamentable utterance, she was led away,
like a silly captive, and laid to sleep on the outer
steps of the ante-chamber. Now, did Peace make
entrance, and strive to get forward to the king; but
I grieve to tell how great wrath she did discover
unto those of her attendants ; and, much contrary
to her semblance, most rudely made war with her
olive-branch, and laid on the pates of those who
did oppose her coming,’

It is supposed to have been from the fact of
the extreme bacchanalianism practised by Christian
at home, that Shakspeare attributed such habits to
the king in Hamlet. The northern monarch was,
however, duly anxious that his servants should
practise sobriety, While he was in England, a
marshal took care that any of them getting drunk
should be sharply punished.

Christian appears to have been quite an enthu-
siastic sight-seer. Although he was observed to
express no approbation, he wandered incessantly
about the metropolis, ‘so that neither Powles,
‘Westminster, nor the Exchange escaped him” He
was also fond of the amusements of the tilting-
yard. ‘On a solemn tilting-day,’ writes Sir Dudley
Carleton, ¢the king of Denmark would needs make
one; and in an old black armour, without plume
or basses, or any rest for his lance, he played his
prizes so well, that Ogerio himself never did better.
At a match between our king and him, running at
the ring, it was his hap never almost to miss it;
while ours had the ill-luck scarce ever to come
near it, which put him in no small impatience.’

The custom of making extravagant gifts at leave-
takings was a characteristic feature of that sumnptuous
style of living amongst the high-born and wealthy,
prevalent during the seventeenth century. James,
8o long as his exchequer continued pretty well
replenished, distinguished himself by the magni-
ficence of his princely largess. Indeed, taking into
account the vast sums lavished on favourites, in
addition to the debts of impoverished nobles, paid
by him once and again, we are no ways astonished
at the unkingly pecumary straits to which he was
continnally reduced. A letter preserved amongst
the state-papers, dated August 20, 1606, descriptive
of the leave-taking between James and Christian of
Denmark, narrates the following specimen of reck-
less profusion in the former, at a time when hig
necessities were so notoriously great, that his own
sub)jects caricatured him as a beggar with his

ockets turned inside out. ‘The two kings, says

it Dudley Cartleton, ¢ parted on Monday seven-
night, as well pleased with each other as kings
usually are upon interview. The gifts were great
on our king’s side, and only tolerable on the other.
Imprimis, a girdle and hangers, with rapiers and
daﬁiers set with stones, which I heard valued by a
goldsmith at £15,000. Then the old cup of state,
which was the chief ornament of Queen Elizabeth’s
rich cupboard, of £1000 price ; Item, a George, as
rich as could be made in proportion ; Item, a saddle
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embroidered with rich pearls ; four war-steeds with
their appropriate furniture and caparisons; two
ambling geldings and two nags. Te the king of
Denmark’s six ecounsellors were given £2000 worth
of plate, and cach of them a chain of £100; and
to twenty-two gentlemen, chains of £50 apiece ; and
£1000 in money to the servants, the guard, and the
sailors in the ship the kin%lwent in. The king of
Denmark gave nothing to the king, as I heard, but
made an offer of his second ship, in hope to have
it requited with the W hite Bear; but that match
was broken off by my Lord of Salisbury, and he
had his own given back with thanks. To the
king’s children he gave £6000, and as much to the
king’s household” Then follows a word-picture of
a royal naval banquet in the year 1606, sketched
with infinite humour, and strikingly illustrative of
the social habits of that age. James takes leave of
his brother on shipboard, ¢The feasting was
plenteous, but not riotous at court; but at the
ships they played the seamen for good-fellowshg).
First at Chatham, where twenty-two of the king’s
were set out in their best equipage, and two cspe-
cially, the Elizabeth Jonas and the Bear, trimmed
up to feast in, betwixt which there was a large
railed bridge built upon masts, and in the midst
betwixt them both, butteries and kitchens built
upon lighters and flat-boats. All things were there
performed with such order and sumptuousness,
that the king of Denmark confessed that he would
not have believed such a thing could have been
done, unless he had seen it. At the Danish ships,
where was the last farewell, what was wanting in
meat and other ceremony was helped out with
drink and gunshot ; for at every health—of which
there were twenty—the ship the kings were in
made nine shot; and every other, there being
eight in all, three; and the two blockhouses at
Gravesend, where the fleet lay, each of them, six ;
at which I must tell you, by the way, our king
was little pleased, and took such order in his own
ships as not to be annoyed by the smell of powder;
but good store of healths made him so hearty, that
he bid them at the last « shoot and spare not,” and
very resolutely commanded the trumpets to sound
him & point of war.’
‘Give me the cups;

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak,

The trumpet te the cannoneer without,

The cannons te the heaven, the heaven to earth,

Now the king drinks to Hamlet.

RICH BEGGARS.

There are multitudes of instances of beggars whe,
amid squaler, rags, and dirt utterly miserable, contrive
te amass considerable sums of money. Feor ohvious
reasons, they generally conceal their wealth during
life, and it is enly when the breath is out of their
hedy that the lﬁolden hypecrisy is discovered.
Usually, the hearded ceins are found sewn up in
rags or straw-Deds, or otherwise hidden in holes
and corncrs; itis only in a few instances that the
beggar ventures to invest his meney in a bank.
Ameng the many recerded examples of rich beggars,
bave been Daniel Eagle, whe begged for thirty years
in Lenden, and lived in a reem which was never
entered by any one but himself, and never cleaned
during the whele period; after his death, ceins to
the value of £25 were found there.—Margaret Celes,
who died in wretched filth in St Giles’s, at the age
of 101, and in whese hovel was found £30 in gold and
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silver, and £10 in copper.—Margaret Everett, an
equally squalid bheggar, whe left £150 behind her.—
Esther Davies, whe died in London at the advanced
age of 103, and whe for thirty ycars had the douhle
chances ef a street-beggar and a parish pauper ; she
left £160.—Mary Wilkinsen, beggar and bone-grubber,
whose rags of clething concealed £300 in meney.—
Alice Bend, who had risen to the dignity of £300 in
the funds, besides £50 in guineas, half-guineas, and
seven-shilling pieces, and £23 in silver.—Frances
Beet, whose bed and rickety furniture yielded a
booty of ne less than £800.—And ¢ Poer Jee all alone,’
a famous character about a century ago, who were a
leng beard, and had net lain in a bed for fifty years ;
he left £3000, and with it a will, by which he
hequeathed all the money to certain widows and
orphans. Foreign countries are net witheut instances
of like kind. Witness the case of Dandon, of Berlin,
who died in 1812; he was competent to teach as a
grefessor of languages during the day, and went out

egging at night. After his death, 20,000 crewns
were found secreted under the fleor of his room. He
had refused to see a hrether for thirty-seven years,
hecause he once sent him a letter without prepaying
the postage. This Danden, hewever, was an exampler
rather of the miser than of the beggar, popularly se
considered.

Seme heggars have been remarkable quite as much
for their eccentricity, as for the amount of mene
they left behind them. Such was the case witK
William Stevenson, whoe died at Kilmarneck on the
17th of July 1817. Although bred a mason, the
greaber part of his life was spent as a heggar. About
the year 1787, he and his wife separated, making this
strange agreement—that whichever of them was the
first to propose a reumion, should ferfeit £100 to the
other. According to the statements in the Scotch
newspapers, there is no evidence that they ever saw
each other again. In 1815, when abeut 85 years
old, Stevensen was seized with an incurable disease,
and was cenfined te his bed. A few days before his
death, feeling his cnd to be near, he sent for a baker,
and ordered twelve dozen hurial-cakes, a large quan-
tity ef sugared biscuit, and a goed supply of wine
and spirits. He next sent for a joiner, ang instructed
him to make a goed, sound, dry, roomy, ¢ cemfertable’
ceffin, Next he summoned a grave-digger, whem he
requested to select a fa.vourablger spot 1n the church-
yard ef Riccarton, and there dig a roomy and com-
fortable grave, This dene, he ordered an old weman
who attended him, to go to a certain noek, and bring
out £9, to pay all these preliminary expenses : assuring
her that she was remembered in his will. Shortly
after this he died. A neighbour came in to search
fer his wealth, which had heen shrouded in much
mystery. In one bag was feund large silver picces,
such as dellars and half-dellars, crewns and half-
crowns; in a lieap of musty rags, was found a col-
lection of guineas and seven-shilling pieces; and in
a box were found bonds of varieus ameunts, including
ene for £300—giving altogether a sum of aheut £900.
A will was also feund, bequeathing £20 to the old
weman, and mest of the remainder to distant rela-
tions, setting aside sufficient to give a feast to all the
beggars who chese to come and see his body ‘lic in
state” The influx was immense; and after the
funeral, all retired to a barn which had heen fitted
up fer the occasion; and there they indulged in
revelries but little in accordance with the selemn
seasen of death.

One curieus circumstance ;ig:rding a heggar con-
nected with the town of Dumfries, we can mentien
on excellént authority : a sen of his passed threugh
the class of Humanity (Latin), in the university of
Edinburgh, under the care of the present professor
(1863), Mr Pillans. -
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8t Symphorosa, and her seven sons, martyrs, 120, St
Philastrius, bishop of Brescia, confessor, 4th century. St
‘Arnoul, martyr, about 534, St Arnoul, bishop of Metz,
confessor, 640. St Frederic, hishop of Utrecht, martyr,
888, St Odulph, canon of Utrecht, confessor, 9th century.
8t Bruno, bishop of Segni, confessor, 1125.

Born~Dr Jobn Dee, astrologer_and mathematician,
1527, London ; Zachary Ursinus, celebrated German
divine, 1584, Breslau; Dr Robert Hooke, natural phile-
sopher, 1635, Freshwater, Isle of Wight; BSaverio
Bettinelli, Italian author, 1718, Mantua ; Qilbert White,
naturalist, 1720, Selbornre.

Died.—Pope John XVIIL, 1009 ; Godfrey of Bouillon,
king of Jerusalem, 1100 ; Francesco Petrarca (Petrareh),
great Italian poet and sonneteer, 1374, Arqua, near
Padua ; Abraham Sharp, mechanist and calculator, 1742,
Little Horton, Yorkshire ; Thomas Sherlock, bishop of
London, 1761, Fulham. -

REV. GILBERT WHITE.

Gilbert White is one of those happy sculs who
without painful effort, in the quiet pursuit of their
own pleasures, have registered their names among
the dit minores of literature. Biography scarcel
records a finer instance of prolonged peaceful an
healthful activity, His life seems to have been a
perfect idyll

Selborne, with which White’s name is indis-
solubly associated, is a village of one straggling
street, about fifty miles from London, situated in a
corner of Hampshire, bordering on Sussex. In the
house in which he spent his life and in which he
died, White was born on the 18th July 1720. His
father was a gentleman of comfortable income, who
éducated him for a clergyman. He gained a fellow-
ship at Oxford, and served as a proctor, to the
surprise of his family, who thought it a strauge
office for one of his habits, and that he would be
more observant of the swallows in the Christchurch
meadows than the undergraduates in the High
Street. He had frequent opportunities of accepting
college livings, but his foncg)ess for ¢the shades of
old Selborne, so lovely and sweet, outweighed
every desire for preferment. In his native village
he settled, and the ample leisure secured from
clerical duty he devoted to the minute and
assiduous study of nature. He was an outdoor
naturalist, and kept diaries in which the progression
of the seasons, and every fact which fell under his
eye, were entered with the exactness which a
merchant gives to his ledger. The state of the
weather, hot or cold, sunny or eloudy, the
variations of the wind, of the thermometer and
barometer, the quantity of rain-fall, the dates on
which the trees burst into leaf and plants into
blossom, the appearance and disappearance of birds
and insects, were all accurately recorded. On the
21st of June, he tells us that house-martins, which
had laid their eggs in an old nest, had hatched them,
and got the start of those which had built new
nests by ten days or a fortnight. He relates that
dogs come into his garden at night, and eat his
gooseberries ; that rooks and crows destroy an
immense number of chaffers; and that, but for
thengzthe chaffers would destroy everything. His

neighbours’ crops, ficlds, and gardens, cattle, pigs,
poultry, and bees were all looked after. He chro-
nicled his ale and beer, as they were brewed b
his man Thomas. The births of his nephews an
nieces were duly entered, to the number of sixty-
three, .

Selborne was a choice home for a naturalist. It
is a place of great rural beauty, and of thorough
seclusion. The country around is threaded with
deep sandy lanes overgrown with stunted oaks,
hazels, hawthorns, and dog-roses, and the banks
are covered with primroses, strawberries, ferns,
and almost every English wild-flower. In White's
time, the roads were usually impassable for carriages
in winter, and Selborne held little intercourse with
the world. Once a year, White used to visit Oxford,
leaving the registration of the weather to Thomas,
who was well versed in his master’s business,
Happily, White's brothers had an interest in
natural history only second to his own, and with
them and other congenial friends he kept up a
lively correspondence. It was by the persuasion
of his brother Thomas, a fellow of the Royal
Society, that he was induced to overceme a horror
of publicity and reviewers, and to issue in quarto,
in 1789, the Natural History of Selborne, compiled
from a series of letters addressed to Thomas
Pennant and Daines Barrington. Four years after-
wards, he died, 26th June 1793, aged seventy-three.
His habits were reﬁlﬂar and temperate, his dis-
position social and cheerful ; he was a §ood story-
teller, and a favourite with young and old, at home
and abroad. Iis autobiography is in his book, and
ardent admirers who have haunted Selborne for
further particulars concerning the philosophical
old bachelor, have learned little more than was
spoken by an old dame, who had nursed several
of the White family: ¢ He was a still, quiet body :
there wasn’t a bit of harm in him, I'll assure ye,
sir ; there wasn't indeed )’

The paternal acres of White at Selborne are, of
course, to the great body of British naturalists, a
classic ground. By a happy chance, they have
fallen into the possession of an eminent living
naturalist, fully competent to appreciate the
sentimental charm which invests them, and of a
social character to banish envy among his brethren
even for such an extraordinary piece of good-
fortune—Mr Thomas Bell. Long may they be in
hands so liberal, under an eye so discriminative,
bound to a heart so sympathetic with all the
moods and pulses of nature !

WAYLAND SMITI’S CAVE.

This now well-known monument of a remote
antiquity stands in the parish of Ashbury, on the
western boundaries of Berkshire, among the chalk-
hills which form a continuation of the Wiltshire
downs, in a district covered with ancient remains.
It is simply a primitive sepulchre, which, though
now much dilapidated, has originally consisted of
a rather long rectangular apartment, with two
lateral chambers, formed by upright stones, and
roofed with large slabs. It was, no doubt, origin-
ally covered with a mound of earth, which in
course of time has been in great part removed. It
belongs to a class of monuments which is usually
called Celtic, but, if this be a correct denomination,
we muss take it, no doubt, as meaning Celtic during
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the Roman period, for it stands near a Roman road,
the Ridgway, which was the position the Romans
chose ahove all others, while the Britons in the
earlier period, if they had any high-roads at all,
which 18 very doubtful, chose in preference the
tops of hills for their burial-place. A number of
early sepulchral monuments might be pointed out

in different parts of our island, of the same class,
and more important than Wayland Smith’s Cave,
but it has obtained an especial celebrity through
two or three circumstances,

In the first place, this is the only monument of
the kind which we find directly named in an
Anglo-Saxon document. It happened to be on the

WAYLAND SMITH’S CAVE.

line of boundary between two Anglo-Saxon estates,
and, therefore, became a marked object. In the
deed of conveyance of the estate in which this
monument is mentioned, of a date some time
revious to the Norman Conqgnest, it is called
%Velandes Smiththan, which means Weland’s Smithy,
or forge, so that its modern name, which is a mere
slight corruption from the Anglo-Saxon one, dates
itself from a very remote pericd. In the time of
Lysons, to judge from his account of it, it was still
known merelz by the name of Wayland Smith, so
that the further corruption into Wayland Smith’s
Cave appears to he of very recent date. It is also
worthy of remark, that the Anglo-Saxon name
appears to 1{irove that in those early times the
monument had heen already uncovered of its
earth, and was no longer recognised as a sepulchral
monument, for the Anglo-Saxons would hardly
Jhave f,riven the name of a forge, or smithy, to what
they knew to be a tomb ; so that we have reason
for believing that many of our .cromlechs and
monnments of this description had already been
uncovered: of their mounds in Anglo-Saxon times,
They were probably opened in search of treasure.

But, perhaps, the most curious circumstance of
all connected with this monument is its legend.
It has been the popular belief among the peasantry
in modern times, that should it happen to a
traveller passing this way that his horse cast a
shoe, he had only to take the animal to the ¢ cave,
which they supposed to be inhabited by an invisible,
to place a groat on the copestone, and to withdraw
to a distance from which he could not see the
operation, and on his return, after a short absence,
he would find his horse properly shod, and the
money taken away. To explain this, it is necessary
only to state that, in the primitive Anglo-Saxon
and Tentonic mythology, Weland was the mythic
smith, the representative of the ancient Vulcan,
the Greek Hephaistos, We have a singular proof,
too, of the extreme antiquity of the Berkshire
story, in a Grecian poaular legend which has
been preserved by the Greek scholiast on Apol-
lonius Rhodins. We are told that one of the
localities which Hephaistos, or Vulean, especially
haunted was the Vulcanian islands, near Sicily;
and the scholiast tells us, that ¢it was formerly
said that, whoever chose to carry there a piece of
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unwrought iron, and at the same time deposit the
value of the labour, would, on presenting himself
there on the following morning, find it made into
a sword, or whatever other object he had desired.
We have here, at this very remote period, precisely
the same legend, and connected with the repre-
sentative of the same mythic character, as that of
the Berkshire cromlech; and we have a riﬁ;ht,
therefore, to assume that the same legend had
existed in eonnection with the same character, at

- that far-distant period before the first separation of
the different branches of the Tentonic family, and
when Weland, and Hephaistos, and Vulcan were
one,

All our readers know how skilfully our great
northern bard, Sir Walter Scott, introduced the
Berkshire legend of Wayland Smith inte the
romance of Kentlworth, and he has thus given a
celebrity to the menument which it would never
otherwise have cnjoyed. Yet, although in his
story the mythic character of Wayland Smith is
lost, and he stands before us a rather common-

lace piece of humanity, yet every reader must
eel interested in knowing something of the real
character of the personage, whose name is famous
through all medieval poetry in the west, and who
held a prominent place in the heathen mythelogy
of our early Saxon forefathers. His story is given
in the Eddas.

Weland, as we have said, was the Vulcan of the
Teutonic mythology. He was the youngest of the
three sons of Wade, the alf, or demi-ged ; and when
a child, his father intrusted him to the dwarfs in
the interior of the mountains, who lived among the
metals, that they might instruct him in their
wonderful sgkill in forging, and in making weapons
and jewellery, so that, under their teaching, the
youtfl. became a wonderful smith. The scene of
this legend is placed by the Edda in Iceland, where
the three brothers, like all Scandinavian heroes,
passed much of their time in hunting, in which
they pursued the game on skates. In the course
of these expeditions, they settled for a while in
Ulfdal, where, one morning, finding on the banks
of a lake three Valkyrier, or nymphs, with their
elf-garments beside them, they seized and took
them for their wives, and lived with them eight
%ears, at the end of which period the Valkyrier

ecame tired of their domestic life, and flew away
during the absence of their husbands, When the
three brothers returned, two of them set off in
search of their fugitive spouses; but Weland
remained patiently at home, working in his forge
to make gold rings, which he strung upon a willow-
wand, to keep them till the expected return of his
wife. There lived at this time a king of Sweden,
named Niduth, whoe bad twe sons, and a daughter
named Baudvild, or, in the Anglo-Saxon form of
the name, Beadchild. The possession of a skilful
smith, and the conseqnent command of his labour,
was locked upon as a great prize ; and when Niduth
heard that Weland was in Ulfdal, he set off, with a
strong body of his armed followers, to seeck him.
They arrived at his hut while he was awa
hunting, and, entering it, examined his rings, an
the king teck ene of them asa gift for his daughter,
Baudvild. Weland returned at night, and made a
fire in his hut to roast a piece of bear’s flesh for his
supper ; and when the flames arose, they gave light
to th8e4chamber, and Weland’s eyes fell on his rings,

which he took down and ceunted, and thus found
that one was missing. This circumstance was to
him a cause of joy, for he supposed that his wife
had returned and taken the mng, and he laid him
down to slumber; but while he was asleep, Kin,
Niduth and his men returiied, and bonnd him, an
carried him away to the king’s palace in Sweden,
At the suggestion of the queen, they hamstringed
him, that he might not be able te escape, and
placed him in a forge in a small island, where he
was compelled to werk for the king, and where
anybody %ut the latter was forbidden te ge under
severe penalties. Weland brooded over his revenge,
and accident offered him the first opportunity of
indulging it. The greedincss of the king's twe
sons had been excited by the reperted wealth of
Weland’s forge, and they paid a secret visit to it,
and were astonished at the treasures which the
wily smith presented to their view. He promised
that they should have them all, if they would come
to him in the utmost secrecy early next morning ;
but when they arrived, he suddenly closed the
door, cut off their heads, and buried their bodies in
the marshy ground on which the forge was built.
He made of the skulls, plated with silver, drinking-
cups for the king’s table ; of their eyes, gems for
the queen ; and of their teeth, a coﬁar of pearls,
which he sent as a present to the princess. The
latter was encourageg to seek Weland's assistance
to mend her ring, which had been accidentally
broken ; and, to conceal the accident from her
father, she went secretly to the forge, where the
smith completed his vengeance by offering vielence
to her person, and sent her away dishonoured.
While he had been meditating vengeance, Weland
had also been preparing the means of escape, and
now, having fitted on a pair of wings of his own
construction, he took flight from s forge. He
halted for a moment en the wall of the enclosure
of the palace, where he called for the king and
queen, told them all the circumstances of the
marder of their sons and the dishonour of their
daughter, and then continued his flight, and was
heard of no more. The Princess Baudvild, in due
time, gave birth to a daughter, who also was a
celebrated hero of the early German mythology.
It will be remarked, that the lameness of Weland
is accounted for in a different manner from that of
Vulcan in the more rcfined mythology of the
classical ages.

As the various brauches of the Teutonic race
gpread towards the west, they carried with them
their common legends, but soon located them in
the countries in which they settled, and after a
few generations they became established as local
legends. Thus, among the Scandinavians, the
scene of Weland’s adventures was laid in Iceland
and Sweden; while ameng the earlier Teutons, it
appears to have been fixed in some part of
Germany ; and the Anglo-Saxons, no donbt, placed
it in England. We have found the name, and
one of the legends cennccted with it, fixed in a
remote corner of Berkshire, where they have been

reserved long after their original import was
forgotten. It 1s one of the most curious examples
of the great durability of popular leégends of
all kinds. We know that the whole legend of
Weland the smith was perfectly well known te
the Anglo-Saxons to a late period of their
monarchy.
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Who is there that has not, in his youth, enjoyed
The Surprising Travels and Adventures of Baron
Munchausen, in Russia, the Caspian Sea, Iceland,
Turkey, &e., a slim volume—all too short, indeed—
illustrated by a formidable portrait of the baron in
front, with his broad-sword laid over his shoulder,
and several deep gashes on his manly countenance ?
I presume they must be few.

This book appears to have been first published,
in a restricted form, by one Kearsley, a bookseller
in Fleet Street, in 1786 ; a few years afterwards,
it was reprinted, with a considerable addition
of palpably inferior matter, by H. D. Symonds of
Paternoster Row. The anthor's name was not

iven, and it has, till a very recent date, remained
ittle or not at all known. There can hardly be a
more curious piece of neglected biogrﬁhy.

The author of the baron’s wonderful adventures
is now ascertained to have been Rodolph Eric
Raspe, a learned and scientific German, who died
in the latter part of 1794 at Mucross, in the south
of Ircland, while conducting some mining opera-
tions there. Much there was of both good and ill
about poor Raspe. Let us not press matters too
hard against one who has been able to contribute
80 much to the enjoyment of his fellow-creatures.
But, yet, let the truth be told. Be it known, then,
that this ingenious man, who was born at Hanover
in 1737, commenced life in the service of the land-
grave of Hesse Cassel as professor of archaology,
inspector of the public cabinet of medals, keeper
of the national library, and a councillor, but dis-

ced himself by putting some of the valuables
intrusted to him in pawn, to raise money for some
temporary necessities. He disappeared, and was
advertised for by the police as the Councillor
Raspe, a man with red hair, who usually appeared
in a scarlet dress embroidered with gold, but some-
times in black, blue, or gray clothes.® He was
arrested at Clansthal, but escaped during the night,
and made his way to England, where he chiefly
resided for the remainder of his days.

It will be heard with pain, that bLefore this
lamentable downbreak in life, Raspe had mani-
fested decided talents in the investigation of

uestions in geology and mineralogy. e pub-
Iished at Leipsic, in 1763, a curious volume in
Latin, on the formation of voleanic islands, and
the nature of petrified bodies. In 1769, there was
read at the Royal Society in London, a Latin paper
of his, on the teeth of elephantine and other
animals found in North America, and it is sur-
Erising at what rational and just conclusions he

ad arrived. Raspe had detected the -specific
peculiarities, distinguishing these teeth from thoso
of the living elephant, and saw no reason for dis-
believing that some large kinds of elephants might
formerly live in cold climates ; being exactly the
views long after generally adopted on this subject.

The exact time of the flight to England is not
known ; but in 1776, he is found publishing in
London a volume on Some German Volcanoes and
their Productions—necessarily extinet volcanoes—
thus again shewing his early apprehension of facts
then little if at all understood, though now familiar.

* Biographie Universelle.

And in the ensuing year, he gave forth a transla-
tion of the Baron Borm’s Travels in Tameswar,
Transylvania, and Hungary—a mineralogical work
of high reputation. In 1780, Horace Walpole
speaks of him as ‘a Dutch savant, who has come
over here, and who was preparing to publish two
old manuseripts ‘in infernal Latin,’ on oil-painting,
which proved Walpole’s own idea that tﬁ)e use of
oil-colours was known before the days of Van
Eyck. ‘He is poor, says the virtuoso of Straw-
berry Hill ; the natural sequel to which statement
is another three months later: ¢Poor Raspe is
arrested by his tailor” ¢I have sent him a little
money, adds Walpole, ‘and he hopes to recover
his liberty ; but I question whether he will be
able to struggle on here* By Walpole's patronage,
the book was actually published in April 1781,

In this year, Raspe announced a design of
travelling in Egypt, to collect its antiquities ; but
while the scheme was pending, he obtained employ-
ment in certain mines in Cornwall. He was
residing as ‘storemaster’ at Dalcoath Mines, in
that district, when he wrote and published his
Travels of Baron Munchausen.t Previously to this
time, his delinquency at Cassel having Decome
known, the Royal Society erased his name from
their honorary list; and he threatened, in revenge,
to print in the form of their Philosophical Trans-
actions the Unphilosophical Tramsactions of the
English savans, with their characters. 'This matter
seems to have blown over.

And now we have to introduce our hero in a
new connection with English literature. The facts
are fully known to us, and there cau be no harm in
stating them. Be it understood, then, that Raspe
paid a visit to Scotland in the summer and autumn
of 1789, for the professed purpose of searching in
various districts for minerals. It was announced
in the Scots Magazine for October, that he had
discovered copper, lead, iron, cobalt, manganese,
&e. ; that the marble of Tiree, the iron of Glengarry,
and the lead on the Breadalbane property were all
likely to turn out extremely wel]I.) E‘rom Suther-
land he had brought specimens of the finest clay ;
there was ‘every symptom of coal, and a fine vein
of heavy spar had been discovered. He had now
begun ﬂis survey of Caithness, From another
source we learn that a white saline marble in
Iecolmkill had reccived lis attention] As to
Caithness, here lay probably the loadstone that
had brought him into Scotland, in the person of
Sir John Sinclair of Ulbster, a most benevolent
gentleman, who, during a long life, was continu-
ally engaged in useful projects, chiefly designed
for the public benefit, and of novel kinds, With
him Raspe took up his abode for a considerable
time, at his spray-beaten castle on the Pentland
Firth ; and members of the family still speak
of their father's unfailing appreciation of the
infinite intelligence and facetiousness of his visi-
tor's conversation. Sir John had, some years
before, discovered a small vein of yellow mundick
on the moor of Skinnet, four miles from Thurso.
The Cornish miners he consulted told him that
the mundick was itself of no value, but a good
sign of other valuable minerals not far off. " In

* Sce Index to Walpole's Correspondence.
+ Qentleman’s Magazine, Nov. 1856,
T Walker’s Econ. Hist, of Hcbrides, ii. 379. &
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their peculiar jargon, ‘white mundick was a good
horseman, and? always rode on a good load’*
Sir John now employed Raspe to examine the
ound, not designing to mine it himself, but to
et it to others if it should turn out faveurably.
For a time, this investigation gave the proprietor
very good hopes, Masses of a bright heavy mineral
were brought te Thurso Castle, as foretastes of
what was coming. But, in time the bubble burst,
and it was fully cencluded by Sir John Sinclair,
that the ores which appeared were all brought
from Cornwall, and planted in the places where
they were found. Miss Catherine Sinclair has
often heard her father relate the stery, but never
with the slightest trace of biitermess. On the
contrary, both he and Lady Sinclair always said,
that the little loss they made on the occasion was
amply compensated by the amusement which the
1;mineralogist had given them, while a guest in their
ouse. .
Such was the author of Baron Munchausen, a
man of great natural penetration and attainments,
ossessed of lively general faculties, and well fitted
or a prominent pesition in life. Wanting, how-
ever, the crowning grace of probity, he never quite
got his head above water, and died in poverty and
obscurity., It will be ebserved that, in his mining
operations in Caithness, he answers to the character
of Dousterswivel in the Antiquary; and there is
cvery reason to believe that he gave Scott the idea
of that character, albeit the baronet of Ulbster did

net prove to be so extremely impesed upen as
Sir Arthur Wardeur, or in any other respect a
prototype of that ideal personage. Of all Raspe’s

acknowledged weorks, learned, ingenieus, and far-
seeing, mot eme is now remembered, and his
literary fame must rest with what he prebably
regarded as a mere jeu desprit. It may be remarked
that a translation of the Baron inte German was
published by the ingenious Biirger in 1787. This
was very proper, for most of the marvels were of
German origin. Seme of these commected with
hnnting are to be found, ‘in a dull prosy form, in
Henry Behel’s Facetie, printed in Strasburg in 1508 ;
others of the tales are borrowed from Castiglioni’s
Cortegians, and other known sources.’ +
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8t Macrina, virgin, 379. St Arsenius, anchoret, 449,
8t Symmachus, pope and confessor, §14. St Vincent de
Paul, founder of the Lazarites, confessor, 1660.

Born.—Conrad Vorstins, or Vorst, celebrated German
divine, 1569, Cologne; Gilbert Sheldon, archbishop of
Canterbury, erecter of the Sheldon theatre at Oxford,
1598, Staunton, Staffordshire; John Martin, celebrated
painter, 1789, Haydon Bridge, Northumberland.

Died—Dr John Caius, physician and author, founder
of Cains College, Cambridge, 1573, Cambridge ; William
Somerville, author of The Chase, 1742, Edstone, War-
wickshire; Nathaniel Hooke, anthor of the Roman History,
1764, Hedsor ; Captain Matthew Flinders, Australian
explorer, 1814 ; Professor John Playfair, writings in natural
philosophy, geology, &c., 1819, Edindurgh; Iturbide,
Mexican leader, shot at Padillo, 1824. ;

* Stat. Account of Scotland, xx. 538,
R él- F. N, in Gentleman’s Magazine, Nov. 1856.

BATTLE OF HALIDON HILL.

July 19, 1333, is the date of a remarkable battle
between the Scots and English at Halidon Hill.
Stowe’s account of the conflict is picturesque and
interesting, theugh mnet in every particular to be
depended on. e youthful Edward III had laid
siege to Berwick ; and a large Scottish army, ani-
mated, deubtless, by recollections of Bannockburn,
came to relieve the town. ¢At length,’ says Stowe,
‘the tweo armies appointed te fight, and setting
out upon Haliden [near Berwick], there comet
forth of the Scets camp a certain stout champion
of great stature, who, for a fact by him dene, was
called Turnbull. He,standing in the midst between
the two armies, challenged all the Englishmen, anﬁ
one, to fight with him a combat. At lengt
Robert Venale, knight, a Norfelk-man, requestin
licence of the king, being armed, with his swor
drawn, marcheth toward the champien, meeting b
the way a certain black mastiff dog, which waite
on the champien, whom with his swerd he suddenly
strake, and cut him off at his leins ; at the sight
whereof the master of the dog slain was much
abashed, and in his battle more wary and fearful ;
whose left hand and head also afterward this
worthy knight cut off. After this combat both the
armies met, but they fighting scarce half an hour,
certain of the Scots being sfain, they closed their
army (which was in thre(? all in ene battle ; but at

‘length flying, the king followed them, taking and

chasing them inte lakes and pits for the space of
five mles” The honest chronicler sets dewn the
loss of the Scots infantry on this eccasion at 35,000,
besides 1300 horsemen, being mere than ten
times the loss of the British at Waterloo. Such
exaggerations are common ameng the old chron-
iclers, and historians generally, before the days of
statistics. Mere probably, the slain on the side of
the vanquished did not exceed tweo thousand. It
will be heard with some surprise, that there is
preserved a seng, in the English language, written
at the time upon this victery of King Edward.
It appears as ene of a series, compesed upon the
king’s wars, by one Lawrence Minet, of whem
nothing else is known.* It opens with a strain
of exultation over the fallen pride of the Scots, and
then proceeds to a kind of recital of facts—

¢ A little fro that foresaid town [Berwick],
Halidon Hill, that is the name,
There was cracked many a crown
Of wild Scots,t and als of tame.}
There was their banner borne all down,
To mak sic boast they war’ to blame ;
But, nevertheless, ay are they boune
To wait England with sorrow and shame.

Shame they have, as I hear say ;
At Dundee now is done their dance;
And went they must another way,
Even through Flanders into France.
On Philip Valois fast cry they,
There for to dwell, and him avance ;
And nothing list them than of play,
Sin’ them is tide this sary chance.

* See Political Poems and Songs relating to Englisk
History. Published under direction of the Master of the
Rolls. 1859. Vol i.

+ Highlanders. 1 Lowlanders.
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This sary chance is them betide,
For they were false and wonder fell ;
For cursed caitiffs are they kid,
And full of treason, sooth to tell.
Sir John the Cumin had they hid,
In haly kirk they did him quell ; *
And therefore many a Scottis bride
With dole are dight that they must dwell.

The bard then changes to another strain, in which
he joyfully proclaims how King Edward had
revenged Bannockburn :

¢ Scots out of Berwick and of Aberdeen,
At the Banuockburn war ye too keen ;
There slew ye many saikless, as it was seen,
And now has King Edward wroken it, I ween :
It is wroken, I ween, weel worth the while, |
War it with the Scets, for they are full of guile.

Where are the Scots of St John’s town ?
The hoast of your banner is beaten all down ;
When ye hoasting will bide, Sir Edward is boune
For to kindle you care, and crack your crown ;
He has cracked your crown, well worth the while ;
Shame hetide the Scots, for they are full*of guile.’
* *

THE CAMPAGNA OF ROME DURING THE MONTH
OF JULY.

In Ttaly, July is the month of bread ; August,

the month of wine: in the first, the Roman peasants
reap ; in the second, they gather the grapes. The
harvest-people come, for the most part, from

MASS IN THE CAMPAGNA.

the Neapolitan provinces, especially the Abruzzi
mountains ; they leave their homes, carrying their
families with them, pitch their tents every might
for sleeping, and might be taken for Bedouin
hordes or gipsy tribes. They hire their labour

* Alluding to the murder of Cumin by Robert Bruce in
the Greyfriars’ Church at Dumfries, .

for the small sum of twenty baiocchi a day, out of
which they manage to save in order to carry home
a little treasure, The Roman Campagna is by no
means an uncultivated desert ; the greater part is
ploughed, and produces wheat, but, on account of
miasma, 1t is uninhabited and uninhabitable, and
the cultivators of the ground are obliged to come
from great distances. On Sunday, the priests
attend and perform mass for the reapers in a
kind of movable church drawn by oxen, and
provided with all the necessary apparatus for the
celebration of the service. Mass in the Campagna
is a very picturesque scene: strong brawny men in
their shirt-sleeves and short trousers; women in the
satin dress which was the one worn at their marriage,
and is used for the Sunday costume ever after;
children of every age, from the nursling playing
on its mother’s breast or peacefully sleeping in the
cradle ; hunters, who sometimes join the assembly
with their dogs; the priest officiating in the
wooden chapel suspended between the two-
wheeled wagon ; still further, the tents supported
by two goles; the horses tranquilly grazing ; the
harnessed oxen, which will soon carry away the
nomade edifice to another spot ; the beautiful blue
hills which surround the verdant, golden land-
sca&)e; the burning sun shedding torrents of light
and fire over all nature ; the deep silence, scarcely
interrupted by the words of the priest, the prayers
of the crowd, the neighing of the horses, or the
humming of insects—all unite to form a scene
interesting both in a physical and moral sense.

‘When the reaping is over, then comes the
operation of thrashing, which they call la ¢rita.
For this purpose, they prepare a level thrashing-
floor on which to spread the sheaves; fasten
together six horses, and make them tread over
the straw until the grain has all fallen cut. When
finished, they rake up the straw, stack it, and pile
uF the grain into heaps, on the top of which they
place a eross.

LETTER FRANKING.,

Long before the legal settlements of the post-
office in the seventeenth century, the establishment
of the post was kept up at the instance of the
reigning sovereign for his special service and
behoof.  Under the Stuarts, the postal resources
of the kingdom were greatly developed, and all
classes were made to share alike in the benefits of
the post. Cromwell made many improvements in
the post-office, though the reasons which he assigned
for so doing, ‘that they will be the best means to
discover and prevent many dangerous and wicked
designs against the commonwealth,” are open to
exception and censure, viewed as we view post-
office espionage at this date. In the reign of the
second Charles, the post-office for the first time
became the subject of parliamentary emactments,
and it was at this time that the franking privilege,
hitherto enjoyed by the sovereign and the executive
alone, was extended to parliament. A committee
of the House of Commons, in the year 1735,
reported ‘that the privilege of franking letters by
the knights, &c., chosen to represent the Commons
in parliament, began with the creating of a post-
office in the kingdom by act of parliament? "The
bill here referred to was introduced into the House

{4 of Commons in 1660, and it contained a proviso
87
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securing the privilege. The account of the dis-
cussion on the clause in question is somewhat
amusing., Sir Walter Earle proposed that ‘members’
letters should come and go free during the time of
their sittings” Sir Heneage Finch (afterwards
Lord Chancellor Finch) said, indignantly, ‘It is a
real poor mendicant proviso, and below the honour
of the House! Many members spoke in favour of
the measure, Serjeant Charlton urging that ¢letters
for counsel on cireuit went free! The debate was
nearly one-sided, but the speaker, Sir Harbottle
Grimstone, on the question being called, refused
for a considerable time to put it, saying, ‘He felt
ashamed of it The clause, however, was eventu-
ally put, and carried by a great majority. When
the bill, with its franking proviso, was sent up to
the Lords, they threw out the clause, as there was
no provision made in it, ‘that the Lords’ own
Ietters should pass free!” Some years later, this
omission was supplied, and both Houses had the
}érivilege guaranteed to them, mneither Lords nor

ommons feeling the arrangement below their
dignity. It is important to notice, that at the time
of which we are speaking, the post-office authorities
had much more control over the means of convey-
ance than they have at the present day. With
both inland and packet conveyance the postmasters-
general had entire control. At the present day,
contracts are made with the different railway
companies, &c.,, for inland conveyance, and the
Eacket—service is under the management of the

oard of Admiralty. Without this knowledge, it
would be difficult to account for the vast and
heterogeneous mass of artieles which were passed
free through the post-office by a wide stretch of
the privilege under notice. In old records of the
English post-office still preserved, we find lists of
these franked consignments ; the following, culled
from a number of such, is sufficient to indicate
their character:

‘Fifteen couple of hounds, going to the king of
the Romans with a free pass.” ‘Two maid-servants,
going as laundresses to my Lord Ambassador
Methuen. “Docter Crichton, carrying with him a
cow and divers necessaries.” ¢ Three suits of cloaths,
for some nobleman’s lady at the court of Portugal’
‘Two bales of stockings for the use () of the
ambassador to the crown of Portugal” ¢A deal-case,
with four flitches of bacon, for Mr Pennington of
Rotterdam.

When the eontrol of the packet-service passed
out of the hands of the post-office authorities,
and when the right of franking letters became
properly sanctioned and systematised, we hear no
more of this kind of abuses of privilege. The
franking system was henceforth confined to
passing free through the post any letter which
should be endorsed on the cover with the signa-
ture of a member of either house of parliament.
It was not necessary, however, that parliament
ghould be in session, or that the correspondence
should be on the affairs of the nation (though this
was the original design of the privilege) to insure
this immunity from postage ; and this arrangement,
as might have been expected, led to various forms
of abuse. Members signed large packets of covers
at once, and supplied them to friends in large
quantities ; sometimes they were sold ; they have
been known to have been given to servants in lieu
of “éz;ges, the servants selling them again in the

ordinary way of business. Nor was this all. So
little precaution seems to have been used, that
thousands of letters passed through the post-office
with forged signatures of members. To such an
extent did these and kindred abuses accumulate,
that whereas in 1715, £24,000 worth of franked
correspondence passed through the post-office, in
1763 the amount had inereased to £170,000.
During the next year, viz, in 1764, parliament
cnacted that no letter should pass free through the
post-office unless the whole address was in the
member’s own handwriting, and his signature
attached likewise. It is obvious that this arrange-
ment would materially lessen the frands praetised
upon the public revenue of the country. But even
these precautions were not sufficient, for fresh
regulations were rendered necessary in the year
1784. This time it was ordered gat all franks
should be dated—the month to be given in full—
and further, that all such letters should be put into
the post on the same day.

From 1784 to the date of the penny-postage era,
the estimated value of franked letters was £80,000
annually. No further reformns were, however,
attempted, till Sir Rowland Hill advocated the
very radical and indispensable reform of entirel
abrogating the privilege. In the bill, which througi
his unceasing energy was introduced into parlia-
ment in 1839, no provision was made such as had
existed for a couple of eenturies.

Writing on this subject, and having mentioned
the name of the founder of the penny-post system,
we may advert to an aneedote which has been
mistakingly rcported regarding him.

Coleridge the poet, when a young man, visiting
the Lake gDistrict'., halted at the door of a wayside
inn at the moment wlen the rural post-messenger
was delivering a letter to the barmaid of the place.
Upon receiving it, she turned it over and over in
her hand, and then asked the postage of it. The

ostman demanded a shilling. Sighing deeply,

owever, the girl handed the letter back, saying
she was too poor to pay the required sum. The
young poet at once offered to pay the postage, and
1n spite of the girl’s resistance, which the hwmane
tourist deemed quite natural, did so. The postman
had scarce left the place, when the young barmaid
confessed that she had learned all that she was
likely to know from the letter ; that she had only
been practising a preconceived trick ; she and her
brother having agreed that a few hieroglyphics on
the back of a post-letter should tell her all she
wanted to know, whilst the letter would contain
no writing. ¢ We are so poor,’ she added, ¢ that we
have invented this manner of corresponding and
franking our letters’ Mr Hill, having heard of
this incident, introduced it into his first pamphlet
on postal reform, as a lively illustration of the
absurdity of the old system. It was by an inad-
vertency on the part of a modern historical writer
that Mr Hill was ever described as the person to
whom the incident happened.

DRINKING-FOUNTAIN IN 1685,

The desirableness of providing public drinking-
fountains, similar to those which originated a few
years ago in Liverpool, and are now becoming general
In London and other large towns, seems to have
occurred to some benevolent persons almost two
centuries ago. : ;
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- Sir Samuel Morland, who was a most ingenious as
well as benevolent character, purchased a house at
Hammersmith in 1684, where, for many years, he
chiefly resided. Ohserving the scarcity of good
drinking-water in his neighbourhood, and knowing how
serionsly the ¥oor would suffer from the want of such
a necessary of life, he had a well sunk near his own
house, and constructed over it an ingenious pum(i), a
rare convenience in those days, and consigned it
gratuitously for the use of the public. A tablet,
tixed in the wall of his own house, bore the following
record of his benefaction: ¢Sir Samuel Morland’s
Well, the use of which he freely gives to all persons,
hoping that none who shall come after him will
adventure to incur God’s displeasure, hy denying a
cup of cold water (provided at another’s cost, and
not their own) to either neighhour, stranger, passenger,
or poor thirsty beggar. July 8, 1685° The pump
has been removed, but the stone hearing the inscrip-
tion was preserved in the garden of the honse, after-
wards known by the name of Walhrough House. Sir
Thomas Morland was an interesting character. He
was the son of a country clergyman in Berkshire,
and was born about 1625. e was educated st
Winchester School, and at Magdalen College, Cam-
bridge. In 1653, he went to Sweden in the famous
embassy of Bulstrode Whitelock, and subsequently
became assistant to Secretary Thurloe. Afterwards
he was sent by Cromwell to the Duke of Savoy, to
remonstrate against the persecution of the Waldenses ;
and, on his return, he published a History of the Evan-
gelical Churches of the Valley of Piedmont. But he
distinguished himself chiefly by his mechanical inven-
tions; among which are enumerated the speaking-
trumpet, the fire-engine, a capstan for heaving anchors,
and the steam-engine. If not the original inventor
of these, as is questioned, he certainly effected great
improvements in them. He constructed for himself
a coach, with a movable kitchen in it, so fitted with
clockwork machinery, that he eould broil steaks, roast
8 joint of meat, and make soup, as he travelled along
the road. The side-table in his dining-room was
furnished with a large fountain of water; and every
part of his house bore evidence of his ingenuity. He
was created a baronet by Charles I 1n 1660, and
died in 1696, having been four times married.

LARGE-WHEEL VEHICLES IN 1771

Many ingenious inventions go completely out of
sight, when the accounts relating to them are confined
to newspapers and journals of temporary interest;
unless some historian of industrial matters fixes them
in a book, or in a cyclopzdic article, down they go,
and subsequent inventors may re-invent the self-same
things, quite unconscious of what had been done.
‘We believe that this is, to a considerable extent, the
case with Mr Moore’s large-wheel vehicles brought
ont in London in 1771. Of course, few readers now
a days need to be told that a vehicle with large
wheels will move more easily than one with wheeﬁs
of smaller diameter ; like as the latter will move more
eagily than one that rests upon mere rollers. Reduced
friction and greater leverage result; and it depends
upon other considerations how far this enlargement
of wheel may be carried: in other words, a great
number of circumstances combine to settle the best
size for a carriage-wheel to work in the streets of
London. Mr Moore has mo halo of glory around
him ; but he certainly succeeded in shewing, to the
wonderment of many Londoners, that large wheels
do enable vehicles to roll with comparative caso
over the ground. The journals and magazines of
that year contain many such announcements as the
following: ‘On Saturday evening, Mr Moore’s new
constructed coach, which is very large and roomy, and

is drawn by one horse, carried six persons and the
driver, with amazing ease, from Cheapside to the top
of Highgate Hill. It came back at the rate of ten
miles an hour, passing coaches-and-four, and all other
carriages it came near on the road.” Another account
gives a description of the vehicle itself, whith was
evidently a remarkable one on other accounts besides
the size of wheel: ‘Mr Moore has hung the body,
whieh is like that of a common coach reversed,
between two large wheels, nine fect and a half
in diameter, and draws it with a horse in shafts. The
passengers sit sideways within; and the driver is
placed upon the top of the coach.” On one occasion,
Mr Moore went in his curious coach, with five friends,
to Richmond, where he had the honour of being
presented to George III., who passed great commend-
ations on the vehicle. Mr Moore appears mnot to
have forgotten the exigencies of good traffic, and the
heavy pull to which horses are often subjected in the
streets of the metropolis. We read (19th July) that
Mr Moore experimented on s cart with two wheels,
and drawn by two horses, which conveyed twenty-six
sacks of coals from Mr De Paiba’s wharf, in Thames
Street, to Mr Moore’s house in Cheapside, and repeated
this in four successive journeys—an amount of work
which, it was said, would require twice as many
horses with a cart of ordinary construction. On
another day, we arc told something about the con-
struction of the vehicle: ‘Mr Moore’s new invented
coal-carriage, the wheels of which are fifteen feet high,
passed through the streets, attended by s great con-
course of people. Two horses abreast %;ew two
chaldrons and two sacks of coals with more ease and
expedition than the common carts do one chaldron
with three horses at length.” And on another occa-
sion, ‘the coal-carriage was tried on Friday evening,
with thirty-one sacks, making two chaldrons and s
half, drawn by two horses only to the foot of Holborn
Hill, when a third was pnt to it, to help them up the
hill.  This they performed with as much ease as one
chaldron is commonly done by threce horses.” Notices
of this kind ceased to appear about the autumn of
the year; and Mr Moore, for reasons to us unknown,
passed into the limbo of forgotten inventors,
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St Joseph Barsabss, confessor, lst century., Saints
Justa and Rufina, martyrs, 304, St Margaret, virgin snd
martyr, beginning of 4th century. St Aurelius, arch-
bishop of Carthage, confessor, 423. St Ulmar, or Wulmar,
ahbot of Samer, 710. St Ceslas, confessor, of the order
<1)f5 3S7t Domiuie, 1242, St Jerom Aemiliani, confessor,

Born.—Petrarch, Italian poet, 1304 (O, 8.), Arezzo, in
Tuscany ; Eusebius Renaudot, oriental scholsr, 1646,
Paris ; James Harris, author of Hermes, 1709, Salisbury ;
Auguste de Marmont, Duke of Raguss, Bonapartist
general, 1774, Chatillon-sur-Seine ; Sultan Mahmoud I1.,
1785 Sir James Phillips Kay-Shuttleworth, noted for
his exertions in promoting education, 1804; John
Sterling, poet and essayist, 1806, Kames Castle, Bute.

Died.—Robert the Wise, king of France, 1031, Melun ;
Peter Lombard, bishop of Paris, 1164; Thomas Randolph,
Earl of Moray, 1332, Musselburgh ; Talbot, Earl of
Shrewsbury, distinguished warrior, 1452 ; John Prideaux,
bishop of Waoreester, scholar and suthor, 1650, Bredon,
Woreestershire ; William Scrope, author of Days and
Nights of Salmon Fishing, 1852, London; Carolins
Anne Southey (née Bowles), poetess and novelist, 1854,
Buckland, near Lymington.
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The intolerable tyranny of the feudal system,
aggravated by the enclosure of common lands by
those “‘who obtained tgram;s of ecclesiastical estates,
at the suppression of monastries, drove the people
of several of the English counties into open, though
unconnected insurrection, The most formidable of
these risings taking place in the county of Norfolk,
local historians and ancient chroniclers have given
it the distinctive appellation of ‘the Norfolk
Commotion!’ The first outbreak, early in the
summer of 1549, was merely a village riot, in
which some fences were destroyed ; but one Robert
Kett, a tanner, an energetic man of rude and ready

eloquence, taking the leadership, the number. of
insurgents increased so rapidly, that, in a few days,
he encamped on Mousehold Heath, about a mile
from the city of Norwich, with a following of some
twenty thonsand men. Kett's first duty in this
position being to feed his forces, he, styling himself
the king’s friend and deputy, issued warrants
licensing ‘all men to provide and bring into the
camp at DMousehold, all manner of cattle and
E;ovmion of victuals in what place soever they may

d the same, so that no violence or injury be
done to any honest or poor man’ Such was the
cffects of these warrants, that a fat sheep was sold
in the camp for fourpence; and bullocks, deer,
and other provisions at proportionate ‘prices.
Having thus provided for his commissariat, Kett

KETT, THE REBEL, UNDER THE OAK OF REFORMATION.

drew up, in form of a petition to the king, a list of
the grievances under which the populace faboured,
Ppraying for their immediate redress. This petition
13 remarkably suggestive of its period, when a
great part of the agricultural poplSation were in a
state of serfdom, one item rai'mg' ‘that all bond-
men 91(1)1ay be made free, for &0 made all free, with

his precious blood-shedding’ Strange to say, two
of the gricvances have been cause of complaint in
our own day ; namély, the great number of rabbits
kept by large landed proprietors, and the differences
in the size of the bushel measure in various localities.

While waiting the result of the petition, Kett
maintained. good order among his followers, daily
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holding a eourt and administering justice under the
wide-spreading branches of a tree, named in conse-
quence the Oak of Reformation. The reformed
liturgy was read at the same place night and
morning, by one of the vicars of Norwich, whem
the insurgents had pressed into their service as
chaplain ; and other clergymen were not only
invited to address them, but permitted to rebuke
their rebellious conduet in the boldest manner.

The 20th of July 1549 was, for good or evil, the
turning-point of the rebellion. On that day, the
king’s reply to the petition was delivered to Kett,
with all due formality, by the York herald. It
was to the effect that a parliament would be called
in the following Oectober, to consider and redress
the petitioners” grievances; and that a general
fardon would be granted to all, who should at onco

ay down their arms, and return to their respective
homes. When York herald read the proclamation
of pardon at the Oak of Reformation, some of the
insurgents cried out, ¢God save the king!’ But
Kett said, ¢ Kings are won’t to pardon wicked per-
sons, not just and innocent men!” The herald then
called Kett a traitor, and ordered his sword-bearer
to arrest ‘that captain of mischief ;> but, the crowd
beginning a great stir on every side, he was glad to
depart in safety. The departure of the herald
being considered tantamount to a declaration of
war, the geople of Norwich attempted to fortif
and defend their eity. But Kett attacking it wit
cannon, soon gained ession of it, leading the
mayor and seme of the princi inhabitants
prisoners to the camp at Mousehold. And, with a
grim kind of humour, the insurgents issued a mock-
proclamation, stating such was their store of
provisions, especially of fish, that a cod’s head
could be sold, at the Oak of Reformation, for one
half-penny—the name of the unfortunate mayor
being Codd. But his imprisonment was of the
lightest kind, and, indeed, it does not appear that
the rebels put any one to death in cold bloed.
There was one person, however, a lawyer, who had
the reputation of being able to raise spirits, with
fearfulpsigns and wenders. It is not clear what
they would have done to him, on his hiding-place
among thorns and briers being made known to
them by a woman; but as they were hauling him
with all reproach and contumely, he caused a
tempest to arise, ¢ mighty showers fell mixed with
hail,” and thus he made his escape.

It is nneertain how long this lawless state of
affairs had lasted, before government made a serious
attempt to restore order. The dates given of the
events connected with Kett's rebellion, are exceed-
ingly contradietory and confused. Early in
August, the Marquis of Northampton, with Lord
Sheffield, many knights, and 1500 men, arrived at
Norwich, sent by the council te put down the
rebellion. Kett did not dispute the entrance of the
royal troops into the eity, but attacked them the
same night, when the wearied. soldiers were reposing
after their long march. He again attacked them
in the following morning, when Lord Sheffield and
a great number being 3cilled, the remainder fled
back to Londen, ‘hiding themselves in caves, groves,
and woods by the way.

The unexpected defeat of Northampton rendered
the strongest measures necessary. An army, that
had been prepared to march against Seotland, was
sent, under the Earl of Warwick, to subdue the

rebels in Norfolk. Warwick, entering Norwich,
encamped. his troops in the market-place ; but Kett
suceeeded in capturing the royal ammunition and
artillery, This loss compelled the earl to shut
himself up in the ecity, and act on the defensive,
while the rebels played upon him with his own
artillery. At this juneture, Warwick’s officers,
considering the city to be untenable, urged upen
him the immediate necessity of his leaving it. To
this the stout earl ‘valiantly answered, by God’s
grace not to depart the eity, but would deliver it
or leave his life. With these words he drew his
sword, as did also the rest of the nobles, who were
all there gathered together, and commanded after
a warlike manner-—and, as is msually done in
greatest danger—that they should kiss one another’s
swords, making the sign of the holy cross, and by
an oath, and solemn promise by word of mouth,
every man to bind himself to other, not to
depart from the city, before they had utterly
banished the cnemy, or else fighting manfully,
had bestowed their lives cheerfully for the king’s
majesty.

A weleome reinforcement of 1400 German mer-
cenaries, determined Warwick to attack the rebels
in their stron(g1 position on Mousehold Heath, But
the infatuated men did not wait for the attack.
lzelying on an ancient prophecy, which foretold
that

¢ The country gnoffes, Hob, Dick, and Hiclk,
‘With clubs and clouted shoon,
Shall fill the vale,
Of Duassinsdale,
With slaughtered bodies soon ;
The heedless men, within the dale,
Shall there be slain both great and small ’—

Kett left his vantage-ground upon the hill, and
with twenty ensigns of war displayed, marched
down into the vale. Warwick at once saw and
embraced the opportunity offered by his enemy’s
folly. In the battle which ensued, the insurgents
were defeated with great slaughter. Two thou-
sand of the insurgents were killed in Dussinsdale,
and 1500 more were destroyed by Warwick’s
cavalry, in the wild flight that followed. A few
barricading themselves among their carts and
wagons, fought desperately ; and Warwick, wish-
ing to spare their lives, sent a herald to summon
them to surrender. But they, drinking to one
another, in sign of good-luck, vowed to spend
their lives fighting manfully, rather than trust
to false promises of pardom. The earl, grieved,
however, at the thought of so many brave men

erishing, went to them himself, and pledged his

onour that their lives would be spared. ¢Then
every man laid down his weapons, and, as with
one mouth ecried : “God save King Edward !’

A great number were hanged on the Oak of
Reformation. XKett was made prisoner, and con-
veyed to London, but was subsequently sent back
to Norwich, and hanged alive in chains on the top
of the castle. His brother William, a butcher,
who had alse taken a leading part in the insurrec-
tion, was hanged in the same barbarous manmer
on the steeple of Wymondham church. Yet the
rebellion, thus fiercely trampled out, led: to
important results, which it is not our provinee
bnt that of the historian to enumerate and

explain,
& 91
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It was in the reign of Charles IL that the publie
journals first began to be, to any considerable
extent, the vehicles of advertisements. In that
era many annonces of an extremely curious kind
were made, ag will fully appear from the following
examples, freshly selected by a correspondent :

¢ \Hlereas John Pippin, whose grandfather, father,
and himself have been for above 190 years past fam-
ous throughont all England for curing the rupture,
making t}g)e most easie trusses of all sorts, both for
men, women, and children, being lately deceased ;
This is fo certifie to all persons that Eleanor
Pippin, the widow, who in his lifetime made all
the trusses which he sold, lives still at ¢ The Three
Naked Boys,” near the Strand Bridge, where she
makes all manner of trusses. She also hath a
gentleman to assist in the fitting of them upon
men, he being intrusted by the said John Pippin
in his lifetime.’—1679-80.

¢ At the sign of the “ Golden Pall and Coffin,” a
coffin-maker’s shop, at the upper end of the Old
Change, near Cheapside, there are ready made to
be sold, very fashionable laced and plain dressings
for the dead of all sizes, with very fashionable
ecoffing, that will seecure any corps above ground
without any ill scent or other annoyance as long as
shall be required.’—1679-80.

*The much approved necklaces of Joynts, of the

eat traveller J. C., which absolutely eascs children
I breeding teeth, by cutting them, and thereby

reventing feavers, eonvulsions, &e., are sold b
. Burrel, at the “ Golden Ball,” under St Dunstan’s
Chureh, in Fleet Street.’—1679.

¢One Robert Taylor, a dancing-master, being in
company of several neighbours in Covent Garden
on Monday night last, about 10 of the elock, upon
oceasion of some words, killed one Mr Price, of the
same place, at the “Three Tuns'” Tavern, in
Shandois Street. The said R. Taylor is a person
of middle stature, hath a cut across his chin, a scar
in his left cheek, having two fingers and a thumb
of one hand burnt at the ends shorter than the
other, round visaged, thick lipt, his own hair being
of a light brown under a periwig; he lived in
James Street, in Covent Garden. Whoever appre-
hends him, and gives notice thereof to Mr Reynolds,
bookseller, in Henrietta Street, Covent Garden,
shall have 10 pounds reward. And whereas it was
printed in last week's Infelligence that he was
taken, you are to take notice that it is most noto-
riously false!—1679.

‘The certain cure of agues of all sorts is per-
formed by a physitian of known integrity ; they
who desire his assistance may repair to his house,
which is the first door on the 11ght hand in Gun-
Yard, in Houndsditch. His hours are from 8 in the
morning till 2 in the afternoon.’—1680.

William Deval, at the sign of the “Angel and
Stilliards,” in St Ann’s Lane, near Aldersgate, Lon-
don, maketh Castile, marble, and white sope, as
good as any man sells ; tryed and proved, and sold
at very reasonable rates’—1680.

¢ Whereas one John Stuart, of a tall stature,
black brows, a wart upon his cheek, in a Dlack
periwig, and a tawny or black suit, and campaign
coat,g};as been lately intrusted to sell several pieces

of black worsted, crapes, hair chamblets, black
-philemot, and sky-coloured mohairs, watered and
unwatered ; with which goods he is run away, and
cannot yet be heard of. Whoever gives notice of
the man and goods (who, it is thought, is gone
towards Ireland) to Mr Howard, in Milk Street
Market, shall have 40s. reward.”—1680.

¢A book in quarto, bound in parchment, about
a quire of paper, near all writ out, being several
accompts for work done, being missing out of a
shop near Chea}ﬁside Conduit : supposed to fall off
the stall, or other wayes, by some accident, lost
about the middle of September last. If any will
bring the said book to Mr Hifftell’s Coffee-house,
in (ﬁxeapside, near the Nagg's Head Tavern, shall
have 10s. reward.'—1680.

¢October the 29th.—There was dropt out of a
balcony, in Cheapside, a very large watch-case,
studded with gold ; if any person hath taken it up,
and will bring it to Mr Fells, a goldsmith, at the
sign of the “Bunch of Grapes,” in the Strand ; or
to Mr Benj. Harris, at the sign of the “ Stationers’
Armes,” in the Piaza, under Royal Exehange, in
Cornhill, shall have a guinney reward.-——1680.

¢This is to give notice to all the Marshals, both
in the city and countrey, that may be desirous to
come to their namesake’s feast, which will be the
13th of November 1679, at Mr Edward Marshal's
house, at the sign of the “Cock,” in Fleet Street,
where the tickets are delivered, and at Mr Marshal's,
bookseller, at the “Bible,” in Newgate Street’
—1680.

‘There is a side of a shop, ready furnished with
all sorts of millinary goods, to be sold, and the said
side of a shop to be let, all at reasonable rates ; at
the “Naked Boy,” near Strand Bridge. Inquire
at the said ehop, or at the house of Mr Van Auker,
merchant, in Lime Street.—1680.

¢ At Tobiag’ Coffee-house, in Pye Corner, is sold
the right drink, ealled Dr Butler's Ale, it being the
same that was sold by Mr Lansdale in Newgate
Market. It is an excellent stomack drink, it helps
digestion, expels wind, and dissolves congealed
plﬁegm upon the lungs, and is therefore good

gainst colds, coughs, ptisical and consumptive
distempers ; and being drunk in the evening, it
moderately fortifies nature, canseth good rest, and
hugely corroborates the brain and memory.’—1680.
¢ At the “DMiter,” near the west end of St Paul’s,
is to be seen a rare collection of curiosityes, much
resorted to, and admired by persons of great learn-
ing and quality ; amongst which a choyce Egyptian
Mummy, with hieroglyphics ; the Ani-Beare of
Brazil ; a Remora; a Torpedo; the huge Thigh-bone
of a Gyant; a Moon-Fish; a Tropic%-bird, &e)—
1664.

‘Without Bishopsgate, near Hog Lane, over
against the Watch-house, liveth one Jacob Sum-
mers, & weaver ; who maketh and selleth town-
velvets at reasonable rates.'—1664.

¢Lost upon the 13th inst, a little blackamoor
boy in a Dblew livery, about 10 years old,
his hair not much curled, with a silver collar
about his neek, inscribed “Mrs Manby’s black-
amoor, in Warwick Lane” Whoever shall give
notice of im to Mrs Manby, living in the said
lane, or to the “Three Cranes” in Pater-Noster
Row, shall be well rewarded for his peynes’—1664.

‘Whereas his sacred majesty (Charles IL) has
heen pleased, after the example of his royal
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ancestors, to incorporate the musitians in England,
for the encouragement of that excellent gnality,
and the said corporation to impower all that profess
the said science, and to allow and make free such
as they shall think fit. This is to give notice to
persons concern’d, that the said corporation sits once
& week in “Durham Yard,” in pursuance of the
trust and authority to them committed by his most
gracious majesty.'—1664.

¢At the “Angel and Sun,” in the Strand, near
Strand Bridge, is to be sold every day, fresh Epsum-
water, Barnet-water, and Tunbridge-water ; Epsum-
ale, and Spruce-beer.’—1664.

¢These are to give notice to the heirs and trustees
of William Hinton, some time one of the servants
of the late king ; and to the heirs or trustees of the
estate of one Christopher King, and Mr Francis
Braddock, sometimes of London, gent.; that there
is a discovery of a concealment of some estate
belonging to them or some of them, or to some

ersons claiming from them ; whereof they may be
informed if they repair to Mr John Bellinger at his
Touse in Clifford’s Inn Lane,in Flect Street.’—1663.

‘Stolne on Fryday night, the 10th instant, from
Peter Bennier, his majesty’s sculptor, between
Whitehall and Charing Cross, one blackmore cast
from the life, and three or four other heads. If
any person can bring notice of the blackmore to
- the said Pcter Bennier, at his house over against the
signe of the ‘‘Golden Balle,” they shall be very well
payd for their payns’—1663.

¢ Fortescutus Illustratus: or, a commentary on
that nervous treatise—De Laudibus Legum Anglice.
Written by Sir John Fortescue, knight ; first, Lord
Chief-justice ; after, Lord Chancellor to King Henry
Sixth., Which treatise was dedicated to Prince
Edward, that king’s son and heir ; whom he
attended in his retirement into France, and to
whom he legally and affectionately imparted him-
self in the vertue and variety of his excellent
discourse. He purposely wrote to consolidate his
princely minde in the love and approbation of
the good laws of England, and of the laudible
customes of this his native country. The heroicke
designe of whose excellent judgment and loyal
addiction to his prince, i3 humbly endeavoured
to be revived, admired, and advanced. By Edward
Waterhouse, Esq. Sold by Thomas Dicas, at the
Hen and Chickens, in St Paul's Church-yard.’—1663.

¢A young brindled mastiff, cropt with three
notches on the rump, four white feet, and a white
streak down the face, was lost on Fryday was
seven-night, July 31. ’Tis one of the king’s dogs,
and whoever gives notice of him at the porter’s
lodge in Whitehall, shall have a very good reward.’
—1663.

A TORNADO IN CHESHIRE.

The 20th of July 1662, was marked in Lanecashire
and Cheshire by a storm of prodigious violence,
accompanied by a fall of heavy hailstones. What,
howevecr, chiefly distinFuished the day, was a travel-
ling vortex or whirlwind, which produced some
remarkable effects, and is thus vividly deseribed in a

" volume, entitled Admirable Curiosities, &c., published
in London in 1682. -

¢In the same day,” says this narration, ‘in the after-
noon, in the forest of Maxfield [Maceclesfield], there
.arose a gteat pillar of smoke, in height like a steeple,
and judged twenty yards broad, which, making a

most hideous moise, went along the ground six or
seven miles, levelling all the way; it threw down
fenees and stone walls, and earricd the stones a great
distance from their f)laees, but happening upon
moorish ground [moor-land] not inhabited, it did the
less hurt. The terrible noise it made so frightened
the cattle, that they ran away, and were thercby pre-
served ; it passed over a cornficld, and laid it as low
with the ground as if it had been trodden down by
fect ; it went through a wood, and turned up above
an hundred trees by the roots; coming into a field
full of cocks of hay ready to be carried in, it swept
all away, so that searce a handful of it could after-
wards be found, only it left a great tree in the middle
of the field, which it had brought from some other
place. From the forest of Maxfield, it went u%by 8
town called Taxal, and thence to Wailey Bridge
[Whaley Bridge], where, and nowhere else, it over-
threw an house or two, yet the people that were in
them received not much hurt, but the timher was
carried awai nobody knew whither. From thence
it went up the hills into Derbyshire, and so vanished.
This account was given by Mr Hurst, minister of
Taxal, who had it from an eye-witness.’

FORMIDABLE ATTACK BY BEES.

Huber, Bevan, and other naturalists who have
studied the extraordinary habits and instincts of bees,
have not yet succeeded in discovering the various
circumstances which lead those insects to attack man
in a hostile spirit. How far revenge, or retaliation
for injurics received, influences them, is but imper-
fectly known. There is proof that, when the queen.
bee dies, the hive is thrown into confusion and agita-
tion ; and it has been supposed by many persons that
the insects, at such a time, would seek to attack an
one who may have been concerned in the dcatﬁ
of the great mother. This, whether right or wrong,
was the suggested explanation of an cxtraordinary
attack by bees in Prussia, in 1820. As narrated
in the Berliner Zeitung, the incident was as follows:
On the 20th of July, M. Eulert, a merchant
of Berlin, was travelling with his wife from Witten-
berg to that city; they were in a private carriage,
and a coachman was driving. While passing alon
the high-road, betwecn Krogpstadt and Schmogelsdorf,
the coachman observed the horses to rub uneasil
against each other, as if stung by a horse-fly. Sud.
denly a swarm of bees apgeared, or a collection of
swarms, numerous beyond all reckoning. They
covered the earriage, horses, travellers, and coachman,
but especially the living beinfgs. They attacked the
month, nose, eyes, and ears of each horse, until the
poor animals, quite overcome, lay down unresisting,
The coachman lost his hat while endeavouring to ard
the horses, and the bees then fastened upon his head
with such avidity, that his poor skull became covered
with a matted mass of bees, hair, and blood ; he threw
himself on the ground in desperation, and became for
a time insensible. Madame Eulert, as soon as the
attack began, covered her face with her hood, got out
of the carriage, hastened to a neighbouring field, and
threw herself, face downwards, on the grass. M,
Eulert then alighted, and shouted for help ; but while
his mouth was open, some of thec bees entered it, and
increased his troubles. He then covered his face and
neck with a handkerchief, and ran to a place where
he saw three peasants looking on; but they were too
much alarmed to help him, and so he ran on further.
He then met a woodman, a carrier with a cart, and
three horses, and some labourers. After much
entreaty, the carrier agreed to put his horses into a
neighbouring stable, and to accompany M. Eulert, as
did the others, all carrying dry hay and straw to burn.
Arrived at the spot, they found Madame Eulegté still
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lying, face downward, on the grass, very little injured.
ﬁ’; poor eoachman was lying nearly inscnsible, and
for forty-eight hours his case was precarious. After
burning much hay and straw to drive away tho bees,
M. Eulert and his helpers were able to examine the
suffering horses ; one was so maddened by the sting-
ing it had received, that it died the same day; the
otﬁer was taken to Schmogelsdorf, and placed under
the care of a veterinary surgeon, but the poor animal
died on the following day. M. Eulert, in attempting
afterwards to assign a probable reason for this fierce
attack, supposcd &t when the horses had been 